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The afternoon sun warmed the back of Victoria’s neck as she surveyed the skeletal frame of their future home. Spencer’s hand was a comforting, familiar weight in hers, his thumb tracing absent circles on her skin. Sawdust hung in the air, a gritty, promising scent of things to come.

“Just think, Vic,” he murmured, pulling her close. “Our kitchen will be right there. We’ll be making pancakes right where that pile of two-by-fours is.”

She leaned into him, her head resting on his shoulder. “I can’t wait.” And she meant it. This house, this life, this man—it was everything she’d ever wanted. They were a team, perfectly in sync.

The rumble of a diesel engine announced the arrival of Hugo, their contractor. He stepped out of his truck, a blueprint tucked under his arm, and Victoria felt a strange, unwelcome jolt in her stomach. He was... formidable. Tall, with broad shoulders that strained against his tight grey t-shirt, his forearms corded with muscle and dusted with dark hair. His smile was quick and white against his sun-weathered skin.

“Spencer, Victoria. Right on time,” Hugo said, his voice a low baritone that seemed to vibrate right through her.

As he launched into an update on the foundation and the delivery schedule for the windows, Victoria found her attention straying. She watched his calloused hands gesture over the blueprint, imagining the strength in them. A flush crept up her chest, and she quickly looked down, pretending to study a loose stone at her feet. She could feel Spencer’s eyes on her.

When Hugo excused himself to yell a instruction to one of his crew, Spencer’s grip on her hand tightened. He gently pulled her away, around the corner of the newly framed garage, out of sight.

“Hey,” he said softly, his voice losing its casual ease. “You okay? You got really quiet over there.”

“I’m fine,” she said too quickly, her eyes darting anywhere but his. “Just... taking it all in.”

He cupped her cheek, forcing her to meet his gaze. His eyes, usually so full of light and laughter, were now serious, intense. “Victoria. Your neck is all splotchy. You only get like that when you’re flustered.” A small, knowing smile played on his lips. “Or turned on.”

Her jaw dropped. “Spencer! That’s not—I wasn’t—” The protest died in her throat because the denial was a lie, and he could always tell.

“It’s okay,” he whispered, his thumb stroking her burning cheek. “He’s a handsome guy. I’m not blind. I saw the way you were looking at him.”

She shook her head, a tangle of guilt and confusion tightening in her chest. “Spencer, I love you. Only you. You know that.”

“I do know that. I know that, baby. That’s not what this is about.” He took a deep breath, his own nerves showing in the way his Adam’s apple bobbed. “Seeing you look at him like that... it did something to me. It... it sparked something.”

He looked over his shoulder, ensuring they were still alone. The sounds of hammers and distant chatter from the workmen filled the air. “I have a fantasy,” he began, his voice dropping to a husky, confidential tone that sent a shiver down her spine. “It’s one I’ve been too nervous to ever tell you.”

Victoria’s heart was hammering against her ribs. “What kind of fantasy?”

“A fantasy about you.” He leaned closer, his lips almost brushing her ear. “A fantasy about seeing you with another man. A man you’re truly, viscerally attracted to. Like Hugo.”

She sucked in a sharp breath, trying to pull back, but his hands held her gently in place.

“Hear me out,” he pleaded, his eyes wide with a mix of fear and desperate honesty. “The idea of it... God, Victoria, the idea of watching you lose yourself in pleasure with someone else, of seeing how beautiful and sexy you are through someone else’s eyes... it excites me in a way I can’t even explain.”

He gestured vaguely toward the open site. “And not just somewhere private. Somewhere like here. With the risk, the thrill of someone maybe seeing. One of his crew walking in. The danger of it. The sheer, reckless exhibition of it. I’d be right there. Watching. Seeing you take everything he gives you. Seeing you come for him.”

Victoria’s mind reeled. This was her sweet, devoted husband, the man who brought her coffee in bed every morning, talking about... this. Her initial reaction was a cold wave of concern. “Spencer, are you... is this because you’re not happy? Are you trying to... to outsource me?” The words sounded pathetic even to her own ears.

“No! God, no. It’s because I’ve never been happier.” His voice was fierce with conviction. “This isn’t about sharing you because I don’t want you. It’s the opposite. It’s because I want all of you. Even the hidden parts. I want to see the woman who blushes for a stranger. I want to give you that thrill. It would be the ultimate gift. For me, it would be the most intimate thing we’ve ever done.”

He searched her face, looking for any sign of understanding. “The psychology of it... it’s about trust. It’s about you trusting me enough to explore this with me. And me trusting you so completely that I know, at the end of the day, you’re coming home to me. You’re mine.”

Victoria leaned back against a rough wooden stud, the solid reality of their future home a stark contrast to the surreal fantasy he was painting. The guilt was still there, a dull ache, but it was now competing with something else. Something warmer, and far more insistent.

Spencer’s fantasy wasn’t about rejection. It was about possession, worship, and a shared adrenaline she’d never considered. She pictured Hugo’s strong hands, not on a blueprint, but on her hips. She imagined the grit of sawdust on her bare skin, the muffled sounds of construction acting as a soundtrack to a different kind of labor.

Her fear was still present, a palpable thing, but it was now intertwined with a sharp, piercing curiosity. She looked at her husband—really looked at him—and saw the raw vulnerability and blazing desire in his eyes. He was offering her a key to a door she never knew existed in their relationship.

She swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. The outright rejection she knew she should voice never came. Instead, what emerged was a whisper, so quiet it was almost carried away by the wind.

“You... you really think about that? Watching?” Victoria’s voice was barely audible, a fragile whisper that carried the weight of her uncertainty and budding curiosity. Her eyes searched Spencer’s face, looking for reassurance, for proof that this wasn’t some elaborate test or fleeting fantasy. What she found was a raw, unguarded honesty that made her pulse quicken.

Spencer stepped closer, his hands finding hers and interlacing their fingers. “Yes,” he said firmly, his voice low but steady. “I’ve thought about it more times than I can count. Not just watching, but seeing you. Really seeing you, in a way I never have before. It’s not just about the physical act—it’s about the way your body responds, the way your breath catches, the way you look when you let go completely. The idea of you surrendering to that kind of pleasure, knowing I’m there—watching, admiring, loving every second of it—it’s...” He trailed off, shaking his head as if words couldn’t do justice to the depth of his feelings.

Victoria’s chest tightened, her mind racing with images she hadn’t dared to entertain before. She pictured herself in Hugo’s arms, his strong hands guiding her, his deep voice murmuring in her ear. She imagined Spencer standing nearby, his eyes locked on her, his expression a mix of awe and desire. The thought sent a shiver down her spine, equal parts thrilling and terrifying.

“But... what if it changes things between us?” she asked, her voice trembling. “What if I get too caught up in it and forget you’re there? Or what if I can’t... can’t even go through with it?” She bit her lip, her insecurities bubbling to the surface. “I don’t want to hurt you, Spencer. I don’t want to risk what we have.”

He cupped her face with both hands, his touch grounding her. “Listen to me, Vic. Nothing could ever change how much I love you. This isn’t about replacing me or threatening our relationship. It’s about exploring something new together. It’s about trust and connection and pushing boundaries in a way that brings us closer. If you feel uncomfortable or scared, we stop. You control this. You always have the power to say no.”

His words soothed her fears, but they also ignited something deeper—a spark of curiosity she couldn’t ignore. She glanced toward where Hugo stood, his imposing figure silhouetted against the late afternoon sun. The idea of letting herself go with him, of indulging in that forbidden thrill while Spencer watched, felt both wrong and impossibly alluring.

“And you really think... you’d enjoy it?” she asked hesitantly, her cheeks flushing as she voiced the question. “Seeing me with someone else?”

Spencer’s lips curved into a slow, reassuring smile. “More than anything. Watching you be desired, seeing you take control of your pleasure—it would be incredible. It would remind me how lucky I am to have you, to see you in a way no one else gets to. And knowing that at the end of the day, you’re coming back to me? That’s everything.”

Victoria exhaled shakily, her thoughts swirling with possibilities. She looked back at her husband, searching for any hint of doubt or hesitation in his eyes. But all she saw was love—pure, unwavering love—and something else: a shared excitement for the unknown. Her fear didn’t vanish entirely, but it was now mingled with a growing sense of curiosity and anticipation.

She didn’t say yes, but she also didn’t pull away. Instead, she leaned into him, letting his warmth and reassurance wash over her. For now, that was enough.

The scent of sawdust and fresh lumber hung in the air, a promise of the future they were building together. Spencer’s hand was a warm, steady weight on the small of Victoria’s back as they stepped back through the skeletal frame of their new home. Her heart was still thrumming from their conversation, a frantic little bird trapped in the cage of her ribs.

Hugo’s voice, a low, gravelly baritone, echoed from down the hall. “Back so soon? Forget something?”

He emerged from what would be the kitchen, a tool belt slung low on his hips, emphasizing the powerful V of his torso. His gaze landed on them, a confident, easy smile gracing his features. His eyes, however, lingered on Victoria just a moment too long, a spark of open appreciation in their depths that made her skin prickle with heat.

“Just wanted another look around,” Spencer said smoothly, his voice calm, though his thumb was making small, deliberate circles on her back. “Victoria was particularly interested in the progress of the master suite.”

Hugo’s smile widened. “Right this way. It’s coming along.” He led them down the unfinished hallway, his broad shoulders blocking the light from the window at the end. Spencer gently pressed Victoria forward, his own steps slowing until he was leaning casually against the doorframe of the bedroom, a silent spectator.

The room was vast, just raw two-by-fours marking the walls and a giant picture window framing the wooded lot beyond. Hugo stood in the center, all potent masculinity against the unfinished space. “We’ve reinforced the ceiling for your fan, and the plumbing rough-in for the ensuite is just behind that wall.”

Victoria nodded, trying to focus on his words, but all she could hear was the pounding of her own blood. He’s so close. Spencer is watching. He’s really watching.

“It’s... it’s great,” she managed, her voice breathier than she intended.

Hugo took a step closer, his work boots crunching on a piece of drywall debris. “The view from this window is something else, isn’t it?” he said, but he wasn’t looking at the window. He was looking directly at her, his gaze dropping to her lips, then lower, to the hint of cleavage revealed by her v-neck shirt. The air grew thick, charged with an unsaid, dangerous thing.

She felt a flush spread from her chest up her neck. He knows. He has to feel this tension.

“Show her the closet space, Hugo,” Spencer’s voice came from the doorway, soft but clear. An instruction. A permission.

Hugo’s eyes flicked to Spencer for just a second, a silent communication passing between them that made Victoria’s knees feel weak. He turned back to her, his expression shifting into something more intense, more predatory.

“Of course.” He gestured toward a framed-in section. “Walk-in, plenty of room.”

As she took a step forward, his hand shot out, not to touch the frame, but to gently grasp her wrist. His grip was firm, calloused, electric. Oh god.

“You seem a little nervous, Victoria,” he murmured, his voice dropping so only she could hear it, a rough whisper that vibrated straight through her. “Everything okay?”

She could only shake her head, her eyes wide, glued to his. From the doorway, she heard Spencer’s sharp intake of breath.

Hugo didn’t let go. Instead, he used his hold on her wrist to gently pull her further into the dimness of the closet alcove, away from the full view of the door. The space was intimate, enclosed by studs on three sides. He backed her up against a temporary support beam, the rough wood a stark contrast to the smooth, hungry look in his eyes.

“Your husband,” Hugo whispered, his free hand coming up to cup her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek. “He’s a very lucky man.” He leaned in, his breath warm against her ear. “And he told me you’re a very, very good girl.”

The world narrowed to the feel of his hands, the scent of his skin—musky, clean sweat and faint cologne. All her fears, her doubts, were incinerated in the heat of his gaze. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod.

That was all the confirmation he needed.

In one fluid motion, he dropped to his knees before her. The sight was so shockingly lewd, so breathtakingly intimate, that a small gasp escaped her lips. From the doorway, she heard a low, guttural sound from Spencer. He’s still there. He’s seeing this.

Hugo’s hands went to the button of her jeans. His eyes locked with hers, asking a final, silent question. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of anticipation. She nodded again, more firmly this time, her breath catching in her throat.

He made quick work of the button and zipper, his calloused fingers brushing against the sensitive skin of her lower stomach, making her jump. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her jeans and her panties, and in one smooth, relentless motion, he peeled them down to her knees. The cool air of the construction site hit her bare skin, raising goosebumps, a shocking contrast to the fire building within her.

He didn’t hesitate. He didn’t tease. He simply buried his face between her thighs.

The first touch of his tongue was a lightning bolt. A hot, wet, devastatingly precise stroke that licked a searing path right through her core. Victoria cried out, her head thumping back against the wooden beam, her hands scrambling for purchase on the studs beside her.

Oh my god. Oh my GOD.

His tongue was a masterful instrument. It wasn’t gentle exploration; it was a claiming. He held her hips firmly, anchoring her against the wood as he feasted on her. Long, languid licks that made her toes curl in her shoes were followed by swift, flickering circles around her clit that stole the breath from her lungs. He groaned against her, the vibration rippling through her, amplifying the sensation a thousandfold.

She was completely exposed, half-dressed in the skeleton of her future home, a powerful man on his knees devouring her while her husband watched from the shadows. The risk, the sheer audacity of it, fueled the pleasure until it was a roaring inferno. Every sound she made—every gasp, every whimper—echoed faintly in the empty space, a public performance for an audience of one.

She dared a glance toward the door. Spencer was still there, one hand braced against the frame, the other shoved in his pocket, his knuckles white. His eyes were dark pools of desire, fixed on the scene before him. The look on his face—a mixture of awe, possessiveness, and raw, unadulterated lust—shattered the last of her inhibitions.

She let her hands fall from the wall, one tangling in Hugo’s thick, dark hair, not to guide him, but to hold on for dear life. The other hand reached out, blindly, toward the doorway, toward her husband.

Hugo felt her surrender and intensified his efforts. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her legs buckle. His mouth suctioned around her clit, his tongue lashed relentlessly, and the dual assault was too much. A broken, pleading sound was torn from her throat.

“Spencer...” she moaned, her eyes locked on her husband’s.

From his knees, Hugo growled against her wet flesh, the sound possessive and dark. “He’s watching, beautiful. He’s watching you come for me.”

The words, the feel of him, the sight of Spencer’s hungry gaze—it was the final push. The pleasure crested, a wave of absolute sensation that crashed over her, shaking her to her core. Her thighs trembled violently around Hugo’s head, her back arched, and a raw, uninhibited cry echoed through the empty rooms, a testament to the desire they were building right here, amidst the sawdust and dreams.

The raw echo of her climax still seemed to hang in the sawdust-filled air, mingling with the scent of fresh lumber and their own heady musk. Victoria’s legs, weak and trembling, were barely holding her up, her jeans still tangled around her knees. Hugo’s soft laugh vibrated against her inner thigh as he gently eased his mouth from her, placing a final, tender kiss on her sensitive flesh.

“Still standing, beautiful?” he murmured, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that sent a fresh shiver through her.

Before she could answer, his strong hands were at her waist, deftly working the denim the rest of the way down her legs. He helped her step out of them, one foot at a time, his grip firm and sure. The cool air of the unfinished room kissed her bare skin, a stark, thrilling contrast to the heat radiating from her core. In one smooth, effortless motion, he lifted her, her naked form feeling both weightless and profoundly on display. He set her down on the edge of the sturdy wooden workbench they’d been leaning against, the coarse grain of the plywood rough against the backs of her thighs.

Her eyes flew to Spencer, who stood frozen in the doorway, his gaze a burning brand. His chest was rising and falling with sharp, quick breaths, his hand visibly gripping the doorframe. He wasn’t intervening; he was watching, just as he’d said he wanted to.

Hugo positioned himself between her legs, his hands on her knees. “Open up for him, Victoria. Let him see what he’s given me.” His voice was a command wrapped in velvet. A fresh wave of heat flooded her cheeks, but a deeper, more potent thrill shot through her. Slowly, she let her knees fall apart, granting Spencer an unobstructed view of her most intimate self, still glistening from Hugo’s mouth.

Hugo’s calloused fingers traced a slow, deliberate path up her inner thigh. He didn’t look at Spencer; his dark, hungry eyes were locked on her. “So wet,” he breathed, more to himself than to anyone. His thumb found her swollen clit, circling it once, twice, making her hips jerk involuntarily. “So ready.”

Then, he slid two fingers deep inside her, a smooth, confident penetration that made her gasp. Her head fell back, a low moan escaping her lips as he curled his fingers, finding that perfect, devastating spot once more. “Fuck,” she whispered, the profanity feeling foreign and electric on her tongue.

“Look at him,” Hugo instructed, his voice dropping to a husky whisper meant only for her. “Look at your husband while I’m inside you.”

Her eyes, heavy-lidded with lust, dragged themselves from Hugo’s intense stare to find Spencer’s. The raw, unvarnished hunger on his face was almost too much to bear. He was captivated, completely lost in the sight of another man possessing her.

Hugo slowly withdrew his fingers, the loss making her feel empty. He brought them to his mouth, his eyes never leaving hers as he sucked her taste from his skin. A groan rumbled from deep in Spencer’s chest.

Then Hugo’s hands were on his belt, the clink of the buckle loud in the quiet room. He unzipped his jeans, and her breath hitched. He was thick, hard, and beautifully heavy, jutting out from his body with an urgent promise. He fisted his length, giving himself a slow, deliberate stroke as he stepped closer, the head of his cock brushing against her inner thigh.

He leaned in, his lips close to her ear, his warm breath sending another cascade of shivers down her spine. “I need to be inside you, Victoria. I need to fuck this perfect, wet pussy.” His voice was a desperate, gritty plea barely contained by a thread of control. He pulled back just enough to meet her gaze, his own dark with need. “Will you let me?”

The question, the explicit request for her consent amidst such primal want, was the most potent aphrodisiac of all. It wasn’t just about Spencer’s fantasy anymore. This was her desire, too. Her choice. Her eyes flicked to Spencer, seeking one final, unspoken confirmation. He gave it with a single, fervent nod, his expression one of awed encouragement.

She turned her head back to Hugo, her voice coming out as a husky, confident whisper she barely recognized as her own. “Yes.”

A predatory grin spread across his face. He spat into his palm, slicking his considerable length, the crude act impossibly erotic in the half-built room. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her, a delicious, stretching pressure.

“Watch,” he growled, not to her, but to Spencer.

And then he pushed.

It wasn’t a gentle entry. It was a single, powerful, claiming thrust that buried him to the hilt inside her in one smooth, stunning motion. Victoria cried out, a sharp, guttural sound torn from her lungs as she was filled, stretched, occupied by him. Her nails dug into the rough wood of the workbench as a visceral, full-body shockwave rolled through her.

“Oh my God,” Spencer breathed from the doorway, his voice thick with awe.

Hugo didn’t pause. He withdrew almost completely, leaving her aching and empty for a single, torturous second before slamming back into her with the same brutal, perfect force. A rhythm was established instantly—not tender or loving, but raw, primitive, and devastatingly effective. Each deep, piston-like drive stole the air from her lungs, replacing it with a ragged gasp or a fragmented moan.

His hands gripped her hips hard, his fingers surely leaving marks on her skin as he pulled her onto him with every thrust. The workbench scraped against the concrete floor with their movement, a rhythmic screech that underscored their pounding rhythm. She could feel the sheer power of him, the corded muscles in his arms and abdomen driving into her, each impact jolting through her entire body.

Her eyes were still locked on Spencer’s. She saw the flicker of possessiveness, of primal jealousy, but it was utterly consumed by a blazing, all-consuming arousal. He was watching another man fuck his wife, and it was the most thrilling thing he had ever seen. That knowledge, that validation, pushed her higher.

Hugo’s pace intensified, becoming almost frantic. He leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back, one hand snaking around her waist to find her clit again. The dual sensation was overwhelming—the deep, internal friction of his cock and the frantic, circling pressure on her most sensitive nerve.

“You feel that, beautiful?” he grunted into her ear, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. “You feel how deep I am? Your husband’s watching me claim you. He’s watching you take every inch.”

His words, filthy and perfect, shattered the last of her inhibitions. Her orgasm began to coil deep within her, a tight, hot spiral of pleasure building with each of his powerful strokes. Her moans became louder, less controlled, echoing off the bare drywall.

“That’s it,” Spencer urged from across the room, his own hand now working frantically over the bulge in his jeans. “Let go for him. Come for him, Victoria.”

Hugo’s fingers worked her clit faster, his thrusts becoming shorter, harder, more erratic. He was close, too. She could feel the tension coiling in his body, the way his rhythm began to fracture.

“I’m gonna... I can’t...” she gasped, the world narrowing to the point where their bodies joined.

“Do it,” Hugo commanded, his voice a raw, guttural roar. “Come on my cock while he watches.”

Victoria’s breath hitched, her body trembling on the edge of surrender. She could feel the heat building in her core, a relentless wave that threatened to consume her. Hugo’s thrusts grew more urgent, each powerful stroke driving her closer to the brink. His fingers worked her clit with expert precision, sending jolts of electricity through her veins. She was helpless against the onslaught, her moans echoing off the bare walls of the unfinished room.

“Yes,” she gasped, her voice barely audible over the sound of their bodies slamming together. “Oh God, yes!”

Hugo leaned in closer, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispered, “Let him see you. Let him see how much you belong to me right now.” His words sent a shiver down her spine, igniting a fresh wave of desire. She turned her head to look at Spencer, her eyes locking with his. The intensity in his gaze was overwhelming, a mix of lust and awe that made her feel both exposed and empowered.

“I’m so close,” she panted, her nails scraping against the rough wood of the workbench. Every muscle in her body tensed as the pressure reached its peak. “I can’t hold it back anymore.”

“Then don’t,” Hugo growled, his voice thick with need. “Let go, Victoria. Come for me.”

With a final, desperate cry, Victoria shattered. Her orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, sending ripples of ecstasy through every inch of her body. She convulsed around Hugo, her inner walls clamping down on him in rhythmic pulses. The sensation was so intense, so all-consuming, that she was momentarily lost in the throes of pleasure.

Hugo didn’t stop. He continued to pound into her, driven by his own primal need. His grip on her hips tightened, keeping her steady as he chased his own release. “That’s it,” he grunted, his voice strained. “Take it all. Take every fucking inch.”

Victoria’s cries mingled with Hugo’s deep groans, creating a symphony of raw, unfiltered passion. The sight of her climaxing, the sound of her pleasure, was too much for Spencer. He groaned loudly, his hand moving furiously over the bulge in his jeans. He was captivated, completely lost in the moment, unable to tear his eyes away from the scene before him.

Hugo’s rhythm became frantic, a wild, piston-like drive that left Victoria breathless. His deep groans escalated into a raw, guttural roar that echoed off the unfinished drywall. “Fuck, Victoria... I’m gonna... gonna come!”

His body locked. A final, bone-deep thrust buried him to the hilt inside her. She felt him swell, then erupt, a hot, pulsing flood that filled her in relentless waves. A low, satisfied moan escaped her lips as the warmth spread through her core, a tangible proof of his climax. So full... so warm...

He stayed there for a long moment, shuddering, his weight heavy and warm on her back before he finally, slowly, pulled out. The sudden emptiness was a shock, a cool sensation where there had been such intense heat. Hugo stepped back, breathing heavily, tucking himself back into his jeans with a soft zip that sounded obscenely loud in the quiet room.

“Your turn, man,” Hugo said, his voice rough but calm, as if passing a baton. He moved past Spencer without another word, positioning himself just outside the doorway, a silent, muscular sentinel ensuring their privacy. Making sure no workmen come near.

Spencer was on her before she could even process the shift. The look in his eyes wasn't just arousal; it was a primal, fierce possession. He unfastened his jeans, freeing his own hard, aching length. He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to. His hands gripped her hips, his touch familiar yet completely new, charged with the electricity of what they had just shared.

He didn't guide himself in gently. He thrust into her in one smooth, powerful motion, filling the space Hugo had just vacated. Victoria gasped, a sharp, surprised sound that was swallowed by the room.

The sensation was overwhelming. Her body was already hypersensitive, humming from her own climax and slick with the evidence of Hugo’s. Spencer’s entrance was a reclamation, a reassertion of their bond that was both tender and brutally possessive. He feels different... familiar... but so much more.

“Mine,” Spencer growled into her ear, his voice a low vibration against her skin that she felt deep in her soul. “You’re always mine.”

He began to move, and it was nothing like Hugo’s confident, practiced rhythm. This was raw, unfiltered need. Each thrust was a statement. Each grind of his hips was a re-memorization of her body. He was claiming her, not just from Hugo, but from the fantasy itself, bringing her back to the bedrock of them.

Victoria’s mind, which had been a hazy fog of pleasure, suddenly sharpened. She was hyper-aware of everything. The rough texture of Spencer’s jeans against the back of her thighs. The scent of sawdust, sex, and her husband’s familiar cologne. The incredible, stretching fullness of him moving inside her. And the thrilling, terrifying knowledge that just feet away, Hugo watched the doorway, listening to every slap of skin, every one of her stifled moans.

He’s watching him fuck me. He’s hearing it. The thought sent a fresh jolt of illicit excitement straight to her core, and she clenched around Spencer involuntarily.

He groaned, a deep, appreciative sound. “That’s it. Feel what you do to me. Feel how much I want you.” His pace quickened, becoming more urgent, more demanding. He leaned over her, covering her body with his, one arm wrapping around her waist to hold her flush against him while his other hand slid around to her front.

His fingers found her clit, slick and swollen, and began to circle it with a practiced precision that Hugo could never replicate. Because he knew. He knew exactly how much pressure to apply, the precise rhythm that made her see stars. It was an intimate knowledge, born of years of love and exploration, and it pushed her higher, faster than she thought possible.

“Oh, God, Spence...” she whimpered, pushing back against him, meeting his frantic thrusts.

“I watched you,” he breathed, his words hot and hurried against her neck. “I watched you come for him. It was the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen. But this... this is us. This is real.”

His words unlocked something deep within her. The last shreds of hesitation vanished, burned away by the sheer intensity of his passion. This wasn't just fucking. This was a conversation. This was him telling her, without words, that their love was not just strong enough to handle this fantasy, it was fueled by it.

Her second climax began to coil tight in her belly, a supernova ignited by his touch, his words, his possession. Her breathing hitched, coming in ragged gasps. “I’m... I’m close... oh, please...”

“Come for me, Vicky,” he commanded, his voice thick with his own impending release. “Come on my cock. Let me feel you.”

The permission, the raw need in his voice, was her undoing. Her body seized, and she cried out as the orgasm ripped through her, a deeper, more whole-body experience than the first. It was a release of not just pleasure, but of fear, of doubt, of everything. She trembled violently, her inner muscles milking him, pulling him deeper into her throbbing core.

Feeling her climax was the final trigger for Spencer. With a ragged shout that was half groan, half sob of pure ecstasy, he plunged into her one last time and held himself there. She felt the hot rush of his own release, a flood that mixed with Hugo’s inside her, a carnal claim that left her utterly and completely filled.

They collapsed together onto the cool surface of the workbench, a tangled, sweating, breathless heap. Spencer’s weight was a comforting anchor, pinning her to the earth, to reality. His heart hammered against her back, a wild rhythm that slowly began to steady.

He nuzzled into her neck, pressing a soft, lingering kiss there. “I love you,” he whispered, the words muffled by her skin but vibrating with absolute sincerity.

From the doorway, Hugo cleared his throat softly. “We’re all clear. The crew’s breaking for lunch on the other side of the site.” He didn’t look at them, giving them a moment of privacy, but his presence was a potent reminder of what had just transpired.

Spencer slowly, reluctantly, pulled out of her and helped her to her feet, his hands gentle as he guided her jeans back up over her hips. He turned her to face him, his eyes searching hers, full of love and a newfound, fierce pride.

“Are you okay?” Spencer asked, his thumb gently stroking her cheek. His voice was soft, almost tentative, as if he were bracing himself for her response. The intensity of what had just happened still lingered in the air between them—Hugo’s raw dominance, Spencer’s fierce reclamation, and the overwhelming pleasure that had left her trembling. Victoria looked into his eyes, searching for any hint of regret, but all she found was a deep, unshakable love mingled with a quiet pride.

He continued to hold her gaze, his touch grounding her. “I know that was... a lot,” he said, his voice low and steady. “But I need you to know that this wasn’t just about the fantasy or the thrill of it. This was about us. About how much I love you, and how far I’m willing to go to make sure you feel everything you deserve.” His words hung in the air, heavy with meaning. It wasn’t just reassurance—it was a confession, a declaration of how deeply he trusted her, how much he cherished their bond even in the face of something so unconventional.

Victoria felt her heart swell, a warmth spreading through her chest that had nothing to do with the lingering heat of their bodies. She reached up, placing her hand over his on her cheek, her fingers intertwining with his. “I’m okay,” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly but filled with sincerity. “More than okay. That was...” She paused, struggling to find the right words. “It was intense. Overwhelming. But also... incredible. I didn’t expect to feel so connected to you through all of it.”

Spencer’s eyes softened, a relieved smile tugging at the corners of his lips. “Good,” he murmured, pulling her closer until their foreheads touched. “Because as much as it was about sharing you, it was also about reminding you—and myself—that no matter what we explore, no matter what fantasies we bring to life, you’re always mine. And I’m always yours.” His breath mingled with hers, warm and familiar, a silent promise that anchored her in the moment.

Victoria felt a tear slip down her cheek, not from sadness but from the sheer weight of emotion. She had expected to feel conflicted, maybe even guilty, but instead, she felt seen, understood, in a way she hadn’t before. She nodded against him, her voice barely audible. “I love you, Spence. More than anything.”

From the doorway, Hugo shifted slightly, his presence a quiet reminder of what they had shared together. But in that moment, it didn’t feel like an intrusion—it felt like a testament to the strength of their relationship, to the trust and love that had carried them through something so daring. Spencer pressed a tender kiss to her forehead, his arms tightening around her in a protective embrace. “Let’s go home,” he whispered. “We’ve got plenty to talk about, but for now... I just want to hold you.”
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