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      Lee's hand trembled as he slid a sleek black folder across the marble countertop toward me. "Babe," he said, eyes sparkling with ambition, "it’s happening. We’re merging with a high-end fashion brand." His grin was infectious, and I caught myself smiling before I knew what was unfolding.

      I leaned over the folder, my fingers tracing the embossed logo of his fitness wear company, a brand that had become synonymous with elite athletes and Instagram influencers alike. The thought of it expanding sent a thrill up my spine.

      "That's incredible, Lee," I managed to say as I looked up at him. "Your hard work is finally paying off. You're really shaping the industry." I wrapped my arms around his neck, feeling the solid strength of him against me.

      His hands slipped around to the small of my back, pulling me closer. "We should celebrate," he murmured into my hair, his breath warm on my neck. The scent of him—clean sweat and that spicy cologne I’d gifted him—made my body hum with desire.

      I tilted my face up to meet his gaze. "I'll put on that red dress you like," I whispered, my lips grazing his. "The one that barely covers anything."

      A low growl emanated from his throat as he captured my mouth with his own. His kiss was insistent, possessive. We pulled away reluctantly; there were still details to discuss.

      As we sat down at the dining table with two glasses of bubbly golden champagne, Lee elaborated on the merger details.

      Then he dropped her name casually into the conversation—the bombshell that sent my world spinning off its axis.

      "The head of the fashion brand," Lee said after a sip of champagne, "is Presley Hart."

      My fingers tightened around my glass so hard I thought it might shatter. Presley. The girl I'd teased mercilessly in front of everyone in school because she didn't fit into our shallow teenage hierarchy. Guilt wrapped around my throat, threatening to choke me.

      And now? Now she was at the helm of a high-end fashion empire? My mind raced as memories flooded back—her hurt expression when words like arrows found their marks; her resilience in ignoring juvenile taunts; her unexpected grace under social fire. Surely, she’d want some kind of revenge. And I couldn’t blame her one bit.

      "Amanda? Honey?" Lee's voice cut through my internal turmoil.

      I forced a smile onto my lips. "Presley Hart," I echoed faintly. “Wow, small world.”

      Lee beamed, oblivious to the storm raging within me. "Isn't it? Who would've thought?"

      Who indeed? My stomach churned—all while a single question echoed through the recesses of my treacherous mind: What would Presley Hart look like now?
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        * * *

      

      As I walked into the sleek conference room, my nerves were already strung tight as piano wire. This was it, the convergence of two empires—my husband’s thriving fitness wear kingdom and Presley's chic fashion dominion.

      I took my seat beside Lee, his hand brushing mine. His success was palpable, the clean lines of his tailored suit hugging his gym-sculpted physique, a perfect advertisement for his brand. I allowed myself to take pride in him, in us.

      That's when she walked in.

      Presley. Her name alone was a bitter pill dissolving on my tongue, reminiscent of years I'd rather forget. I was ashamed of who I’d been in school, but I doubt I could convince her of that. But God help me, she was stunning—more so than I’d been prepared for.

      She crossed the room with the confidence of someone who hadn’t just stepped into her beauty but owned it outright. Her eyes were dark pools of ambition and secrets, her body encased in a dress that hugged her curves. It was more than beauty; it was power that radiated from her.

      And as those eyes met mine, something inside me twisted—a coil of desire laced with envy. It was ludicrous to feel this way about another woman.

      Yet throughout the meeting, those sharp gazes she sent me only amplified my feelings. Every time I caught her looking, it felt like she was peeling layers off me, leaving me exposed and strangely wanting.

      Lee's voice was a drone in the background as he discussed projections and market shares. My ears were attuned elsewhere—to the subtle shift in Presley’s tone when she addressed me directly or to the faint brush of her fingers against documents that came dangerously close to grazing mine. Each interaction felt like playing with fire; I was terrified of getting burned yet drawn irresistibly closer to the flame.

      Her small smirks were cryptic—did they carry memories from our highschool days or something far more provocative? It was as if she wielded a double-edged sword that could slice through my façade at any moment. The tension wove itself into knots within me.

      “Amanda,” her voice dipped lower as she said my name. “What do you think?”

      I nodded in agreement, unsure of what they were discussing, too lost in the whirlwind of emotions sweeping through me.

      By the time we adjourned, my body thrummed with a buzz that made me light-headed. Presley was gorgeous, seductive, and savvy. I suddenly felt like nothing compared to her, and yet her gaze on mine was everything.
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        * * *

      

      The next day, I met my husband for a surprise lunch. I walked into the high-rise building with a racing heart, my heels clicking against the sleek marble floor. Lee had been raving about this merger for months, but I couldn't help feeling unsettled. And now, seeing Presley's name splashed on everything from office doors to letterheads added an extra layer of complexity to my emotions.

      I told myself this was just an innocent lunch date with my husband, but the bite of jealousy gnawing at my gut said otherwise. The thought of Presley, now a powerful fashion mogul, working with Lee set off an insecurity I hadn’t felt since…ever.

      As I approached Lee’s office, the door was ajar.  The pair of them were so engrossed in their collaboration that they didn't notice me approach. Presley’s lithe figure bent gracefully over Lee’s desk, her fingers trailing on a page that lay between them. Lee leaned in close, too close, his hand hovering near hers as they discussed fabric samples.

      The heat crept up my neck as I watched their heads almost touching as they laughed. Lee looked up then and his face brightened with a genuine smile which calmed my racing heart. “Amanda!” he exclaimed, standing abruptly and coming around to kiss me hello.

      Presley straightened up, her gaze flickering to me. That old cheerleader animosity stirred within me when she smirked at me. She knew. She knew what my little visit was about. I was claiming my territory, reminding her that Lee was mine.

      “Amanda,” she purred, stepping closer. “I was just telling Lee how much I appreciate his... dedication.”

      With deliberate casualness, she leaned in close enough for her breath to brush my ear as she whispered, “Your husband is quite the catch, isn’t he? You might want to keep an eye out for women who might want to steal him out from under you.”

      The audacity left me reeling—a cocktail of rage and desire swirling within me. Rage at her insinuation that I should be worried about other women, or even her; desire because despite everything, Presley exuded an allure that made me curious.

      “I’m not worried,” I lied through clenched teeth.

      She stepped back then, looking tickled by my obvious lie, then turned back to gather her things. Lee watched us both with a puzzled.

      Once Presley left, we sat for lunch in his office. My head swam with images of Lee laughing beside Presley, their closeness seeding doubts where confidence once thrived. Presley was toying with me like a cat with a mouse, and I knew I had to act quick before she sank her claws into me.
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        * * *

      

      That night, Lee and I went out for a celebration dinner.  The flickering candlelight at Dante's, our favorite upscale Italian bistro, did little to soothe the storm brewing inside me. Lee sat across from me, his chiseled jaw outlined by the dim lighting, talking animatedly about the merger. My fingers toyed with the stem of my wine glass as I nodded at all the right times, but my mind was still on Presley.

      "Presley's vision is revolutionary," he said with a passion in his. "She's transforming the industry."

      My insides clenched. Presley. That woman I once ridiculed now had me on edge. She had the advantage, and she wanted revenge.

      "I'm sure it'll be fantastic," I replied.

      Desperate to reassert my place, to mark my territory, I let my hand slip from the wine glass and rest on Lee's thigh. His monologue paused as he gave me a quizzical look.

      "What are you..." he began before his breath hitched when my fingers found their destination, stroking him through the fabric of his tailored slacks.

      His eyes darkened, the pupils dilating with a hunger that sent shivers down my spine. Public displays were never our thing, but tonight was about possession, about reminding him who he came home to every night.

      "Celebrating," I whispered huskily.

      I watched him struggle between maintaining composure and succumbing to the rising heat. He covered by taking a sip of his water, while I continued my mission under cover of white linen tablecloth.

      Lee's hand found mine, stilling it briefly as he cleared his throat. "I think we should head home." There was a tremor in his voice that sounded like victory to me.

      But instead of agreeing to leave, I guided his hand away and stood up determinedly. "Or we could go to the bathroom," I said with a smile.

      I made sure he watched me walk away before discreetly slipping into the unisex restroom and leaving the door unlocked. My heels clicked against the cold tile.

      Moments later, Lee entered and locked the door behind him. His usual restraint was gone as he pulled me in for a deep kiss.

      "I need you," he groaned into my hair as I unbuckled his belt.

      He leaned back against the cool marble counter top and I dropped to my knees. His cock strained against the fabric of his briefs. I pulled it out and wrapped my lips around him, taking him deep as his fingers found their way into my hair.

      The sharp intake of his breath and low curses urged me on. It was primal. It was possession. It was a declaration without words.

      Lee was mine and always would be.

      Lee groaned low in his throat; it was a sound of surrender that fueled me further. I sucked him hard, swirling my tongue around him while looking up and meeting his gaze.

      "Fuck," he whispered raggedly above me.

      I sucked him harder until he tensed and came with a low groan. His cum shot down my throat, and I felt victorious.

      He leaned against the counter for support while I rose gracefully. The weight in his gaze told me all I needed to know—I still had it.

      We left that bathroom together: him slightly disheveled but utterly satisfied; me with renewed confidence. Presley could play all the games she wanted, but she wouldn’t steal my husband.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      A week later, I came home early from work and noticed a Mercedes in the driveway.

      I moved through a dark and empty house, following the sound of voices coming from the patio outside.

      I stood nearby, hidden by the sheer curtain of the living room window, my chest tightening as I watched them.

      Presley's laughter cut through the air – a beautiful sound I never heard in high school.  Back then, the laughter came from us, her bullies. Guilt gripped me until I remembered that she was trying to steal my husband.

      Her hand rested on Lee's shoulder, fingers dancing across his pressed white shirt. I watched as her sleek, manicured nails traced circles over his muscle like she owned every inch.

      There were no papers on the glass table. No laptops or tablets in sight. Just the two of them and a bottle of wine. This didn’t look like a work meeting to me.

      I cleared my throat and stepped outside, and Presley smirked. She knew exactly what she was doing with my husband.

      "Amanda!" Lee's voice broke with surprise. "We were just discussing some... new directions for the merger."

      That tightness in my chest twisted into a hot coil as I stepped into their little bubble on the patio, faking calmness. Their body language shifted almost imperceptibly—Presley leaning back just enough to feign innocence.

      "It seemed more like you were discussing wine pairings," I said coolly, crossing my arms over my chest. "Odd to leave all your work inside."

      Lee cleared his throat awkwardly while Presley let out a laugh. "Work can be exhausting," she purred, her eyes locked on mine. "Sometimes you need to unwind before diving back in."

      I forced a smile onto my lips as I took the seat opposite them, reaching for the bottle and pouring myself a glass without waiting for an invitation.

      "Well," I said with forced brightness as I raised my glass slightly toward Presley. "Here's to 'unwinding.’"
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        * * *

      

      A few torturous weeks later, I’d had enough. I had to find out if anything was going on between Presley and my husband.  They kept growing closer, that much was obvious, and I felt like Lee and I were growing apart.  I needed answers, and I needed them now.

      The house was quiet—almost too serene—when Lee strolled in, his presence a storm of energy. He dramatically slung his keys on the kitchen counter.

      "Hard day?" I asked.

      He gave me that half-smile, "You could say that. Presley's a force of nature when it comes to negotiations."

      Presley. The name twisted inside me like a knife.

      "And what else is she a force of nature with, Lee?" The words slipped out sharper than I intended, edged with an accusation I still couldn't believe I was making.

      Lee's brows furrowed slightly, his smile faltering as he sensed the undercurrents. "Amanda, what's this about?"

      I locked my gaze with his. "Has anything happened between you two?"

      "No," he finally said but there was something in his eyes, a flicker of guilt perhaps. "Nothing has happened."

      "Nothing?" I pressed further, moving closer to him. Why was there this strange sense of arousal at thinking of her lips on his?

      Lee swallowed hard. "She kissed me. After we closed the deal. It was just a peck. She got caught up in the moment."

      A kiss. My mind conjured up images of Presley's lips—those full pouty lips—brushing against Lee's. Jealousy surged through me like wildfire, yet somewhere deeper, something else stirred—a desire that confused and excited me.

      I studied him for a moment longer before pulling away, creating distance between us. "And you let her?"

      "It meant nothing, Amanda." His voice cracked slightly under the weight of his remorse. "I swear it."

      I nodded slowly, heart pounding against my ribcage. "Okay," I whispered.

      In truth, part of me was angry at his confession—the idea that he'd allowed any part of himself to be claimed by someone else.

      But another part of me vibrated with an electric curiosity. Had he liked it? Did he want more? Did I want to know more?

      Lee stepped forward and wrapped his arms around me in an apologetic hug. "I'm sorry," he murmured into my hair.

      His breath fanned across my skin sending shivers down my spine, igniting feelings I wasn't sure how to process.  The only thing I knew was that I needed to confront Presley.
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        * * *

      

      The office was dimly lit, the only light spilling from Presley's sleek, modern desk lamp. The shadows played on her angular features as worked. I stepped in, letting the door close behind me.

      "Presley," I said, my voice low and commanding.

      She didn't even bother looking up, her eyes fixed on a sheet of paper as she traced a finger along the edge. "Amanda," she said with a voice that was cool and unbothered. "What can I do for you so late at night?"

      "You kissed Lee," I managed to say.

      Presley finally graced me with her gaze, with those unnervingly calm eyes. "Oh, that." She leaned back in her chair, arching a eyebrow. "Consider it payback."

      "Payback?" I echoed incredulously.

      "For every jeer, every laugh." Her lips twisted into a wry smile that didn't reach her eyes. "For every time you made me feel like nothing in high school. This is adult life, darling. The stakes are higher. But you know," Presley continued, "I've heard that some women actually like it when their husbands cheat."

      That stopped me dead in my tracks—my heart skipped a beat.

      "They find it arousing," she purred the words like they were part of some dark spell being cast over me.

      "No," I said sharply, though it came out weaker than intended, more breath than voice.

      She stood up then and came closer to where I stood frozen near the door. She smelled like jasmine and something more primal that awakened a dormant part of me.

      "It's okay to admit that you’re curious," she whispered.

      "I'm not like that," I said firmly, yet within me something unraveled—a truth I wasn't ready to face.

      The air was charged between us, and my heart pounded like a drum in my chest as Presley's breath brushed against my lips. I could feel the heat radiating from her body, mingling with mine. Her finger lingered at the corner of my jaw, sending shivers down my spine. I was frozen in place by both fear and curiosity.

      Presley's lips touched mine. It was a kiss of power, possession, and a dare for me to refuse her advances. But I didn't. Instead, I melted into her touch, a craving for more bubbling within me.

      Her kiss deepened and I responded on instinct, parting my lips to invite her further even though I knew I shouldn’t. Our tongues met in a slow, forbidden dance– it was clear who led and who followed.

      I wasn't sure what I had expected when our paths crossed again after all these years, but it certainly wasn't this. Yet here I was, making out with my rival.

      She pulled back slightly, eyes locking onto mine. My chest heaved as I tried to catch my breath, but Presley didn't relent. Her hand found its way to the back of my neck, keeping me anchored to her as if she feared I might escape.

      I should have felt anger or betrayal toward myself for allowing Presley such control over me – for giving in to these desires that threatened the very fabric of my marriage – but all that fell away under her commanding touch.

      Her other hand roamed down my side before settling on my hip with possessive firmness. "Presley," I breathed out.

      She smirked as she leaned in to capture another kiss – deeper, darker, more demanding. And at that moment, it dawned on me how much the tables had turned; how Presley could destroy me so easily.

      Presley's lips left mine in a rush of heated breath and my heart raced. I barely caught my breath when she slid to her knees before me, the predatory glint in her eyes a flame that threatened to consume me whole. My body tensed, desire knotting in the pit of my stomach as she reached for the hem of my dress, her fingers dancing against my thighs as she hiked it up.

      The office was silent, save for our ragged breaths. I couldn't look away from Presley's gaze as she dragged my soaked panties aside.

      Her breath was hot against my skin, making me shiver with need. Then her tongue flicked against the aching bud of my clit, and my knees almost buckled beneath me. The sensation coiled tighter within me, and I clutched at the doorframe for support.

      She sucked on my clit then, hard enough to send shocks of pleasure radiating through me, and I stifled a moan even though we were the only ones there.

      She slipped two fingers inside me. She curled them expertly, and my hips rolled towards her in desperate need.

      “Imagine me,” Presley said darkly, “riding your husband’s cock.”

      The image seared itself into my brain: Presley straddling Lee’s hips, her bare body a vision of beauty. A mix of jealousy and arousal twisted inside me like barbed wire. The image lit a flame in the pit of my stomach that only made the coil wind tighter.

      My hands found their way into Presley's hair as if they had a mind of their own, pulling her closer to where I needed her most. She fucked me with her fingers and devoured me with an insatiable hunger.

      Presley drove me towards the edge. And when I finally tumbled over that edge, it wasn't Lee’s name that echoed through the office; it was hers.
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        * * *

      

      Later that night, I walked into the house, still vibrating with the remnants of what had happened in Presley’s office, a mix of guilt and arousal coursing through my veins. Lee was sitting at the kitchen island, his muscular arms crossed as he reviewed some documents. He looked up, his deep-set eyes locking onto mine, and I knew in that moment I couldn't keep this secret festering inside me. His company's merger with Presley's brand had changed everything.

      "Hey, babe," Lee greeted, unaware of the storm brewing inside me.  “About earlier…”

      Oh, right. Earlier. Earlier he had confessed to me something much tamer than what I’d just done. He wanted to talk about it now, but I didn’t. I had something more pressing to discuss. My confession was a live wire on my tongue.

      "Lee... I have to tell you something," I said. The kitchen seemed to close in around us, suffocating me.

      His brows furrowed as he wondered where I was going.

      "It’s about Presley. Just now, I went to confront her... in her office... but…it turned into so much more. She kissed me and then...."

      The words hung heavily between us. Lee stared back at me, his face unreadable for a moment as if he was trying to decipher a joke.

      "What did you just say?" His voice was steady but laced with confusion.

      I stepped closer to him. My hands found his cheeks and I drew him in for a kiss. "It's true," I whispered against his lips. “I let her go down on me. I don’t know what I was thinking. I’m sorry.”

      For a moment there was silence; then Lee's hands found my hips and pulled me closer with such sudden hunger that a gasp escaped me.

      "You're saying Presley ate you out? Had her tongue on your pussy?" Lee muttered between kisses along my jawline while swiftly lifting me onto the cold marble of the counter.

      "Yes," I admitted again, my breath hitching as desire dueled with shame inside me.

      My confession seemed to ignite something feral within him. He looked into my eyes—his now dark with lust—as he unzipped his pants.

      "Did you like it?" he growled as he freed his cock and positioned it between my legs.

      He hiked up my dress and slid my panties to the side, exposing tender flesh that still burned for Presley.  I let out a low moan as he slid his cock inside me.

      "Yes," I panted, unable to hold back any longer. "Yes, I did."

      Lee pounded me hard. With each powerful thrust, he asked for more details. "Tell me how she made you come," Lee demanded, his hands gripping my thighs tightly enough to leave marks.

      "She... she used her fingers... her mouth..." My words were choppy breaths matching the rhythm of his hips slamming against mine.

      "That hot little tongue working you over... thinking about it makes me want to fuck you even harder," Lee hissed, his voice thick with a primal edge I'd never heard before. There was something filthy about this, the way my confession seemed to fuel his lust, and how my body responded.

      "God, Lee... yes," I moaned, giving myself over to the relentless pounding and the raw intensity of the moment.

      "Do you want her again?" he grunted, driving deeper into me.

      My mind flickered back to Presley's office, the soft pressure of her lips against my skin, and I felt a surge of heat at the memory.

      "I... I don't know," I gasped, torn between honesty and the fear of what all of this meant.

      "Be honest with me," Lee demanded, slowing his movements to look me dead in the eyes.

      "Maybe," I whispered, "Maybe I do."

      With that admission, his thrusts as he reached down to rub my clit. I spiraled rapidly towards climax.

      "Fuck, Amanda," Lee cursed as he felt my walls tighten around him. "Thinking about you with her... watching her taste you..."

      “Fuck,” I moaned as waves of orgasm crashed through me.

      He followed shortly thereafter, a low growl emanating from deep within him as he came hard and fast while still locked tightly inside me.

      We remained there for several heartbeats, panting heavily in the aftermath. The cold marble beneath me was a stark contrast to our heated bodies. As our breathing slowed and reality began to seep back in around us, the weight of what had just happened—and what it might mean for our future—settled heavily on my chest.
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        * * *

      

      I met my husband for lunch again, this time avoiding his office, hoping to avoid Presley.  I wasn’t sure I could handle her gaze after what had happened between us.

      I slid into the chrome-edged booth, the cool leather brushing against the bare skin of my thighs. Lee was late, as usual, his meetings often running longer than he anticipated.

      My thoughts were a tangled mess—a mix of guilt and an undeniable thrill from the memory of Presley's expert tongue tracing circles that made my body sing. I had never imagined myself in such a position, yielding to a woman who wanted to steal my husband.

      "Sorry I'm late," Lee murmured as he took his seat across from me, leaning in for a quick peck on the lips. "Board meeting ran over."

      Before I could muster the courage to speak about the way we both seemed to feel about Presley, she appeared and glided towards our table. Her hips swayed with confidence.

      "Mind if I join you two for a minute?" Her voice was smooth like aged whiskey.

      Lee smiled politely and gestured for her to sit beside him on his side of the booth. "Of course not."

      Presley's gaze flickered to meet mine, a spark igniting in her eyes—something feral and knowing. Lee seemed to notice the silent exchange between us but didn’t say anything.

      Presley and Lee mostly talked about work throughout our whole lunch, making me feel like a third wheel in my own relationship. But there was something exciting about sitting there, watching the two of them. In fact, I wanted to see more.

      At the end of lunch, she leaned closer to him to whisper something that made him chuckle, her hand briefly caressing his before standing up to leave. As she passed by me, she dropped her bombshell in a sultry purr meant only for my ears.

      "Tonight after the company wide dinner," she said softly but with conviction, "I'm going to fuck your husband."

      My heart jolted into my throat.
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        * * *

      

      At the dinner, I sat there at our table while Lee's gaze trailed Presley like a hawk stalking prey. The banquet hall buzzed, but all that faded into white noise as I watched my husband's eyes linger on Presley's daring neckline. Her laugh rang out – confident, radiant – and it seemed to pull Lee in with an invisible tide.

      Jealousy twisted in my stomach like a serpent, but beneath it, an unexpected heat bloomed. Presley was no longer the shy bookworm I used to mock. She was powerful now, commanding attention without even trying.

      When Presley excused herself, her dress hugging every curve like a whispered secret, Lee’s gaze followed her retreat down the long hallway until she vanished from sight. It wasn’t long before he too found a reason to pry himself away, his excuses flimsy at best.

      I should've been incensed, but as I sat there alone, the ember of arousal within me sparked into a flame. My pulse quickened at the thoughts coursing through my mind—of Lee’s hands tracing the contours of Presley's body, fucking her like she swore he would.

      Minutes stretched on like hours after they both disappeared, until finally, curiosity urged me forward. My heels clicked against the marble floor as I followed their path down the corridor, my heart racing with every step.

      It wasn't until I heard the faintest moan that I stopped dead in my tracks. It was muffled behind an office door slightly ajar. I pressed my hand against the cool wood and nudged the door open just enough to peek inside.

      There they were: Lee’s strong hands gripped Presley's waist from behind as she leaned back against him. My breath hitched in my throat at the sight; it was wrong on so many levels, yet my body sang with need.

      Presley’s head lolled back onto his shoulder as she caught my eye through the sliver of space. My presence wasn’t unwelcome; it was part of her game.

      With trepidation, I pushed open the door and stepped inside. Lee’s eyes darkened with surprise and hunger while Presley’s gleamed with wickedness.

      “Amanda,” she purred as if welcoming me home after a long journey away, “we’ve been waiting for you.”

      In that moment, I realized this night could unravel me completely. And yet… I wanted it.

      I slid into the room, my hands behind my back, feeling the wall, while I watched them from the shadows. Lee continued, knowing I was watching, and Presley kept her gaze fixed in my direction.

      Presley dropped to her knees slowly, eliciting a gasp from Lee.  Her fingers found his belt, unfastened it, and then unzipped his pants.  She had his cock out in no time, stroking it while she looked up at him.  Even on her knees, it was clear she had all the power.

      Presley. Seeing her now, with her lush lips parted as she worked Lee's hard cock into the warm velvet vice of her mouth, I felt an illicit thrill burn through me.

      I should've been jealous, but instead I watched—transfixed—as Presley worshipped him with her mouth. Her head bobbed slowly at first but picked up pace.

      Lee's hand cradled the back of her head, urging her on with a dominant tenderness that I knew all too well. "Fuck," he groaned lowly, and his eyes fluttered closed. The flush in his cheeks was the same rosy hue I'd seen many times before, but never while another woman devoured him.

      Presley looked up at him through dark lashes then glanced toward me; our eyes locked in a moment that seemed both an eternity and an instant.

      My legs moved of their own accord until I stood mere inches from them—close enough to reach out and touch the forbidden scene before me. Presley's moans vibrated against Lee's skin as she sucked harder, deeper.

      "Do you want to join us, Amanda?" Lee's voice was husky with desire, reaching out to tug at my deepest fantasies—fantasies I hadn't dared admit even to myself.

      "Yes," escaped from my lips before I could cage it back behind my teeth.

      Presley stood gracefully and kissed Lee deeply before turning to face me. She leaned forward and whispered against my lips, "Let’s give him a night he’ll never forget.”

      I watched as Presley led Lee by the hand, her hips swaying hypnotically beneath the clingy fabric of her designer dress. He seemed enchanted, his usual sharp gaze softened by the calculated allure she exuded. I felt an unfamiliar twinge at the pit of my stomach, a combination of jealousy and a spark of arousal.

      They reached a conference table, polished to a reflective sheen under the low lights, and Lee sat on the edge of the table while Presley turned her back to me, glancing over her shoulder with a mischievous smirk. With one swift motion, she hiked up her dress past her thighs, blatantly revealing she hadn't bothered with panties. My heart pounded. I knew I was about to witness the moment when she would fuck my husband.

      Lee's expression was unreadable, but his body betrayed him as he let out a sharp intake of breath. Presley she climbed onto Lee’s lap, her legs parted to accommodate his thick frame. She lowered herself onto him and I watched his cock disappear inside her.

      The room filled with Presley's soft moans and the rhythmic sound of flesh meeting flesh. The sight of her riding Lee—her back arched elegantly, breasts barely contained by her dress—held me rooted in place.

      The room swirled in a haze of forbidden desire as I watched Presley. The realization that this was happening was both surreal and electric, my body tense with a mixture of jealousy and arousal.

      Presley rode Lee harder. She was no stranger to taking what she wanted. Her hips rolled with a rhythm that was mesmerizing. Her back arched, throwing her head back in ecstasy as Lee’s hands gripped her waist, guiding her movements.

      I could see the hunger in his eyes; it mirrored the hunger I felt inside me. As much as part of me wanted to scream and tear them apart, a stronger part was fascinated by the vision unfolding before me.

      Lee’s hands lowered the top of Presley's dress, revealing her breasts which were full and flushed a delicious shade of pink. His touch seemed both familiar and exploratory, as if he were savoring every inch of her.

      He cupped her breasts, his thumbs grazing over her nipples which were hardened little nubs. Presley moaned, the sound so raw that it sent shivers down my spine. As he took one nipple into his mouth, sucking gently at first then with more urgency, she began to ride him faster, almost desperately.

      Presley's movements became erratic as she chased her climax; her breaths came in short gasps. Lee matched her pace, thrusting upward into her with an intensity that said he was as close as she was.

      Watching them ignited a fire deep within my core. Being the voyeur was intoxicating. I was spellbound by the raw sexuality on display.

      As they continued, I couldn't help but touch myself, mimicking Presley's rhythm as Lee sucked on her tits. My own desire grew with theirs until we were all caught in the same storm of passion.

      This should have felt wrong, but in that moment all I could feel was an overwhelming urge to join them, to lose myself in them. The lines between jealousy and lust blurred until there was nothing left but an insatiable craving for pleasure that knew no boundaries.

      "Fuck... Presley," Lee groaned.

      Presley's response was a slew of moans echoing off the walls. Her pleasure was palpable, her dominance over both Lee and me completely unquestionable.

      My husband emptied himself into Presley with a final, guttural growl. It was different than the controlled composure he always maintained when he was buried deep inside of me. I watched, agape and trembling, as he withdrew from her, his cum visibly coating the length of him. Presley turned to me, her lips curled into a sly grin.

      "Your turn, Amanda," she purred, her eyes glinting with a menacing kind of hunger. "Bend over the conference table and offer up that untouched asshole to your husband.  That’s right.  He told me you’ve never done anal before.  I know how much he wants it, and I know how much you want to please him more than I just did.”

      My heart pounded in my chest. I had never ventured into such uncharted territory; the mere idea sparked a blend of fear and excitement within me. But in that moment, for some reason, I chose to submit.

      Moving slowly as if in a trance, I approached the glossy wood surface of the conference table. The cool air of the room prickled against my flushed skin. I cast aside my pride and bent forward, pressing my palms flat against the tabletop. A shiver ran down my spine.

      "Like this?" The question came out more as a whisper than an assertion.

      "Yes," Lee answered with a newfound vigor in his voice. His hands found my hips, lifted my dress, and guided me further into my submissive pose. His touch sparked an electric charge as he pulled my panties down my legs, exposing my dripping wet pussy to the two of them.

      Presley walked around the table to stand before me, and I could see she was enjoying every moment of this twisted power play. Her gaze locked onto mine as she leaned down close enough for me to feel her breath on my face.

      "Relax," she cooed almost lovingly, "and let him in slowly."

      I felt something warm and slippery at my entrance — Lee's fingers, I realized, coated with spit — preparing me for what was to come. My breathing hitched with every tentative circle he drew around the tight ring of muscle. The anticipation coiled within me.

      Then there was pressure, and I tensed involuntarily.

      "Easy..." Lee's voice was both stern and reassuring as he began to push inside.

      The sensation was foreign and overwhelming: discomfort mingled with an intense fullness I had never known before. Presley's hand reached out to steady mine on the table, her fingers entwined with mine in a gesture that felt strangely supportive.

      "That’s it," she whispered emphatically.

      Lee stilled his fingers for a moment, allowing me to acclimate to his presence. Then slowly he started moving — each thrust deeper than the last sending tremors through every fiber of my being. The distinct blend of pain and pleasure left me breathless and teetering on an edge I had never dared approach before now.

      Their eyes remained fixed on each other over my bent form—two predators sharing their prey—while I surrendered myself completely.

      Lee's fingers slipped out of me, leaving me feeling empty. He shifted his position and I felt the tip of his cock nudging at my back entrance.

      "Relax, Amanda," he murmured, his voice a deep rumble that vibrated through the tense silence. His hand caressed my lower back in soothing circles, grounding me.

      I closed my eyes and exhaled slowly, willing away the tension. I sensed him lean over me, felt the warmth of his body radiating assurance. And then the pressure increased—a slow, insistent push that gradually breached the tight ring of muscle. A gasp escaped my lips. With every gentle thrust, Lee pushed me further into a realm of heady pleasure.

      It was then that Presley made her move. Her steps were silent on the carpeted floor as she approached and mounted the table with calculated grace. Her eyes fixed on mine with an intensity that left me breathless.

      She slid her hips beneath my elevated head until she was close enough for me to feel her heat. The scent of her arousal mixed with expensive perfume hit me like a drug that I wanted to lose myself to.

      "Come on, Amanda," she cooed seductively. "You know you want to."

      The words were unnecessary; my body gravitated toward hers as naturally as if we'd done this dance before, despite every churning conflict within me. Presley spread her legs open for me, and I found myself leaning down without hesitation.

      My tongue made contact, painting long strokes along her slick folds, delving into her depth, and savoring the taste of another woman for the first time. She moaned above me, her hands tangling in my hair and urging me deeper.

      All the while, Lee continued his slow thrusts from behind—a steady rhythm that drove us both toward something I knew we could never come back from. The juxtaposition of his dominance and Presley's vulnerability shattered every last barrier within me.

      My husband's groans mixed with Presley's cries and my muffled moans, exploding in waves of raw pleasure that left us gasping for breath and yearning for more.

      The room was thick with the scent of sweat and lust. Lee withdrew from me with a slick sound, his satisfied groan mingling with the heavy breathing that filled the room. My body was alight with a blend of pleasure and a deep-seated ache for more—more of Presley’s touch, more of Lee’s commanding presence. In that moment I was more alive than I'd ever felt before.

      I slid off the table, my limbs shaky but invigorated, the taste of Presley still lingering on my lips. Presley's eyes locked onto mine as she straightened her skirt, her gaze burning with a newfound ownership—the kind that sent shivers down my spine and set my heart racing all at once. "Nothing will ever be the same," she whispered, her voice low and intoxicating. "You belong to me now."

      Her words echoed in my mind like a spell cast to bind me to her. They should have scared me; instead, they filled me with a thrill. This wasn't just about sex; it was about power and surrender, and I had willingly given myself over to both.

      I watched as Lee adjusted his tie, his demeanor instantly reverting to that of the successful businessman everyone outside this room knew him to be. His dark eyes met mine in the reflection of the large glass window, and there was a silent acknowledgement of what we had shared—a secret that bound all three of us together in a thrillingly forbidden way.

      I smoothed down my dress and reapplied my lipstick, using the small compact mirror Presley handed me with an intimate smile. Our reflections merged briefly and it was hauntingly beautiful.

      As we stepped out into the buzz of the work dinner, I could feel everyone’s eyes on us. The curious glances and hushed whispers didn't escape me. The shift was subtle but undeniable; there was an electricity in the air around us—a sense that the balance had tilted on its axis.

      Lee took my hand and led us through the crowd towards our table. Presley followed close behind, her hand resting lightly on my lower back every so often—a possessive gesture that reminded me of her claim.

      With each step I took, I felt an intoxicating mix of pride and nervousness for what lay ahead. But one thing became clear; Presley was right—nothing would ever be the same again. It would be better.
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