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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Olivia’s eyes widened. “Your boss?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes! Fuck, yes, Ben, please!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Olivia turned her head, her cheek still against the cushion. She reached a hand back to stroke his leg. “I love you, too.” She paused, a new, curious lilt in her voice. “So... when do you think we’ll see Tristan again?”
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Book 2 - Corporate Temptation
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The steam from the shower clung to the bathroom mirror, and Nathan watched Grace’s blurred form move behind the foggy glass. He traced the outline of her with his eyes, a familiar, consuming warmth spreading through his chest. She was humming, a soft, off-key melody that was distinctly hers.

He was already dressed for the office, the crisp line of his trousers feeling like a costume over the nervous energy humming beneath his skin. Today was the day. The words had been circling in his head for weeks, a secret mantra. Tell her. Just fucking tell her.

The shower cut off. A moment later, the door opened, releasing a cloud of jasmine-scented steam and his wife, wrapped in a towel, her skin glowing and damp.

“You’re still here,” she smiled, reaching for her moisturizer. “You’ll be late.”

“Worth it,” he said, his voice a little rough. He leaned against the doorframe, watching her smooth the lotion over her shoulders, the elegant line of her neck. Jesus, she’s beautiful. “I like watching you.”

She caught his gaze in the mirror, a playful glint in her eye. “I know you do. It’s one of my favorite things about you.” She turned, the towel cinched tight above her breasts. “What’s on your mind? You’ve got that look.”

Here we go. Nathan’s mouth went dry. He picked up her hairbrush from the counter, turning it over in his hands just for something to hold onto. “I had a dream last night,” he started, the words feeling clumsy and too loud in the humid room.

Grace paused, her hands still on her hips. “Oh yeah? A good one?”

“An incredible one.” He took a step closer, the citrusy scent of her shampoo filling his senses. “It was about you. It’s... it’s always about you, Grace.” He could feel his heart thumping against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat. “But this one was different.”

She tilted her head, her expression shifting from playful to intrigued. “Different how?”

He exhaled, a sharp burst of air. “You were at a party. Laughing. And there was a man there. Someone I didn’t know. You were dancing with him.” Nathan’s gaze dropped to the tiles, then forced itself back up to meet hers. He needed her to see he meant this. “And I was watching. And the way he looked at you... the way you looked back at him... God, Grace, it was the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen in my life.”

The silence that followed was thick, broken only by the drip of the showerhead. Grace’s smile had vanished, replaced by a careful, neutral mask. She folded her arms over her chest. “You... you dreamed about me with another man?”

“Not just dreamed,” he said, the confession tumbling out now, a floodgate opening. “It’s a fantasy. It’s been my fantasy for a while. The idea of seeing you... of watching you get pleasured by someone else. Of seeing you completely lose control because of another guy’s hands, his mouth... fuck...” He ran a hand through his hair, a nervous gesture he thought he’d outgrown. “It makes me so hard I can’t think straight just talking about it.”

Grace took a small step back, her knuckles whitening where she gripped her elbows. The easy intimacy of the room had evaporated. “Nathan... are you serious? Is this... is this something you actually want?” Her voice was low, laced with confusion and a flicker of something like fear. “Do I not... am I not enough for you?”

“No!” The word burst from him, too loud. He moved to her, closing the distance, but didn’t touch her. He couldn’t yet. “God, no, Gracie. You are everything. That’s the whole fucking point. You’re so sexy, so fucking radiant, that the idea of other men seeing it, wanting you... and you choosing to let one of them experience you... and choosing to come home to me after...” He finally reached out, his thumb stroking the incredibly soft skin of her arm. “It’s not about me wanting less of you. It’s about me wanting more of your pleasure. I want to see all of it. I want to worship every single fucking gasp you make, even if I’m not the one causing it in that exact second.”

He saw the conflict in her eyes, the way her mind was racing behind that beautiful, worried face. “I don’t understand,” she whispered. “What if I like it? What if it changes how I feel about you? What if it changes how you feel about me? This is... this is a big thing, Nathan. A really big thing.”

“I know it is,” he said, his voice dropping to a husky murmur. He leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. “And I would never, ever push you into something you didn’t want. This is just me... showing you a hidden part of my mind. Telling you what really turns me on. The thought of another man’s cock sliding into you, Grace, filling you up while I watch... the sound of your voice when you beg him for more...” He felt her shiver against him. “It’s the biggest thrill I can imagine. It’s all for you. Your pleasure is my pleasure.”

Grace was quiet for a long moment, her breath coming a little quicker. He could see the thoughts shifting, the initial alarm giving way to a dawning, tentative curiosity. The idea was in the room with them now, a third presence, potent and electric.

She uncrossed her arms, her hand coming up to rest on his chest, over his hammering heart. Her touch was hesitant, but it was there. “You...” she started, then stopped, chewing on her lower lip. “You really get off on that? The idea of me... being with someone else?”

“More than anything,” he confessed, covering her hand with his. “The fantasy of it alone makes me want to bend you over this counter and fuck you until you forget your own name.”

A slow blush crept up her neck. She looked down, then back up at him through her eyelashes. The fear wasn't gone, but it was now tangled with something new, something hotter. “What... what kind of man?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

Grace’s gaze flickered from his earnest face to her own reflection, seeing a woman she barely recognized—flushed, lips parted, a new kind of fire in her eyes. The initial shock had melted, replaced by a thrumming, impossible curiosity.

“Tell me,” she said, her voice steadier now, a thread of command weaving through it. Her hand was still on his chest, feeling the relentless drum of his heart. “Tell me exactly what you want to see, Nathan. Don’t just say ‘a man’. Be specific.”

Nathan’s intense eyes darkened, a wave of pure heat washing over his features. He hadn’t expected her to ask, not like this, not with such direct hunger. He leaned back against the doorframe, crossing his arms, the picture of controlled desire.

“This Saturday,” he began, his voice dropping to a low, intimate timbre that vibrated through her. “The office party.”

Grace’s mind flashed to the annual event she’d attended for years. The chatter, the clinking glasses, the bland canapés. It had always been so mundane. Now, he was painting it in an entirely new light.

“I see you across the room. You’re wearing that black dress, the one that hugs your curves like it was made for you. The one that makes my fucking mouth water just thinking about it.” His eyes roamed over her towel-clad body as if he could see the fabric there already. “You’re talking to Marco.”

Marco. His boss. The name landed with a solid, thrilling weight. The man was all coiled confidence and a sharp, knowing smile, a decade older than Nathan, with a presence that commanded a room.

“He can’t take his eyes off you, Grace. Nobody can. He’s listening to you talk, but his eyes are on your mouth, on the way your tits move when you laugh. He’s thinking what I’m always thinking: I need to get my hands on her.”

A soft, involuntary sound escaped Grace’s lips. Her own hand, seemingly of its own accord, drifted from his chest, sliding down the front of her towel, resting lightly on her stomach. The terrycloth was rough against her suddenly sensitive skin.

Nathan’s gaze followed the movement, his voice growing thicker. “He’ll offer to get you a fresh drink. You’ll follow him to the bar. His hand will find the small of your back, just a gentle press to guide you through the crowd, but you’ll feel it everywhere. It’s not like my touch. It’s new. It’s different.”

Her fingers crept lower, dipping beneath the top edge of the towel, finding the warm, soft skin of her lower belly. Her breathing shallowed.

“He’ll suggest getting some air,” Nathan continued, a wicked smile playing on his lips. “The two of you will slip out onto the balcony. It’s quiet out there, just the city lights and the hum of traffic far below. He’ll turn to you, and he won’t say a word. He’ll just look at you, and you’ll know. You’ll fucking know what he wants.”

Grace’s eyes were closed now. She could see it. The cool night air, the glittering skyline, Marco’s hungry stare. Her fingers slid lower, past the neat strip of hair, and her middle finger found the slick, aching center of herself. A jolt went through her, sharp and sweet. She gasped.

“That’s it, baby,” Nathan murmured, his voice rough with encouragement. “He’ll step closer. He’ll smell your perfume, and your skin, that incredible scent that’s just you. He’ll cup your face, his thumb tracing your jaw, and then he’ll kiss you. Not a question. A statement.”

Grace’s finger began to move in slow, firm circles around her clit. The sensation was electric, a direct line to the fantasy unfolding behind her eyelids. She could almost feel the scratch of Marco’s stubble, the surety of his mouth on hers.

“He’ll taste your lipstick,” Nathan growled, “and the champagne on your tongue. He’ll back you up against the balcony railing, and his hands will drop to your hips, pulling you hard against him. You’ll feel how much he wants you. How fucking hard he is for my wife.”

The word my wife did something to her, a possessive anchor in the sea of this forbidden scenario. Her circling fingers sped up, her hips giving a tiny, involuntary rock against her own hand.

“He’ll turn you around, Grace. Your back to his front. He’ll lean you over the railing, the city laid out beneath you. He’ll kiss your neck, bite your shoulder, and his hands will be all over your tits, squeezing them, pinching your nipples through that thin black dress.”

Her free hand came up to mimic the action, roughly palming her own breast through the towel, pinching her nipple until a sharp pang of pleasure-pain made her moan.

“He’ll push that dress up around your waist,” Nathan’s voice was a hoarse whisper now, a filthy prayer. “He won’t fuck around. He’ll just undo his pants and guide his cock to your pussy. You’re so wet for him, aren’t you? Soaking that pretty black thistle I love.”

She was. Her fingers were slick, the sound of her touch obscenely loud in the quiet bathroom. She was panting now, lost in the image he was crafting.

“He’ll push inside you, Grace. One smooth, deep thrust. He’ll fill you up, and you’ll feel every fucking inch of him. You’ll cry out, and he’ll cover your mouth with his hand, telling you to be quiet, that everyone inside will hear you getting fucked.”

A strangled cry did escape her then, muffled by her own teeth biting her lip. Her legs trembled. The fantasy was so vivid, so visceral.

“And I’ll be watching,” Nathan said, the final, devastating blow. “From the doorway. I’ll see it all. I’ll see your face, your eyes squeezed shut. I’ll see his hands gripping your hips, pulling you back onto his cock with every thrust. I’ll see your ass jiggle every time he slams into you. I’ll watch him take what’s mine, and it will be the hottest fucking thing I have ever seen.”

That was it. The coil that had been tightening in her belly for minutes snapped. Her back arched off the counter, a silent scream on her lips as a powerful orgasm ripped through her, wave after wave of pure, shattering pleasure, her fingers working frantically through the incredible pulses, her body shaking with the force of it.

Slowly, she came down, her breathing ragged, her body buzzing. She opened her eyes. Nathan was still watching her, his own arousal a palpable force in the small room. He looked utterly captivated.

She slid off the counter, her legs unsteady. She walked to him, the towel dropping to the floor, leaving her completely bare. She didn’t try to cover herself. She reached for the buckle of his belt, her voice husky and raw.
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The scent of her perfume, something dark and floral, filled the bedroom. Grace stood before the full-length mirror, turning slowly. The emerald green dress was a second skin, hugging the curve of her hips, the swell of her breasts. It was shorter than anything she’d worn to the office before.

“Do you think it’s too much?” she asked, her voice a little unsteady.

Nathan came up behind her, his hands settling on her waist. He met her eyes in the reflection. “You look fucking incredible. Absolutely breathtaking. Marco won’t be able to think straight.”

A nervous laugh escaped her. “That’s the point, isn’t it?”

“It’s the entire point,” he murmured, his lips brushing her shoulder. His fingers traced the dress’s low back, skimming the bare skin there. “I want everyone to see what I get to come home to. I want him to see it and ache.”

She leaned back into him, feeling the hard ridge of his arousal against her. “I’m so nervous, Nate. My stomach is full of butterflies.”

“So is mine,” he admitted, his voice rough with desire. “Just remember, we’re in this together. Every look, every touch... it’s for us.” His hand slid down, palming her ass through the thin silk. “I can’t wait to watch you.”

The office party was in full swing, a swirl of chatter and clinking glasses. Nathan’s hand was a steady anchor on the small of Grace’s back as they navigated the crowd. She could feel the weight of his gaze on her, a constant, thrilling reminder of why they were here.

Then he saw him. Marco stood near the bar, a rocks glass in hand, holding court with a few junior executives. He was taller than Nathan remembered, his suit impeccably tailored to his fit frame. His eyes, a sharp, intelligent blue, scanned the room and landed on them. A slow, knowing smile spread across his face.

“Nathan,” Marco said, excusing himself and walking over. His voice was a warm baritone that cut through the party noise. His attention, however, was entirely on Grace. “And Grace. Nathan hasn’t shut up about you all week.”

“All good things, I hope,” Grace said, her voice miraculously steady. She offered her hand.

Instead of shaking it, Marco took it, his grip firm and warm, and brought it to his lips, placing a whisper of a kiss on her knuckles. The gesture was old-fashioned, confident, and intensely intimate. A jolt, sharp and electric, went straight up her arm.

“Only the truth,” Marco said, his eyes locked on hers. He didn’t let go of her hand immediately. “The man is a terrible liar, thankfully. He could never do you justice with mere words.”

Nathan watched, a quiet intensity thrumming through him. He could feel the energy between them, a visible current. This is it. This is really happening. He gave her back a slight, encouraging rub.

“Can I get you a drink?” Marco asked, finally releasing her hand, though his gaze never wavered. “I find the champagne here is just for show. They keep a excellent bourbon behind the counter for those who ask nicely.”

“Bourbon’s perfect,” Grace said, and Nathan heard the faintest tremor of excitement in her voice.

As Marco turned to flag down the bartender, he leaned in slightly closer to Grace than was strictly necessary. “That color is devastating on you.” The words were for her alone, a low rumble meant just for her ears.

Nathan watched the flush creep up Grace’s neck. He saw the way her lips parted, just a fraction, the quick, almost imperceptible lift of her chest as her breathing shallowed. She was enthralled.

They got their drinks, a rich, amber liquid in heavy glasses. As they stood talking, the conversation effortlessly flowing from work to travel to art, Marco’s presence seemed to shrink the room until it contained only the three of them. He was a masterful conversationalist, including Nathan with a glance or a question, but his focus, his entire gravitational pull, was centered on Grace.

His touches were subtle, perfectly explainable. A hand on her elbow to guide her through the crowd. A brush of his fingers against her back as he leaned in to hear her over the music. Each point of contact was a brand, a promise of what his hands could do.

Nathan’s own arousal was a live wire. He took a long swallow of his bourbon, the burn a pale imitation of the heat coiling in his gut. He watched Marco’s eyes drop to Grace’s mouth when she spoke, saw the way he nodded, utterly captivated.

During a lull, Marco’s hand found its way to the bare skin of Grace’s back, his thumb making a slow, deliberate arc just above the line of her dress.

Grace’s eyes fluttered closed for a second. A soft, airy sigh escaped her. She didn’t pull away. She pressed back, almost imperceptibly, into his touch.

Nathan’s throat went dry. The sight of another man’s hand on his wife’s skin, claiming her in the middle of a crowded room, was the most potent aphrodisiac he’d ever experienced. He could see the faint tremor in her legs, the way her knuckles were white where she gripped her glass.

Marco’s voice dropped again, a velvet murmur meant only for them. “It’s a shame to keep something this beautiful surrounded by boring finance talk. This party is wasting your light, Grace.”

He turned his head, his attention shifting to Nathan. His smile was sharp, conspiratorial. “You’re a very lucky man.” The way he said it wasn’t a platitude. It was an acknowledgment, a shared understanding of the prize between them.

“I know,” Nathan said, his voice thicker than he intended.

Marco’s thumb stroked Grace’s back one more time. “The balcony out back is quiet. The view of the city is... spectacular. Perhaps we could get some air?” His question was directed at Grace, but his eyes flicked to Nathan, seeking permission, including him in the seduction.

Grace looked at Nathan, her eyes wide, dark pools of want and nervous anticipation. She was asking him, needing his approval, his encouragement.

Nathan gave a single, almost imperceptible nod, his heart hammering against his ribs.

A beautiful, wicked smile touched Grace’s lips. She turned back to Marco, her confidence visibly buoyed by her husband’s silent command. “Air sounds perfect.”

Marco offered her his arm. She took it, her fingers curling around his bicep. As they began to move through the crowd, Marco glanced back over his shoulder at Nathan, his expression unmistakable. You coming?

The cool night air was a stark, pleasant contrast to the stifling warmth of the party, carrying with it the distant hum of the city below. The balcony was a half-moon of polished stone, overlooking a sea of glittering lights. For a long moment, the three of them stood in a fragile silence, the only sound the faint rustle of Grace’s emerald dress against her thighs.

“Quite a view,” Marco stated, his voice a low rumble as he leaned against the railing. He wasn’t looking at the skyline.

Grace stood beside him, her posture rigid with a tension that was part fear, part intoxication. Her gaze was fixed on the horizon, but Nathan knew her. He saw the rapid flutter of her pulse at the base of her throat, the way her fingers were clenched white-knuckled at her sides. He stood a few paces back, a phantom at his own feast, his entire world narrowed to the space between them. Every beat of his heart was a thick, heavy throb echoed perfectly in his cock, which strained painfully against the confines of his zipper.

Then, Grace moved.

It wasn’t a grand gesture. It was a subtle shift of weight, a leaning in that brought her body within inches of Marco’s. The scent of her perfume, something lush and floral, mixed with the clean, sharp aroma of his cologne. She turned her head, her lips finding the shell of his ear. Nathan saw her mouth form the words, heard the whisper as if it were shouted directly into his own soul.

“I want to feel you inside me, Marco. Right here. I want you to fuck me against this railing while my husband watches.”

The air vanished from Nathan’s lungs. The words, so raw and filthy and perfect, spoken in his wife’s soft, cultured voice, were a physical blow to his gut. He watched, mesmerized, as her hand, which had been trembling just moments before, became steady and sure. It slid down the front of Marco’s crisp dress shirt, over the hard plane of his stomach, her fingers tracing the outline of his belt buckle with an artist’s precision.

Marco didn’t flinch. A slow, dark smile spread across his face, his eyes locking with Nathan’s over Grace’s shoulder. It was a look of pure, unadulterated conquest. This is your doing, it said. And I am going to enjoy your gift.

“Is that so?” Marco’s voice was husky, a match for the desire tightening his features. He brought his own hand up, not to stop her, but to cover hers, guiding her fingers to the hard leather of his belt. “Show me.”

With his encouragement, Grace’s finesse melted into pure need. Her fingers worked the buckle with a frantic urgency, the clink of the metal prong releasing sounding obscenely loud in the quiet night. She tugged at the leather, pulling it free, then her hands went to the button of his slacks, then the zipper.

Nathan could only stare, his blood a molten river of want. The sight of his wife’s delicate hands, the ones that made his coffee every morning, yanking down another man’s trousers and briefs was the most devastatingly erotic thing he had ever witnessed. Marco’s cock sprang free, thick and fully erect, a blatant, proud declaration of his arousal in the muted balcony light.

Grace didn’t hesitate. Her fingers wrapped around his length, and a soft, guttural sound escaped her, a moan of pure avarice. “God, you’re so hard. So fucking thick.” She began to stroke him, her movements becoming slick and confident as her palm glided over the bead of moisture already forming at his tip.

Marco’s head fell back, a deep groan tearing from his throat. His hands found her hips, gripping the green silk of her dress, pulling her flush against him. “Your wife has very talented hands, Nathan,” he gritted out, his eyes still holding Nathan’s captive.

Nathan could only nod, a strangled sound of agreement catching in his throat. He was riveted, his own hand moving unconsciously to press against the aching bulge in his pants, applying a torturous pressure that only made the need worse.

Grace was lost in it now, her body moving against Marco’s, her strokes on his cock becoming faster, more demanding. She rose up on her toes, her mouth finding his again, but this wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a clash of teeth and tongue, a wet, desperate claiming. When she broke away, her voice was a raw, wanton whisper.

“I need you now. I need to feel this cock stretching me open. Don’t make me wait.”

She turned, her back to Marco, and bent forward over the cold stone railing, presenting herself to him. The emerald silk of her dress was pulled taut across the sublime curve of her ass. She looked back over her shoulder, her eyes wild, her lips swollen from the kiss. Her gaze found Nathan’s.

“Watch,” she commanded him, her voice trembling with a power he’d never heard before. “Watch him take me.”

Marco’s hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh beneath the silk. He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock pressing against her, and Nathan saw the tiny, involuntary jerk of Grace’s body at the contact. Marco’s eyes were sharp, focused, drinking in the sight of Nathan’s wife bent over for him.

He pushed forward, a single, inexorable thrust that buried his entire length inside her in one smooth, devastating motion.

Grace’s cry wasn’t a moan; it was a sharp, punched-out gasp that shattered the night’s silence. Her back arched, her fingers scrambling for purchase on the smooth railing. Her eyes flew wide, locked on Nathan’s, and in them, he saw the shock of the intrusion, the overwhelming fullness, and a dawning, incredible pleasure. Marco held himself there, buried to the hilt, letting her feel every inch of him, a low, appreciative growl rumbling in his chest.

“Fuck, Grace... you feel incredible,” he breathed, his voice strained. “So fucking tight around me.”

He began to move, a slow, withdrawing slide that made Grace whimper, followed by a hard, driving thrust that slammed her body against the railing. The rhythm was established instantly—primal, possessive, and utterly consuming. Each powerful snap of Marco’s hips echoed across the balcony.

Nathan could only stand there, his hand working furiously over his own clothed erection, his world reduced to the symphony of their fucking—the wet, rhythmic slap of skin against silk, Marco’s guttural grunts, and Grace’s escalating, ragged cries that were punctuating the cool night air. She was clinging to the railing, her knuckles white, her head thrown back as Marco pounded into her from behind.

Her eyes, glazed with pleasure, found Nathan’s again. A wicked, beautiful smile twisted her lips between gasps. “Are you watching, baby? Are you seeing how good his fucking cock feels inside your wife?”

With a final, shuddering thrust that seemed to ripple through her entire frame, Marco pulled himself free from her. The sudden emptiness was a shock, a cold slap of air against her slick, heated skin. Grace gasped, her body trembling from the abrupt cessation of the relentless rhythm that had been consuming her.

Before she could even process the loss, his hands were on her, firm and unyielding. He spun her around to face him, the city lights a dizzying swirl behind his broad shoulders. Her back met the cool glass of the balcony door, a stark contrast to the feverish heat of her own flesh. His gaze was a dark, possessive flame, locking onto hers.

“On your knees,” Marco commanded, his voice a low, graveled promise that brooked no argument. His fingers, still damp with her own arousal, tangled in her hair, not to hurt, but to guide, to possess. “Right here. I want to fuck that perfect mouth while your husband watches what his wife can do.”

A fresh wave of want, so potent it made her knees weak, crashed over her. She let him guide her down, the rough texture of the balcony concrete biting into her kneecaps. Her emerald dress, rucked up around her waist, felt like a forgotten flag of surrender. Above her, Marco stood, a colossus backlit by the party’s golden glow from inside. He was all power and intent, his cock jutting out, glistening with her own wetness, rigid and demanding.

Nathan was a statue by the railing, his hand stilled over the bulge in his pants, his eyes wide, his breathing a visible, shallow lift of his chest. He was mesmerized, utterly captive. This was his fantasy, made real and raw before him.

Grace looked up at Marco, her lips parting. The musky, intimate scent of their combined sex filled her nostrils, a perfume more intoxicating than any champagne. She didn’t wait for him. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste him, to savor the sharp, salty flavor of herself on his skin. A deep, approving groan rumbled in Marco’s chest.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his thumb stroking her cheek. “Show him.”

She took the head of his cock into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the sensitive ridge. She heard Nathan’s sharp intake of air from across the balcony. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking gently, drawing him deeper. He was thick, stretching her lips, and the feeling of fullness was a different, thrilling kind of possession.

Marco didn’t let her set the pace for long. His grip in her hair tightened, just enough to make her gasp, and he began to move. He started slowly, a shallow, testing push that slid easily through her wetness. “So good, Grace. Your fucking mouth is a sin.”

Then he pushed deeper, his control beginning to fray. His thrusts became more urgent, more demanding. He fucked her mouth with the same possessive rhythm he’d used on her body, each smooth, hard slide hitting the back of her throat. Her eyes watered, but she kept them open, locked on Nathan’s. She wanted him to see everything. She wanted him to watch the way her lips stretched to accommodate Marco, to see the tears of effort beading in her lashes, to hear the wet, obscene sounds of his cock moving in and out of her.

Her own hands came up, one wrapping around the base of his shaft to feel the powerful thrusts, the other finding its way between her own legs. She was still throbbing, aching, a live wire of need. As Marco drove into her mouth, she circled her clit, the twin sensations of giving pleasure and taking it sending sparks behind her eyelids.

“Look at her, Nathan,” Marco growled, his voice thick with strain, his hips pistoning. He wasn’t just talking; he was performing, narrating the debauchery for his audience. “Look at your beautiful wife on her knees for me. See how she takes every fucking inch.”

Nathan’s hand was moving again, frantically working his zipper down, his own need becoming too much to bear. He was a portrait of agonized ecstasy.

Marco’s pace became punishing, relentless. He was chasing his end, using her mouth with a fervor that was both brutal and exquisite. Grace relaxed her throat, surrendering to the rhythm, letting him use her, her own moans vibrating around him. The taste of him, the feel of his muscular thighs against her chest, the sound of Nathan’s ragged breathing—it all combined into a symphony of pure, unadulterated lust.

“I’m going to come,” Marco warned, his voice a ragged tear in the night air. His thrusts lost their rhythm, becoming erratic, desperate. “I’m going to fill your wife’s fucking mouth. And you’re going to watch me do it.”

His body went rigid, every muscle taut as a bowstring. A guttural, animal sound tore from his throat, raw and primal, as the first hot pulse of his release hit the back of her throat. Grace swallowed instinctively, her throat working around him, accepting the thick, salty reward. Marco’s grip in her hair tightened, holding her head firmly in place as he shuddered through his climax. Each throbbing jet was a testament to the pleasure she’d given him, a visceral connection that left them both trembling.

“Fuck...” Marco growled, his voice low and ragged, almost a groan of disbelief. His hips jerked erratically, driving deeper with each burst, as if he couldn’t stop himself from claiming every inch of her mouth. Grace’s cheeks hollowed, her lips suctioning around him, drawing out every last drop. She could feel the heat of him pooling on her tongue, the taste of him salty and musky, a flavor that should have been overwhelming but instead only fueled her own arousal. Her fingers dug into his thighs, anchoring herself as his body bucked and shuddered above her.

The night air was thick with the sounds of their shared pleasure: the wet, slick slide of his cock in her mouth, the harsh rhythm of his breathing, and the soft whimpers that escaped her despite her efforts to stay composed. Marco’s free hand reached down to cup her jaw, his thumb brushing against her swollen lips, feeling the stretch and warmth of where he was buried deep inside her. “You’re fucking perfect,” he rasped, his voice trembling with the intensity of his release. “Taking me like this... Christ, Grace.”

As the last of his release spilled into her mouth, Marco’s body began to relax, the tension draining from his muscles like a wave receding from the shore. He slowly pulled back, his cock sliding free from her lips with a soft pop. Grace stayed on her knees, her breath coming in uneven gasps, her lips glistening with the remnants of his release. She looked up at him, her eyes heavy-lidded and dark with satisfaction, a messy, triumphant smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

Marco groaned softly, his hand still tangled in her hair as he guided her gently to sit back on her heels. He knelt before her, his chest rising and falling heavily, their faces inches apart. His thumb brushed across her lower lip, smearing the wetness there. “Look at you,” he murmured, his voice thick with awe. “You’re fucking breathtaking.” 

Finally, he released her, his heavy-lidded gaze shifting to Nathan, who stood frozen across the balcony. “See that, Nathan?” Marco’s tone was low, almost reverent. “Your wife is so hot.”

Grace stayed on her knees, panting, her lips swollen and slick. She looked up at Marco, then turned her bleary, triumphant gaze to her husband, a messy, satisfied smile on her face.

Nathan finally spoke, his voice a hoarse whisper raw with awe and desperate need. “My God, Grace...”

Marco tucked himself back into his pants, his movements deliberate and unhurried. He smoothed a hand over his hair, straightened his tie, and shot Nathan a look that was equal parts triumph and gratitude. Without a word, he stepped around Grace, still kneeling on the rough concrete, and disappeared back through the door to the party.
Nathan couldn't move. His hand was still wrapped around his painfully hard cock, his body trembling with a need so visceral it bordered on agony.
The soft click of the balcony door signaled Marco’s definitive exit. The sudden quiet was a physical thing, a weight pressing in after the storm of noise and sensation. Grace remained on her knees, the cool stone biting into her skin, a stark contrast to the furnace-heat radiating from her body. Her chest rose and fell in deep, unsteady waves. The taste of him, salt and musk, was still vivid on her tongue.

She turned her head, her dark hair sticking to her damp neck. Nathan still stood where Marco had left him, a statue carved from desire and shock, his knuckles white where he gripped the railing.

“Nathan,” she said, her voice a rough, used thing. A mess of a smile played on her slick, well-used lips. “Look at me.”

His intense eyes, dark and wide, finally snapped to hers. He looked utterly ruined.

Grace pushed herself up, her legs feeling like warm liquid. She took two unsteady steps toward him, the emerald silk of her dress clinging to her thighs. She didn’t try to cover herself or wipe her mouth. She let him see all of it. Every mark. Every shimmering trace of what she had just done for him.

“Are you ready?” she asked, her gaze locking with his. The city lights glinted in her eyes. “Are you ready for your turn to fuck me on this balcony?”

A rough, ragged sound tore from his throat, something between a groan and a sob. He finally moved, pushing off the railing, closing the distance between them in three swift strides. His hands came up, not to embrace her, but to frame her face, his thumbs pressing against her jaw. He was trembling.

“You were... fuck, Grace... I’ve never seen anything like that in my entire life,” he breathed, his voice cracking. He leaned his forehead against hers, his eyes squeezing shut. “You were so fucking beautiful. So filthy and perfect.”

“I know,” she whispered back, her own hands coming up to clutch at his wrists. His skin was hot. “I felt it. Every second of it. But it was for you. All of it was for you. And now...” She rocked her hips forward, pressing the soaked, aching center of herself against the hard muscle of his thigh. “...now I need my husband. I need you to fuck your wife, Nathan. Right here.”

That was all the permission he needed. The last vestige of his control shattered. His mouth crashed down on hers, not with the practiced confidence of Marco, but with a raw, desperate hunger that was uniquely his. It was a claiming. He licked deep into her mouth, tasting the lingering evidence of another man, and a guttural moan vibrated through his chest into hers.

“I need to be inside you,” he growled against her lips, his hands dropping to her hips, yanking her flush against him. The hard ridge of his cock, straining against his suit pants, pressed into her belly. “Now, Grace.”

He spun her around, bending her over the cold, smooth stone of the balcony railing. The city sprawled out below them, a thousand unknowing witnesses. The night air chilled the exposed skin of her back where he’d pushed her dress down to her waist. His hands were everywhere, roving over the curves of her ass, squeezing, gripping as if he might break her.

She heard the frantic rustle of clothing, the metallic whisper of his zipper, and then the hot, solid press of him against her entrance. He was slick with his own need, the broad head of his cock nudging against her slick, thoroughly opened flesh.

“Tell me you want it,” he demanded, his voice a dark, possessive rumble in her ear. One hand fisted in her hair, not hard, but enough to make her gasp. The other guided his cock, rubbing it through her wetness, coating himself in her and Marco’s combined arousal. “Tell me you want your husband to fuck you.”

“Yes! Fuck, Nathan, please,” she cried out, pushing her hips back against him, trying to impale herself. “I want your cock. I need to feel you inside me. Please, baby, fuck me.”

With a powerful thrust of his hips, he buried himself to the hilt inside her.

Grace screamed. The feeling was so intense it was almost painful. After the thrilling, dominant stretch of Marco, Nathan’s familiar thickness filled her in a way that was purely home, purely theirs, but electrified by the spectacle that had just unfolded. He felt bigger, harder, more overwhelming than ever before.

“Oh, God... Grace...” he chanted, his rhythm frantic and deep from the very first stroke. He wasn’t just making love to her; he was fucking her with a wild, unrestrained abandon she had never felt from him. Each drive of his hips slammed her against the railing, the cold stone a sharp counterpoint to the burning heat building inside her.

His hands gripped her hips, his fingers leaving marks she knew she’d feel tomorrow. He leaned over her, his chest plastered to her back, his mouth on her neck, teeth grazing her skin.

“You let him fuck this perfect pussy,” he snarled, his words hot against her ear. “You took him in your mouth. I watched you swallow him. And now it’s my turn. This is my pussy, Grace. Mine. And I’m gonna fuck it until you can’t remember anything but my name.”

His filthy words, so unlike his usual gentle affirmations, sent a fresh, violent shock of pleasure through her. She was so close, the coil of her orgasm tightening with every brutal, perfect thrust.

“Yes! It’s yours! It’s always been yours!” she sobbed, her fingers scrambling for purchase on the smooth railing. “Fuck me, Nathan! Make me come on your cock! I want to come for my husband!”

He reached around, his fingers finding her swollen clit, and the world exploded. The rough circles he rubbed there, combined with the deep, pounding rhythm of his fucking, shattered her completely. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, searing wave that clenched around his cock, milking him, pulling a guttural roar from deep in his chest.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the distant hum of the city. He nuzzled her neck, placing a soft, tender kiss there.

“Look at me,” Grace whispered, her voice hoarse.

He lifted his head. She turned hers, their faces inches apart. Her eyes were glowing, a mixture of fierce possession and overwhelming love.

He pulled back just enough to see her face, his own expression a raw canvas of awe and fierce pride. My wife. He didn’t say it out loud, but the words were written in the intensity of his gaze. My magnificent, fucking incredible wife.

“Did you like watching your wife get fucked?”

Her question wasn’t just a question. It was a challenge. A demand for the final, definitive truth that lived in the heat between their bodies.

“I didn’t just like it, Grace.” His voice was gravel, rough with spent passion and a rekindling fire. “It was the most fucking electrifying thing I have ever seen. Watching you take him. Watching that power in you. Jesus Christ.”

His hands slid from her hips, smoothing over the curve of her ass, fingers pressing into the soft flesh he had just been pounding into. He was still nestled inside her, a thick, warm presence that made her inner muscles flutter in a lazy, sated echo of her climax. “You were a fucking goddess out here. His dirty fucking goddess. And you’re all mine.”

He leaned in, capturing her mouth in a deep, soul-searching kiss. It wasn’t gentle. It was a claiming. A restating of the facts. His tongue slid against hers, tasting the ghost of another man, tasting her own unique flavor, tasting the night air and the remnants of her own pleasure. She met him thrust for thrust, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer.

When they finally broke apart, both were breathing hard again. The energy on the balcony had shifted, the illicit thrill of Marco’s presence replaced by something more profound, more intensely theirs. Nathan’s fantasy had been a spark, but the inferno it lit belonged only to them.

“He filled my mouth, Nathan,” she breathed against his lips, her eyes dark and unblinking. “I could still taste him when I kissed you.”

A low groan rumbled in his chest. His cock, which had begun to soften within her, stirred back to life. “Fuck, Grace. Tell me.”

“I opened my throat for him because you were watching. Because I knew it would make you this hard for me again.” She rocked her hips, a tiny, devastating movement that made him suck in a sharp breath. “I wanted your eyes on me. I wanted you to see what I would do. What I am for you.”

His hands tightened on her ass, pulling her flush against him, his renewed erection sliding deeper. “I saw. God, I saw every second. I saw the way your lips stretched around him. I saw the tears in your eyes when he pushed deep.” He drove his hips forward, a single, punctuating thrust that stole her breath. “And I have never been so fucking turned on in my entire life.”

He began to move again, a slow, rebuilding rhythm. This was different from before. This wasn’t the frantic, desperate reclaiming. This was a celebration. A sensual rediscovery.

“This is ours now,” he murmured, his mouth trailing hot, wet kisses along her jawline to her ear. “That whole fucking show was for us. This feeling... this is what I wanted.” He nipped her earlobe. “I wanted to see you so full of pleasure you didn’t know whose it was. I wanted to see you worshipped. I wanted to come home to a wife who was so thoroughly fucked she could barely stand, and then be the one to make her legs give out all over again.”

Grace cried out, a sharp, blissful sound as he angled his thrusts, hitting a spot that made her see stars. Her nails dug into the muscles of his back. “Nathan... oh, god, right there...”

“You love this, don’t you?” he growled, his pace increasing, the sound of their slick, connected bodies a lewd counterpoint to his words. “You love being my good girl and his filthy whore all at the same time.”

“Yes! Yes!” she moaned, her head falling back. The vulnerability of her throat, the complete abandon in her posture, sent a fresh surge of possessiveness through him.

He slid one hand around her front, his fingers finding her clit, already swollen and hypersensitive. He circled the hard nub with a relentless, perfect pressure. “Then come for me, Grace. Come all over my cock. Show me what’s mine.”

The dual assault was too much. Her body, still humming from two previous orgasms, convulsed around him with a shocking, violent intensity. Her inner muscles clamped down on his length, a series of rhythmic, milking contractions that ripped a guttural shout from his lungs. He held her tight against him as he followed her over the edge, his own release pumping into her in hot, endless pulses, branding her from the inside out.

They stayed like that for a long time, clinging to each other, shuddering through the aftershocks. The city lights blurred below them.

Slowly, he withdrew, turning her in his arms to face him. He cupped her face, his thumbs stroking her flushed cheeks. She looked utterly wrecked and more beautiful than he had ever seen her. Her lipstick was smeared, her hair a wild mane, her eyes heavy-lidded and sated.

“So,” she said, her voice a husky whisper. A slow, wicked smile played on her lips. “What’s next?”

Nathan’s answering smile was just as dark, just as full of promise. 
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Book 3 - Business Desires
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The scent of fresh coffee and Isabella’s vanilla perfume wove through the morning air. Josh watched her from the kitchen doorway, his own mug warming his hands. She was a study in concentration, one hip cocked against the counter as she meticulously arranged the contents of her leather work bag. A stray curl, the color of dark honey, escaped her twist and brushed her cheek. She blew it away with a soft, frustrated puff that made his chest ache with a familiar, tender fondness.

“Big presentation today?” he asked, his voice a low rumble in the quiet kitchen.

She glanced up, her green eyes softening as they met his. “The biggest. Henderson is flying in from the West Coast. I need to be bulletproof.”

“You’re always bulletproof,” he said, crossing the tile floor to stand behind her. He pressed a kiss to the slope of her neck, just above the collar of her crisp white blouse. He inhaled her scent, a mix of clean soap and that maddening, sweet perfume. Mine, a primal part of him whispered. But another part, one he’d kept locked away for years, stirred with a different, more complicated thought.

She leaned back into his solid frame with a contented murmur. “Your faith in me is my secret weapon.” Her hand came up to cover his where it rested on her stomach.

This was it. The domestic calm, the unshakable trust they’d built over six years of marriage—it was the only foundation strong enough to hold what he was about to say. His palm grew damp against her silk blouse.

“Izzy,” he started, his voice tighter than he intended.

She turned in his arms, her brow furrowed in immediate concern at his tone. “Josh? What’s wrong?”

He couldn’t look at her. His gaze fixed on a knot in the wooden cabinet behind her head. He cleared his throat. “Nothing’s wrong. Nothing at all. It’s just... I have this... thing. A fantasy. I’ve had it for a long time.” The words felt clumsy and thick on his tongue.

She waited, her silence more unnerving than any question. Her fingers gave his a gentle, encouraging squeeze.

He forced himself to meet her eyes, to let her see the raw, unvarnished truth in his. “The fantasy... it’s you, Isabella. It’s always you. But it’s... it’s watching you with someone else.”

The silence in the kitchen became a physical thing, heavy and absolute. The hum of the refrigerator kicked on, sounding obscenely loud. He saw the cascade of emotions cross her face: confusion, a flicker of hurt, then dawning disbelief.

“Watching me...” she repeated, her voice barely a whisper. The warmth drained from her expression, replaced by a careful, guarded neutrality. She took a small step back, breaking their physical connection. The loss felt like a cold draft. “You want to watch me have sex with another man?” The words were blunt, clinical, hanging in the air between them like shattered glass.

He winced but held his ground. “It’s not about... it’s not about me wanting someone else. Fuck no. It’s the opposite. It’s about seeing you, my wife, the most fucking gorgeous creature on the planet, being worshipped. Being desired so intensely that it drives another man insane. It’s about seeing you take that pleasure, that power, and knowing that you’re still coming home to me. That it all just... comes back to us. It makes us stronger.”

He was rambling, his heart hammering against his ribs. He’d never spoken the fantasy aloud, and hearing it now, it sounded both terrifying and utterly intoxicating.

Isabella wrapped her arms around herself. “Do you have any idea how that sounds to me right now?” Her voice was low, laced with a vulnerability that cut him. “It sounds like you’re bored. With me. With us. It sounds like you want to hand me off to some... some stranger.” A shudder ran through her. “What if I like it? What if it ruins everything we have? Josh, this is our marriage.”

“I’m not bored,” he said, his voice fierce with conviction. He reached for her, and this time she let him take her hands. “I am so fucking far from bored with you, Isabella. I wake up hard for you every single morning. The sound of your voice still does things to me. This fantasy... it’s because of what we have, not in spite of it. It’s the deepest, most fucked-up compliment I could ever give you. You are so unbelievably sexy that the idea of other men seeing it, craving it, but knowing I’m the only one who gets to have all of you... fuck, it turns me on more than anything.”

He watched her process this. The fear in her eyes didn’t vanish, but something else sparked there, too. A flicker of curiosity. A hint of the woman he knew was adventurous, passionate, and never one to back down from a challenge.

She looked down at their joined hands, then back up at him, a new, uncertain light in her gaze. “You... you really get turned on by that? The thought of another man’s hands on me? Another man’s... mouth?”

The image, now voiced by her, sent a jolt of pure, undiluted lust straight to his groin. His cock thickened, straining against his jeans. “Yes,” he breathed, his thumb stroking the inside of her wrist. “I think about it all the fucking time. I think about watching some handsome bastard’s mouth on your perfect tits, seeing his head between your thighs, hearing the sounds you make for him. I want to see you arch your back for him, Isabella. I want to see you lose control.”

A faint flush climbed her throat. She was still nervous, still apprehensive, but she wasn’t shutting him down. She was listening. The idea was in her now, taking root.

“Who...?” she started, then stopped, swallowing hard. “I don’t even know how this would work. Who would it be?”

“I don’t know,” he admitted, his voice dropping to a husky, intimate register. He leaned closer, his lips almost brushing her ear. “But I know I’d pick someone who understands it’s a privilege. Someone who knows how to treat a goddess. He’d have to be worthy of the fucking view.”

He pulled back just enough to see her face. Her lips were slightly parted, her breathing shallow. The guard was coming down, replaced by a dawning, tantalizing intrigue.

“You’re serious about this,” she stated, not quite a question.

“Deadly serious.” He cupped her cheek, his thumb tracing the elegant line of her jaw. “Just think about it. That’s all I’m asking. Just let the idea sit with you.”

She was silent for a long moment, her gaze searching his. The clock on the wall ticked away the seconds of their old normal. Finally, a slow, thoughtful look crossed her face. The fear was still there, a shadow in the depths of her eyes, but it was now mingled with something else entirely.

A spark.

A possibility.

“Okay,” she said, her voice quiet but clear. “I’ll think about it.”

***
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The honey-gold light of late afternoon streamed through the conference room windows, painting warm stripes across the polished mahogany table. Isabella could still feel the hum of her own success vibrating through her, a pleasant, buzzing aftershock. Her presentation hadn’t just gone well; it had been a fucking masterclass. Every chart, every projection, every confident answer she’d delivered had landed with perfect precision.

Henderson’s slow, deliberate clap still echoed in her ears. He’d been leaning against the doorframe, having watched the last half from the back of the room. Now, as the rest of the team filtered out with congratulatory nods, he moved toward her, his presence shrinking the large room.

“Isabella,” he said, his voice a low, appreciative rumble that seemed to travel straight down her spine. “That was exceptional. You eviscerated their concerns. They didn’t just buy in; they’re ready to fund the next phase on the spot.”

A flush of pride warmed her cheeks. “Thank you, Henderson. The data was solid. I just gave it a voice.”

“You gave it a fucking symphony.” He offered a rare, full smile, his sharp features softening for a moment. He smelled of clean, expensive soap and the faint, crisp scent of a midday espresso. “This deserves a proper celebration. Something quieter than the usual office cocktail fare.” He paused, his dark eyes holding hers. “My office. Later this evening. Around eight. You should bring that husband of yours. I’d like to toast to the brilliant mind behind today’s win.”

The invitation, and his specific mention of Josh, sent a jolt through her that was entirely separate from her professional triumph. It was a live wire, connecting directly to the conversation from this morning. Bring your husband. The words echoed Josh’s fantasy with an unnerving symmetry. Her mouth felt suddenly dry. “Tonight?” she managed, her voice surprisingly steady.

“Unless you have plans to bask in your own glory all alone,” he teased, a faint, knowing glint in his eyes.

“No. No plans. Eight o’clock. Your office. We’ll be there.” The words were out before she could overthink them.

The drive home was a blur of green lights and swirling thoughts. She replayed Henderson’s words, the intensity of his gaze, the casual power in his stance. She thought of Josh, of the raw need in his blue eyes when he’d confessed his deepest desire. The two ideas began to weave together, a dangerous and thrilling tapestry.

She found Josh in the kitchen, his muscular frame leaning over the stove, the scent of sautéing garlic and herbs filling their home. He turned as she entered, his face lighting up with its usual warmth. “Hey, you. I was just about to text you. How’d it go?”

She dropped her leather portfolio onto the kitchen island with a definitive thud. “It went... fucking phenomenal, Josh. They loved it. Henderson loved it.”

He was across the kitchen in two strides, his strong hands cupping her face, pulling her into a deep, celebratory kiss that tasted of home and passion. “I knew they would. I’m so proud of you, Izzy.” He pulled back, searching her face. “So, what’s the plan? Do we open the good champagne? Order from that ridiculously expensive place you love?”

She took a breath, her heart beginning a heavy, rhythmic thud against her ribs. “Actually,” she said, her voice dropping to a near whisper. “Henderson... he suggested a celebration. At his office tonight. At eight.” She watched his face, saw the flicker of confusion, then the dawning comprehension. “He said I should bring my husband.”

Josh’s hands slowly fell from her face. The air between them grew thick, charged with a new, electric current. The domestic scent of dinner was suddenly overshadowed by something else, something potent and unsaid. His intense blue eyes darkened, the pupils expanding. He didn’t speak for a long moment, just absorbed the information, the implications.

“His office? Tonight?” he finally said, his voice huskier than usual.

“Yes.”

He turned away, running a hand through his dark hair, the muscles in his broad back tensing under his thin cotton t-shirt. She could see the rapid rise and fall of his shoulders as he took a steadying breath. When he turned back to her, his expression was a complex map of anticipation, anxiety, and a fierce, burning curiosity. “What did you tell him?”

“I said we’d be there.”

A sharp, almost guttural sound escaped him, something between a gasp and a groan. He closed the distance between them again, but this time his touch was different. It wasn’t congratulatory. It was claiming. His fingers wrapped around her upper arms, not hard, but with a firm, undeniable pressure that pulled her flush against his body. She could feel the solid wall of his chest, the unmistakable ridge of his erection already straining against the fly of his jeans, pressing into her abdomen.

“Fuck, Isabella,” he breathed, his mouth hovering inches from hers. His scent, familiar and masculine, filled her senses. “You have no idea what that does to me. The thought of you there... of him looking at you... after what we talked about this morning...”

His honesty unraveled her. The last of her own reservations melted under the heat of his blatant arousal. This wasn’t a theoretical fantasy anymore. It was a time, a place, a person. Henderson.

She arched into him, letting her body answer for her. Her hands came up to clutch at his shoulders, feeling the powerful muscles shift under her palms. “He watched me the entire time, Josh,” she murmured, the words coming out in a rush, fueled by his reaction. “Not the slides. Not the screen. Me. And all I could think about was you. About what you wanted to see.”

A low growl rumbled in Josh’s chest. He dipped his head, burying his face in the curve of her neck, his breath hot against her skin. His hips gave a slight, involuntary roll against hers, a silent, desperate punctuation to his need. “Tell me what you’re thinking right now,” he demanded, his voice muffled against her throat. “Tell me exactly.”

Isabella’s mind, usually so sharp and analytical, dissolved into a single, raw impulse. The memory of Henderson’s commanding presence merged with the feel of her husband’s desperate arousal against her. The spark Josh had ignited that morning erupted into a full-blown fire.

She pulled back just enough to look into his eyes, her own green ones blazing with a new, fearless intent. Her voice was low, steady, and laced with a promise that made his knees weaken.

“I’m thinking about what I’m going to wear,” she said. “I’m thinking about having his eyes all over me. And I’m thinking about you, Josh, watching every single second of it.”

***
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The sleek elevator glided upward, its silent ascent doing nothing to calm the frantic beat of Isabella’s heart. Josh’s hand was a warm, heavy anchor on the small of her back, a possessive claim that sent a contradictory shiver of excitement through her. She’d chosen her outfit with agonizing care: a dress of emerald silk that mirrored her eyes and clung to every curve before ending just above the knee, a whisper of professional elegance that felt like the most brazen thing she’d ever worn.

The doors slid open onto a private foyer of startling quiet. Plush charcoal carpet swallowed all sound. A single, immense desk of polished dark wood stood unoccupied, a silent sentinel before a set of double doors. They were slightly ajar.

Henderson emerged from them, not from behind the desk. He’d been waiting. He was still in his suit from the presentation, but the jacket was off, his tie loosened, and the sleeves of his crisp white shirt were rolled up to his elbows, revealing taut forearms.

“Josh. Isabella,” he said, his voice a low, even baritone that seemed to vibrate in the hushed space. “I’m glad you could come.”

His eyes swept over them, pausing on Isabella for a fraction of a second longer, and she felt the emerald silk become a second skin, suddenly far too thin. He gestured toward the open doors. “Please, come in.”

Josh’s hand pressed a little more firmly into her back, guiding her forward. He’s here, she thought, the reality of it crashing over her. He’s really here, watching.

Her first step into Henderson’s office was like crossing a threshold into another world. It was vast, a corner suite with floor-to-ceiling windows that presented the city as a sprawling diorama of glittering lights. The air smelled of lemon polish and old leather. One entire wall was a masterpiece of organized chaos—shelves filled with books, architectural models, and artifacts from what she assumed were his travels. A low-slung, buttery black leather sofa faced a modern fireplace, its cool blue flames casting dancing shadows. His desk, a massive slab of obsidian, was pristine, holding only a single laptop and a sleek phone. It was the office of a man who conquered places but never stayed in them. It was powerful. It was profoundly empty. And it was exactly as intimidating and alluring as she had always imagined.

“Can I offer you a drink?” Henderson moved to a discreet bar cart, all crystal decanters and heavy glass. “Scotley? Wine?”

“Scotley’s fine. Neat,” Josh said, his voice tighter than usual. He walked toward the windows, putting physical distance between them, giving them space. Giving me space, Isabella corrected silently, her stomach fluttering.

“Isabella?” Henderson prompted, his attention fully on her now.

“Just water, thank you.” Her voice sounded too bright, too formal.

He handed Josh a heavy tumbler, then poured a glass of sparkling water for her. As she reached for it, his fingers did not deliberately brush against hers, but the proximity was electric. She took the cold glass, her skin humming.

“To a flawless presentation,” Henderson said, raising his own glass of amber liquid toward her. His eyes didn’t leave hers. “You were magnificent today. Absolutely commanding.”

“Thank you.” The words were a puff of air. She took a sip of water, the bubbles sharp on her tongue.

Josh watched from his post by the window, the city lights framing his broad, tense shoulders. He took a long pull of his drink, his intense blue eyes dark and unreadable.

Henderson set his glass down on the bar cart with a soft click. The sound was deafening in the quiet room. He turned back to her, closing the small distance between them. He didn’t touch her. He just stood there, his presence an overwhelming force field of heat and intention.

“I’ve been thinking about that presentation all afternoon,” he murmured, his voice dropping so only she could hear, though she knew Josh was catching every word. “About the way you owned that room. The confidence. The power. It was... incredibly sexy.”

A hot flush spread across her chest. She could feel Josh’s gaze like a physical weight, could feel his silent, urging presence from across the room. He wants this. He’s fucking begging for this.

Henderson’s eyes traced the line of her neck, down to where the silk dress curved over her breast. “I couldn’t concentrate on a single damned thing after you left.”

His hand came up then, not to grab, but to hover beside her face. He was giving her every opportunity to pull away, to shut this down. The choice was hers. The power, somehow, was still hers.

She held her ground, her breath catching in a way that was nothing like the forbidden phrases she’d been told to avoid. It was a full, visceral stoppage of air.

Slowly, so slowly, he tucked a loose curl of her dark honey hair behind her ear. The pad of his thumb, calloused and surprisingly rough for an executive, grazed the sensitive shell of her ear. A jolt, white-hot and blinding, shot straight down her spine.

“Is this okay?” he asked, his voice a rough whisper.

From across the room, Josh made a sound, a low, guttural noise of pure approval. It was all the answer she needed. It was all the permission she craved.

Isabella’s green eyes met Henderson’s, the last of her hesitation burning away in the heat of her husband’s voyeuristic thrill. A slow, wicked smile touched her lips.

“It’s more than okay,” she said, her voice dropping to match his, laced with a newfound dominance she’d discovered the moment she walked into this room. She leaned into his touch, her cheek pressing against his hand. “I’ve been thinking about it, too.”

Henderson’s controlled composure cracked. A raw, hungry look flashed in his eyes. His other hand came up to cup her face, his touch possessive now, sure.

“Tell me what you thought about, Isabella.”

She could feel Josh moving closer, drawn in by the magnetic pull of the scene unfolding before him. She kept her eyes locked on Henderson.

“I thought about this,” she whispered. “I thought about your hands on me. I thought about you wanting me. And I thought about my husband watching you take what’s his.”

A sharp intake of breath from behind her. Josh was right there.

Henderson’s gaze flicked over her shoulder to Josh, a silent question and a challenge in one look. Josh gave a single, sharp nod, his jaw clenched, his own arousal a palpable force in the room.

That was all the confirmation Henderson needed. He closed the final inch between them, his body aligning with hers, and his mouth crashed down onto hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a conquest. His lips were demanding, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a taste of expensive whisky and pure, undiluted male desire. One hand tangled in her hair, angling her head to deepen the kiss, while the other slid down her back, palm flat against the silk, pulling her flush against him. She could feel the hard lines of his body, the unmistakable ridge of his erection pressing against her stomach.

Her hands came up, not to push him away, but to clutch at the hard muscles of his shoulders, the fine cotton of his shirt straining under her grip. She kissed him back with a ferocity that surprised her, a dam breaking inside her, all the pent-up curiosity and want of the last few days exploding into this single, searing connection.

She was faintly aware of Josh’s breathing, ragged and quick, just behind them. She could feel the heat of his stare on the back of her neck. The knowledge that he was witnessing this, that he was getting off on every second of another man claiming her, sent a fresh, dizzying wave of lust crashing through her.

Henderson broke the kiss, both of them breathing heavily. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide. He kept one arm locked around her waist, holding her tight against him as he looked over her head at her husband.

“She tastes like fucking heaven, Josh,” he growled, his voice thick with lust. “You’re a lucky man.”

He didn’t wait for a reply. His mouth found her neck, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin there before his tongue soothed the spot. Isabella’s head fell back with a soft cry, her body arching into his. His free hand slid from her back down to her ass, squeezing the firm flesh through the slippery silk, his grip possessive and firm.

“This dress,” he muttered against her skin, his breath hot. “I’ve been imagining what was under it all fucking night.” His hand slid around her hip, his fingers skimming the front of her thigh, moving upward with a deliberate, agonizing slowness toward the hem. “I’m going to peel this off you with my teeth.”

Isabella moaned, her eyes fluttering open. She sought out Josh’s gaze, finding him standing mere feet away, his own hand gripping his glass so tightly his knuckles were white. His eyes were glued to Henderson’s hand creeping up her thigh. The raw, unvarnished hunger on his face was the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known.

Henderson’s fingertips found the hem of her dress. He began to gather the silk in his hand, slowly lifting it, inch by torturous inch. The cool office air hit her skin, first her calf, then her knee, then the vulnerable softness of her thigh.

“Look at him, Isabella,” Henderson commanded, his voice a hot whisper in her ear as his knuckles brushed higher, teasing the bare skin of her inner thigh. “Look at your husband while I find out how wet you are for me.”

Her gaze locked with Josh’s. She saw the blazing need there, the complete surrender to his fantasy. She saw the love and the lust intertwined into something so profound it stole the air from her lungs.

Henderson’s fingers, sure and demanding, finally found the delicate lace edge of her panties. He traced the line of them, a hum of appreciation rumbling in his chest. Then his middle finger dipped beneath the fabric, sliding through her folds with an expertise that made her legs buckle.

She was soaked. Dripping for him. For this.

A ragged groan ripped from Josh’s throat.

Henderson’s finger circled her clit, once, twice, a merciless, perfect pressure that made her see stars. Fuck, his hands. He knew exactly what he was doing.

“Jesus, she’s so ready,” Henderson said, his words a dark promise meant for both of them, his eyes never leaving Josh’s as his finger worked her with devastating precision. “She’s dripping all over my fucking hand. You want to see? You want to see how much your wife wants my cock?”

The air in Henderson’s office, once cool and clinical, now felt thick enough to drink. His finger, slick with her arousal, slid out of her with a soft, obscene sound that made Isabella’s cheeks burn. Her entire world had narrowed to the press of his body against her back, the possessive grip of his hands on her hips, and the raw, unfiltered groan that had just torn from her husband’s lungs.

Henderson’s voice was a low, commanding rumble against her ear. “This beautiful, perfect ass of yours belongs over my desk, Isabella. Now.”

His hands guided her, not with force, but with an unshakable certainty that bypassed her higher reasoning and spoke directly to the throbbing need between her legs. She let him lead her the few steps to the massive obsidian desk, her body moving on autopilot, fueled by a dizzying cocktail of lust and anticipation. The polished stone was shockingly cold against her flushed palms as he bent her forward, the smooth, hard surface a stark contrast to the feverish heat of her skin.

Josh watched, his breathing shallow, his intense blue eyes wide, drinking in every second. He saw the way Henderson’s large hands smoothed over the curve of her ass, bunching the delicate fabric of her dress. With a slow, purposefully drawn-out motion, Henderson gathered the hem and began to hike it up. Inch by tantalizing inch, he revealed her to the cool office air and her husband’s rapt gaze. The silk whispered up her thighs, over the lace-top of her stockings, and finally, up over the swell of her rear, leaving her exposed from the waist down.

“Fucking exquisite,” Henderson growled, his appreciation a physical thing that washed over her. He ran a single, hot palm over one bare cheek, a slow, possessive caress that made her muscles clench with want. He leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back, his mouth finding her ear again. “You feel that cold, Isabella? You feel how hard this desk is? That’s how my cock is going to feel inside you.”

His words were a jolt of pure lightning straight to her core. A choked, desperate sound escaped her, part moan, part whimper. She could feel the hard length of him, still confined by his trousers, pressing against the small of her back, a promise of what was to come.

From his chair, Josh let out a strangled, “God, yes.” His voice was thick with an emotion she couldn’t quite name—awe, envy, fierce pride.

Henderson’s fingers hooked into the sides of her lace panties. “These are in the way,” he stated, his tone leaving no room for argument. He didn’t tear them, but he pulled them down her legs with a deliberate slowness that was its own special torture, letting Josh see every moment of her unveiling. The lace snagged on her heels before he finally tossed the delicate garment aside, a tiny black flag of surrender on the expensive rug.

He stepped back for a moment, and Isabella heard the sharp, metallic rasp of his zipper. The sound was brutally final. This was happening. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing the heavy, throbbing pulse between her legs. She was so wet she could feel the moisture coating her inner thighs, a slippery, aching testament to her desire.

Then his hands were back on her, spreading her wider, positioning her. The broad, slick head of his cock pressed against her entrance, not entering, just teasing, rubbing through her wetness, making her shudder violently. He was so much bigger than Josh, the pressure immense and terrifying and irresistible.

“Look at him, Isabella,” Henderson commanded, his voice rough with his own restraint. “Look at your husband. Watch him watch me fuck you.”

Her green eyes, glazed with lust, found Josh’s. He was gripping the arms of his chair, his knuckles white, his gaze locked on the place where Henderson’s body was about to join with hers. There was no jealousy in his face, only a raw, unvarnished hunger that mirrored her own.

Henderson didn’t wait for her reply. He pushed forward.

The first inch was a stretch, a sudden, breathtaking fullness that stole the air from her lungs. A sharp, guttural cry was ripped from her throat. Fuck, he’s huge. He held there, letting her adjust to the impossible width of him, his own breath a hot gust against her neck.

“Fuck, Isabella, you’re so tight,” he ground out, the words strained. “So fucking tight and wet for me.”

He pulled back almost all the way, a slow, delicious drag that made her whimper at the loss, then sank into her again, deeper this time, filling her more completely than she had ever been filled. Her hands scrambled for purchase on the slick desktop, her fingers sliding helplessly.

He set a punishing rhythm from the start, each thrust a masterclass in carnal physics. He wasn’t just fucking her; he was claiming her, branding her from the inside out. The wet, slapping sound of their bodies meeting filled the silent office, a vulgar, rhythmic counterpoint to Josh’s ragged breathing and her own broken moans. Every drive of his hips sent a shockwave through her, the hard line of the desk biting into her pelvis, the sensation a sharp counterpoint to the deep, internal pleasure-pain.

“You see that, Josh?” Henderson grunted, his pace never faltering. “You see how she takes me? How her perfect body just opens up for my cock?” He slid a hand around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, strumming it in time with his thrusts. The dual assault was too much, too intense. Pleasure, white-hot and blinding, began to coil tight in her belly, a spring wound to its breaking point.

Isabella’s head dropped forward, a sob of pure ecstasy catching in her throat. Her eyes were still locked on Josh, and she saw his hand move to his own lap, saw the strained bulge there. Seeing his arousal, knowing he was witnessing her complete surrender, was the final key. The coil snapped.

“I’m... I’m going to...” she tried to warn them, but the words dissolved into a wordless cry as her orgasm detonated. Her inner muscles clenched around Henderson’s cock in a violent, rhythmic spasms, milking him, pulling him deeper into the convulsing heat of her. Her vision whited out, the world dissolving into pure, shuddering sensation.

Henderson swore, a raw, filthy string of words as her climax triggered his own. With three final, deep, brutal thrusts, he buried himself to the hilt, his body going rigid against hers. A low, guttural groan was punched from his chest as he emptied himself inside her, his grasp on her hips becoming almost painful as he held her immobile against the desk, pulsating within her.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their harsh, ragged breaths and the faint hum of the city below. Isabella’s limbs felt like water, her mind blissfully, utterly blank. Henderson leaned heavily over her, his sweat-slicked chest warming her back.

He finally softened and slid out of her, the sensation making her twitch. He stayed bent over her, his lips against her ear, his voice a low, satisfied murmur meant only for her. “You are a fucking dream, Isabella.” He pulled her dress back down over her hips, the silk now clinging to the dampness on her skin.

He straightened up, tucking himself back into his trousers with a casual efficiency that belied the intensity of what had just occurred. He turned to Josh, a smug, triumphant glint in his eye. Josh hadn’t moved, his expression one of stunned, overwhelmed awe.
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The humid night air hit Isabella’s flushed skin like a cool shock, a stark contrast to the furnace still roaring inside her. She walked stiffly, her legs unsteady, the silken fabric of her dress a slick, clingy reminder against her thighs. Josh’s hand was on the small of her back, his grip possessive and guiding, his knuckles brushing the spot where Henderson’s palm had just been. He didn’t speak. The silence between them was thick, charged with the aftershocks of what they’d done.

He bundled her into the passenger seat of their car, his movements efficient but laden with a new, raw intensity. He shut her door and rounded the hood, his broad shoulders set with a purpose she could feel from across the console. The engine growled to life, and he pulled into the late-night traffic, one hand on the wheel, the other immediately finding her knee.

His fingers dug into her flesh, not painfully, but with a claiming pressure that made her breath catch. She looked at his profile, the sharp line of his jaw tight, his eyes fixed on the road with a frightening concentration. The city lights streaked across the windshield, painting fleeting patterns over his face.

“Josh?” Her voice was hoarse, barely a whisper.

His grip on her knee tightened. “Don’t talk. Just sit there. Just be what you are right now.”

The words were a command, and a fresh wave of heat, entirely separate from what Henderson had stoked, bloomed low in her belly. She was what? His. But also something more. Something he had made her.

He drove with a focused aggression, cutting through lanes, his need a palpable force inside the car’s confines. She could smell Henderson’s cologne on her skin, a mix with the musky, undeniable scent of her own arousal and his release. She wondered if Josh could smell it too. The thought should have shamed her. It did something else entirely.

They didn’t make it to the bedroom.

The front door had barely clicked shut behind them, the familiar echo of their home surrounding them, before Josh had her pinned against it. His body was a solid, immovable wall of heat and muscle, caging her in. The foyer was dark, lit only by the faint glow of a streetlamp filtering through the sidelight window.

His mouth crashed down on hers. It wasn’t the polite, husbandly kiss from this morning. This was a reclaiming. A devouring. His tongue plunged into her mouth, tasting her, claiming the territory another man had just occupied. She could taste herself on his lips, a shocking, carnal flavor that made her moan into him.

He broke the kiss, his breathing harsh. His intense blue eyes burned into her in the semi-darkness. “I watched another man fuck my wife,” he growled, the words rough and full of awe. “I watched him bend you over that desk and sink his cock into you.”

“Josh...” she whispered, her head spinning.

“No. Tell me. Did you like it? Did you like his cock stretching you open?” His hand slid up her thigh, pushing the ruined silk of her dress up to her hips. His fingertips touched the dampness there, the evidence slick and warm. He brought his fingers to his own lips, his eyes locked on hers, and sucked them clean. A low groan rattled in his chest. “Fuck, Isabella. You’re still dripping for him.”

“It was for you,” she breathed, the truth of it unlocking something inside her. “It was all for you. I did it for you.”

“Bullshit,” he snarled, but it was laced with desperate arousal. He spun her around, pressing her front against the cool wood of the door. “You came for him. I saw it. I felt it in the room.” His hands roamed over her ass, gripping, kneading. “Now you’re going to come for me.”

He didn’t bother with finesse. He yanked her panties down to her knees, the delicate lace tearing slightly. The cool air hit her wetness, and she shuddered. He fumbled with his belt, the clink of the buckle loud in the quiet house.

“I need to feel it,” he rasped, his voice thick with need. He pressed against her, his cock, rock-hard and eager, sliding through her slick folds from behind. “I need to feel what he felt. I need to be inside the fucked, wanton woman he made you.”

“Yes,” she hissed, pushing her hips back against him, needing the friction, the fullness. “Please, Josh.”

He gripped her hips, his fingers pressing into her skin hard enough to leave marks. With one powerful, unyielding thrust, he buried himself inside her.

Isabella cried out, a sharp, guttural sound swallowed by the door. She was so sensitive, so thoroughly used, that the intrusion was almost too much. A blinding, electric shock of pleasure-pain radiated from her core. He felt bigger, harder, the sensation utterly different yet profoundly familiar.

“Oh God,” Josh choked out, his body going rigid against her back. “Isabella... fuck... you feel... ruined.” He said it like a prayer. He stayed buried to the hilt, not moving, just shuddering as he acclimated to the devastating feeling of her. “I can feel everything. Everything he did to you.”

He began to move, a slow, deep, punishing rhythm that was all his own. Each thrust was a statement. A possession. His hands moved from her hips, sliding around to her front, one hand cupping her breast, pinching her nipple through the silk, the other sliding down her stomach, through her curls, finding the swollen, oversensitive nub of her clit.

“This is mine,” he grunted in her ear, his thrusts becoming sharper, more frantic. “This wet, fucked pussy is mine. That ass he was grabbing is mine.” His fingers circled her clit with a relentless, knowing pressure. “You are mine, Isabella. You come home to me. You always come home to me.”

His words unraveled her completely. The dual assault, the raw possession in his voice, the vivid memory of another man’s hands on her while her husband watched—it coalesced into an explosion that tore through her. Her orgasm was a silent, seismic event, her body clamping down around his thrusting cock in a series of violent, clutching spasms that milked him relentlessly.

Feeling her convulse around him, Josh lost all control. His rhythm shattered into a frantic, driving pace. “That’s it, take me, take all of me,” he grunted, his body tightening. “I’m gonna fill you up, Isabella. I’m gonna fucking claim what’s mine.” With a final, deep grind, he pulsed inside her, a hot, rushing release that seemed to go on forever, his groan of completion a raw sound against her neck.

They stayed pressed against the door, slumped together, breathing in ragged unison. The only sound was their heaving breaths and the steady tick of the hallway clock. Slowly, he softened inside her, but he made no move to pull away. His arms wrapped around her, holding her upright, holding her together.

His lips found her shoulder, placing a soft, tender kiss there, a stark contrast to the animalistic fucking of moments before. “Look at me,” he murmured, his voice rough but gentle.

She turned her head, her cheek against the cool wood. His face was inches from hers, his expression a complex map of awe, love, and unshakable desire.

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” he said.

The door was cool against her heated skin, a stark contrast to the fire still simmering in her veins. Isabella’s body felt like a live wire, every nerve ending buzzing from the raw, possessive sex and the ghost of Henderson’s touch. Josh’s weight was a comforting anchor, his breath warm on her shoulder.

His question hung in the air between them. Was it everything you dreamed it would be?

She took a shaky breath, her voice barely a whisper. “I don’t know what it was, Josh.” She turned her head, her cheek resting against the cool wood of the door. “It was... a lot. He was... commanding. He took what he wanted, and a part of me loved it. I loved the surrender.” She swallowed, the admission feeling both dangerous and liberating. “But then you... the way you looked at me when we got home... fuck, Josh. The way you took me. It was different. It was...”

“It was mine,” he finished for her, his voice low and rough. He shifted, lifting himself up on an elbow to look down at her. His intense blue eyes scanned her face, searching for the truth in the shadows. “Tell me. I need to hear all of it.”

“I felt so powerful with him,” she confessed, her green eyes wide with the memory. “Like I was this incredible, desired thing he just had to have. It was a fucking rush. But it was... empty. It was just bodies. Friction. A performance.” Her hand came up, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw. “But with you... it’s a fucking wildfire. It always is. Tonight, it was you reclaiming what’s always been yours. It was you seeing me utterly debauched by another man and wanting me even more. That fuck... that’s what undid me, Josh. That’s what made me scream.”

She saw the muscles in his jaw tighten, a flicker of something raw and possessive in his gaze. “I’ve never been so hard in my fucking life,” he growled. “Watching him bend you over that desk, hearing the sounds you made for him... I wanted to rip him away from you and I wanted to watch forever, all at the same time. It’s a sickness, Bella. A beautiful, fucking perfect sickness. And you’re the only cure.”

He leaned down, his lips brushing her earlobe. “I needed to smell him on you. I needed to taste his come on your skin and then fuck it all away. I needed to prove that no matter how many cocks you take, this...” He pressed his hips against her, his semi-hardness already beginning to stir again against her thigh. “...this is your home. This is where you belong.”

His vulgar, devastating honesty tore a sob from her throat. It wasn’t a sob of sadness, but of profound relief. He understood. He saw the dark, messy parts of the fantasy and he didn’t just accept them; he craved them.

“I was so afraid,” she whispered, her voice cracking. “I was afraid you’d see me differently. That you’d think I was a slut for enjoying it.”

Josh’s laugh was a soft, dark chuckle. “Isabella, look at me.” She met his gaze. “You are a slut. My slut. My beautiful, perfect, filthy slut who fucked another man so well he came inside her, and then came home and came all over her husband’s cock. That’s not an insult. That’s the hottest fucking thing I have ever heard in my life.”

The words should have shocked her. Instead, they sent a fresh, searing bolt of need straight to her core. Her hips shifted involuntarily, seeking his. The simplicity of his claim, the raw ownership in his tone, obliterated the last of her doubts.

“I want to do it again,” she breathed, the confession shocking her as much as it seemed to shock him. His eyes flared with pure, unadulterated lust.

“Tell me,” he commanded, his hand sliding down her stomach, his fingertips dancing through her slickness, mixing their releases with Henderson’s. “Tell me exactly what you want to do again.”

“I want to feel that... that first moment of surprise,” she moaned, her back arching as his fingers found her clit. “I want to feel a new pair of hands on me, and know you’re watching. I want to see that look in your eyes when another man makes me moan. I want to come on his cock...” She gasped as his fingers pushed inside her, stretching her tender flesh. “...and then I want to come home and have you fuck his memory right out of me. I want you to own every part of it. I want you to own me.”

A low, animal sound rumbled in Josh’s chest. He withdrew his fingers, shiny with their mixed arousal, and brought them to his mouth, tasting her, tasting them. “Fuck, Isabella.”

He moved over her, his body caging hers on the floor. His renewed erection, thick and demanding, pressed against her entrance. “You are the most perfect wife a man could ever fucking ask for.” He didn’t push inside. He just held himself there, the pressure an exquisite torture.

“This is ours,” he whispered, his lips against hers. “This fucked-up, incredible thing. It’s ours. And no one, not Henderson, not anyone, will ever touch what we have. They just get to play in our world for a little while.”

He finally, slowly, sank into her. She was so sensitive, so thoroughly used, that the feeling was almost too intense to bear. It was a full, stretching ache that bloomed into pure pleasure. She cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders.

“Yes,” Josh hissed, his rhythm slow and deep, a world away from his previous frantic pace. “This is it. This is the feeling. This is you coming home.” He drove into her, each thrust a punctuation mark to his words. “You are mine. Your cock-stuffed pussy is mine. Your fucking gorgeous, well-fucked body is mine.”

Isabella could only whimper, her words stolen by the devastatingly slow, deep cadence of his possession. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper, wanting to feel him in her soul.

As the sun dipped below the horizon, casting a warm glow over their home, Josh and Isabella lay entwined, the weight of their shared experience settling around them like a comforting blanket. Their bodies, still tangled together, hummed with the aftershocks of passion and connection that transcended the boundaries of convention. 

With each breath, Isabella felt the echoes of Henderson’s touch fade, replaced by the fierce love and desire shining in Josh's eyes. They were no longer just husband and wife; they were partners in a thrilling, uncharted territory, navigating their desires with newfound openness and trust.
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Book 4 - Executive Liaisons
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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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Book 5 - Workday Whispers
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The morning sun cut across their kitchen island, painting stripes of gold on the polished concrete. Mia’s laughter, a sound Aaron would happily bottle and get drunk on every night, echoed softly as she tried to steal a piece of bacon from his plate. He caught her wrist, not to stop her, but to feel the delicate bones beneath his thumb, to bring her fingertips to his lips.

“Thief,” he murmured against her skin, tasting the salt of her.

“You weren’t using it,” she countered, her smile a wicked, beautiful thing. She popped the bacon into her mouth, her eyes never leaving his. This was their religion. These small, stolen moments before the world could claim them. Him in his suit, tie still undone. Her in her sleek, professional dress, the grey one that made her look like a storm cloud he ached to get caught in.

He watched her sip her coffee, the way her throat moved as she swallowed. A familiar, comfortable heat bloomed in his chest, a warmth that was part love, part something else, something he’d been clutching tightly in the dark of his own mind. The clock on the wall ticked them closer to separation. The fear of the day without her, the mundane churn of emails and meetings, gave him a sudden, reckless courage.

“I had a dream about you last night,” he said, his voice a fraction lower.

She leaned her hip against the counter, intrigued. “Oh yeah? Were we rich and on a yacht?”

“No.” He put his fork down, the clatter sounding too loud. “We were at your office. The annual gala. That big, opulent hotel ballroom.”

Mia’s playful expression softened into curiosity. “Okay...”

“You were breathtaking. In that black dress you wore last year. The one with the back that dips so low.” He could see it, the phantom image clear behind his eyes. “You were talking to someone. A man from the mergers team, I think. Taller than me. Broad shoulders in a tux that probably cost more than my car.”

He paused, his pulse a frantic drum against his ribs. This was the ledge. He was standing on it. Mia’s smile had faded, replaced by a gentle, questioning stillness. She was listening, truly listening.

“He was looking at you like... like he wanted to unwrap you right there in front of the entire board of directors,” Aaron continued, the words coming faster now, fueled by a nervous energy. “And you were smiling up at him. That smile you have when you’re intrigued. When you’re playing with fire.” He took a sharp breath. “And in the dream... I was watching from across the room. And Mia, I wasn’t angry. I was so fucking hard I could barely stand.”

The air in the kitchen changed. The comfortable warmth was gone, replaced by a charged, brittle silence. Mia’s coffee cup settled on the counter with a definitive click.

“Aaron,” she said, his name a soft exhale of disbelief. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying...” He ran a hand through his hair, grasping for the right thread in the tangled mess of his fantasy. “I have this... thought. This idea I can’t shake. The idea of seeing you... with someone else.”

Her face went through a rapid series of shifts—confusion, shock, a flicker of what he feared was hurt. “Seeing me with someone? You mean... you want that?” She took a step back, creating a foot of distance that felt like a mile. “Are you... are you not happy? With me? With us?” Her voice tightened with a vulnerability that cracked something open in his chest.

“God, no, Mia. Fuck, no.” He closed the distance between them, taking her hands in his. They felt small and cold. “What we have is everything. It’s my whole world. This isn’t about not wanting you. It’s about...” He searched her eyes, willing her to understand. “It’s about wanting all of you. It’s about seeing the woman I love, the most fucking desirable creature on the planet, through someone else’s eyes. Seeing them want you just as desperately as I do. The power of that. The thrill of it for you.”

He brought her knuckles to his lips again, kissing each one. “The idea of you being so wanted, so adored, that it drives another man out of his fucking mind... and knowing you’re still coming home to me. That you’re mine. It doesn’t make sense, I know it doesn’t. But it makes me feel... possessive in a way I’ve never felt before. It’s not about sharing you. It’s about celebrating you.”

Mia was silent for a long moment, her gaze dropping to their joined hands. He could see the thoughts moving behind her eyes, a turbulent sea of doubt and concern. “I... I don’t know, Aaron. What if it ruins what we have? What if I can’t... what if it changes how you see me? What if I like it too much?” The questions were whispers, her deepest fears given voice.

“Then we stop. It’s just a fantasy, Mia. It stays right here, in this kitchen, if that’s what you want.” He meant it. The terror of losing her was a cold splash of reality. “It just... the thought of it, of you losing control for someone else while I watch... fuck, it drives me crazy.”

He saw it then, the subtle shift. The corner of her mouth twitched, not into a smile, but into a thoughtful line. Her thumb stroked the back of his hand. The initial shock was receding, and in its wake, a nascent, cautious curiosity was rising. She wasn’t recoiling anymore. She was... considering.

“You’d really want to watch?” she asked, her voice barely audible.

“More than I’ve ever wanted anything,” he breathed, the admission a raw, naked truth.

Her eyes lifted to his, and the storm in them had changed. The fear was still there, a grey cloud on the horizon, but it was now tempered with something else. Something speculative. Something hot.

The question hung between them, a shimmering, untested thread. Aaron watched the shift in her, the way the initial shock had melted into a deep, considering heat. She wasn’t just asking; she was already building the fantasy with him.

Mia took a slow breath, her chest rising and falling in a rhythm that was suddenly, profoundly deliberate. “There’s... a man at the office,” she began, her voice lower, a confidential murmur that pulled him closer. “Cedric. In accounting. He’s made... suggestions. Not outright. Just looks that last a beat too long. Comments about my dress. The way he finds reasons to lean over my desk.”

Aaron felt a jolt, sharp and electric. It wasn’t jealousy. It was fuel. “Yeah?”

“He wants me,” she stated, the words simple and devastating. “I can feel it. It’s not subtle.” She met his gaze, and the heat in her eyes was a challenge. “So, what if... what if I let him? Just a little. Somewhere private. After work.” She paused, letting the image form. “But you’d be there. Watching. And the moment it was over, the moment he’s gone... you would take me. Right there. You’d fuck me and make me remember who I really belong to.”

The rawness of her proposal stole the air from his lungs. This was more than he’d dared to hope for. She wasn’t just acquiescing; she was architecting her own surrender, with him as its glorious conclusion. “Fuck, Mia.” The words were a gust of air. “Yes. God, yes. Tell me how. Tell me when.”

A slow, wicked smile touched her lips. “Come by the office today. Around five. Tell the front desk you’re my husband and you’re here to discuss the quarterly projections with Cedric and me. I’ll make sure we’re in one of the small conference rooms on the fourth floor. The ones with the locks on the doors.”

The plan was terrifying. Exhilarating. Real.
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The air in Aaron’s truck was thick with the scent of his own anticipation. He parked across the street from the sleek glass office building, his knuckles white on the steering wheel. Five o’clock. The sun was beginning to dip, casting long, possessive shadows. He watched the stream of people exit, a river of ordinary lives, completely unaware of the electric current of taboo pulsing inside his vehicle.

He crossed the street, his heart a frantic drum against his ribs. The lobby was cool, impersonal marble. “I’m here to see Mia and Cedric in Accounting. Quarterly projections,” he said to the receptionist, his voice surprisingly steady.

The elevator ride to the fourth floor was a lifetime. The soft ding of arrival sounded like a starter’s pistol. The hallway was quiet, most offices dark. At the end, a sliver of light shone from under a door marked ‘Conference Room B’.

He didn’t knock.

He turned the handle and stepped inside.

The room was small, dominated by a polished table. Mia was perched on the edge of it, her posture elegant and tense. Cedric stood close, too close, one hand braced on the table beside her hip, leaning into her space. He was a handsome man, clean-cut in his dress shirt, but his expression was all hunger.

They both froze as Aaron entered. Mia’s eyes flew to his, wide, a silent communication flashing between them: You’re here. It’s happening.

Cedric straightened up, a slick, professional mask sliding into place. “Aaron. Good to see you. Mia was just going over some of the... finer details.” His gaze flickered back to her, and the mask slipped, revealing the wanting beneath.

Aaron didn’t smile. He simply closed the door. The click of the lock engaging was the loudest sound in the world.

“I think we’re past the projections, Cedric,” Mia said, her voice a throaty whisper. She didn’t look at Aaron again; her entire focus was on the other man, a performance for her audience of one. She leaned back on her hands, a movement that arched her back and pushed her chest forward. “Weren’t you telling me what you really wanted to discuss?”

Cedric’s confidence seemed to solidify under her directness. This was a language he understood. “I was,” he said, his voice dropping. He moved in again, his body crowding hers. “I was saying how this dress has been driving me fucking insane all day.” His hand, the one that had been on the table, came up. He didn’t grab, he didn’t grope. He simply pressed his palm flat against the silk covering her stomach, his fingers splayed wide. “I can’t stop thinking about what’s underneath it.”

Aaron’s own breath caught. He could see the pressure of Cedric’s hand, the faint tremor in the man’s wrist. He could see the way Mia’s body went still, then softened, accepting the touch. A low sound, almost a whimper, escaped her, and it wasn’t for Cedric. It was for Aaron. A report.

“Is that right?” she breathed.

Cedric’s other hand came up to her face, his thumb tracing the line of her jaw. “I want to taste you, Mia. I’ve wanted to for months.” He leaned in, his mouth hovering just inches from hers. “Right here. Right now.”

Aaron watched, his blood roaring in his ears. He saw Mia’s eyes flutter closed. He saw the subtle part of her lips, an invitation. And then he saw Cedric close the distance.

The kiss was not gentle. It was a claim. Cedric’s mouth moved over hers with a possessive greed that made Aaron’s fists clench and his cock harden against his zipper. Mia’s hands came up, not to push him away, but to clutch at the fabric of his shirt, holding on as he devoured her.

It was the most erotic, most gut-wrenching thing Aaron had ever seen. The sight of another man’s tongue sliding into his wife’s mouth. The wet, hungry sounds they made. The way Mia’s body melted into the kiss, a willing, passionate participant.

Cedric broke the kiss, both of them gasping for air. His hands were on her waist now, pulling her to the very edge of the table. He buried his face in her neck, his words a hot, desperate murmur against her skin. “I want to pull this dress down and suck on your fucking tits, Mia. I want to hear you moan for me.”

One hand slid from her waist, skating upward until his fingers brushed the swelling curve of her breast. Mia gasped, her head falling back, her spine bowing. Her eyes opened, hazy with a lust that was being stoked by two men at once, and they found Aaron’s across the room.

Her look was pure fire. A question. A plea.

Cedric’s fingers found the hem of her dress, began to drag it slowly up her thigh, revealing the smooth skin of her leg, the delicate lace edge of her stocking. Higher. Higher.

Aaron gave her a single, sharp nod.

Do it.

His nod was a spark to tinder. The permission in Aaron’s eyes, dark and hungry from his shadowed corner of the conference room, unleashed something in Mia she’d only just begun to name. Her gaze held his as Cedric’s hands, no longer tentative, gathered the fabric of her dress and drew it up, over her hips, past the lace tops of her stockings, until the cool, polished wood of the conference table met the bare skin of her ass.

Cedric’s mouth found the line of her jaw, his breath hot against her ear. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to get you on this table, Mia.”

His words were a vibration against her skin, a filthy promise that made her stomach clench. She kept her eyes on Aaron, seeing the raw want etched on his face, and it was for him, all for him, that she let her head fall back in a silent offering.

Cedric took it. His mouth trailed down the column of her throat, a wet, open-mouthed path of ownership that made her gasp. His hands cupped her breasts through her silk blouse, his thumbs finding her nipples and pressing, circling, until they were two hard points of desperate sensation. He didn’t fumble. His movements were assured, practiced, as he undid the buttons of her blouse one by one, peeling the delicate fabric aside to reveal her black lace bra.

“Fuck, you’re perfect,” he murmured, more to himself than to her, his voice thick. He hooked a finger under each bra cup and tugged them down, freeing her breasts to the cool, air-conditioned air. Her nipples tightened instantly.

And then his mouth was on her.

It wasn’t a gentle suckle. It was a claiming. He drew her left nipple deep into the heat of his mouth, his tongue a firm, flat pressure against the sensitive peak before he began to suckle in earnest. A sharp, electric jolt of pleasure-pain shot straight to her core, and a sound, a choked-off whimper, escaped her lips. Her fingers, which had been gripping the edge of the table, now tangled in his perfectly styled hair, not pushing him away, but holding on, anchoring herself to the dizzying sensation.

He worshipped one breast, then the other, his mouth leaving a glistening trail as he switched his attentions, lavishing each with equal measure of tongue and teeth, a gentle scrape that made her back arch off the table. Her entire world narrowed to the pull of his mouth on her flesh and the burning intensity of her husband’s stare from across the room. She could feel Aaron’s gaze like a physical touch, and it magnified every single thing Cedric was doing, making it feel ten times more potent, more illicit.

Cedric’s mouth left her breast with a soft, wet pop. He kissed his way down her sternum, over the quivering plane of her stomach, his hands sliding her dress up further, bunching it around her waist. He knelt on the expensive corporate carpet, his place at the altar of her. He hooked his thumbs into the sides of her lace panties and in one smooth, confident motion, drew them down her legs and off.

She was completely bare to him. To both of them. Exposed on the boardroom table. The air touched her intimately, and she shuddered.

“Open for me, Mia,” Cedric commanded, his voice a low rasp.

Her eyes flicked to Aaron. His jaw was clenched so tight a muscle ticked in his cheek, his hand seemingly involuntarily palming the thick outline of his cock through his trousers. His silent, rapturous agony was the final key. She let her knees fall apart, granting Cedric access to everything.

The first touch of his tongue was a lightning strike.

He didn’t start slowly. He buried his face between her legs and licked a long, firm stripe from her entrance to her clit, a direct and devastatingly effective assault. Mia cried out, her hips bucking off the table. Oh, god. His tongue was relentless, flat and broad, circling her clit with a precision that felt criminal. He lapped at her, his nose nudging against her, his breath hot on her wetness.

Just as the sensations began to crest into something unbearable, he slipped two fingers inside her.

They filled her, stretching her, a glorious invasion. Her inner muscles clutched at him, and he groaned against her, the sound vibrating through her entire body. “So fucking wet for me,” he muttered, his voice muffled by her flesh. “So fucking tight.”

He began to move his fingers in a slow, curling rhythm, a come-hither motion that rubbed against a spot deep inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids. At the same time, the pad of his thumb found her clit, applying a firm, circular pressure.

The dual assault was shattering. The slick, intimate sound of his fingers moving in and out of her, the wet sounds of his mouth on her, it was the most obscene, most exhilarating music she’d ever heard. Her moans were no longer choked; they were loud, unabashed, echoing in the sterile room. She was hurtling toward a peak, a frantic, needy tension coiling tighter and tighter in her belly.

Her gaze found Aaron again. He had his cock in his hand now, stroking himself roughly through his pants, his eyes black with lust, fixed on the place where Cedric’s face was buried in his wife’s pussy. The sight of him, so unraveled, so turned on by watching her be pleasured, was the final catalyst.

“Cedric, don’t stop,” she begged, her voice ragged. “Right there, fuck, right there.”

He redoubled his efforts, his fingers pumping harder, his thumb circling faster, his tongue a flickering devil on her clit. The orgasm ripped through her without warning, a blinding, convulsive wave that seized her entire body. She arched off the table, a raw, guttural scream tearing from her throat as pleasure, white-hot and absolute, electrocuted her from the inside out. Her thighs trembled, clamping around Cedric’s head as she rode the endless waves of her climax, feeling his fingers work her through every last shuddering spasm.

As the last tremors subsided, she went limp against the cold table, spent and breathless. Cedric slowly withdrew his fingers, giving her one last, lingering lick that made her twitch. He rose to his knees, his chin glistening with her, a look of arrogant satisfaction on his handsome face.

Aaron spoke from the shadows, his voice a graveled command that vibrated with possession. “I want you to fuck her raw.”

His voice, that graveled command still hanging in the air, was snapped by a sharper, more immediate sound. The rasp of a zipper. Cedric was on his feet, his movements fluid and assured, his trousers open. The thick, hard length of him sprang free, and Mia’s gaze, still hazy from her own climax, dropped to it.

Without a single moment of hesitation, without looking to Aaron for permission this time, she slid off the edge of the table and onto her knees. The industrial carpet was rough against her skin, a stark, real sensation that grounded her in the sheer insanity of the moment. Her hands found Cedric’s hips, her fingers digging into the fine wool of his suit pants. She leaned forward, her lips parting, and took him into her mouth.

Aaron watched from his chair, his own cock straining against the fabric of his trousers, his hand rubbing a slow, firm rhythm over himself. The sight was more potent than any fantasy he’d ever conjured. Mia, his wife, on her knees for another man. Her beautiful lips stretched around Cedric’s cock, her head beginning to bob with a hunger that was entirely her own. Her eyes, though, those captivating eyes, were locked on Aaron’s face, watching his every reaction, ensuring this was still for him, for them.

The wet, soft heat of her mouth was exquisite. Cedric let out a sharp hiss, his hands coming down to tangle in her long hair, not forcing, but guiding, his hips giving a slight, involuntary thrust. Fuck, she was good at this. The thought was a lightning strike in Aaron’s mind, possessive and proud and so fucking aroused he could barely think.

Mia worked him with a dedication that was breathtaking, one hand wrapping around the base of his shaft to work in tandem with her mouth. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard, the obscene, wet sounds filling the silent conference room. She was performing, and she was a goddamn star. Aaron could see the muscles in Cedric’s thighs tightening, his abdomen clenching. He was close.

“That’s it, Mia,” Aaron breathed, his voice thick. “Show him how good you suck cock.” His own hand moved faster on his length, spurred on by the visual feast before him.

But Cedric had other plans. With a guttural groan, his fingers tightened in her hair, not roughly, but with undeniable authority. “Enough,” he commanded, his voice strained.

He pulled himself from her mouth with a soft, wet pop. A string of saliva connected her swollen lower lip to the glistening head of his cock for a breathtaking second before snapping. Mia looked up, a question in her lust-darkened eyes, her breath coming in quick pants.

“Not like this,” Cedric said, his gaze burning down at her. “I’m not coming in that pretty mouth. Turn around. Bend over the table. Now.”

The command was absolute. A fresh, electric current of anticipation jolted through Mia. She glanced at Aaron, seeking the final, crucial approval. He gave it with a single, sharp nod, his eyes blazing with a fire she had never seen before. Yes. This was what he wanted. What they wanted.

She rose on slightly unsteady legs, turning her back to both men. The cold laminate of the conference table met her palms as she bent forward, presenting herself to Cedric. The air in the room felt charged, thick with the scent of sex and sweat and her own arousal. She arched her back, pushing her ass out, an offering.

Cedric moved behind her, one hand smoothing over the curve of her hip, possessive and appreciative. The other guided himself, the broad head of his cock pressing against her entrance. She was so wet, still trembling from her first orgasm, and she gasped at the contact, so much more substantial than his fingers.

Aaron leaned forward in his chair, his own hand stilling, utterly captivated. This was the pinnacle. This was the image he hadn’t even dared to fully imagine.

“Look at that,” Cedric muttered, more to himself than to anyone else. “Fucking perfect.” He didn’t thrust, not yet. He just rubbed himself through her slickness, coating his length with her, teasing them both. The sensation was maddening. Mia pushed back against him, a silent, desperate plea.

“Please,” she whispered, the word meant for Aaron as much as for the man poised to take her.

With a low growl, Cedric granted her wish. He drove into her with one single, powerful thrust, burying himself to the hilt.

Mia’s cry was one of pure, unadulterated sensation. He filled her completely, stretching her, the force of his entry rocking her entire body forward on the table. Her fingers scrabbled for purchase on the smooth surface. Oh god, he was so deep. The fullness was overwhelming, a perfect, brutal counterpoint to the skilled gentleness of his mouth and fingers earlier.

Aaron’s breath caught in his throat. The sight of another man’s body merging with his wife’s, the way her flesh yielded to his, the raw, animalistic reality of it was almost too much to bear. He freed his own aching cock from his pants, his fist closing around it, stroking in time with Cedric’s movements.

Cedric didn’t pause. He set a relentless, punishing pace from the start, each thrust a claim. His hands gripped her hips hard, holding her in place as he fucked into her, the slap of skin against skin echoing off the walls. Mia could only moan, a continuous, broken sound of pleasure, her face pressed against the cool table.

“You like that, you sexy fucking wife?” Cedric grunted, his voice thick with effort. “You like getting fucked like this while your husband watches?”

“Yes!” she cried out, the word tearing from her. “Fuck, yes!”

Her eyes found Aaron’s again. He was watching her, his own hand working his cock, his expression a mask of intense, rapt concentration and pure lust. She was doing this for him. She was taking this man, this deep, hard fucking, for her husband. The thought sent another dizzying wave of heat through her.

Cedric leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back, his mouth near her ear. “Tell him,” he growled, his thrusts never faltering. “Tell your husband what this feels like.”

She could barely form words, each driving thrust stealing her breath. “Aaron... god, Aaron... he’s so big... he’s filling me up... fucking me so deep...”

Aaron’s stroking became frantic. “I see it, Mia. I see him fucking you. You look so good taking his cock.”

Cedric’s pace increased, becoming more urgent, more frantic. “I’m going to come inside this perfect fucking pussy,” he snarled, his control fraying. “I’m going to fill you up, Mia. Right here, right in front of him.”

A guttural groan tore from Cedric’s throat, a raw, unfiltered sound of release that echoed through the room like a primal declaration. Mia felt the hot, sudden spill of him deep inside her, a claiming that sent shockwaves through her already trembling body. Her walls clenched in a final, involuntary spasm around his softening length, milking every drop of his release as if her body couldn’t let go. For a heartbeat, the only sounds were their ragged breaths and the slick, obscene sound of their connection—a symphony of what they’d just shared.

Cedric’s hands, which had been gripping her hips with bruising force, relaxed slightly as he leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back. His breath was hot and uneven against her ear, and she could feel the rapid thud of his heartbeat where their bodies still touched. “You’re incredible,” he murmured, his voice hoarse and dripping with admiration. His words sent a shiver down her spine, mingling with the aftershocks of her own climax. She could feel his cock twitching inside her, still pulsing weakly as if reluctant to let go of her warmth.

Mia’s own breathing was shallow, her chest rising and falling in sharp, erratic bursts. Her skin was slick with sweat, her hair sticking to her forehead in damp strands. The air between them was thick with the musky scent of sex, a heady reminder of what they’d just done. Her mind was a haze of pleasure and disbelief, the intensity of the moment still washing over her in waves. She could feel Cedric’s weight pressing her into the table, the cool surface beneath her contrasting sharply with the heat of his body against hers.

Slowly, almost reluctantly, Cedric withdrew, the sensation of him sliding out of her making her gasp softly. The emptiness that followed was a jolt to her overstimulated system, leaving her feeling both hollow and humming with residual energy. She could feel his release trailing down her inner thighs, a wet, sticky reminder of what had just happened. Cedric stepped back, his chest glistening with sweat, a look of smug satisfaction on his handsome face. “All yours,” he said to Aaron, his voice low and laced with a possessiveness that made Mia’s stomach twist in a strange mix of arousal and guilt.

Aaron didn’t hesitate. His hands, familiar and commanding, found her hips, his touch sparking a new, different fire within her. His cock, rock-hard and slick with his own pre-come, pressed against her wetness, not entering yet, but claiming its place with an unspoken authority. His voice was a low, possessive growl in her ear, sending a shiver straight through her core. “Mine.”

For a moment, everything seemed to stand still. Mia could feel the weight of Aaron’s gaze on her, the intensity of his desire mingling with the thrill of what he’d just witnessed. The air between them crackled with electricity, charged with the unspoken understanding that this moment was a turning point—one that would forever change the dynamic of their relationship. And yet, amidst the chaos of emotions swirling inside her, there was a deep, undeniable truth: she was his, and nothing could ever change that.

He didn’t ask. He didn’t hesitate. He thrust into her, filling the space Cedric had occupied, stretching her in a way that was uniquely, profoundly his. Mia cried out, a sharp, keening sound that was pure sensation. It was different—the angle, the feel, the knowing it was Aaron. Her head dropped forward, her hair sticking to her damp forehead as she braced herself against the cool table.

“Look at me, baby,” Aaron commanded, his voice rough with need. “Look at me while I fuck my wife.”

Mia forced her eyes open, twisting her neck to find his intense gaze locked on her. The hunger there, the raw possession mixed with the thrill of what he’d just witnessed, made her dizzy. 

He began to move, a slow, deep, punishing rhythm that was the exact opposite of Cedric’s frantic pace. This was deliberate. This was a reaffirmation. Each thrust was measured, controlled, as if Aaron wanted to remind her—and himself—of who she truly belonged to. The sensation was overwhelming, a stark contrast to the wild abandon she'd just experienced with Cedric. Where Cedric had been a storm, Aaron was the grounding force, the one who could anchor her even as he pushed her to new heights.

His grip on her hips tightened as he drove into her with relentless precision, the sound of their bodies meeting a loud, wet slap that echoed through the room. "Feel me, Mia," he growled, his voice low and dark with possessive intent. "Feel how deep I am in you. This is where you belong, right here, with me filling you up." She moaned, her body arching back into him, every nerve ending alight with the intensity of his claim. 

Aaron's breath was hot against her ear, his words sending shivers down her spine. "You took him so well, baby," he murmured, his tone a mix of admiration and raw hunger. "But this... this is your husband. This is what you crave, isn't it?" His pace quickened slightly, the angle hitting a spot inside her that made her gasp, her fingers scrambling for purchase on the cool table beneath her.

She could feel the tension building again, coiling tight in her belly as he continued to thrust with that same deliberate rhythm. Every movement was a reminder, a declaration of ownership that left no room for doubt. "You’re mine," he whispered, his voice breaking with the weight of his emotions. "All mine. No one else can make you feel like this. No one else gets to have you like I do."

Her breath hitched as she felt herself teetering on the edge once more, her body responding to his words as much as his touch. "Aaron..." she gasped, her voice trembling with need. He didn’t falter, his rhythm steady and unyielding, each thrust driving her closer to the brink. 

"That’s it," he urged, his hands gripping her tighter, pulling her back against him. "Come for me, Mia. Show me who you belong to." And she did, her body convulsing around him as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her, leaving her breathless and utterly consumed by the man who had always been her anchor, her home.

“Aaron... fuck...”

“Tell me,” he demanded, his grip on her hips tightening. “Tell me who you belong to.”

“You!” she cried out, the word torn from her. “I belong to you! Only you!”

His pace quickened, each thrust a jolt of pure electricity straight to her core. The obscene, wet sound of their bodies meeting filled the quiet room, a stark contrast to Cedric’s quiet observation from the sidelines. Mia’s mind was a haze of sensation—the lingering thrum of her first orgasm, the new one coiling tight and low in her belly, the intense, overwhelming knowledge that Aaron was reclaiming her, branding her all over again.

“You looked so fucking beautiful,” he rasped, his voice strained with the effort of his thrusts. “Watching him on you, in you... watching you take that cock... god, Mia. But this... this is what you really need, isn’t it? You need your husband’s cock to really make you scream.”

He was right. It was a truth that exploded through her. The thrill of Cedric, the taboo of it, had been a powerful aphrodisiac, but this... this was home. This was the deep, soul-shaking connection that only Aaron could give her. Her body was singing for him, every nerve ending screaming his name.

“Yes! Please, Aaron, don’t stop! Fuck me harder! I need it, I need you to fucking ruin me!” she begged, the words tumbling out in a desperate plea. She was close again, teetering on a precipice that felt infinitely higher than the first.

Aaron’s hand snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her swollen clit. The contact was electric, a direct line to the storm building inside her. He pressed down, circling that sensitive nub in time with his deep, driving thrusts. “You’re going to come for me, Mia,” he snarled, his voice dark with promise. “You’re going to come all over my cock and show me who you really belong to.”

The dual assault was too much. The pressure broke, shattering her into a million pieces. Her orgasm ripped through her with a violence that stole her vision, a silent scream on her lips as her body convulsed around him, milking his cock with wave after wave of intense, pulsing pleasure. Her knees buckled, but he held her up, driving into her through the entirety of her climax, prolonging the exquisite torture.

Feeling her clench around him, Aaron lost the last shred of his control. With a roar that was pure, unadulterated triumph, he buried himself to the hilt and came. She felt the hot, powerful pulses of his release, a final, wet claim inside her that mirrored the one he’d just watched another man make. He collapsed over her back, his chest heaving against her sweat-slicked skin, his breath hot on her neck.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, connected, the only sound their ragged, synced breathing. The air was thick with the musky scent of sweat and sex. Slowly, carefully, Aaron slipped out of her, his hands gently rubbing her sides.

He turned her in his arms, pulling her against his chest. Her legs were trembling so badly she could barely stand. He held her up, his strong arms a cage of safety and possession. He kissed her forehead, her temples, her cheeks, his lips soft and reverent against her flushed skin.

His voice was a broken whisper against her ear. “My Mia.”

The crisp click of the conference room door shutting behind Cedric was a gunshot in the sudden silence. The air, thick and heavy with the sweet, musky scent of their bodies, seemed to vibrate in his absence. Mia stood there, swaying slightly, her dress still bunched around her waist, the cool air of the office raising goosebumps on her damp skin. Aaron’s cum was a warm, wet presence between her thighs, a stark contrast to the chill.

She felt... hollowed out. Used. Exquisitely, profoundly fucked. Her muscles were liquid, her thoughts syrupy and slow. Every nerve ending sang with the ghost of sensation—Cedric’s demanding hands, Aaron’s possessive stare, the unforgiving edge of the table biting into her hips.

Aaron’s arms came around her from behind, his touch pulling her back from the edge of that mental precipice. His strong hands smoothed her dress down over her hips, the gesture impossibly tender after the raw carnality of the last hour. He nuzzled into the damp hair at her temple, his breathing still not quite even.

“Come on,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble against her ear. His fingers laced with hers. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

He led her, unsteady on her feet, out of the conference room and down the empty, fluorescent-lit hallway to the executive washroom. The sterile white light was a brutal shock after the dim, lust-filled atmosphere they’d just left. Aaron locked the door behind them, the solid thunk of the bolt a promise of privacy.

He guided her to the wide marble sink, his hands firm on her shoulders. Mia’s eyes met his in the mirror. Her makeup was smudged, her lips swollen, her hair a glorious disaster. She looked like a woman who had been thoroughly, passionately taken. Aaron’s gaze was dark, intense, drinking in the sight of her wrecked appearance.

Without a word, he wet a handful of paper towels with warm water. He turned her gently to face him, his movements slow and deliberate. He began to clean her. The warm, damp cloth traced the line of her neck, where a faint sheen of sweat still glistened. It moved over her collarbone, washing away the evidence of Cedric’s mouth. Mia’s eyes fluttered closed, a soft sigh escaping her as he tended to her.

“Look at me, Mia,” Aaron commanded, his voice soft but unwavering.

Her eyes opened, locking with his. The intimacy of this, of him cleaning another man’s touch from her skin, was somehow more potent than the sex itself. It was a reclamation. A reassertion of his domain.

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” he said, the cloth pausing on her stomach.

“I feel...” she started, her voice hoarse. “I feel like I just ran a marathon and then got hit by a truck. In the best possible way.”

A slow, wicked smile spread across his face. “That’s my girl.” He moved the cloth lower, between her legs. She gasped as the warm roughness of the towel met her sensitive, well-used flesh. He was careful, methodical, wiping away the mixed evidence of both men. The act was so clinical and yet so deeply erotic that her knees threatened to buckle again. A fresh, low thrum of desire pulsed in her core, a shocking aftershock.

“He fucked you so hard, Mia,” Aaron whispered, his mouth close to her ear as he worked. “I watched him lose his mind over your pussy. I watched him pound into you like he was trying to find something inside you he could never fucking have.”

“Aaron...” she breathed, her head falling back against his chest.

“No, look.” He Guided her chin back toward the mirror. “Look at yourself. Look at what you did to him. To us.”

She stared at her reflection, at the man behind her whose eyes burned with a fierce, proud light. “When you were on your knees for him... fucking hell, Mia. Your mouth... the way you took him... I’ve never been so hard in my life.”

“It was for you,” she said, the truth of it solidifying in her mind. “All of it. Every sound I made, every time I came... it was because I was watching you watch me.”

He dropped the soiled towels in the trash and turned her fully to face him, his hands cupping her face. His thumbs stroked her cheeks. “I know. And seeing that... knowing that even with another man buried deep inside you, you were still completely, utterly mine...” He shook his head, as if the feeling was too vast for words. “It was the biggest fucking thrill of my life.”

He leaned in and kissed her, a deep, claiming kiss that tasted of salt and them. It was different from before. Slower. More profound. It wasn’t about taking; it was about possessing what was already his.

When he pulled back, Mia’s heart was hammering against her ribs, not with anxiety, but with a dazed, euphoric awe. “So... was it... was it everything you dreamed it would be?”

Aaron’s laugh was a low, rich sound that vibrated through her. “Mia, it was so much fucking more.” He pressed his forehead against hers. “The way you let go for him... the trust that took... fuck.” He swallowed hard. “Thank you.”

They stood there for a long moment, wrapped in each other, in the quiet hum of the ventilation system. The high was beginning to fade, leaving a beautiful, spent exhaustion in its wake.

“We should get home,” she murmured into his shoulder.

“In a minute,” he said, his hands sliding down to her ass, pulling her flush against him. She could feel him, already hard again against her thigh. The man was insatiable. A fresh wave of pure lust washed through her, so potent it stole her breath.

He grinned, a predatory, knowing flash of teeth. “Seeing his hands all over my wife... watching him come on you... it’s got me thinking about round two.” His voice dropped to a filthy whisper. “I want to fuck you in our bed, Mia. Right now. I want to taste every part of you he touched and make it mine all over again.”

A shiver of pure anticipation, hot and liquid, coursed through her veins. Her body, which moments ago had felt utterly spent, now hummed with a renewed, shocking readiness for him.

“So what do you say?” Aaron asked, his fingers digging into her flesh. “Shall we go home?”
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Book 6 - Cubicle Secrets
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The morning sun cut through the kitchen, illuminating dust motes dancing above the island. Charlotte, already in a sleek black dress, handed Tyler a travel mug of coffee. His fingers closed around hers for a moment, a silent thank you.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Say my name.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That was all it took.

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

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

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

They both turned their heads.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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