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The scent of burnt toast and fresh coffee filled the warm morning air of their kitchen. Natalie, still in her silk robe, her dark hair a sleep-tousled mess, expertly scraped the blackened edges of a slice into the sink. Sam watched her from the small kitchen table, a smile playing on his lips as he traced the rim of his mug. The morning sun caught the silver in her wedding band, a flash of light that made his chest feel impossibly full.

“Another culinary triumph, my love,” he said, his voice still rough with sleep.

She tossed a crumb at him. “You say that like you weren’t the one who left the bread in for an extra five minutes while you were checking scores.”

“I was strategizing for my fantasy league,” he protested, but he was already getting up, crossing the small space to wrap his arms around her waist from behind. He nuzzled the soft, fragrant skin of her neck, and she leaned back into him with a contented sigh. His hands slid down, palming the gentle curve of her belly through the thin silk, and he felt the familiar, electric jolt of desire that she always sparked in him. God, she felt good. He was already half-hard just from this, from the simple, domestic reality of her body against his.

“We’re going to be late,” she murmured, though she made no move to pull away.

“Mmm,” he agreed, his voice a low rumble against her ear. His fingers found the tie of her robe and slowly, deliberately, pulled it loose. The silk fell open. He cupped her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples until they were tight, pebbled peaks against his palms. “Fuck, Natalie. Just the feel of you... it ruins me every single time.”

She turned in his arms, her eyes dark with a matching hunger. Her hands came up to frame his face. “Then ruin us. We can be late.”

They stumbled more than walked to the living room, falling onto the large, forgiving couch in a tangle of limbs and laughter. His mouth found hers in a deep, claiming kiss that tasted of coffee and pure need. He was on top of her, the weight of him a familiar and welcome pressure. He kissed his way down her body, pushing the robe completely aside to worship her with his lips and tongue. He lapped at her breasts, sucking a dark mark onto the pale skin above her heart, a possessive brand he knew she secretly loved.

When he moved lower, hooking her legs over his shoulders and burying his face in her wet heat, she cried out, her fingers tangling in his hair. He ate her like a man starving, and she bucked against his mouth, her pleasure a loud, unfiltered thing that filled the room.

After, when they were both breathless and sated, her head on his chest, he knew it was the moment. The post-coital haze, the thrumming intimacy, it was the only time he felt brave enough.

He took a deep breath. “Nat?”

“Hmm?” she hummed, tracing idle patterns on his stomach.

“I... I have something I need to tell you. A fantasy. It’s been playing in my head for... a while.”

She went still. Lifted her head to look at him, her brow slightly furrowed. “Okay...?”

His heart was a frantic drum against his ribs. “It’s about you. It’s always about you.” He paused, gathering the words he’d rehearsed a hundred times in his mind. “The hottest thing I can possibly imagine... is watching you with another man.”

The silence that followed was deafening. He watched the play of emotions on her face: the initial confusion, the dawning comprehension, and then the sharp flash of hurt.

“What?” The word was small, almost a whisper. She pulled away slightly, sitting up and pulling her robe closed. “Sam, what are you saying? Are you... are you not happy? With me? With us?”

“No! God, no, Natalie. Fuck, no.” He sat up quickly, reaching for her, but she flinched back. He let his hand drop. “It’s the opposite. It’s because what we have is so fucking strong. It’s because you are the most stunning, sexy, incredible woman I have ever known. The idea of seeing someone else recognize that... of seeing them completely undone by you, the way I am every day... it... it fucking consumes me.”

Her eyes searched his, looking for the lie, the doubt. She found only a raw, terrifying honesty. “You want to share me?” The question was laced with disbelief and a thread of something else. Something like fear.

“I want to celebrate you,” he corrected, his voice intense. “I want to see you take your pleasure without any guilt, without any thought. I want to see you fuck another man’s brains out while I watch, knowing that you’re mine. That you’re coming home to me. That it’s my ring on your finger while his cock is buried deep inside you.”

She blanched at the vulgarity, but she didn’t look away. A faint pink flush crept up her neck. “Sam, that’s... I don’t... I can’t even picture it.”

“Just think about it,” he pleaded, his voice softening. “No pressure. No expectations. Just... let the idea sit for a while. Think about what it would feel like to have all that attention, all that desire focused only on your pleasure. A stranger’s hands on your hips, his mouth on your tits, his cock stretching you open... while I sit right there, watching my beautiful wife become a total goddess.”

Natalie was silent for a long time, staring at her hands clasped tightly in her lap. The hurt was slowly being replaced by a deep, pensive curiosity. She could feel an unfamiliar, illicit heat spreading through her, entirely separate from the remnants of her orgasm. It was a dark, thrilling current at the idea. The power of it. The sheer, nasty fucking audacity of it.

She finally looked up at him, her expression unreadable. “You’d really want that? To just... watch?”

“More than I’ve ever wanted anything,” he breathed, the hope in his voice palpable.

She bit her lip, a habit she had when she was working through a complex problem. Her mind, against its will, began to conjure a shadowy figure. A man who wasn't her husband. His hands, his body, his... She shook her head slightly, as if to clear it. The thought should have repulsed her. It did not.

“I...” she started, her voice barely audible. “I don’t know if I could.”

Sam simply nodded, not pushing, his heart hammering against his sternum.

A slow, tentative smile touched her lips, a complete contradiction to the whirring chaos in her mind. “But... tell me more.”

The silence in the room was a living thing, thick and humming with the echo of his confession and her unexpected curiosity. Natalie shifted against him, the damp spot on the couch from their earlier lovemaking cool against her thigh. She traced a slow, absent circle on his chest, her mind twisting and turning the strange, alluring key he had just handed her.

“What...” she began, her voice a little steadier now, “what exactly does it look like in your head? This... fantasy.” She kept her eyes fixed on the faint smudge of her mascara on his t-shirt, unable to look at his face just yet. “Tell me what you see.”

Sam’s arm tightened around her. He could feel the precipice they were on, the delicate edge of a shared dream. He chose his words with the care of a bomb disposal expert. “I see you. Only you. The center of everything. A man... another man... is with you. And I’m watching.” He swallowed, his own arousal stirring again, hotter and sharper this time. “I watch the way his hands are different from mine. The way he touches you. I want to see you experience a new pair of hands on your body, Natalie. I want to see you take a new cock.”

A shudder, deep and involuntary, ran through her. The crude language, so unlike Sam’s usual tender vulgarities, sent a jolt straight to her core. Her silk robe felt insubstantial, suddenly, as if it were transmitting every word directly onto her skin. “And you’d just... watch?”

“I’d be right there,” he murmured, his lips against her temple. “I’d see every expression on your beautiful face. I’d hear every sound you make for him. And it would all be for me, too. It would be the hottest fucking thing I have ever seen. You, being worshipped by someone else, would be you worshipping us.”

Her mind, no longer fighting the idea, began to search its own files, looking for a face to put on this phantom man. A name surfaced, unexpected but undeniably apt. “Hugo,” she whispered.

Sam went perfectly still. “Hugo from your office?”

“He... he has that look about him,” she said, her voice gaining a new, speculative tone. “He’s always flirting, but it’s not threatening. It’s confident. He talks about skiing black diamonds and sailing in storms. He’s... adventurous.” She finally lifted her gaze to meet Sam’s. Her dark eyes were wide, no longer clouded with doubt but shimmering with a dangerous curiosity. “What would it be like with someone like that?”

A low groan rumbled in Sam’s chest. The specificity, her chosen candidate, made the fantasy terrifyingly real. Fuck. 
"We could do it," Sam whispered, his voice rough with renewed desire. He sat up straighter, the fantasy crystallizing into something tangible now that it had a name, a face. "I could come by your office after work. We could talk to Hugo together."
Natalie's eyes widened, her lips parting in surprise. "Today? You want to approach him today?"
"Why not?" The words tumbled out faster now, his excitement building. "We're adults. He's single, right? We just... feel him out. See if he'd be interested in joining us for drinks sometime."
"God," Natalie breathed, pressing her palms against her flushed cheeks. "That's so... direct."
Sam tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, his fingers lingering on the curve of her jaw. "It doesn't have to be explicit right away. Just a conversation. An opening."
She bit her lower lip, considering. The reality of actually speaking these desires aloud to another person—to Hugo, with his confident smile and expensive suits—sent a thrill of terror and excitement through her body.
"What would I even say to him when you show up?" she asked, her practical mind already working through the logistics. "'Hey Hugo, this is my husband. He wants to watch you fuck me'?"
Sam laughed, but his eyes remained dark with want. "Maybe we start with drinks. Let it evolve naturally."
Natalie stood up, clutching her robe tightly around her body as she paced the small living room. The morning sun caught dust motes floating in the air, making them sparkle like tiny stars in her peripheral vision. Everything felt hyperreal suddenly—the texture of the silk against her skin, the scent of sex still clinging to her body, the taste of Sam still on her tongue.
"We'd need rules," she said finally, turning to face him. "Clear boundaries."
"Of course," he agreed immediately. "Whatever makes you comfortable."
She nodded slowly, her mind racing ahead to the afternoon, to Hugo's easy smile and the way his eyes always lingered just a second too long on her when they spoke. Would he be shocked? Disgusted? Or—and this thought made her stomach flip—intrigued?
"Five-thirty," she said, her decision made. "Come to my office at five-thirty. He usually stays late on Thursdays."
Sam stood and crossed to her, taking her face in his hands. His kiss was deep, claiming, a reminder of where she belonged regardless of what might happen. When he pulled away, his eyes were shining with a mixture of love and lust that made her knees weak.
"I love you," he said, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones. "More than anything. This doesn't change that."
"I know," she whispered, and she did. Somehow, in the strange alchemy of their marriage, this shared transgression felt like it might bind them even closer together. "I love you too."
The rest of the morning was a blur of showers and hurried dressing, of burned toast abandoned on plates and coffee growing cold in mugs. They moved around each other in their familiar dance, but everything felt charged now, electric with possibility.
As Natalie applied her lipstick in the bathroom mirror, she found herself wondering what shade Hugo might prefer.
***
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The soft glow of the desktop lamp reflected off the polished wood of Natalie’s office desk. It was 5:30 PM, the building quieting down, the faint hum of the air conditioner the only sound. She smoothed a hand over her silk blouse, a nervous tremor in her fingers. A quick glance at her phone confirmed it: Sam was late.

Just as a thread of anxiety began to tighten in her chest, a familiar tap sounded at her door before it swung open. Sam stood there, his expression a mix of apology and barely-contained exhilaration. “Traffic was a nightmare,” he said, his voice a low rumble that instantly soothed her.

“I was starting to wonder,” she said, standing to greet him. He crossed the room in a few quick strides, pulling her into a tight embrace. His lips found hers, not a chaste peck but a deep, claiming kiss that tasted of mint and intent. It felt different. It felt like a promise of what was to come.

He pulled back, his hands on her hips. “You ready?”

Before she could answer, another knock, this one firmer, more assertive, echoed through the office. Natalie’s pulse, which had just begun to settle, kicked back into a frantic rhythm. She looked at Sam, who simply gave a sharp, eager nod.

“Come in,” she called, her voice miraculously steady.

The door opened and Hugo filled the frame. He’d changed from his work clothes into dark jeans and a simple black t-shirt that stretched taut across his chest and shoulders. His chiseled features were set in a confident, easy smile, his blue eyes scanning the room and landing on them with predatory focus.

“Natalie,” he said, his voice a smooth, dark caress. Then his gaze shifted to Sam. “You must be the husband.”

Sam extended a hand, his grip firm. “Sam. Thanks for coming.”

“Wouldn’t miss it.” Hugo’s smile widened as he closed the door behind him, the soft click of the lock engaging sounding impossibly loud. He leaned back against it, crossing his arms. “So. This is the office where the brilliant ideas happen.”

The air grew thick, charged with a new and volatile energy. Natalie felt exposed, standing between the two men, the object of their shared, intense focus. Sam’s eyes were dark with desire, fixed on her. Hugo’s gaze was more analytical, stripping away the layers of her professional demeanor with a blatant, sexual curiosity.

Sam cleared his throat, the sound unsteady in the silence of the office. His fingers twitched at his sides, betraying the calm he was trying to project. “We, uh... we wanted to talk to you about something... personal,” he began, his voice hesitant but determined. He glanced at Natalie, her wide eyes locked on him, before shifting his gaze back to Hugo. “It’s not easy to say this out loud, but... I’ve been carrying this fantasy for a while now.”

Hugo raised an eyebrow, his expression a mix of curiosity and amusement. He leaned against the edge of Natalie’s desk, his posture casual but his presence anything but. “Go on,” he said, his voice smooth and encouraging.

Sam took a deep breath, his chest rising and falling with the effort. “It’s about Natalie. I’ve... I’ve always imagined what it would be like to see her with someone else. Someone like you.” He hesitated, then added, “Someone who could give her something I can’t.”

Hugo’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. He crossed his arms over his broad chest, the movement drawing attention to the strength in his frame. “So, you want me to fuck your wife while you watch?” he said bluntly, cutting through the tension like a knife.

Sam flinched slightly at the crudeness of the words but nodded nonetheless. “Yes. That’s exactly what I want.”

Hugo’s gaze shifted to Natalie, who stood frozen between them. Her cheeks were flushed, her breath coming in shallow gasps. “And what about you, Natalie?” he asked, his voice dropping to a low, intimate timbre. “Is this what you want too? Or are you just doing this for him?”

Natalie swallowed hard, her hands clenching at her sides. She glanced at Sam, then back at Hugo, her mind racing. The room felt impossibly small, the air thick with anticipation. “I... I don’t know,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Hugo pushed off the desk and took a step closer to her, his movements deliberate and unhurried. He reached out and gently tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze. “Tell me the truth,” he murmured, his voice soft but demanding. “Do you want this? Or should I leave right now?”

Natalie’s heart pounded in her chest, her body trembling under the weight of his stare. She looked into his eyes and saw something there—something dark, primal, and undeniably tempting. “I... I want to try,” she whispered, her voice shaking but resolute.

Hugo’s smile widened, a glint of satisfaction in his eyes. He released her chin and stepped back, his gaze flicking to Sam. “Then let’s make this happen.” He glanced around the office, taking in the polished wood and gleaming surfaces. “This seems like as good a place as any.”

Sam nodded, his earlier nervousness giving way to a strange sort of excitement. He reached out and took Natalie’s hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze. “We’re doing this together,” he said, his voice steady now. “No matter what happens, we’re in this together.”

Hugo’s lips curved into a smirk as he leaned back against the desk again. “Good. Then let’s stop talking and start doing.” His eyes locked on Natalie, and the heat in them was unmistakable. “You’re mine now.”

Natalie’s breath hitched, her pulse racing as Hugo’s words sent a thrill through her. The tension in the room was palpable, crackling like electricity in the air. She glanced at Sam one last time, seeing the mixture of desire and nervousness in his eyes, before turning back to Hugo. The decision was made. There was no turning back now.

He looked directly at Natalie. “I want to hear it from you. Right now. Do you want this, Natalie? Do you want me to fuck you while your husband watches?”

The vulgarity of the words, spoken in her pristine, professional space, sent a jolt straight through her. Her mouth went dry. She could feel the warmth of Sam’s body beside her, could feel his encouragement radiating from him.

“Yes,” she whispered. The word was barely audible.

“Louder.” Hugo’s command was soft but absolute. “I want him to hear you say it.”

She swallowed, finding a well of courage she didn’t know she possessed. She turned her head, meeting Sam’s heated gaze. “Yes. I want this.” She looked back at Hugo, her voice stronger now, laced with a need that surprised her. “I want you to fuck me.”

A slow, devastating smile spread across Hugo’s face. “Good. Now, come here.”

It wasn’t a request. Natalie moved on unsteady legs, rounding the desk to stand before him. He didn’t touch her. Not yet. He just looked down at her, his eyes roaming over her face, her neck, the curves of her breasts under the silk.

“Turn around,” he murmured. “Face your husband.”

She did, her back now to Hugo, her front to Sam. Sam’s eyes were wide, his breathing already shallow. He was drinking in the sight of her, obedient and waiting.

Hugo’s hands came to rest on her hips, his touch electric even through the fabric of her slacks. He leaned forward, his mouth close to her ear, his voice a low, intimate vibration that only she could hear. “Tell him what you want me to do to you, Natalie.”

She was trembling now, a fine, constant shake that started deep inside her. She looked into Sam’s eyes, seeing his utter enthrallment, and it unlocked something within her.

“I want...” she began, her voice husky. “I want him to touch me.”

“Where?” Hugo prompted, his lips brushing the shell of her ear.

A shiver wracked her body. “Everywhere.”

One of Hugo’s hands slid around her waist, splaying possessively across her lower belly, pulling her back against the hard ridge of his erection. The other hand came up and, with agonizing slowness, began to undo the buttons of her blouse. Each pop of a button was a tiny explosion in the silent room.

“Tell him what I’m doing,” Hugo whispered, his breath hot against her neck.

“You’re... you’re unbuttoning my blouse,” she said to Sam, her words catching.

The silk parted. Hugo pushed the material aside, his fingers skimming over the lace of her bra. He didn’t rush. He traced the upper curve of her breast, his fingertip leaving a trail of fire on her skin.

“And now?” he prompted, his voice thick with lust.

“You’re touching me,” Natalie breathed, her eyes locked with Sam’s. “You’re touching my breasts.”

Sam’s hands clenched at his sides, his knuckles white. He was perfectly still, a statue of rapt attention.

Hugo’s skilled fingers found the front clasp of her bra and released it with a deft flick. The garment loosened. He didn’t remove it immediately. He simply pushed the cups aside, exposing her breasts to the cool office air and Sam’s hungry gaze.

Natalie gasped as her nipples tightened into hard peaks. Hugo’s rough palms covered her flesh, kneading, squeezing, his thumbs circling her areolas with a practiced pressure that made her knees weak.

“Tell him how it feels,” Hugo commanded, his voice dropping to a guttural growl as he pinched her nipples, rolling them between his fingers.

A low moan broke from Natalie’s lips. “It feels... god... it feels so good. Your hands are so strong.” She was losing herself, the professionalism of the office melting away under the heat of his touch. “He’s playing with my nipples, Sam. He’s making them so hard.”

Hugo’s hands left her breasts, sliding down her sides to the waistband of her slacks. He made quick work of the button and zipper, his fingers dipping inside, beneath the lace of her panties. He palmed the full curve of her ass, squeezing firmly.

“And now I’m going to bend you over this very expensive-looking desk,” Hugo said, his voice loud enough for Sam to hear clearly now, “and I’m going to taste your perfect fucking pussy. And you’re going to watch, Sam. You’re going to watch how wet she gets for me.”

The polished mahogany felt unnaturally cool against her flushed skin as Hugo’s strong hands guided her down. Her silk blouse bunched up around her shoulders, and her slacks and panties were a tangled mess at her ankles, leaving her completely exposed. Her world narrowed to the grain of the wood beneath her face, the heavy, anticipatory silence of the office, and the heat of Hugo’s body shielding her from the rest of the room.

“There we go,” Hugo murmured, his voice a low thrum that vibrated through her. “Just like that. Now, let’s see what’s all mine.”

A warm, calloused palm smoothed over the curve of her ass, a possessive, appreciating stroke that made her jump. Her eyes, wide and a little dazed, found Sam’s. He was rooted to the chair he’d been offered, his knuckles white where he gripped the armrests. His face was a beautiful, conflicted canvas of arousal and something sharper, something like awe. The fly of his trousers strained, a clear testament to his excitement, and the sight sent a fresh, liquid pulse of heat straight through Natalie’s core.

Hugo’s thumb traced the sensitive seam of her, a slow, teasing promise. Then, a single fingertip, slick with her own moisture, circled her entrance, pressing against the resistance for a breathtaking moment before pushing slowly, inexorably, inside.

Natalie’s moan was ragged, torn from her throat. “Oh, fuck...” The invasion was delicious, a perfect, stretching fullness from just that one finger. Her internal muscles clenched around him instinctively, drawing him deeper. She kept her eyes locked on Sam, watching his Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed hard. He’s watching this, she thought, a dizzying rush of power mixing with her submission. He’s seeing me take another man’s finger inside me.

“She’s so fucking wet for me, Sam,” Hugo stated, his tone conversational, as if he were commenting on the weather. He worked his finger in and out with a lazy, torturous rhythm. “Soaking my hand. You feel that, Natalie? You feel how you’re gripping me?”

“Yes,” she breathed out, the word barely audible. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary buck against his hand, seeking more.

“Look at him,” Hugo commanded, curling his finger inside her, pressing against a spot that made her vision blur. “Tell him what you want next.”

She didn’t have to fake the desperation in her voice. “Sam... I want... I want him to taste me. God, I want his mouth on me.”

Hugo didn’t need to be told twice. He withdrew his finger with a soft, wet sound that was obscenely loud in the quiet room. In one fluid motion, he dropped to his knees behind her. His hands spread her apart, and then his mouth was on her.

It wasn’t a kiss; it was a claiming.

His tongue, flat and hot and impossibly skilled, licked a long, slow stripe from her entrance all the way up to her clit. Natalie cried out, her back arching, her fingers scrambling for purchase on the smooth desktop. Holy shit. He held her firmly in place, his grip on her hips firm, and buried his face in her, his tongue delving deep inside her, fucking her with it in a mimicry of what was to come.

He was relentless, alternating between broad, languid strokes that covered every inch of her with wet heat and focused, flickering attention on her clit that had her seeing stars. He’d suckle lightly, then flatten his tongue again, painting obscene patterns on her most sensitive flesh. The sounds were filthy, wet and sloppy and passionate, and Natalie knew Sam could hear every one of them.

“He’s licking my pussy, Sam,” she moaned, the words tumbling out in a breathy rush. “His tongue is so fucking good. He’s eating me out on my desk.” The sheer wrongness of the location, the professional space defiled by this raw act, only amplified the intensity.

Hugo grunted in approval against her, the vibration eliciting a choked sob from Natalie. He slipped two fingers back inside her, crooking them to find that perfect spot once more while his thumb took over the rhythm on her clit, rubbing tight, firm circles.

The dual assault was too much and not enough. Pleasure, sharp and bright, coiled tight in her belly, a spring being wound to its breaking point. She was babbling, a stream of consciousness directed at her husband. “He’s fingering me... he’s rubbing my clit... I’m going to come... Sam, I’m going to come with his face buried in my cunt...”

She chanced a look back. Sam’s face was flushed a deep red, his chest rising and falling rapidly. His hand was pressed against the prominent bulge in his pants, rubbing himself through the fabric. The raw, hungry look on his face, the complete absorption in her pleasure, was the final key. Her orgasm tore through her, a silent, screaming wave of release that clenched around Hugo’s fingers and made her entire body shudder against the desk. Waves of intense sensation radiated out from her core, leaving her limp and boneless.

Hugo gave her a few final, gentle laps, drawing out the last shudders, before rising to his feet. He wiped his glistening mouth with the back of his hand, his eyes dark with triumph and undisguised lust. He looked from Natalie’s trembling, sated form to Sam’s desperate one.

“Your wife has a delicious fucking pussy, Sam,” he said, his voice rough. He unbuttoned his own jeans, freeing his erection. He was thick and hard, flushed with need. “But I’m not nearly done with her. You ready to see how she takes my cock?”

The raw, shuddering aftershocks of her climax were still buzzing through Natalie’s limbs as Hugo’s words hung in the air. Your wife... delicious fucking pussy... She felt exposed, splayed across the cool wood of the desk, her own wetness cooling on her thighs. But the deep, throbbing emptiness he’d left behind was a more powerful sensation.

She turned her head, her cheek resting on the polished surface. Her gaze found Sam. His eyes were black with a desire so intense it felt like a physical touch. His pants were open, his fist moving slowly, deliberately, over his hard cock. The sight of him, of his complete and utter captivation, severed the last fragile thread of her hesitation. This was for him. This was them.

A new kind of wetness gathered between her legs, a fresh, aching need that had nothing to do with the orgasm just past and everything to do with the one looming in the future. She looked from Sam’s straining hand to Hugo’s impatient cock, and a desperate sound escaped her, half-whimper, half-plea.

“Please,” she breathed, the word barely audible.

Hugo’s mouth curved into that devastating, confident smile. He placed a warm, possessive hand on the small of her back, holding her in place. “Please, what, Natalie? Use your words. Tell me what you want. Tell him what you want me to do to you.”

Her eyes locked with Sam’s. She saw the encouragement there, the frantic nod. He wanted to hear it, too. He needed it.

“I want you to fuck me,” she said, her voice gaining strength, laced with a newfound boldness that came from the safety of her husband’s gaze. “I want to feel your cock inside my pussy. I want you to fill me up, Hugo. Fuck me right here while my husband watches.”

A guttural groan ripped from Sam’s throat, his fist moving faster on his own length.

“That’s my girl,” Hugo murmured, the praise sending a fresh jolt through her system. He leaned over her, his front pressed against her back, and the heat of his skin was a brand. He nipped at her shoulder, his breath hot in her ear. “Spread your legs wider for me. Show him how open you are. How ready you are to take me.”

Natalie obeyed, letting her knees fall apart until she felt the stretch in her inner thighs, until the cool office air hit her most intimate places. She was completely displayed, utterly vulnerable, and the power of it was dizzying.

Hugo’s hand left her back. She heard the rustle of denim, the soft tear of a foil packet, and then the slick sound of him sheathing himself. The anticipation was a live wire under her skin. She felt the blunt, insistent pressure of his cockhead nestling against her entrance, a promise of what was to come.

He didn’t push in. Not yet. He rubbed himself through her slickness, coating himself in her, teasing her swollen flesh. “So fucking wet for me,” he growled against her ear. “Soaked just from me eating your cunt and the thought of my dick. You like being a show for him, don’t you? You like him seeing what a desperate, hungry slut you can be.”

“Yes,” she gasped, the crude word shocking and exhilarating. “God, yes.”

“Look at him, Natalie. Watch his face when I push inside your tight married pussy.”

Her eyes flew to Sam. His mouth was open, his breathing ragged. He was completely lost in the sight of them, his hand a blur on his own cock. He was witnessing her transformation, her surrender, and it was fueling his own.

Hugo chose that moment to thrust.

It wasn’t gentle. It was a single, powerful, claiming drive that buried his entire length into her in one smooth, stunning motion. Natalie’s eyes widened, a sharp cry ripped from her throat as he stretched her, filled her in a way that was completely and terrifyingly new. The desk shuddered with the force of it.

“Fuck, Natalie,” Hugo grunted, his body going rigid against her back. “You’re so goddamn tight. So fucking hot inside.”

Sam made a choked sound, a strangled mix of awe and desperate envy. “Oh, my god. Look at her take it.”

Hugo began to move, setting a relentless, deep rhythm. Each thrust was a punctuation mark in the silent, charged room. The slap of his skin against hers, their combined ragged breathing, and the soft, wet sounds of their joining were the only music. Natalie’s hands scrambled for purchase on the smooth desktop, her fingers splaying wide.

She could feel everything with excruciating clarity. The way his thick cock dragged against her inner walls on every outward pull, the perfect, filling pressure as he sunk back in, the rough texture of his jeans against the backs of her thighs. Her own body was clenching around him, greedily pulling him deeper with each stroke, already chasing another climax.

“Tell him, Natalie,” Hugo commanded, his voice strained with the effort of his pace. “Tell your husband what my cock feels like inside his wife’s pussy.”

She was mindless, reduced to pure sensation. “It’s so deep,” she moaned, the words tumbling out between thrusts. “Sam... he’s so big. He’s filling me up completely. I can feel every fucking inch of him. Oh, god, the way he’s stretching me...”

She saw Sam’s free hand clutch at his own thigh, his knuckles white. He was teetering on the edge, his own pleasure mirrored in hers.

Hugo’s pace increased, becoming harder, more frantic. One of his hands gripped her hip, his fingers digging in, holding her steady for his pounding. The other hand snaked around her body, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles that perfectly matched the rhythm of his thrusts.

The dual sensation was overwhelming. The deep, pounding fullness and the pinpoint friction on her most sensitive node. Pleasure detonated at the junction of her body, a supernova that started in her core and exploded outwards. Her vision whited out. Her back arched violently, and a raw, screaming cry was torn from her lungs as her climax shattered through her, infinitely more powerful than the first. Her inner muscles clamped down on Hugo’s cock in a series of frantic, rhythmic pulses, milking him, pulling him deeper into the convulsing heat of her body.

Through the hazy, euphoric fog of her own release, she heard Hugo’s control finally snap. A ragged, animalistic groan erupted from his chest as he drove into her one last, final time, burying himself to the hilt. His whole body shuddered against hers as he came, his hips stuttering, his grip on her becoming almost painful. She felt the hot, deep pulse of his orgasm inside her, a foreign and thrilling violation that marked her as his, for now, in this moment.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their heavy breathing and the quiet, choked gasps from Sam across the room. Hugo stayed buried inside her, his weight a heavy, comforting pressure. Slowly, Natalie turned her head, seeking her husband’s eyes.

Sam was staring, his own hand still on his cock, which was still hard and glistening. His expression was one of sheer, unadulterated rapture. He looked wrecked, consumed, and more turned on than she had ever seen him. He opened his mouth, his voice a hoarse, awestruck whisper.

Hugo’s weight shifted, his cock slipping from her with a wet, soft sound that seemed obscenely loud in the quiet room. Cool air brushed the heat he’d left behind, a stark contrast that made her gasp. He steadied her hips before she could collapse onto the desk, his touch now more practical than passionate.

His voice was a low rumble near her ear. “Go on. Go fuck your husband.”

The command, so direct and unexpected, cut through the last fragments of her orgasmic haze. Her legs trembled as she pushed herself upright, her palms flat on the cool, slick surface of the desk. She turned, her silk blouse hanging open, her skirt bunched at her waist. Her gaze found Sam, still planted in the leather chair, his eyes wide and dark with a desperate hunger she’d never seen before. His cock was still in his hand, hard and weeping, a testament to what he’d just witnessed.

The space between the desk and his chair felt like a mile. Each step was unsteady, her muscles liquid and weak. The sensation of Hugo’s release, a warm trickle down her inner thigh, was a constant, thrilling reminder. She didn’t look back at Hugo; she kept her eyes locked on Sam, on the raw need painted across his familiar features.

When she reached him, she didn’t speak. Words felt unnecessary, inadequate. She simply placed her hands on his shoulders, feeling the tense muscle beneath his shirt. A low, guttural sound escaped him as she swung one leg over his lap, then the other, settling herself astride him. The rough fabric of his trousers scratched against the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, a delicious friction.

She sank down, her own wetness immediately soaking into his pants, a dark, promising stain. His hands flew to her hips, his grip firm, almost startled, as if he couldn’t believe she was really there. His cock, trapped between their bodies, pressed insistently against her lower belly.

“Look at you,” he breathed, his voice wrecked. His eyes drank her in: her flushed chest, her parted lips, the wild mess of her hair. “You are so fucking beautiful like this. So used. So perfect.”

She leaned forward, her forehead resting against his, her breath mingling with his. She could smell herself on his skin, mixed with his own scent and the faint, clean fragrance of Hugo’s cologne that still clung to the air. It was an intoxicating cocktail of their shared transgression.

“Did you like watching him fuck me, Sam?” she whispered, the words a dark caress. She needed to hear him say it. She needed to taste his arousal.

A shudder ran through him. “Fuck, Natalie. I’ve never seen anything so hot in my entire life. Watching his cock disappear inside you... watching you come for him... I thought I was gonna lose my fucking mind.”

His honesty was a brand, searing and perfect. She shifted her weight, grinding herself against the hard ridge of his cock, and he moaned, a deep, helpless sound. His fingers dug into her flesh.

“Your turn,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky promise. She positioned his cock, the head nudging against her slick entrance. She was so wet, so open from Hugo’s thorough fucking.

She sank down onto him in one slow, deliberate motion.

A shared, sharp gasp filled the space between them. For Sam, it was the tight, wet heat of her, a familiar comfort now layered with the thrilling, forbidden knowledge that another man had just been there. For Natalie, it was the rightness of him, the perfect fit of his cock filling a hollow ache she hadn’t known was there until this moment. It was her Sam, claiming her back, reclaiming her in the most primal way possible.

She began to move, a slow, rolling grind of her hips that had him throwing his head back against the chair, his eyes squeezed shut. “Jesus, Nat. You feel... you’re so fucking wet.”

“It’s his,” she moaned, the confession torn from her. “You’re fucking me with his come still inside me.”

The words shattered his last vestige of control. His eyes flew open, blazing with a possessive fire. His hands gripped her ass, pulling her down harder onto him with each upward thrust of his hips. The chair creaked in protest beneath their combined weight and motion.

The rhythm escalated from a sensual grind to a frantic, driving need. Natalie braced her hands on his shoulders, riding him with a ferocity she didn’t know she possessed. Each time she rose up, she could feel a trickle escape her, a lewd reminder of the man watching them. Each time she sank down, she took Sam impossibly deeper, the dual sensation of being stretched by her husband while coated in her lover’s release pushing her toward another dizzying peak.

She chanced a glance over her shoulder. Hugo stood leaning against the desk, arms crossed over his chest, a faint, smug smile playing on his lips as he watched them. His eyes were fixed on where their bodies joined, on the slick, rhythmic motion of her taking her husband’s cock. His gaze was like a physical touch, amplifying everything.

She turned back to Sam, her movements becoming more erratic. “He’s watching you fuck me,” she panted, her voice rising. “He’s watching you claim what’s yours. Do you like that? Do you like him seeing how you make me feel?”

Sam’s answer was a growl, a raw, animal sound as he drove up into her, his pace becoming punishing. “Yes! God, yes! I want him to see. I want him to see you come on my cock.”

His words were the final key. The coil of pleasure in her belly, wound so tight by Hugo, now snapped under Sam’s relentless pounding. Her climax ripped through her with a silent, breath-stealing intensity. Her mouth opened in a soundless cry as her body seized around him, a series of violent, clenching spasms that milked his cock deep inside her.

Feeling her convulse around him, seeing her beautiful face twisted in ecstasy for him, was all it took. Sam’s own release followed instantly, torn from him with a shout. He held her hips locked against his, pumping his own hot release into her, mixing with what was already there, marking her in a way that was uniquely, fundamentally theirs.

They collapsed together, a sweaty, breathless heap in the chair, his cock still pulsing weakly inside her. Their heavy breathing was the only sound for a long moment. Slowly, Natalie nuzzled into the crook of his neck, placing a soft, languid kiss on his damp skin.

From across the room, Hugo’s voice cut through the stillness, smooth and deeply amused. “Now that’s a fucking show.”

A deep, satiated silence settled over the office, thick with the musky scent of sex and sweat. Natalie’s limbs felt like liquid, her body a map of pleasurable aches mapped by two different sets of hands. Sam’s arms were a warm, familiar vise around her, his softening cock still nestled within her, a tender, possessive connection. She could feel the subtle throb of his final release inside her, a warm echo of the raw pleasure they’d just shared.

Hugo’s comment hung in the air, a low hum of male satisfaction that vibrated through the stillness. Natalie shifted slightly, the movement causing a slick, intimate sound that made Sam’s breathing stutter. Her skin was hypersensitive, every point of contact with the leather chair and Sam’s body almost too much to bear.

Her gaze drifted past Sam’s shoulder to Hugo. He stood near the desk, now leaning against it with a predatory ease that was both terrifying and thrilling. He had one hand idly tracing the wet spot on the mahogany where her body had been pressed moments before. His own release, a glistening trail, marked the front of his thigh. He looked utterly unselfconscious, a man completely comfortable in the aftermath of his own appetite. His dark eyes met hers, and a slow, knowing smirk played on his lips. He didn’t look away. He watched her watching him, his expression a mix of appraisal and something else, something deeper she couldn’t quite name.

A sudden, intense wave of vulnerability crashed over her. It was the feeling of being completely seen, thoroughly known by both men, but in two utterly different ways. By Sam, it was a knowing of love and shared history, a celebration of her. By Hugo, it was a knowing of pure, unadulterated physicality, a raw assessment of her as a sexual creature. The combination was dizzying, overwhelming, and she felt a desperate need for air, for normalcy, for a space that wasn’t drenched in the evidence of what they’d just done.

She pressed her face into Sam’s neck, her voice a hoarse whisper against his skin. “Sam.”

“Mmm?” he murmured, his voice thick with post-orgasimal bliss. His hand stroked her back in a lazy, comforting circle.

“I need... I think I need a drink. A real one.” She lifted her head, looking at him, her eyes wide. “Not in here. Out. Somewhere with lights and noise and people who aren’t... us.”

Sam’s eyes fluttered open, focusing on her. He searched her face, and she saw the flicker of concern, the husband re-emerging from the voyeur. “Are you okay?” he asked softly, his fingers stilling on her spine.

“I’m... more than okay,” she said, and it was the truth. Her body was singing. “I’m just... full. My head is buzzing. I feel like my skin is on inside-out. I need to process this with a fucking martini in my hand somewhere that doesn’t smell like your cologne and my come.”

A slow grin spread across Sam’s face. He understood. This was part of it for him, too—the aftercare, the coming down, the re-entry into their world. “Yeah,” he breathed, his voice gaining energy. “Yeah, let’s do that. Let’s go out.”

Natalie carefully, gingerly, lifted herself off him. A soft, wet sigh accompanied their separation. She felt exposed, open, a trickle of their combined release tracing a path down her inner thigh. She reached for her crumpled blouse, holding it against her front as a meager shield. She turned to Hugo, who hadn’t moved.

“Hugo?” she said, her voice stronger now. “We’re going to go get a drink. You’re welcome to join us.” The invitation was a formality, a bridge back to civility, but it felt strangely necessary.

Hugo pushed off the desk. He reached for his own trousers, pulling them on with an effortless grace that made the mundane act look obscene. He didn’t look at them as he fastened his belt. “I appreciate the offer,” he said, his tone even, almost detached. “But I think I’ll take a rain check.”

He finally looked up, his gaze sweeping over both of them—Natalie clutching her shirt, Sam beginning to right his own clothing. A ghost of that wicked smile returned. “I think the two of you have some... talking to do. And I’ve already had my dessert.” His eyes lingered on Natalie for a heartbeat longer, a silent, intense message passing between them. It wasn’t a promise, nor was it a goodbye. It was an acknowledgment of a door that had been opened, one that wouldn’t be easily closed.

He grabbed his own shirt, not bothering to put it on, and slung it over his shoulder. With a final, curt nod, he turned and walked out of the office, leaving the door slightly ajar behind him.

The silence he left in his wake was different. It was charged, but with a new kind of tension. Natalie and Sam were alone again, surrounded by the wreckage of their fantasy, now made real.

Sam stood and stepped close to her, his hands coming to rest on her bare hips. He didn’t try to kiss her, just looked at her, his eyes shining with a mixture of awe and dawning realization. “Natalie... that was...”

“I know,” she interrupted, her voice barely a whisper. She leaned forward, resting her forehead against his chest, feeling the steady, strong beat of his heart. “Let’s just get out of here, Sam. Please. Take me to a bar and buy me the strongest fucking drink they have.”

He chuckled, a low, warm sound that vibrated through her. “Anything you want.” He pressed a kiss to the top of her head. “Let’s get cleaned up.”

As they began to gather their scattered clothes, Natalie’s mind kept drifting back to the empty doorway. She wondered what Hugo was thinking, walking out into the night alone, his skin still smelling of her. She wondered what he was feeling. And most of all, she wondered if the drink would be strong enough to wash away the phantom sensation of his hands on her, or if she even wanted it to.
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