
    
      
        
      

    





    
        
          Workday Whispers

        

        
        
          A Hotwife Office Fantasy, Volume 5

        

        
        
          Ember Everly

        

        
          Published by Ember Everly, 2025.

        

    





  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      WORKDAY WHISPERS

    

    
      First edition. September 8, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Ember Everly.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231824212

    

    
    
      Written by Ember Everly.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  




Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Book 5 - Workday Whispers

Sign up for Ember Everly's Mailing List

Further Reading: Dangerous Cravings

Also By Ember Everly



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Book 5 - Workday Whispers



[image: ]


The morning sun cut across their kitchen island, painting stripes of gold on the polished concrete. Mia’s laughter, a sound Aaron would happily bottle and get drunk on every night, echoed softly as she tried to steal a piece of bacon from his plate. He caught her wrist, not to stop her, but to feel the delicate bones beneath his thumb, to bring her fingertips to his lips.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The plan was terrifying. Exhilarating. Real.

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

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

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

He didn’t knock.

He turned the handle and stepped inside.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Is that right?” she breathed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Aaron gave her a single, sharp nod.

Do it.

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

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

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

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

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

And then his mouth was on her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

The first touch of his tongue was a lightning strike.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Aaron... fuck...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So what do you say?” Aaron asked, his fingers digging into her flesh. “Shall we go home?”
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