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From the Authors

On fantasy vs. reality

Hello friends! Thank you so much for downloading this book. We had so much fun writing it. 

In our blogs and newsletters we make clear that the Kumquat Publishing writers are actual kinky perverts. However, we want it to be known that the stories which follow aren't instruction manuals on how to have a BDSM relationship or experience. 

In our stories people deceive each other, they drink alcohol before engaging in kink activities, they don't always make their expectations clear, they don't have safe sex, and sometimes don't consent to every activity that occurs. We write the stories this way because we think it makes them more interesting. These stories are for fun. In healthy relationships communication, consent, and trust are paramount. 

We would love for you to get inspired by the stories and have wonderful and safe adventures of your own, but please make sure you are conducting yourselves honestly, transparently, and with the full consent of everyone involved. Please look up concepts like Risk Aware Consensual Kink (RACK) or Safe, Sane, and Consensual (SSC) or consider attending live classes before engaging in risky behaviors.


Permission to Play  


By Raven Merlot

Rachel Harding swept into the Whitfield & Barnes conference room at exactly eight fifty-five a.m., her Christian Louboutins clicking authoritatively against the hardwood floor. The summer associates scrambled to attention, coffee sloshing in their cups. She didn’t bother hiding her smile. Five years as managing partner had taught her that fear, properly harnessed, was the most effective motivator in Manhattan law.

“Good morning,” she said, sliding her Hermès portfolio onto the gleaming table. “I trust everyone completed the Halverson brief?”

Nods all around, except from the far end of the table, where Lucas Reid leaned back in his chair, one eyebrow slightly raised, watching her with the hint of a smile. Unlike the others, he hadn’t straightened when she’d entered.

“Mr. Reid?” Rachel said, her voice cool and precise. “Something to share with the group?”

Lucas held her gaze. “I took the liberty of drafting an alternative approach to the Halverson case.” He slid a document across the table. “I think you’ll find it … illuminating.”

The other interns exchanged nervous glances. No one contradicted Rachel Harding’s strategy—ever.

Rachel maintained her composure as she scanned his proposal. Damn him, but it was good. Innovative, even. The kind of lateral thinking that had made her reputation at thirty-two.

“Interesting perspective, Mr. Reid,” she finally said, meeting his eyes. “See me in my office at two.” She turned to the others. “The rest of you, revise section three of the Halverson brief—by noon.”

As the meeting dispersed, Rachel felt Lucas’s eyes on her back. She didn’t turn around. She didn’t need to. The electricity in the room was undeniable, and for the first time in years, Rachel felt something unexpected: challenge.

***

Daniel Harding adjusted his tie in the elevator mirror of Rachel’s office building. After seven years of marriage, surprising his wife still gave him butterflies.

He clutched the small gift bag containing the vintage Mont Blanc pen he’d found—a congratulatory gift for winning the Gardner case. Rachel had mentioned it only in passing, but Daniel recorded these small details meticulously, always eager to please.

The elevator doors slid open on the forty-third floor.

Margot, Rachel’s assistant, brightened when she saw him. “Daniel! She’s going to be thrilled. She’s just wrapping up with one of the summer associates.”

Daniel smiled. “I’ll wait.”

Rachel’s glass-walled office came into view as he rounded the corner. She was standing behind her desk, arms crossed, facing a tall young man in a perfectly tailored suit. Even from this distance, Daniel could read his wife’s body language—the slight tilt of her head, the way she shifted her weight. Signs most people would miss.

Rachel was intrigued.

The young man said something, and Rachel’s professional mask slipped for just a moment. She laughed—not her polite client laugh, but her real one—then quickly composed herself.

Daniel paused, watching as the associate leaned in slightly, his back to the door, saying something that made Rachel’s eyebrows rise. Her lips parted to respond, but she hesitated.

Rachel never hesitated.

Daniel felt a strange tightness in his chest.

Rachel’s eyes flicked up, noticing him. “Daniel,” she called, her voice instantly warming. “Come in. Lucas was just leaving.”

The young man turned, sizing Daniel up in one practiced glance. He was handsome in that effortless way that spoke of old money and tennis lessons. He couldn’t be more than twenty-five.

“Lucas Reid,” the kid said, extending his hand. “Summer associate. Mrs. Harding has been … challenging me.”

“Mr. Reid thinks he’s ready for the big leagues,” Rachel said with a pointed look. “I’m not convinced.”

Lucas smiled directly at Rachel, completely ignoring protocol. “Not yet. But I’m a fast learner.”

Daniel felt the subtle current passing between them—a frequency he wasn’t tuned to. Rachel normally shut down this kind of presumption immediately, yet she was watching Lucas with the evaluating gaze she usually reserved for opposing counsel.

“I’ll see you tomorrow, Mr. Reid,” she said, dismissing him. “And I expect that Westlake analysis on my desk by nine.”

“Eight-thirty,” Lucas promised, nodding to Daniel as he left.

After the door closed, Rachel came around her desk to kiss Daniel, accepting the gift with genuine delight. But as she examined the pen, Daniel noticed her glance briefly toward the door where Lucas had exited.

“New intern?” he asked casually.

“Summer associate,” she corrected. “Brilliant but insufferable. Reminds me of myself at that age.” She slipped the pen into her jacket pocket. “But enough about work. This was thoughtful of you. Dinner tonight?”

Daniel nodded, pushing away the unfamiliar sensation in his stomach. Rachel was his wife, his brilliant, beautiful wife who could have had anyone but had chosen him. If some young hotshot thought he could impress her with legal briefs, he was in for a disappointment.

But as they left for lunch, Daniel couldn’t help wondering why Rachel’s cheeks were still flushed.

***

A week later, Rachel drummed her fingers on her desk, staring at the email from Lucas. His analysis of the Westlake material was flawless—she’d expected nothing less. Every assignment she’d thrown at him, no matter how complex or tedious, he’d completed with exceptional skill. The other summer associates were struggling to keep up with half the workload.

But it was his postscript that had her jaw clenched.

P. S. I noticed you’ve been watching me. I’ve been watching you, too.

The audacity!

She read it again, feeling a flush of anger—and something else—rising to her cheeks.

In the past week, she’d found herself increasingly aware of Lucas’s presence—the way he leaned against the wall during meetings, arms crossed, watching her with that half-smile. How he’d appear in the doorway of her office right when she was reaching for her afternoon coffee.

Yesterday, she’d caught herself straightening her skirt before calling him in for a briefing. Ridiculous.

She jabbed at the intercom. “Margot, tell Mr. Reid to come to my office—now.”

This had gone far enough. Lucas had been pushing boundaries for weeks—standing too close during meetings, holding eye contact a beat too long, making comments just ambiguous enough to maintain plausible deniability. She needed to establish clear lines.

Three minutes later, a knock. Then Lucas entered without waiting for a response, closing the door behind him.

Rachel stood, ready to deliver a much-needed lesson in professional conduct.

“Mr. Reid—”

The soft click of the lock being turned stopped her mid-sentence.

“I think we both know why I’m here,” Lucas said, his voice low and certain.

Rachel felt heat rise in her neck. She’d prepared a sharp rebuke, had rehearsed it in her mind: professional boundaries, firm hierarchy, the inappropriateness of personal comments in work communications. But the words seemed to evaporate under his steady gaze.

“You’re here because I summoned you to discuss your completely inappropriate communication,” she managed, hating how defensive it sounded.

Lucas stepped forward, ignoring the warning in her tone. “No. I’m here because you’ve been watching me for weeks, just like I’ve been watching you.” Another step. “You’re here until nine most nights. Your husband calls at seven to check in, and you always take his call by the third ring.”

Rachel felt her pulse quicken. “This conversation is over. Unlock that door immediately.”

“You’re the most intimidating person in this firm,” Lucas continued, now standing directly across the desk from her. “Everyone here either fears you or wants to be you.” He traced her face with his eyes. “But I don’t think anyone really sees you.”

“And you do?” The words escaped before she could stop them.

“I see how bored you are. How restless.” Another step closer. “How hungry for someone who won’t back down.”

Rachel knew she should end this now. Call security. Fire him on the spot. Instead, she heard herself ask, “Is that what you think I want? Someone who doesn’t respect boundaries?”

“I think you want someone who isn’t afraid of you.” He was beside her desk now. “Someone who sees your power and isn’t intimidated but”—he leaned in—“inspired.”

The air between them seemed to crackle. For one suspended moment, Rachel felt herself drawn toward him, a magnetic pull she hadn’t experienced in years.

The door handle jiggled.

Lucas stepped back. Rachel blinked, reality crashing back just as the door opened.

Daniel stood there, holding a take-out bag. “Sorry, was it locked? I brought dinner since you said you’d be working late.”

Rachel felt her face burning. Had she forgotten to call him? She couldn’t remember.

Lucas was already moving toward the door, professional mask firmly back in place. “Mrs. Harding, I’ll revise those documents as discussed,” he said smoothly. “Good evening, Mr. Harding.”

Daniel nodded, but his eyes were on Rachel.

She knew her face was flushed, her breathing too rapid. For the first time in their marriage, she couldn’t meet his gaze.

“Everything okay?” Daniel asked after Lucas left.

“Fine,” Rachel said too quickly. “Just a difficult associate.”

As they unpacked the dinner, Rachel tried to focus on Daniel’s story about his day, but her mind kept replaying the moment before the interruption. The look in Lucas’s eyes. The way she had hesitated. And worse—the way Daniel had looked at her when he’d walked in, as if seeing something in her face he’d never seen before.

***

Daniel stared at the bedroom ceiling, sleep impossible. The scene in Rachel’s office played on repeat in his mind—the locked door, Rachel’s flushed face, the way that young associate had looked at him. There had been something proprietary in Lucas’s gaze, as if Daniel had interrupted something that belonged to him.

He’d always admired Rachel’s commanding presence, her confidence. It was what had drawn him to her in the first place—a woman who knew exactly what she wanted and wasn’t afraid to take it. Their dynamic had always worked for them. She led, he supported. She decided, he agreed. But tonight, something felt different. Seeing her thrown off balance by someone else had awakened something in him that he couldn’t quite name.

The dinner had been stilted, conversation limited to safe topics: his day at the financial firm, an upcoming charity gala, plans for the weekend. Rachel had been distracted, answering in short sentences, her eyes occasionally drifting as if replaying some scene in her mind.

“You never told me about the Gardner case,” he’d said at one point.

Rachel had looked up from her barely-touched salmon. “What? Oh, it was fine. Standard corporate intimidation tactics. Nothing interesting.”

Rachel Harding, who normally delighted in recounting every strategic move in her legal battles, had dismissed a major victory as “nothing interesting.” It was so unlike her that Daniel had nearly called her out on it.

But he hadn’t.

Because beneath his concern was a surprising undercurrent of … excitement?

Beside him now, Rachel shifted restlessly. They’d barely spoken as they’d prepared for bed, the silence heavy with unasked questions.

“You’re still awake,” she said softly.

“Thinking about work,” he lied.

Rachel turned toward him in the darkness. “No, you’re not.”

The directness was so typically Rachel. She never danced around difficult topics.

“That associate,” Daniel said finally. “Lucas. He seemed … familiar with you.”

A long pause. “He’s ambitious. Boundary-pushing.”

“Is that all?”

Rachel propped herself up on one elbow. In the dim light filtering through the curtains, her expression was unreadable. “What exactly are you asking me, Daniel?”

He swallowed. “I saw how he looked at you.”

“And how was that?”

Daniel’s throat felt tight. “Like he wanted you. Like he thought he could have you.”

Rachel was silent for so long that Daniel began to regret speaking. Then she slid her hand across his chest, unexpectedly warm.

“Does that bother you?” she asked, her voice taking on a quality he couldn’t quite identify. “The idea of him wanting me?”

Daniel’s breath caught. This wasn’t the defensive response he’d anticipated. “I … don’t know.”

“Because,” Rachel continued, tracing patterns on his skin, “he does want me. He made that quite clear today.”

Daniel’s heart hammered against his ribs. “What did he say?”

Rachel shifted closer. “He said he’s been watching me. That he sees things in me that others don’t.” She moved her hand lower. “That he isn’t afraid of me like everyone else is.”

Daniel was startled to find himself responding to her words, to the image they conjured. “What did you tell him?”

“I was about to put him in his place when you walked in.” Her hand found him, already hard. “Interesting reaction, Daniel. Is this turning you on?”

He couldn’t deny the evidence in her palm. “I don’t know why—”

“What if I told you,” she whispered, “that for a moment, just before you opened the door, I was curious?”

Daniel’s body betrayed him, reacting visibly to her words.

“What if,” Rachel continued, moving on top of him now, “I let him? What if I wanted to see what he could do?”

Daniel gasped, overtaken by a surge of conflicting emotions—jealousy, arousal, shame, and excitement—all tangled together into something overwhelming.

Rachel watched his face in the shadows, something new dawning in her expression. “Oh,” she said softly, almost wonderingly. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? You want to see him take what’s yours.”

Daniel tried to deny it, but the words wouldn’t come. His body had already answered for him.

Rachel leaned down, her lips brushing his ear. “What if I told you he’s bigger than you? Stronger? What if I told you he wouldn’t be gentle like you are?”

Daniel moaned, unable to contain the sound.

Rachel drew back, studying him with newfound understanding. “My sweet, devoted husband,” she whispered, “I never knew you had such dark desires.”

Their lovemaking that night was unlike anything they’d shared before. Rachel took control completely, whispering elaborate scenarios in his ear, descriptions of what Lucas might do, how she might respond, all while watching Daniel’s reactions with fascinated intensity. She seemed to derive as much pleasure from his responses as from the physical sensations.

When they finished, Rachel fell asleep almost immediately, a satisfied smile on her lips. But Daniel remained awake, his mind racing.

What had just happened? The jealousy he’d expected to feel—should feel—was present, but it was tangled up in something far more complex. The images Rachel had painted with her words still burned in his mind: Rachel submitting to Lucas, Rachel experiencing pleasures Daniel had never given her, Rachel looking at Daniel while with another man.

And most disturbing of all: he wanted to see it. Not just imagine it, not just hear Rachel describe it, but witness it with his own eyes. The desire was visceral, overwhelming. He couldn’t understand it. He loved Rachel. Adored her. Shouldn’t he want to protect what was his?

But that was just it—the idea that she wasn’t completely his, couldn’t be completely possessed, was what set his blood on fire.

Daniel carefully slid out of bed and went to the bathroom, splashing cold water on his face. The man in the mirror looked the same, but something fundamental had shifted inside him. The sex had been incredible, more intense than anything they’d shared in years. But it had been fueled by a fantasy he’d never known lived inside him.

The image of Rachel with Lucas—powerful

***

Three days later, Daniel’s phone chimed with a text from Rachel.

Invited Lucas for drinks at home tonight. 8pm. Be there.

His hands trembled as he read it. They hadn’t discussed that night again; Rachel had gone to work the next morning as if nothing had changed, leaving Daniel to wonder if it had been just bedroom talk, a momentary fantasy.

Apparently not.

He stood in his office, staring at the phone, a strange mix of terror and anticipation washing over him. This was no longer theoretical. Rachel had taken a concrete step, crossing a line they could never uncross.

He called her immediately. “Rachel, are you serious?”

“Completely.” Her voice was calm, measured. “But only if you want this, too. Say the word, and I’ll cancel.”

Did he want this? The question had consumed him for days. The jealousy was real, a physical ache in his chest, but so was the excitement, the dark thrill of watching his powerful wife with someone who matched her intensity.

“Daniel?” Rachel prompted. “We don’t have to—”

“No,” he interrupted. “I … I want to see.”

A pause. “See what, exactly?” Her tone had changed, commanding now. Making him articulate it.

Daniel closed his eyes. “I want to see him with you. I want to see you … respond to him.”

“And then what? What’s your role in this scenario?”

He swallowed. “I watch. Just watch.”

Rachel’s voice softened slightly. “Are you sure? Once we cross this line …”

“I’m sure,” he said before he could reconsider.

***

At eight fifteen, the doorbell rang. Daniel, already on his second scotch, felt his heart leap into his throat. Rachel gave him a reassuring look as she moved to answer the door. She was wearing a simple black dress that showed off her toned arms and fell just above the knee—elegant but understated. Not trying too hard.

Daniel had spent the afternoon in a state of near-panic, alternating between wanting to call the whole thing off and being unable to think of anything else. He’d come home early, showered twice, changed clothes three times, and then poured himself a drink to steady his nerves. Now, as the moment arrived, he felt strangely calm, as if watching himself from a distance.

Lucas stood in the doorway, a bottle of expensive bourbon in hand, looking irritatingly at ease. He wore dark jeans and a crisp button-down with the sleeves rolled up, casual confidence personified. His eyes found Rachel first, appreciation evident, then shifted to Daniel with a knowing smile.

“Thanks for the invitation,” he said, stepping inside. “Though I admit, I was surprised.”

“Were you?” Rachel accepted the bottle, examining the label with approval. “I thought you were rather expecting it.”

Lucas laughed, the sound confident and warm. “Hoping, maybe.”

They moved to the living room, the initial conversation flowing with surprising ease. Lucas was smart, well-read, and opinionated in a way that engaged rather than alienated. Daniel found himself simultaneously disliking and admiring him, while acutely aware of how Rachel leaned forward when Lucas spoke, how she laughed more freely than she did at the firm’s social functions.

After the first drink, Lucas casually shifted to sit beside Rachel on the sofa, close enough that their knees occasionally touched. Daniel, in the armchair across from them, felt increasingly like an observer rather than a participant.

When Lucas reached for the bourbon to refill Rachel’s glass, he brushed his fingers along hers deliberately.

“So,” he said, holding her gaze, “are we going to discuss why I’m really here?”

Rachel didn’t pull away. “I think we all know why you’re here.”

Lucas’s eyes flicked to Daniel. “Does he? Does he understand what’s about to happen?”

Daniel’s mouth went dry. The hypothetical was rapidly becoming reality, the fantasy solidifying into something he couldn’t take back.

Rachel turned toward her husband, her expression softening momentarily. “Daniel?”

He nodded, not trusting his voice.

Lucas set down his glass. “Ground rules?”

“One,” Rachel said firmly. “Daniel stays. He watches. That’s what he wants.” Her gaze held Daniel’s across the room, giving him one last chance to object.

He remained silent.

“Interesting,” Lucas murmured, moving his hand to Rachel’s knee. “I wouldn’t have guessed that about you, Daniel.” He traced small circles on Rachel’s skin. “Always the quiet ones …”

Rachel’s breath hitched slightly as Lucas slid his hand higher.

“Second rule,” she said, her voice still steady. “I’m in charge—always.”

Lucas grinned, leaning closer. “Are you sure about that?” With his other hand, he cupped her face. “Because I think what you really want, what you’ve been waiting for, is someone who doesn’t let you call all the shots.”

Before Rachel could respond, Lucas kissed her.

Daniel watched, transfixed, as his wife stiffened momentarily before melting into it, her hand coming up to grip Lucas’s shoulder. When they broke apart, Rachel’s lipstick was smudged, her eyes slightly unfocused.

Lucas glanced at Daniel, a challenge in his gaze. “She’s never like this with you, is she?” he asked, his hand now fully underneath Rachel’s dress. “She’s always in control. Always telling you what to do, how to touch her.”

Daniel couldn’t answer, mesmerized by the flush spreading across Rachel’s chest, the way her head tilted back as Lucas’s mouth found her neck.

“Tell him, Rachel,” Lucas commanded softly. “Tell your husband how different this feels.”

Rachel’s eyes fluttered open, finding Daniel’s. “It’s … not the same,” she admitted, her voice husky. “He challenges me. Pushes back.”

Something twisted in Daniel’s chest—pain and arousal inextricably linked. He shifted in his seat, achingly hard now.

Lucas noticed. “Look at him, Rachel. Look how much he’s enjoying his own humiliation.” He moved his hand again, drawing a gasp from Rachel. “Should we give him a better view?”

Rachel nodded, allowing Lucas to guide her to her feet. With deliberate slowness, he turned her to face Daniel, standing behind her as he slid the zipper of her dress down. Rachel’s eyes never left Daniel’s as the fabric pooled at her feet.

Daniel couldn’t look away, captivated by the unfamiliar sight of his wife being undressed by another man. The way Lucas handled her—confident, almost commanding—was so different from Daniel’s own reverent approach. Lucas’s hands weren’t hesitant or gentle; they moved with purpose, with ownership.

Daniel’s throat constricted. This was actually happening. In their living room. The fantasy that had consumed his thoughts for days was materializing before him, more intense and real than he could have imagined.

And Rachel was responding to it. Her breathing had quickened, her skin flushed with arousal. When Lucas unclasped her bra, she arched into his touch without hesitation, her eyes still locked with Daniel’s, sharing this moment with him even as she gave herself to another man.

“Look at your husband, Rachel,” Lucas instructed as he cupped her breasts. “See how hard he is just from watching? He’s touching himself and doesn’t even realize it.”

Daniel glanced down, mortified to find his hand had indeed moved to his lap, pressing against his erection through his pants. He hadn’t even been aware of the movement, his body acting on its own accord.

He started to pull his hand away, but Lucas’s voice stopped him.

“Don’t,” he commanded, speaking to Daniel directly for the first time. “I want you to see exactly what you can’t give her.”

The humiliation of it burned through Daniel, somehow intensifying his arousal. His face flushed hot with shame, but he couldn’t deny the evidence of his excitement.

“Lucas,” Rachel warned, but her protest died as his mouth found the sensitive spot below her ear, the one Daniel had discovered in their first year of marriage. The small sound she made—half-sigh, half-moan—was achingly familiar yet disturbingly different in this context.

“Watch,” Lucas told Daniel, his eyes gleaming with triumph as he guided Rachel toward a desk. “Watch what she becomes with a real man.”

Rachel gave a small nod to Daniel, signaling him to step back. Then Lucas took charge, his confidence palpable. He was finally in control, and Rachel was ready to let go.

She reached up and touched Lucas’s chest, teasing his button-down shirt open. She worked slowly, as if testing him.

Daniel watched, breath shallow, hands clenching at his sides—jealousy mixed with desire.

Lucas pressed Rachel against the desk, holding her by the waist with one hand. Rachel moved with him, her lips parting as she surrendered control to him—her dominance flipped as Lucas asserted himself.

Daniel stood helpless, his cock hard in his pants, feeling more aroused by the way Rachel gave herself to Lucas than by anything he’d ever felt before.

Standing before Lucas in just her panties, Rachel’s eyes flicked to Daniel, a challenge in her gaze. Then Lucas hooked his fingers into the waistband of her underwear, tugging them down. Rachel stepped out of them, completely bare now.

Lucas’s eyes roamed over her body appreciatively. “Fuck, you’re gorgeous,” he murmured, gripping her hips possessively. He spun her around, bending her over the desk. Rachel braced herself on her elbows, her legs trembling slightly.

Lucas unbuckled his belt, the sound loud in the quiet room.

Daniel’s heart raced as he watched, torn between jealousy and arousal.

Lucas’s pants dropped to the floor, his erection springing free. He was larger than Daniel, thicker and longer.

Rachel straightened up abruptly, turning to face Lucas. Despite her nudity, she exuded an air of authority. “Wait,” she commanded, holding up a hand.

Lucas paused, his pants still around his ankles, a look of surprise on his face.

Rachel walked around the desk, her hips swaying confidently. She stopped in front of him, tilting her chin up to meet his gaze. “Let’s get one thing straight,” she said, her voice firm. “I’m the boss in my marriage, and in the office.” She glanced at Daniel, who nodded quickly, his face flushed. “Understood?”

Lucas hesitated then nodded slowly. “Yes, ma’am.” He smiled, and then paused, his enjoyment allowing a whisp of confusion in. She meant it. She was in control.

She sank to her knees in front of Lucas, looking up at him through her lashes. “Daniel, come closer,” she ordered, her voice husky. “I want you to see exactly what you’ve been missing.”

Daniel hesitated, but the command in Rachel’s voice was unmistakable. He moved to stand beside her, his heart pounding in his chest.

Rachel wrapped her hand around Lucas’s thick shaft, stroking him slowly. “Look at how hard he is for me,” she murmured, leaning in to lick a slow circle around the head of his cock. “He wants me so badly, don’t you, Lucas?”

Lucas groaned, tangling his fingers in Rachel’s hair. “Fuck yes,” he breathed.

Rachel parted her lips, taking Lucas’s cock into her mouth. She set a slow, deliberate pace, her head bobbing up and down as she sucked him. Her hand pumped the base of his shaft, twisting gently. Lucas’s breath hitched, his hips jerking forward involuntarily. Rachel pulled back, her lips curling into a smile around his length.

“Easy,” she murmured, her voice muffled. “I’m in control here.” She sucked him back into her mouth, swirling her tongue around him as she took him deeper.

Daniel watched, transfixed, as his wife expertly pleasured another man.

With her free hand, Rachel snaked it between her legs, touching herself as she blew Lucas.

The sight of her fingers moving in her own arousal pushed Daniel over the edge. He unzipped his pants, his own hard cock springing free as he began to stroke himself in time with Rachel’s movements.

Rachel released Lucas’s cock with a wet pop while continuing to pump his shaft with her hand. She leaned in, pressing kisses along his inner thighs before nuzzling against his balls. She took one into her mouth, sucking gently, her tongue swirling around the sensitive skin. Lucas groaned, his hand tightening in her hair.

“Fuck, Rachel,” he gasped, his voice strained.

Rachel hummed in response, switching to his other ball and giving it the same treatment. Meanwhile, her fingers never stopped moving between her own legs, her arousal coating her hand.

Daniel was mesmerized as his wife worshipped another man’s balls while pleasuring herself. The sight was so erotic, so taboo, that he felt his own orgasm building. He bit his lip, trying to hold back, wanting to prolong this moment of humiliation and arousal.

Rachel pulled back, a mischievous glint in her eye. Then she stood, climbing onto the desk and spreading her legs wide. Her smile was devilish, unable to contain her enjoyment of the situation. “Lucas,” she said, her voice dripping with command, “come here and eat your boss’s pussy. Show Daniel how you worship me.”

Lucas hesitated for a moment, his face flushed with excitement and a hint of nerves. But the sight of Rachel’s glistening arousal and the stern look in her eye compelled him to obey.

He stepped forward, kneeling between her legs. He leaned in, flicking his tongue out to taste her. Rachel moaned, her head falling back in pleasure.

“That’s it,” she encouraged, threading her fingers through Lucas’s hair. “Make me feel good in front of my husband. Show him what a good little intern you are.”

Daniel’s own hand now stroked his hard cock as he enjoyed the show.

Lucas continued to pleasure Rachel, his tongue circling her clit before delving deeper. He explored her folds, tasting her arousal, learning what she liked.

Rachel’s moans grew louder, her hips bucking against his face. She gripped his hair tightly, holding him in place as she rode his tongue.

“Fuck, Lucas,” she gasped, “you’re so good at that.”

Daniel stroked his cock faster. The sight of Rachel losing herself in another man’s touch was intoxicating. He felt a pang of jealousy, but it was overshadowed by his arousal. He wanted to see more, to see Rachel completely undone.

He glanced at Lucas, noticing the smug look on his face as he pleasured Rachel. It only added to Daniel’s humiliation and excitement.

Rachel’s body tensed, her orgasm building. She looked down at Daniel, her eyes hazy with pleasure. “Daniel,” she panted, “do that thing you used to do. With my feet.”

Daniel hesitated then crawled over to Rachel’s feet. He gently lifted one, pressing a kiss to the sole. He traced his tongue along her arch, remembering how she used to moan when he did this. Then he switched to her other foot, giving it the same attention.

Rachel shuddered, the dual stimulation pushing her closer to the edge. “Oh God!” she cried out, grinding her hips against Lucas’s face. “Don’t stop, either of you.”

Lucas redoubled his efforts, rapidly flicking his tongue over Rachel’s clit. Daniel also continued his gentle kisses and licks on her feet.

The contrast of the two sensations drove Rachel wild. Her body arched, her back lifting off the desk as her orgasm crashed over her.

As Rachel’s orgasm subsided, Lucas stood, positioning himself between her legs. He gripped her hips, pulling her to the edge of the desk. Then, without hesitation, he thrust into her, burying himself to the hilt. Rachel cried out, wrapping her legs around his waist, as Lucas set a fast pace, his hips slapping against the desk with each thrust.

Daniel’s own arousal was painful as he continued to kiss and lick Rachel’s feet. He could see every inch of Lucas’s cock disappearing into Rachel’s pussy, could hear the wet sounds of their bodies joining.

Rachel’s moans filled the room, louder and more intense than Daniel had ever heard. It was clear that Lucas was giving her pleasure Daniel never had, and the realization both demeaned and thrilled him.

Rachel gripped the edge of the desk. “Daniel,” she gasped between Lucas’s thrusts, “get on the desk. Hold my legs back.”

Daniel was torn between jealousy and obedience, but the command in Rachel’s voice was unmistakable. He climbed onto the desk, positioning himself behind Rachel. He gently lifted her legs, bending them at the knees and pulling them back, opening her wider for Lucas.

Rachel moaned loudly, the new angle allowing Lucas to penetrate her even deeper. “Fuck, yes!” she cried out, her head thrashing. “Just like that, Lucas. Use me.”

Lucas grinned, increasing his pace. He gripped Rachel’s hips tighter, his fingers digging into her skin as he pounded into her.

Daniel continued to hold Rachel’s legs back, feeling utterly helpless and humiliated. But watching Lucas’s cock thrust inside his wife had him almost coming all over the desk.

Lucas’s thrusts became more erratic, his breathing heavy. “Rachel,” he grunted, “I’m going to come.”

Rachel’s eyes flashed with excitement. “Do it,” she demanded. “Fill me up. I want to feel you come inside me.”

Daniel felt a surge of jealousy and twisted arousal as he watched his wife beg another man to come inside her.

Lucas let out a loud groan, his hips jerking as he spilled himself into Rachel. She cried out, her own orgasm crashing over her, her body shuddering with pleasure. And Daniel still held her legs open and back, feeling the heat of their joining, the wetness of Lucas’s release. It was a moment of ultimate humiliation and arousal, one that would be forever etched in his mind.

Daniel’s arousal overrode any hesitation. He climbed off the desk, rounded the small table, and then positioned himself at Rachel’s entrance, her and Lucas’s wetness coating his shaft. With a grunt, he thrust into her, feeling Lucas’s release act as lubricant.

Rachel gasped, her pussy still sensitive from her previous orgasms. But Daniel’s desperate thrusts quickly pushed her over the edge again. She cried out, her nails digging into his ass as she came, her inner muscles clamping down around him.

The feeling of Rachel’s orgasm, combined with the taboo nature of the situation, was too much for Daniel. He thrust wildly, quickly chasing his own release. Within moments, he was coming, his hips jerking as he spilled himself into Rachel’s already filled pussy. They collapsed together, Daniel’s face buried in Rachel’s neck, both of them panting heavily.

Now it was Lucas turn to watch, a smug smile on his face, knowing that he had just ruined Daniel for any other woman.

Rachel gently urged Daniel off her, sitting up on the desk. She looked at him, her expression a mix of satisfaction and dismissal. “Come on, Daniel,” she said, standing up, “I need a shower.”

Daniel nodded, still dazed from their encounter.

Lucas watched them as he got dressed. “Until next time,” he said, waving farewell. However, before he saw himself out of their house, he said, “I’ll call you,” the words clearly meant for Rachel alone, though his eyes had flicked to Daniel with something between triumph and appreciation.

Rachel closed her eyes. She could still feel Lucas’s and Daniel’s cum inside her, a delicious reminder of what had just happened. She smiled to herself, already looking forward to their next encounter.

***

Morning light filtered through the blinds, casting striped shadows across the rumpled bed sheets. Daniel had been awake for nearly an hour, watching Rachel sleep. She looked different somehow—more relaxed than he’d seen her in years, a slight smile playing at the corners of her mouth, even in sleep.

The night before replayed in his mind in vivid fragments: Rachel’s face transformed with pleasure; Lucas’s confident commands; moments when Rachel had looked directly at Daniel, making him part of what was happening even as he only watched; the strange mixture of jealousy, arousal, and something like awe that had overwhelmed him.

L

After Lucas had gone, Rachel and Daniel had returned to their bedroom in silence. She’d showered quickly then slid into bed beside him. No discussion, no processing of what had happened. She’d simply taken his hand, squeezed it once, and fallen asleep almost immediately.

Now, in the harsh clarity of morning, Daniel was trying to process what had happened. The images wouldn’t stop replaying—Rachel’s face as Lucas touched her, the sounds she’d made, so different from when she was with him. The way Lucas had looked directly at Daniel at certain moments, making sure he saw everything.

The humiliation had been excruciating. And exhilarating.

He felt different this morning. Changed in some fundamental way he couldn’t quite articulate. There should be regret, he thought. Shame. Jealousy, certainly. And those feelings were there, but they were overshadowed by something else—a strange sense of liberation, as if some constraint he hadn’t even recognized had been removed.

Beside him, Rachel’s phone lit up on the nightstand, vibrating softly. Without thinking, Daniel reached for it.

It was from Lucas.

Let me know when you want Round 2.

Daniel stared at the screen, a complex wave of emotions washing over him. This was real. This had happened. And Lucas clearly expected it to continue.

He could delete it. Rachel might never know. They could pretend last night was a one-time experiment, something to get out of their systems. They could go back to normal—whatever “normal” meant after what they’d shared.

Daniel looked at his sleeping wife, remembering how different she’d been last night. Not just physically, but emotionally. There had been a wildness to her, a freedom he’d never witnessed in their seven years together.

Could he really take that away from her? From them?

Daniel exhaled slowly then reached over and gently shook Rachel’s shoulder.

Her eyes fluttered open, focusing on him with immediate clarity. Rachel never woke up confused.

“Your phone,” he said, holding it out to her.

Rachel took it, reading the message without changing her expression. Then, slowly, she looked up at Daniel, studying him with the same penetrating gaze she used in the courtroom.

“And?” she asked simply.

The question hung between them, heavy with implications. Daniel felt his pulse quicken.

“It’s your decision,” he finally said.

Rachel set the phone down, her eyes never leaving his. Then, unexpectedly, she smiled—a slow, knowing, satisfied smile that transformed her face.

“No,” she said softly. “It’s ours.”

Daniel’s heart pounded in his chest. He couldn’t find the words to respond, but Rachel didn’t seem to need them.

She stretched languidly, utterly at ease in her nakedness and in the new reality they’d created.

“I have a meeting at ten,” she said, sitting up. “But I’m free tonight.” Her eyes held a question.

Daniel nodded, accepting whatever was to come.

Rachel leaned over and kissed him gently on the forehead before slipping out of bed and heading for the shower. Daniel remained still, listening to the water run, knowing that something fundamental had shifted between them.

Their marriage would never be the same. Whether that was destruction or evolution remained to be seen.

As he finally rose to start the coffee, Daniel glanced at Rachel’s phone, still lying on the nightstand. The message from Lucas glowed on the screen, unanswered but not dismissed.

Just waiting.
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