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Chapter 1

Sitting at my desk, I watch as workers bustle about their jobs. I watch my husband, Greg, torment Jake, the newest intern. Jake just graduated from college, and I convinced Greg to give Jake a shot. I couldn’t resist having some eye candy to watch during my boring days at the office. I giggled as I watched the young man apologize to my husband for whatever stupid thing he was criticizing him for and showing off his authority. My mind wandered to what was beneath Jake’s suit. I wondered what Greg would do if he knew what I was thinking about his intern and what I really wanted.

Why not do it? I thought to myself, biting my lip. Our marriage was falling apart, anyway. I was bored, and so was Greg - even if he didn’t admit it. Ever since business started really kicking off, Greg was too busy to spend anytime on our marriage and my needs. I’ll just show him what I need.

Greg walks over to me, his expression stern as he leans in closer. "Marla, we need to discuss those reports for the upcoming meeting," he says in a low voice, clearly trying to assert some dominance even here in the office. But I can see right through him. His control is slipping, and I'm not about to let him regain it that easily.

With a sly smile playing on my lips, I lean back in my chair, crossing my legs provocatively. "Why don't you let Jake handle those reports, Greg? He seems eager to impress you," I reply, my voice laced with challenge. Greg's jaw clenches, a flicker of frustration crossing his face before he masks it with a forced calm.

Before he responds, I stand up gracefully and walk over to where Jake works diligently at his desk. Leaning over his shoulder, I catch a whiff of his intoxicating cologne and feel the heat radiating off his body. I place a hand on Jake's shoulder, feeling the tension in his muscles as he freezes in surprise. His gaze meets mine, a mix of confusion and curiosity swirling in those dark eyes that hold secrets waiting to be uncovered.

"Marla, what are you..." Greg's voice trails off behind me, disbelief coloring his words as he struggles to comprehend the scene unfolding before him. Ignoring him, I lean in closer to Jake, my lips hovering near his ear as I whisper, "Why don't we take a break from work, Jake? Join me in Greg’s office."

The air crackles with tension as Jake shoots me a quick glance, uncertainty flickering in his eyes before a spark of something more primal ignites within him. Without a word, he rises from his seat, following me with silent determination as we make our way to the sanctuary of my office. Greg mutters something I ignore as he follows along.

This is it, I think to myself. My heart races.

The lock clicks behind us, and Jake leans against the door with that cocky, irresistible grin. I love when they don't know what's about to hit them.

"We will not get much work done, will we?" he teases.

I give him a look that tells him exactly what kind of work I have in mind, running my hand along the conference table's glossy surface. It's cold to the touch, the only cold thing in this room.

"Let's see about that," I say, pulling him closer with just the crook of my finger.

Greg hovers at the threshold, silent and stiff, like he just walked in on the end of the world. Or the beginning. His shock is delicious. I slowly remove my blazer, and I feel the temperature rise with Jake's eyes on me and Greg's secret desires lingering like uninvited guests.

"Nice office," Jake laughs, slipping his hand to my waist as I knew he would. This night will leave more than paperwork behind.

"Don't just stand there," I whisper, knowing exactly who I'm speaking to. My words wrap around the room like a dare, echoing off walls that have heard much, but never this.

Jake steps toward me, and I see Greg in the corner of my eye, his face a mix of surprise and that beautiful, repressed longing. I bet he never thought his precious office would see this kind of action.

“Marla, what the hell is going on here?” Greg finally asks, his face turning red.

Smirking, I turn to face Greg, my gaze steady and unapologetic. “Greg, what do you think you’re seeing?

Jake, sensing the tension, pulls me closer, his touch igniting a fire within me. "Looks like your lovely wife here knows how to make things interesting," he chimes in with that playful grin that both infuriates and entices Greg.

Greg's jaw tightens, his knuckles whitening as he struggles to maintain his composure. "Marla, this is not -"

"It's exactly what you need, Greg. A wake-up call," I interrupt him with a daring glint in my eyes. The thrill of challenging his authority rushes through me like electricity.

Jake leans over the table, his breath hot and inviting against my skin. "What do you have planned, Marla?" he says, his voice dripping with anticipation.

He thinks he’s the one playing games. It's almost too easy, I think as I trace a finger down his chest, savoring the way his desire flickers to life, feeding off the tension that fills the room.

Greg stands, frozen, the powerful executive suddenly out of his depth. I let the moment linger, feeling his eyes on us, on me, and the thrill of it sends a shiver through my body. He never knew what hit him either, but I intend to show him one slow, delicious revelation at a time.

With purpose, I move, measuring every gesture, and each word is a challenge that can’t be ignored.

"You want to see what happens next?" I ask, my voice low and teasing. “Work can be stressful. Let’s let off some steam.” I run my finger down the front of Jake’s chest. “If you don’t want to, you can leave - but this will never happen again. You’ll just work this boring job with no fun.”

I'm speaking to both of them, watching Greg’s reaction as he tries to hold on to his crumbling control.

Jake lets out a soft laugh, his confidence unshaken. "You really are something," he says, his hands moving to slide my blouse off my shoulders. The fabric whispers against my skin, and the air between us hums with something wild and unchecked. “Aren’t you and Greg married?”

Jake's playful question hangs in the air, cutting through the charged atmosphere like a knife. I meet his gaze, a knowing smile playing on my lips as I lean into his touch, relishing the way he makes me feel alive and desired in ways Greg never could.

"Marriage is just a label, Jake. A cage that stifles passion and desire," I reply, my voice husky with need. My fingers trace the outline of his jaw, feeling the rapid beat of his pulse beneath his skin. Greg remains frozen in place, his eyes dark with a mix of arousal and disbelief at the scene unfolding before him.

"Sometimes, you need to break free from conventional constraints to truly experience pleasure," I add, my words weaving a spell of temptation around us. With a swift movement, I push Jake back onto the polished surface of the conference table, my eyes locking with his in a silent promise of ecstasy and liberation.

Greg doesn't move, but I see the tension in his jaw, the way his breath catches when I look at him. He thought he could walk away from this, pretend it wasn't happening. But I'm going to make sure he stays, that he sees it all, right here where he least expects.

"You like the view?" I taunt, and it's Jake who answers, his grip firm and his intentions clear. Greg’s silence tells me everything I need to know.

The office feels different now, the sterile decor compromised by the heat between us. I wonder if Greg feels it too, the way the order is slipping, bending to the chaos I've brought into his world. His eyes follow my every move, and I know this isn't what he imagined when he thought about power.

I keep my gaze locked with his as Jake pushes me back, my hips meeting the edge of the table. The shock on Greg's face, the raw desire he tries to hide, is like fuel. I'm burning with it, knowing that he’s caught, helplessly entangled in a web of his own making.

I whisper to Jake, words meant for more than just him, "You ready for this?" I pull him closer, and the table isn’t cold anymore. It's hot, scandalously alive with the imprint of us.

Greg’s there, always there, watching as I take things to a place he's never dared to go. His professional facade cracks, just like I knew it would. Just like I planned. Our breaths fill the room, along with Greg’s silent battle between who he is and who he wants to be.

And then, as if nothing could be more natural, Jake and I tear down the walls that Greg so carefully built. His reaction is the sweetest part, that mix of humiliation and arousal that he can't quite reconcile. His world is changing, and I'm the one doing it.

The sound of clothes hitting the floor, the intensity of each look, each touch, fills the office like a forbidden promise. This isn't just a fling. It's a takeover. The kind I live for.

I see the moment Greg understands, the exact second when he realizes this isn't ending soon. That he's going to witness everything. The sight of him, lost in the defiant chaos, makes me want it even more.

"We should have done this sooner," Jake murmurs against my skin, his confidence still intact. But it’s Greg I watch, Greg who fascinates me. He hasn't moved, hasn't looked away, and his breath is coming in ragged bursts now.

This is more than he ever bargained for, more than he knows how to handle. But not me. I've known what I wanted all along.

Jake’s cock, hard and hot, presses against my wanting pussy.

I arch my back, inviting him in, and his hands grip my hips as his eyes lock with Greg's. The tension between the two of them is palpable, the magnetic field of their unspoken battle rippling through the room.

"You like this, don't you?" I taunt, my voice a seductive purr. "Watching me take what I want?"

Greg's jaw tightens, but he doesn't answer. Instead, I feel his gaze as Jake enters me, a slow surrender of control as I am claiming me completely. The intensity of the moment is intoxicating, the silent power struggle electrifying.

Jake's thrusts become more urgent, deeper, matching the rhythm of my heartbeat. Each movement brings me closer to the edge, and I cling to Greg’s stare with a hunger that leaves no doubt who's the ultimate victor here.

With each pass of Jake's hip against me, Greg's eyes become darker, more intense. He's watching me, his world, crumble in the most elegant way possible. His professional facade is fading, his fears coming to light. And I revel in it all, my body tensing as I approach my release.

Closing my eyes for a moment, enjoying the sensation of Jake pressing deep inside me, I feel his hands gripping my hips, pulling me closer to him. The room is alive with sound: the slap of skin on skin, our ragged breaths mingling in the air.

Greg watches us like a predator studying its prey, his eyes never leaving us - not even to break away for a single second.

Giggling, I turn to face him as Jake continues to pound into my pussy.

“He’s so fucking big. So fucking good,” I gasp. “Not like your little winky, babe.”

Greg's face reddens at my taunt. The insecurity I see in his eyes is delicious. It's enough to push me closer to the edge, the humiliation making my climax even more intense. I can feel myself getting wetter, tighter around Jake's cock as I revel in Greg's discomfort.

Jake sees the effect my words have had on Greg and grins - a predator who feels the prey getting weaker. With every thrust, every slap of his hips against my ass, I feel Greg's discomfort increasing.

I keep taunting him, goading him further: "His cock fills me up better than your little winky ever did." His discomfort becomes palpable, filling the room with its tangible intensity. "Get used to it," I sneer, earning a growl from Jake as he thrusts deeper into me.

The climax is intense, overpowering. My body shakes with each wave of pleasure, completely surrendering to Jake's relentless onslaught. I cry out Greg's name, the culmination of all our desires and insecurities coming together in a rush of orgasmic bliss.

Greg is drowning in his own inadequacy, watching me climax beneath another man - under someone he should be in control of. Anger and helplessness are reflected in his glazed-over eyes.

As my body calms down from its climax, I lazily look over at Greg. "You see?" I breathe, my voice thick with post-orgasmic satisfaction. "You're not as powerful as you think you are."

Jake pulls out of me, leaving a wet trail between my legs.

Giggling, I spread my legs wide for Greg to see my wet and dripping pussy.

"You were right," I say, my voice smug as I bask in my victory. "You look impressive when you're utterly defeated."

Greg's face is a mix of anger and embarrassment, but also an unmistakable hint of arousal. He's unable to look away from the sight of his wife, panting and spent, in the arms of another man. The sight should enrage him, but he can't deny the effect my dominance has had on him.

I take advantage of his momentary paralysis and lean in close to his ear, whispering softly, "I bet you couldn't even get it up if I asked you to fuck me right now."

His jaw twitches, his eyes flaring with anger and humiliation. But he doesn't answer. In that moment, his silence speaks volumes. He knows I'm right.

“Marla, you need to leave and take your fuckboy with you. We’ll talk about this later.” Greg said, clenching his hands.

Nodding, I gather my things, enjoying the feel of Jake’s cum dripping down my thighs. “We certainly will. Maybe a continuation of what you just witnessed.”

Nodding to the door, Jake opened it for us as we left my husband alone in his office to process what he had just witnessed. I felt a thrill of excitement mixed with a sense of victory. I had pushed Greg to his limit, and now it was time to see where this new dynamic would lead us.


Chapter 2

I pretend to check my phone while Greg seethes beside me, his anger burning through his tailored suit. The road ahead is dark, but I notice how his eyes can’t resist slipping to my legs, like they’re begging to be tied there. I want to laugh and break this awful silence. He’s acting like what he saw in the office is unforgivable, but I know better. He loved seeing Jake fuck me. I decide to help him, slowly pushing up my skirt until he glimpses skin and I see his resolve quiver. I can still sense the traces of Jake’s release within me.

The car hums beneath us, filling the air he won’t fill with words. He acts so fucking angry, his jaw tight, his hands wrapped around the wheel like it might fly off if he let go. But I catch him glancing at my thighs again, his eyes running along the smooth skin like they’ve got a mind of their own. I shift a little, pretending to be bored, and his gaze snaps back to the road, but I saw that look. He’s just a man trying to keep it together, but I can read him. He’s mine. He’s always been mine. Just like I’ve always been his.

I breathe in deeply, wondering if he’d just break if I said Jake’s name. I feel a wicked urge to lean in and whisper what I really want. That watching made him so fucking hot for me, and I’m about to do it when he grips the wheel harder. I wait, counting to five, then ten, but he won’t give in. His eyes drift back down to my legs instead, lingering longer this time.

By the time we pull into the driveway, he looks like he’s about to combust. I’m almost laughing when we step inside the house, but I try to keep my cool.

"Well, that was a fun drive," I say, setting my purse on the table.

Greg glares at me like a petulant child. It would intimidate if I didn’t know better. "You think this is funny?"

I watch him, measuring his words with that stiff, corporate tone of his. "A little," I say. "You know what I think?"

He doesn’t answer, just tugs off his suit jacket with a quick motion, like he’s punishing it for being part of the day.

"I think you enjoyed watching Jake fuck me," I say, eyes on him. "I think you want it to happen again."

Greg’s face reddens, his composure slipping. He wants to yell, but I see him choking on it. He knows I know he’s full of shit. I walk over, letting him see just how turned on I am, and reach for his tie.

"You want to pretend you didn’t love it?" I say, almost in a whisper now. "Show me."

It breaks him. He slams me against the wall, his mouth hard on mine, hands everywhere at once. I moan, wrapping my legs around him. This is what I wanted. This is exactly what he wanted, too.

He yanks my shirt up and kisses my neck with bruising intensity. I laugh between gasps, knowing I’ve won.

"Fuck you," he growls. I can hear how he’s straining to keep control, like it’s the most important thing to him.

"No, baby," I tease, biting his lip. "Fuck me."

His hands are at my hips, yanking me to him like he needs it to stay alive. I grab his face, holding his eyes on mine.

"Fuck me like you mean it, Greg."

That does it. He snaps. I love it. I love watching him lose his precious composure. He grinds into me, breathing hard, his cock pressing against me through the fabric. He’s all rough desire, clashing with that desperate need to stay in charge.

He hoists me up higher, panting, but I know he’s not getting what he really needs. He needs to let go.

"You want to control me?" I taunt, kissing him hard. "You want me to be yours?"

"Yes," he chokes out, trying to sound firm, but I can hear the crack.

"Then show me, baby. Or maybe you can’t because you know it’s really Jake who—"

He cuts me off, hands pinning me to the wall, a low, frustrated groan escaping as he tries to act like he isn’t losing it.

"You can’t do it, can you?" I whisper, breaking free and spinning him toward the couch. "You need me too much."

We tumble down together, and I push him back, fingers already at his belt. His eyes flash with something fierce, but there’s that edge of helplessness I know too well. I slide his pants off, slow, savoring each second of his unraveling. His cock springs free, thick and rigid.

"You like being my slut that much?" he snaps, trying to hold the old Greg, the one with the power.

I laugh, the sound ringing through the room. "I like that you’re so fucking hot for it," I say, taking him into my mouth.

He bucks, letting out a sound that’s part moan, part defeat. I taste him, salty and desperate. He can barely hold it together.

"Yes," he groans. "Yes, just like that."

I pull back, smirking up at him. "I bet Jake would taste better," I say, licking my lips slowly. "But you’ll have to do."

He twitches, the words breaking something inside him. I wrap my hand around his shaft, feeling it pulse.

"Tell me you love it," I demand. "Tell me you love seeing me fuck Jake."

"No," he gasps, hips jerking as I suck him off again, deeper this time.

"Say it, Greg." I look up at him, my hand tightening around his cock. "Admit it, baby."

He’s losing the battle. I can see it in his eyes. He’s trying to hold on, but each thrust of my head makes him unravel.

"I…" His voice catches. "I loved it," he finally moans, shuddering as if saying it just made him cum.

"Good boy," I purr, straddling him and guiding his cock to my dripping pussy. I slide down, feeling him fill me completely.

He lets out a ragged breath, grabbing my hips and thrusting into me wildly. I ride him, matching his rhythm, pushing him closer to the edge.

"I bet you jerked off after you watched us," I say, bouncing on his cock. "I bet you couldn’t even make it to the car."

He groans, thrusting harder, deeper. His control is gone now, and I love him for it.

"You’re my wife," he pants, each word driving him closer to spilling. "Mine."

"Then fuck me like you mean it," I scream, feeling him swell inside me. "Fuck me like Jake would."

I hear him whimper, the sound raw and broken, and he cums. Hot and fast, shooting into me with a wild, last thrust. I feel his cum fill me, his body trembling with the release.

But he’s not done. There’s something else, a last frontier for Greg, something he never would have crossed before tonight. He flips me over, still hard and pulsing.

I gasp, "Greg!"

He pulls me to my knees, spreading me wide, like he’s finally letting his feelings win over his fucking head. He spills into my pussy, but that’s not what he wants anymore. His cock is on my ass, pressing in, slick with cum, and there’s nothing left of the old Greg in his eyes.

I think it’ll hurt, but it’s so fucking hot to feel him finally take what he really wants. My head spins, a scream on my lips, but I don’t know if it’s from pain or love or how fast I start to cum. I clench around him and he cums again, his release soaking my insides, gasping my name with every broken breath.

He collapses over me, both of us sweating and gasping, his body hot and limp against mine.

I giggle, the sound breaking the tension like a shot, echoing in the still air. "Did that feel good, baby?" I ask, turning my head to watch him try to collect himself. "Did you love that too?"

Greg groans, a mix of satisfaction and something close to misery. "What are you doing to me?"

I push him off and grab his shirt, pretending to be outraged. "Well, you’re going to have to share again soon, you know."

He catches his breath, shaking his head, but I see it. He loves it and he loves me. And more than anything, he loves seeing me with Jake. He might never admit it to himself, but I see him just the way he is.

"Jake’s going to fuck me again," I say, standing up and letting his cum drip down my thighs. "And you’re going to watch."

Greg closes his eyes, but his cock twitches, already getting hard for the next time.


Chapter 3

“Fuck yes!” I moan as I suck Jake off, feeling his massive cock pulse in my mouth. It’s going to be a passionate night. I let my lips glide up and down, teasing him with each thrust. Jake groans, fingers tangled in my hair, as he pulls me closer. My mouth moves faster, his cock wet and slick, and I taste his salty pre-cum at the tip. I pull back and look up, catching the glint of excitement in his eyes.

“Feels so fucking good,” Jake whispers, his voice edged with arrogance.

I grin, holding his gaze. “And we’ve only just started.”

I pull away from him completely, his cock gleaming in the low light. I'm tempted to keep him like this for hours, but I'm ready for more. As I stand, I catch sight of Greg. He watches from the edge of the room, his face a mix of desire and frustration. The boardroom is almost dark, shadows playing across the cold, sterile space. But there's nothing cold about the heat building between us.

“Get over here,” I command, knowing he’ll do it. I see him hesitate for the briefest moment, a flicker of conflict. Then he steps closer, still fully clothed in his tailored suit, while Jake and I are already halfway to bliss. I love seeing him like this. So desperate.

Jake laughs, running a hand down his chest and gripping his cock like he owns the place. “You enjoy watching me fuck her, don't you?”

I turn to Jake, my expression daring, and wrap a hand around his cock, rubbing it slowly. “He loves it. But not as much as I do.” I squeeze hard, knowing Greg's eyes are glued on us.

“Get undressed, baby,” I say to Greg. He shuffles out of his suit, trying to maintain some dignity as he watches me sink to my knees again. His cock is already hard, straining against his boxers. He lets out a sharp breath when I pull Jake's cock into my mouth.

I look at Greg, eyes full of mischief. He’s not just watching now; he's right in it, every touch and sound pushing him closer to the edge. “Strip all the way,” I order between strokes, my voice thick with lust. Greg complies, his boxers dropping to the floor as his cock springs free.

Jake grins wide. “You gonna sit there and jerk off while I fuck your wife?”

“Hell yes he is,” I say, voice muffled by the cock in my mouth. I suck Jake harder, my lips moving fast. Greg sits down, eyes locked on us, and strokes himself. His breath quickens, and I can see he's already losing control.

I pull off Jake's cock, leaving it slick and throbbing. “Tell him what he wants to hear, Greg.”

Greg’s voice is tight, caught between shame and excitement. “She needs it,” he says, his hand working faster. “She needs your cock.”

I feel the thrill of it run through me, knowing how much it gets to him. Jake stands above me, swinging his cock close to my face, teasing me and Greg at the same time. I can barely stand it.

“Fuck me,” I gasp, needing it more than air. “Fuck me now.”

Jake doesn’t need to be told twice. He pulls me up and turns me around, my hands bracing against the table. I look over my shoulder, meeting Greg's eyes as he strokes his cock. The scene was almost too much for him. Almost.

Jake pushes into me, his cock stretching my ass, and the burn is exquisite. I cry out, a mix of pain and overwhelming pleasure. “God, yes! Just like that!”

Greg’s hand slows as he watches, like he’s trying to make this last. Jake pounds into me, each thrust sending me closer to the edge. I can’t hold back any longer. I scream as I cum, my whole body tensing and then falling limp.

Jake keeps going, relentless. He looks at Greg, taunting him. “Help her out. Show her how much you love watching me fuck her.”

Greg moves like he’s in a trance, coming closer. His hands are on me, holding me down as Jake drives deeper. “My little cuck,” I gasp, feeling Greg's hands shake on my skin.

It’s more than he can handle. His breath catches, and I feel his cum spill in weak spurts across my chest. He shudders, barely able to keep his balance, and I laugh, low and wicked.

“Don’t worry, baby,” I tease, “I’ll take care of you.”

Jake groans, his own release building. Greg looks hurt, ashamed, but his cock is already hardening again. He can’t help himself, and we all know it.

“Come on,” Jake says, his voice ragged with exertion. “Both of you this time.”

The three of us collapse to the floor, limbs tangled, nothing but the burn of carpet and the need for more. I pull Greg to me, feeling his relief as he pushes into my soaked pussy. He fucks me with desperation, trying to prove himself.

“Feels so good,” he mutters, sweat beading at his temple.

Jake comes in behind, his cock pressing against my ass again. The stretch is incredible, and I cry out, overwhelmed by the sensation. Greg bucks wildly, my tight, wet cunt making him dizzy.

“You know what she really needs,” Jake says, sliding his cock lower and ramming it into my pussy, forcing me to take them both at once.

Greg gasps, the sensation and the sight too much. “Yes!” he shouts, surrendering.

The room fills with the sound of our bodies and our pleasure. I'm caught between the two of them, completely at their mercy, and it’s everything I wanted. Greg thrusts harder, urgency in every stroke.

Jake and Greg move in sync, their bodies becoming one as they drive into me again and again. I clutch at Greg's back, my legs shaking with the intensity of it all. Their breath mingles with mine, ragged and desperate.

I gasp as I feel their balls press against me with each thrust. Losing control of my body, I can feel my orgasm approaching.

“Faster,” I beg, needing the release of it all. “I want it all. I want both of you.”

Greg and Jake look at each other, their faces a picture of intense need. They pick up their pace, pumping faster and harder into me. I embrace them both passionately, my body clenching around them, feeling the moment of ecstasy draw closer.

“Oh god!” I cry out, my body shaking with the force of it all. Greg and Jake groan as I cum hard around them.

Jake pulls his cock free of my gaping pussy. “Suck it while your cuck fucks you with his little cock.”

I oblige, gobbling Jake's throbbing member into my mouth, savoring the taste of both our passions. Greg groans in response and pumps into me even faster. The feeling of being filled by two hard cocks is indescribable. I moan around Jake's cock as I revel in the decadence of this forbidden fantasy.

Greg moves his hips in perfect rhythm with my suction on Jake's cock. His gaze locks onto mine, filled with both vulnerability and hunger, and I can feel the intensity building between all three of us. This is what I always wanted.

“Cum,” I whisper to Greg, my eyes pleading with him. “Cum for me, baby,” I beg, holding him close. “Cum for me!”

Greg feels his control slipping away, but there's a part of him that relishes it. He clenches his teeth and pushes deeper into me, his cock slapping against me with each thrust. The tension in his body builds, and I can see the moment of release approach. His eyes lock onto mine, and I can see the raw emotion there - the fear, the need, the desire to please.

“Aaaah!” he cries, his hips jerking uncontrollably as he spills himself inside me. A warmth spreads throughout my core as he empties himself into me, a validation of our shared submission. He collapses onto me, panting heavily as he battles with the residual intensity of our encounter.

As Greg recovers, Jake pulls out of my mouth and joins in on the final throes of our orgasmic frenzy. He pushes into me from behind once again, his cock still moist from my desire. The sensation is overwhelming as he fills me, driving us deeper into our shared pleasure.

“Now watch what a real cock can do to your slut wife.” Jake says as he thrust one more time before pulling out and releasing his cum all over my aching pussy.

Both Greg and I watch in awe as Jake's thick cum land on my now-swollen lips, slowly spreading across my flesh like a warm blanket. It's a sight that both sends shivers down our spines and makes us feel alive at the same time.

As the last drops of cum trickled from Jake's rapidly shrinking cock, I couldn't help but reach down and scoop some of it with my finger, and with a sensuous lick, relish in the salty reward of my forbidden desires. My actions only add to the intense atmosphere that had enveloped us all along.

Jake’s muscled chest rose and fell with each breath as he regained his composure. Turning to face Greg and pointed to my cum drenched pussy.

“Now it’s time to clean her up, cuck.” He said to Jake, grinning.

Greg, taking the cue, bent down and lapped at my pussy, licking every bit of cum off me with a frenzied eagerness that told me he was finally free from his self-imposed boundaries. It was a sight to behold, his tongue darting out and flicking at my swollen clit, making me shiver beneath his attentions. As he worked, Jake leaned down and whispered in my ear, his voice husky and hushed.

"You wanted this," he growled. "You wanted to see Greg lose control, to see your husband surrender. And now that you have it, what do you think?"

I looked at him, our eyes meeting in a moment of raw intimacy that left no doubt about the truth of our desires. "I think," I said, my voice barely above a whisper, "that we should make this a daily meeting.”


Chapter 4

"Are you ready to be the man of the house?" I tease Jake, seeing Greg flinch just slightly at my words. It's his idea, really, to move Jake in. He doesn't enjoy admitting that it's my idea for Jake to move into my bed. But I'm going to teach him, just like I've taught him everything else. Greg pretends that his business experience is a preparation for this sort of negotiation, but I can see the tightness in his shoulders as he hears my question.

"I can hardly wait," Jake replies, smirking, eyes bright with anticipation.

I move between them, like I have a million times before. The difference now is Jake's suitcase in the hallway and Greg's quick breathing as he lets me do whatever I want. Jake’s already got one foot in the door and Greg’s the one who opened it. Jake leans back, owning the couch, and I can feel Greg bristle from across the room, an angry little breath, as he sees it too.

“Do you want this?” I ask Greg, a knowing edge to my voice.

He hesitates, and I feel his tension as he pushes through. “If it makes you happy,” he says, clipped and forced.

“You’re really okay with this, huh?” Jake baits him, always ready for a challenge.

Greg looks from me to Jake, the weight of his words bearing down on his shoulders. “You know I am.”

Jake grins, confident as ever. "I guess we're roommates now," he says, turning to me. "Anything else your husband wants to give me?"

"You think he's giving me anything?" I reply, just loud enough for Greg to hear. "You know how much he enjoys making me work for it."

Greg takes a deep breath, caught between his perfect suit and the raw reality of what's about to happen. I watch him as he watches us, the thrill of control slipping from his grasp, exactly as planned.

Jake sprawls across the bed like he's already in charge. It's the one Greg and I share—or used to share, before I decided we needed someone like Jake to shake things up. I see Greg standing in the doorway, hesitating like a man without a home. Jake lounges, shirt unbuttoned, boxers low on his hips. Greg looks like he's trying to hold on to whatever he can.

"You know I'm going to knock her up, right?" Jake says, direct and bold, just like the rest of him.

Greg tries to hide the tremor in his voice. "If that's what she wants."

Jake laughs, a rich, taunting sound. "How does it feel to know you're going to be raising my kid?"

Greg pauses, fumbling with words, trying to put a brave face on his vulnerability. "It's what you want, isn't it?" He looks at me, desperate for something he can't quite grasp.

I smile, savoring every moment. "I want it more than anything. What are you going to do about it?"

Greg looks like he wants to be mad, but all I see is his desperate attempt to keep control. He takes a step closer, surrendering by inches. "You're going to get exactly what you want," he says finally, as Jake and I both watch him, knowing he's powerless to stop it.

The room buzzes with tension, each of us in our roles. Jake is relaxed, everything Greg isn’t. I’m on Jake's lap now, fucking him while Greg stands in the corner, fumbling with his fly as he tries to act like he knows what he's doing.

“Fuck, she feels good," Jake moans, loud enough for Greg to hear. "You should try this sometime.”

Greg doesn’t answer, but I see the flush in his face, the hunger in his eyes. His breath quickens as he watches us, knowing he’s lost this round.

I ride Jake harder, loving how both men focus on me, their need feeding mine. "Do you like it, Greg?" I taunt, never breaking the rhythm. “Is this what you want?”

“Yes," he gasps, and I know I’ve got him. "I’m giving you what you need."

Jake thrusts up, meeting my hips, and I cry out, savoring how easy it is to drive Greg crazy. Jake turns his head toward him, sees Greg’s frantic hand on his cock. “Fucking look at you," Jake says, half laughing, half amazed. "Do you want to watch her get pregnant?”

Greg jerks harder, words breaking free with his control. "I want what she wants."

I moan as Jake moves inside me, and it’s the only answer Greg needs.

“Say it," Jake demands as I grind down, all three of us so close. "Say you want me to get her pregnant."

Greg’s breath catches as he watches me and Jake, desperation in his voice. "You’re going to be the father," he finally says, and it’s more than he’s ever given me. I feel him lose himself again, his release making a mess of his perfect suit.

Jake groans, filling me with a last hard thrust. I ride the waves of my orgasm, thrilled with how perfect it all is. Greg’s torn apart, watching as I cum with another man. I look straight at him, words slipping out with every breath. "He’s giving me what you can’t. He’s making me pregnant."

All three of us lay spent, our bodies tangled on the bed. Greg’s the first to stir, trying to look like he’s still got control over anything at all. I can see how hard it is for him, knowing he's giving me exactly what I want. His suit and hair are in disarray; he looks nothing like his usual perfect self. "You're going to love this," he says, almost convinced. "I know you will."

Jake grins, propped up on one elbow. "The things you do for love," he says, his cocky tone impossible to miss. "Some men wouldn't go that far."

"Some men aren't Greg," I reply, letting my fingers trace the length of Jake’s leg as I speak. "He always says he knows best."

"I know," Greg insists, but I see the tremble in his jaw. "I know how much you want this."

I stretch, pulling Jake closer as Greg watches. "More than you can imagine," I say, already feeling the heat rising in both men again. "And there's nothing you can do to stop it."

Greg holds my gaze, an uneasy blend of defiance and longing. "I wouldn’t dream of it."

“Good,” I say, and feel Jake’s hands already moving. Greg stands there, silent, and turned on. He’s mine.


Shared While He Watches

Teaching Him to Share Me

 To be taken in the wide open with so many to witness makes me squirm with delight.

My nosy neighbor watches from her window as my landscaper stretches me in front of my husband, who is enjoying the fun as much as I am.

Now that the secret is out with my pesky neighbor, I'm going to show them exactly what they've been craving all along, and while I'm at it, I'll indulge in every bit of pleasure I desire. 

Surrendering to My Husband's Best Man



It’s my wedding day and I crave the best man…

My rock-solid fiancé is a superstar in almost every area, but there's one glaring exception. Where he falls short, his best man more than compensates, igniting a fire in me I can't ignore. I can’t go through with the wedding knowing it would be something I can’t have.

I'll toss aside my inhibitions, daring to bare my desires. My fiancé's best man will satisfy my cravings, while my soon-to-be husband revels in the thrill of watching his wife indulge.

I'm shooting for a sizzling marriage—one where my husband gets that his best man will be my best man between the sheets.
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