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      Wes gracefully lowered himself onto one knee, the soft carpet cushioning his weight. All eyes in the crowded five-star restaurant were fixated on us, eagerly awaiting this moment. We were well-known in these circles, our names constantly mentioned alongside the top executives and entrepreneurs of New York City. Our careers had been intertwined from the beginning, merging into a powerhouse company that dominated the city's market. And now, as he held out a gleaming diamond ring, I knew what was coming.

      "Anna," his voice rang out with love and devotion. "My light, my life. Will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?"

      Despite my practiced facade of surprise and excitement, a small twinge of annoyance nagged at me that it had taken him this long to propose. After years of playing the perfect couple for appearances' sake, I couldn't help but feel a bit irritated. But I pushed those thoughts aside and put on a brilliant smile, pretending to wipe away tears that never fell.

      "Yes!" I exclaimed, trying to sound genuinely thrilled. "Of course I will!"

      As he slipped the extravagant ring onto my finger and sealed it with a kiss, the entire restaurant erupted into applause and cheers for our happily ever after. His kisses were like fire, sending flames licking down the length of my body.  I’d wanted this man to be mine since the moment I laid eyes on him, but even with the ring now on my finger I couldn’t help but think about her.

      Natalie.

      My best friend.

      My sacrifice for him.

      Natalie and I first laid our eyes on Wes during our college years. Instantly, I knew he was the one for me. However, Natalie's alluring charms also caught his attention. I wouldn't let her win this time. Despite being best friends, I was determined to make Wes mine and not let Natalie have her way once again.

      In life, Natalie always seemed to get what she wanted - everything from material possessions to romantic conquests. But not this time. Not with Wes. I saw something in him that no one else did - a drive and determination that would take him far in life. And I wasn't about to let him slip away.

      I changed my entire persona to fit into Wes's world - switching my major to finance like him and molding myself into the perfect rich-girl image that his wealthy family would approve of. It wasn't easy, coming from a humble background, but I was willing to do anything for love.

      Meanwhile, Natalie's rebellious nature clashed with her own privileged upbringing. She didn't care about money or societal expectations - she just wanted to live life on her own terms. And while she may have been stunningly beautiful, her free-spirited ways couldn't compete with my calculated charm when it came to winning over Wes.

      But as I slowly transformed into the ideal wife-to-be for Wes, I realized that I had lost touch with who I used to be. My friendship with Natalie faded as I focused all my energy on becoming the perfect match for Wes. And even though we hadn't spoken in years, a part of me wondered if Natalie would ever come back and see that I had ultimately won the prize - an engagement to the man we both desired.

      Wes gracefully settled into his seat at the lavish table, gently taking hold of my trembling hand. I tried to put on a brave face, but my heart was pounding against my chest like a caged animal. I knew that our relationship was built on lies and deceit, and it was only a matter of time before it all came crumbling down. Every moment with him was precious, yet tinged with the fear of losing him. And I could feel him starting to slip away, sensing the falseness of our love. The more I desperately clung to him, the faster he seemed to be slipping through my fingers. Exhaustion set in as I struggled to maintain this facade, and I feared for the day when Wes would start to see through my act.

      I cast my gaze downwards to the ring on my finger, the symbol of everything that mattered to me. As long as I could make it to the wedding day, I thought, then everything would fall into place and Wes would be mine forever.

      But just when I thought things couldn't get any worse, Wes made a major decision: he hired a new secretary. And who else could it be but Natalie, ready to walk into his corporate building that Monday morning to start her first day. My heart sank as a wave of dread washed over me. All I could do was wait and see, hoping that my carefully crafted lies wouldn't come crashing down around me at any moment.
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        * * *

      

      I came in late that Monday morning after having a fertility appointment.  It was part of Wes’s parents’ wishes that I get checked out before he wed me.  Despite having won them over, they took fertility seriously.  Though I should’ve been offended, I wasn’t.  I was willing to do anything to marry the man of my dreams.

      So of course my heart nearly stopped beating when I approached our floor – the one Wes and I had offices on – to see him hunched over Natalie’s succulent body as she set at the secretary desk.  Her straight blond hair draped over her low cut black business dress, and I wondered how many times he’d looked at her cleavage while he’d been setting her up for the day.

      Her piercing blue eyes caught mine and sparkled.  She flashed her pearly whites, but all I saw were wolf’s teeth.  “Anna!” she cried.  “It’s been so long!”

      Wes lifted his green eyes to mine, his dirty blond hair slicked back like it was every day of the week.  He stood up, smiled, and said, “I’ll let you two catch up,” before returning to his office.  I couldn’t help but notice the hardon in his slacks as he left.

      I tried to plaster a smile on my face for Natalie, but my heart was pounding.  What was she doing here?  Who had hired her?  If it was Wes then I had more to worry about than I thought.  Making it a year to the wedding with Natalie around would be difficult.  I thought the days of competing with her were over.

      Natalie rushed over to me and wrapped me in a hug, her tight, warm body pressing to me.  She still used that primrose bodywash and vanilla shampoo.  The scent of her brought back memories of when we were closer.  Sleepovers.  Boy talk.  Practicing kissing each other.  In fact, the first time I kissed Wes I’d kissed him the way Natalie showed me how to.  I swirled my tongue around his in the same way she’d swirled her tongue around mine. I’d kissed him slow and teasingly the way she’d done to me.  I remembered how hot and wet her kiss had made me and I knew I wanted that power over someone else.

      “I see you’re our new secretary,” I said, pulling away from her. Her presence alone made me feel insecure and vulnerable. Memories of our college days flooded back, reminding me of her beauty and charisma that always seemed to outshine mine.

      "Oh, did you not know?" she replied innocently, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief. She leaned over my desk, giving me a full view of her ample cleavage in a tight dress. Her figure was still as perfect as ever, making me feel self-conscious about my own body.

      "I usually leave the hiring process to Wes," I said, trying to maintain a professional tone despite feeling flustered by Natalie's seductive demeanor.

      "Big mistake letting him choose," she laughed, giving me a sly wink. "We all know men can't resist their secretaries."

      My breath hitched. My heart skipped a beat at her words. I had never been worried about Wes being unprofessional with any of his employees before. He was always so focused on work and maintaining a professional image. But now that Natalie was here, I couldn't help but wonder if she could tempt him to let his guard down. She had always been able to charm anyone she wanted, and I couldn't shake off the feeling that Wes could be her next conquest if I wasn't careful.

      “Wes doesn’t stoop that low,” I said, holding out my hand.

      Natalie's piercing scream echoed through the office as her eyes landed on my left hand. They widened in shock and disbelief as she stammered out, "You...you didn't! You're actually engaged...to Wes?" I couldn't help but beam with pride as I showed off my sparkling ring. "Yes, it's true. We're getting married," I declared, feeling like I was on top of the world.

      But Natalie's expression quickly turned skeptical as she studied me with one raised eyebrow. "You don't seem that happy," she pointed out bluntly.

      I scoffed at her accusation. "What are you talking about? I am beyond ecstatic. I just don't feel the need to make a big show of it."

      Natalie's tone turned icy as she retorted, "Since when? You used to love being the center of attention." Her finger traced a circle around my face, taking in every detail. "This is not your happy face. I know you too well, whether you want to admit it or not."

      I rolled my eyes, dismissing her words. "I have nothing to prove to you. Whether you believe it or not, I am genuinely happy."

      She shrugged nonchalantly, but her eyes remained narrowed with suspicion. "Fine, boss. But I hope Wes loves you for who you really are and not the image you're trying to portray."

      "I am not pretending to be anyone else," I stated firmly.

      "Sure," Natalie muttered skeptically before walking away.

      Feeling agitated by our conversation, I excused myself to my office, grateful that it had glass walls along with my fiancé's office next door. From there, I could keep an eye on everything happening in the main workspace. If Wes and Natalie were to leave together or flirt with each other, I would know immediately.

      The rest of the day dragged on as I struggled to focus on work. The constant worry and doubt gnawed at my mind, making it almost impossible for me to concentrate. But finally, the evening arrived and thankfully, there were no signs of inappropriate behavior between Wes and Natalie. I reminded myself that I was the one going home with him, not her. And as his fiancée, it was my duty to fulfill his every desire and make sure he only had eyes for me. In the end, I would be the one satisfying him until her name was a distant memory in his mind.
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        * * *

      

      That evening, I wasted no time in putting my charms on my fiancé, determined to seduce him. Our recent busy work schedules had kept us apart and I couldn't bear the thought of him being deprived of intimacy while watching his attractive coworker Natalie typing away just a few feet from him.

      I met my husband in the bedroom after dinner, my heart racing with anticipation as I saw him loosening his tie and unbuttoning his shirt. As he turned around, I ran a hand up his strong neck, savoring the feeling of his thick, dark hair between my fingers. I pressed kisses onto his broad shoulder once he removed his shirt, my arms wrapping tightly around his muscular waist. He clasped my hands and gazed at me over his shoulder.

      "I hope it's okay that I hired Natalie," he said suddenly.

      A sour taste filled my mouth. Of all things, he wanted to talk about Natalie right now? While I was touching his bare skin? "Yes," I lied through gritted teeth. "Of course, it's fine."

      "I know you two haven't spoken since college," he continued. "I'm not sure what happened between you two, but she came looking for a job and had no idea it was my company she was applying to." His words only added to the knots in my stomach as memories of our tumultuous past flooded back to me. But I forced a smile and nodded, pretending that everything was fine. Little did he know the complicated history between Natalie and me and how her presence would affect our marriage.

      I cleared my throat, trying to find the right words. "Our company, you mean?" I asked tentatively.

      "Of course," he replied with a smile. "Anyway, I couldn't turn her down. I've always had a soft spot for Natalie and I know you two used to be close. But since I don't know what happened between you, I hope I didn't make the wrong choice."

      You happened, I thought bitterly. You happened between us and ruined everything.

      "Nothing happened," I forced out through gritted teeth. "We just grew apart. It'll be nice to have her around again."

      "I was hoping you'd say that," he said, leaning in to kiss me. But instead of feeling his warmth and passion, his lips felt cold and distant. His hands hung limply at his sides and his tongue barely grazed mine before retreating back into his mouth.

      "Not tonight, Anna," he sighed, pulling away from me. "I'm exhausted."

      I didn't want to take no for an answer, but I also didn't want to seem desperate. If I pushed too hard, would he reject me completely? And why wasn't he interested in having sex with me? I remembered his erection from earlier and wondered if he’d already tugged his cock to the thought of perfect little Natalie.

      Wes and I changed into our pajamas and climbed into bed together, but I couldn't shake off the thoughts of Natalie and what Wes thought about her. My stomach churned with nerves and my skin prickled with sweat as sleep eluded me, consumed by jealousy and insecurity.

      I reached out and gently brushed my fingers against his defined bicep, causing him to stir from his deep slumber. "Wes?" I whispered, hoping he would turn towards me. His tousled hair fell across his face as he let out a tired groan. "Hm?" He mumbled, not bothering to look in my direction.

      Feeling a surge of courage, I propped myself up on one elbow and boldly asked the question that had been plaguing my mind for weeks. "When we first met, who did you think was more attractive? Me or Natalie?" I nervously twirled a lock of hair between my fingers, waiting for his response.

      Finally, Wes turned to face me, sitting up and leaning his head against the wall behind us. "What kind of question is that?" He quipped, trying to brush off the seriousness of my inquiry.

      But I couldn't let it go. I needed to know the truth. "Natalie and I both had a crush on you," I admitted, risking everything by revealing this vulnerable information. "I was wondering what you thought of Natalie back then?"

      His silence sent a wave of panic through me. Wes's piercing green eyes glinted in the darkness as he stared at the wall opposite us. For what seemed like hours, he sat there without saying a word. And then finally, he spoke.

      "I thought you were both equally attractive," he replied coolly, trying to cover up any indication of favoritism. "But when I got to know you, I knew you were the girl for me."

      My heart swelled with joy at his words, but it was quickly replaced by a nagging doubt. He didn't really get to know the real me, did he? If he hadn't fallen for my carefully crafted facade, would he still have chosen me over her?

      "And now?" I couldn't stop myself from asking, my lip trembling with fear and uncertainty. "What do you think of Natalie now?"

      Wes let out a long, heavy sigh and I could tell he was growing tired of this conversation. "Goodnight, Anna," he replied curtly, slipping back down onto the bed and pulling the covers up over his head.

      I mentally scolded myself for bringing it up in the first place and silently cursed my insecurities. Nice going, Anna, I thought ruefully as I settled back down into my own side of the bed. But deep down, I couldn't help wondering if things would have been different if I had just let him see the real me from the start..
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        * * *

      

      As I sat at my desk in the stuffy office, I couldn't help but observe Natalie's every move. She only interacted with my fiancée a handful of times, but each time, her infectious laughter and bubbly personality seemed to captivate him. I couldn't ignore the way he smiled around her, how close he would stand to her, almost reaching out to touch her before hesitating and glancing in my direction.

      This constant tug-of-war between trust and suspicion was becoming exhausting. Should I continue down this path of insecurity and jealousy or make the difficult decision to end our engagement? The more I tried to resist these feelings, the more they consumed me, clouding my judgement and driving a wedge between us. Deep down, I knew that if I couldn't find it within myself to trust Wes, then perhaps we weren't meant to be together after all.

      As I watched Natalie and Wes chatting like old friends, my heart raced with a mixture of jealousy and something else that I couldn't quite pinpoint. Memories flooded back to me - the first time I kissed Natalie, the electric chills and fiery heat that accompanied it. And then there was the time I used that same kiss on Wes, how good it had felt as though I was kissing him through her. Perhaps that's why I had won him over so easily at first, because of the lingering effects of her kiss.

      I squirmed in my seat, feeling a spark between my legs that ignited a passionate desire within me. My panties were drenched and my cheeks flushed with embarrassment. Struggling to calm myself down, I made my way to the restroom where I could be alone to satisfy my desires. In the privacy of a stall, I let my fingers explore the wetness caused by thinking about Natalie.

      My clit throbbed under my touch as I glided my fingers along its sensitive skin. The nipples under my blouse were hard and desperate for release. Leaning against the wall of the stall, I slipped a finger inside myself and imagined Wes touching Natalie - gently brushing her hair behind her ear while they laughed together. My mind wandered to thoughts of them giving into their primal desires and shedding their clothes in a frenzy of passion - desires that made me seethe with jealousy.

      Circling my clit with one hand and slipping another finger inside me, I worked myself closer to orgasm while envisioning Wes's hands on Natalie's waist, pulling her closer to him. A moan escaped me as waves of pleasure coursed through my body, but just when I was reaching the peak, the door opened and a pair of heels clicked against the tiled floor. Quickly withdrawing my fingers, I tried to compose myself as someone entered the stall next to me. With one last whimper, I hastily collected my clothes and flushed the empty toilet, my unsatisfied desire still simmering within me.

      "Anna?" Her voice echoed through the restroom. "Is that you?"

      My heart raced as I tried to think of an excuse for being in here. But who else would it be? Wes, Natalie, and I were the only ones working on this floor.

      Feeling flushed and flustered, I cleared my throat and opened the stall door. Natalie's smirk made me feel uneasy as I stepped out.

      "Yes," I said, trying to sound nonchalant. "How are you doing?"

      Her eyes seemed to bore into mine, like she was trying to uncover some hidden secret. "What were you doing in there?"

      "Nothing," I replied quickly, hoping she wouldn't press further.

      "Then why are your cheeks so red? Why are your pupils dilated?" Her tone was accusatory. "You were either having sex or using drugs and I don't see Wes anywhere."

      "It was none of the above," I insisted, feeling my face grow even hotter.

      Natalie gasped dramatically. "You were masturbating!"

      I wanted to protest, to come up with some clever lie. But all words seemed to fail me in that moment.

      "I wouldn't think you'd need to masturbate with a fiancé like Wes," Natalie continued, a sly smile playing on her lips. "Unless you two are having trouble..."

      "No trouble," I lied. "My sex drive is just higher than his."

      Natalie's eyes widened in surprise. "Really? I didn't get that impression at all..."

      "He's changed since college," I blurted out without thinking.

      Natalie's smirk grew wider, her pink lips stretching into a knowing smile. "I wasn't referring to college."

      My stomach dropped as I realized what she was insinuating. "I don't care for what you're trying to imply."

      "Oh, lighten up," she said, shrugging off my discomfort. "So your man is flirty. There's nothing wrong with that. I would never do anything with a taken man."

      "Good," I snapped, feeling a surge of anger at her audacity.

      "Unless that man was stolen out from under me," Natalie whispered, her voice dripping with malice. My chest tightened and all the wind was sucked out of me.

      "What did you say?" I demanded, my fists clenching at my sides.

      "Why do you think I'm here?" she asked, her smirk growing smugger by the second. "I heard about your little engagement in the news. So I interviewed for this job. I knew Wes would give it to me. If it hadn't been for you faking it all these years, he would've been mine and not yours. I'm here to claim him, once and for all."

      My blood boiled as she spoke, and I fought the urge to lunge at her. How could she be so conniving and cruel?

      "I will fire you so fast," I seethed.

      "Go ahead," Natalie taunted. "See what he thinks of you then." And with that final dig, she disappeared into a stall before I could get my hands on her. Fuming with rage and feeling betrayed, I left the bathroom in a tempestuous storm of emotions, my panties still soaked between my legs.

      Once in my office, I wanted to throw everything around and break anything I could, but I maintained my composure.  Wes was in the office next to me and we were only separated by glass walls.  He could see everything, and he was already staring at me intensely.

      I had to come up with a plan.  I couldn’t let Natalie take Wes from me.  Not after all these years.  Not when I was so close to marrying him.  But how could I keep his attention this time?  When he was already bored with me and she was some new, shiny thing?

      I leaned back in my chair and tapped my fingers against the desk while I racked my brain for a solution.  But the only one I came up with was far too risky to consider.  It could either work in my favor or blow everything up in my face.

      The only solution I had was to encourage my husband to sleep with her.  That way I was still in control, and he could love me more for giving him something he desired.  Anything else would just push him away and right into her arms.  But if he slept with her, he could fall in love with her, and I could lose everything in the process.

      By that evening, I’d made my decision.
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        * * *

      

      At home, I didn’t wait until after dinner to approach my husband.  Instead, I slipped my arms around him the moment we walked in the door.  I kissed his lips, then his cheek, then his neck.  He wrapped his arms around me, but seemed colder and indifferent.  “I have a surprise for you,” I whispered.

      “Not tonight,” he said, despite the bulge that was in his pants.

      “It’s not what you think,” I said, dropping to my knees.  I unfastened his pants and watched the curiosity pique in his eyes.

      I knew I had to spit out the news before he could pull me back up to my feet.  I slipped my fingers inside his briefs and pulled out his long, thick cock.  I stared lovingly at the veins snaking around it and licked my lips.  “It’s an engagement present of sorts,” I said.

      “Oh?” he asked.  “Are we doing presents?”

      “I am,” I said, circling the tip of his cock with my tongue.  He sighed and started to give into me, despite his emotional detachment.  “Picture a pretty little blond on her knees instead of me.”

      Before he could ask what I meant, I swallowed him whole.  He groaned, placing a hand on the back of my head, pushing in further.  I felt his balls, juggling them in my palm while I swirled my tongue over his skin.

      His eyes were closed, and I was convinced he was thinking about Natalie.  I sucked him in deep, trying to drain the lust out of him.  “Fuck,” he breathed, pushing deeper into my throat.  My heart raced, knowing he was thinking of her while I sucked him off. Despite that, I felt proud.  Proud to have my mouth wrapped around his cock, proud that I’d found a way to coax him to give into me despite how much he’d been holding back lately.

      His muscles tensed and his eyes opened.  To my surprise, he stared straight at me as his warm, sticky cum filled my mouth.  I swallowed it down and wiped the remaining trails from my lips with the back of my hand.  “I’m going to let you fuck Natalie,” I said, my fiancée still panting.

      “What?  Really?”  He cleared his throat.  “I mean, is that what you want?”

      I stood, wrapping my arms around his neck while he shoved his cock back in his pants.  “That’s what you want,” I told him.  “And I want to show you what kind of wife I’ll be.  What you’ll get with me.”

      He frowned.  “It’s not a competition,” he said.  “I love you.  That’s why I proposed.”  I knew his words were honest, but I couldn’t trust them because I hadn’t been true to him or myself.  The me he loved was carefully manicured.  I need to make sure his sights didn’t drift away from me.

      “I’ve seen the way you look at her,” I told him.  “And Natalie and I…fooled around in college.  She was my first kiss.  Truth be told, she’s here to try and steal you from me anyway.  I don’t want to let that happen.  I want to give her a taste of her own medicine.”

      “She didn’t though,” he said.  “She didn’t even know it was our company.”

      I laughed.  “That’s what she told you.  She found out about our engagement and applied for the job.”

      Wes’s expression shifted with the realization.  “I feel like a sucker.  I fell right into her trap.”

      “I don’t blame you,” I said.  “She’s beautiful, but conniving.  I’m going to let you fuck her.  Give her what she wants.  But at the end of the day, you’re coming home to me.  It’ll be my finger your ring is on.”

      Wes took my hand and kissed it, then flashed a devilish smile.  “You are twisted, Anna.  Twisted, dark, and incredibly sexy.”

      “Tell me that again after you’ve fucked the secretary.”

      Wes kissed my neck and tore my dress from my body.  “Why don’t I give you a little preview of what I’ll give our little manipulator.”  My dress fell to the floor and he pressed me up to the nearest wall.  He unclasped my bra with one hand and tugged my panties down just under my ass.

      His cock slid into me effortlessly, and my moan was long and deep against the cool plaster.  He thrust in deep, then fisted a handful of my hair, tugging me back against him.  “Remember this,” he said.  “So when you watch me fuck her, you’ll know I’m thinking of you.”

      My pussy ached and my clit sparked.  His thumb moved to it, circling it skillfully.  When I watch them, he said.  It was a thought I hadn’t even considered, but now it had my insides turning to mush.

      I arched back against my fiancée with Natalie on my mind and came harder than I’ve ever come before.
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        * * *

      

      The next day, we went into the office together, hand in hand.  In the elevator, Wes kissed me long and hard to remind me that he was mine.  We broke our kiss, collected ourselves, and then moved into our respective offices.  Both of us said hello to Natalie on our way in.

      The day was rough and hard, but I tried to keep my head on straight.  Wes flirted openly with Natalie, touching her shoulder and her hair while they talked.  She dialed up the charm level to eleven, playfully pushing against him and laughing with bright rosy cheeks.

      It was difficult to get anything done.  This was part of our plan, and yet it felt wrong.  And in all the ways it felt wrong, it sent a zing of electricity up my spine.  Each time they touched, laughed, looked at each other, my body tensed with desire and jealousy.

      He was preparing her.  Giving her the go ahead to seduce him.  I didn’t know whether or not to put a stop to it or touch myself while watching.  I opted for something else.  I shifted in my seat until I felt the sparks fly against my clit.  I bit on my pen to stifle a moan as I watched them flirt, knowing full well that they were going to fuck later tonight.

      I came, silently and humiliatingly in my chair while witnessing them together.

      I couldn’t focus the rest of the day and was thankful when the sun finally set.  I heard Wes ask Natalie if she could stay late with him and she agreed eagerly.  I grabbed my things and pretended to head out.  “Have a good evening, Natalie.”

      She smirked at me, proud of herself beyond recognition.  “Good night, Anna.”

      I got in the elevator and took it one floor down.  Then I slipped into the stairwell and climbed my way back up.  I pushed open the doors which led to a small area on the floor that was mostly obscure from view.  I could stay here and watch them safely by peeking from around the wall.  At first, I just listened, waiting for a sign that peeking was safe.  The sign came from Wes.

      “Natalie, could you come in here for a moment?” he called.

      Her heels clicked in the direction of his office and she stepped inside.  I looked around the corner and saw Wes glancing in my direction before refocusing on her.  He stood up, walked around his desk and leaned against it.  Natalie stood right in front of him in a knee-length black skirt and pink blouse.  He touched her arms while smiling like he wanted her.  She didn’t push him away.  Instead, she leaned into him.

      “I’ve always preferred you to my fiancée,” he said and my stomach dropped.  I wondered for a moment if he was telling the truth or if he was just saying that for her benefit.

      “I could tell,” she said.  “I’ve wanted you from the moment I first saw you.”

      Natalie kissed him first.  She wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed her lips to his.  His hands gripped her tight waist and slid down to her ass.  He pulled her into him, probably so she could feel his hardon press against her stomach.

      

      My panties were wet again and my heart was racing.  You’ve come this far, I reminded myself.  You’ve proven you can do whatever it takes to win Wes over.  If sharing him with Natalie would secure my future with him, then I was willing to do just that.

      Natalie moved quickly.  Her blouse was already on the floor revealing a black lacy bra underneath.  She fumbled with Wes’s pants while he unzipped her skirt.  He tugged it over her round hips until it fell to her ankles like a black pool.  Then his fingers hooked inside her matching black thong.  He dropped to his knees in front of her as he dragged it down her silky legs.  He kissed his way back up, his fingers trailing her taut muscles, until he reached between her legs.

      He turned her sideways so that I could see, and I remembered that he was doing this for me as much as for him.  It put a smile on my face and made me feel a little less depraved when my I slipped my fingers inside my own panties.

      His tongue stretched out and licked her pussy up and down.  She ran her fingers through his dark hair and I thought about how thick it was.  Could she smell his musky leather scent?  Could he pick up on her primrose bodywash and vanilla shampoo?

      She arched her back and moaned, her perky breasts on fully display.  Her nipples were tiny pink bullets hardening the more he devoured her.  He made her come in a matter of minutes.  He stood, gripped her hips and walked her over to one of the glass walls of his office.  He chose the wall between his office and mine so that I could get a side view of them as he fucked her from behind.

      He pressed her body to the glass, her tits squished against the cold wall.  She cooed and moaned as his fingers trailed up her thighs and over her ass.  He parted her ass with his hands and pulled his cock free from his briefs.

      “Wait,” she said.  A flutter of disappointment filled my chest.  What was wrong with me?  Did I really want to see her go through with this?  Wouldn’t it be better if she called it off?  But that wasn’t her plan at all.  “I want to taste you,” she said.  And then she turned to face him and dropped to her knees.

      My body was hot and thrumming with desire.  She was naked, in just her black heels, and on her knees before him.  Wes removed his shirt and kicked his pants and briefs to the side.  His thick muscles were on display as well as his thick cock.

      Natalie wrapped her soft fingers around it and began to stroke.  She parted her lips, stretched out her tongue, and I plunged my fingers into my pussy in one thrust.

      Natalie devoured him like I had the night before.  He slid his fingers into her hair and gripped it as he let out a growl.  His sounds were concerning because they were knew.  He didn’t sound that way with me.  At least, he hadn’t sounded that way the night before.

      Jealousy knotted with desire in the pit of my stomach as my fingers played.  Did he like her better than me?  Now that he was getting to have her, would he leave me for her?  I wondered if her mouth was warmer or more velvet than mine as his cock slide in and out of it.  Could she take more of him in?  Do things with her tongue that I couldn’t?

      His ass flexed as he thrust in and out of her.  Her body formed the perfect S shape as she took all of him in on her knees.  She was beautiful and she turned me on just as much as he did.  But watching Wes inside her, after all these years, sent a new explosion of electricity through me.

      I unbuttoned my blouse and tugged my breasts out of my bra.  I pinched and rolled my nipples while my other fingers danced against my clit.  Wes let out a low growl and held himself inside Natalie’s mouth.  By the way her throat was bobbing, I gathered he had shot his load inside her.

      He pulled free and she wiped her mouth.  Then she stood up, pressing her back to the glass wall.  She turned her head in the direction of the stairwell and lifted her hand, waving it.

      I darted back behind the wall, my fingers still in my panties.  Had she seen me?  How could she have?  I tried to work up the courage to look back over, but my heart was racing too fast.  I took a deep breath and started to turn, but I ran straight into her.

      A naked Natalie was standing inches from me with my skirt up around my hips and my tits out.  “If you’re going to watch, then I want you to watch up close,” she said wearing her trademark smirk.  She took my hand and led me toward the office, pushing me into one of the chairs.  I started to stand in protest, but she pushed me back down again.  Then she reached for Wes’s discarded tie and belt and used them to tie my wrists around the arms of the chairs.  “You guys think I’m an idiot, don’t you?”

      Wes’s gaze was on mine, his pupils dilated and his cheeks rough and red.  His gaze was full of primal desire and lust as he watched me, half-naked, get strapped down by a fully naked Natalie.  His cock was hard again and he began to stroke it.

      “Wes isn’t the first man I’ve tried to seduce.  I know when it’s real.  There’s much more hesitation.  Wes was too into it from the beginning.  And you, Anna, had just left looking suspicious as ever.  Then, of course, I heard the stairwell doors and Wes immediately started hitting on me.  It was too easy.  I knew you were watching us.”

      My body trembled with fear and anticipation.  Natalie dropped to her knees in front of me and tugged my panties down my legs.  “If I’m going to have your fiancée,” she said.  “It’s going to be my way.  I’m going to give him the night of his life.  It’ll be so euphoric he’ll never be able to stop thinking about me.  But I’ll throw you a bone.  I’ll get you off first.”

      Natalie spread my thighs and moved her head between them.  She looked up at me with her blue eyes, two sinister pools, as her hot breath breezed over my skin.  I felt humiliated and I didn’t dare look at Wes.  I watched Natalie closely as her tongue stretched out and met my pussy for the first time.

      A shudder spread through me as she licked up and down.  Her tongue dove in and electricity zipped through me.  She wrapped her mouth around my clit and sucked, coaxing it out to play.  She swept her tongue up, igniting the desire hidden there until I was writhing helplessly in the chair, bucking my hips up toward her.

      “Look at her squirm,” she said to Wes.  “Look at how much she wants this.”

      It was true.  I wanted it.  I wanted her mouth and her body, and I wanted to share her with my fiancée.  I’d spent years trying to outdo her, to win him in a competition against her, and now, here I was delivering him to her on a silver platter, because it was the only way I could still have him.  No one could deny how delicious Natalie was.  Not even me.

      Her breath, tongue and fingers teased my pussy.  My back arched and my fingers clasped the arm, desperate to run through her hair.  A slow wave rolled through me followed by another and another.  My head began to spin and for a moment, I glanced at Wes.  His eyes were hooded and he stroked his cock violently while he watched us.

      Yes, I thought.  This.  I want this.  I want all of it.

      My orgasm ripped through me like a violent earthquake.  I was left in tatters as I came down, out of breath.  Natalie smirked, stood, then walked to the desk.  She sat on top of it and spread her legs so I could see her pussy clearly.  My mouth watered.  I wanted to taste her, but I was trapped with nowhere to go.

      She spread her pussy lips with her fingers and I could see her wetness trickle out.  Wes stood still, looking at me for answers.

      “I don’t know what to do,” he said, still gripping his cock.  “This wasn’t part of the plan.”

      “Tell him you want him to fuck me,” Natalie said.  “After all, you set it up, didn’t you?”

      I hung my head in embarrassment.  “Yes.”

      “Then tell him.”

      I lifted my gaze to Wes and tried to find the words.  “I want you to fuck her,” I said.  My heart felt like it was being torn apart and mended back together again over and over.  I did want this, even though it was painful.  The pain made it that much more pleasurable, as strange as that sounded.

      Wes gripped his cock and walked over to Natalie.  She rested one ankle on his shoulder, and from my angle, I could see everything.  He pressed the tip of his cock to her wet slit and dragged it up and down, teasing her with his mushroom head.

      “Ohhh,” she moaned, grabbing his hair in her fingers.  He looked into her eyes, then at her tits, then back at her pussy.

      “Fuck,” he breathed, and I knew then that he was lost to her.  He wanted to claim her with everything inside him and it turned me on like nothing else.  “I’m sorry,” he breathed as he pushed inside Natalie with one deep thrust.  But I knew he wasn’t sorry at all.  Not really.

      She leaned back and exposed her tits while he pushed inside her.  He leaned over her chest and sucked a nipple into his mouth, biting it with his teeth.  I wanted to touch myself, but I couldn’t.  My hands were still tied.  So I settled for rocking my hips against the chair like I’d done earlier.

      Wes drove his cock in deeper and deeper, but Natalie wasn’t satisfied.  She placed a foot on his chest and pushed him backward.  “I’m going to ride you,” she said, hopping off the desk.  She brought Wes to where she’d just been sitting, and pushed him into her spot.  He sat on the edge of the desk and she climbed onto his lap.  Then she turned to me while she sank her hips over him.  “This is what he’ll never forget.”

      It was then that I realized he hadn’t slipped into her pussy.  He was inside her ass.  My pussy tingled at the sight and my whole body was on fire.  He slipped in so effortlessly despite how tight she looked.  Her moans were deeper and his groans were more feral.

      She bounced on his cock while he played with her pussy.  He slipped two fingers inside her empty pussy and circled his thumb over her clit.  His mouth was on her breasts and his brows were furrowed as if he was trying his best told back.

      When Natalie started to come, we were all done for.  Wes groaned next, with her nipple trapped between his teeth.  I saw his balls tighten as he emptied his load inside her.  My climax was next as I rocked against the chair.  The fire burned through my whole body while I watched her claim my fiancée.

      Our bodies shivered in unison, our pants filling the space of the silent office.  Natalie climbed off of Wes and strode over to me, untying my wrists.  “I hope you enjoyed the show,” she said as she got dressed.

      I straightened my clothes while Wes grabbed his from the floor.  “What happens next?” I asked as Natalie began to leave.  She acted as if this was a simple business meeting.

      She stopped at the door and turned back.  “You already know the answer to that one, Anna.”  She kept walking to the elevator and took it down.

      I turned back to Wes.  “That didn’t go as planned,” I said.  He was still shirtless, but had his pants on now.

      “No,” he said.  “It didn’t.”  He reached for my hand and pulled me into him.  He kissed my temple and then tapped it with his finger.  “What are you thinking?”

      “I’m thinking that I hope you still love me.”

      His arms tightened around me.  “Always.”

      “And I’m thinking I want you to keep fucking Natalie.”

      Wes growled against my neck and said, “My pleasure.”

      “With one condition.”

      “Anything.”

      “I always get to watch.”

      “Done,” Wes said, tilting my chin up for a kiss.  I devoured his lips, his tongue, his scent.  Partly because I was more in love with him than ever, and partly because I could taste Natalie’s pussy on him.

      I wanted more.  I’d always wanted more.  Natalie was right.  I already knew the answer, and the answer was more of her.
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