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The rich, earthy scent of roasted garlic and rosemary filled the cozy kitchen, a scent that always made Bianca feel deeply, comfortably at home. She hummed along with the radio, her hips swaying slightly as she stirred the simmering sauce. The steady, familiar sound of Cole chopping vegetables beside her was a rhythm she’d come to love over their five years of marriage.

His hand brushed the small of her back as he reached for the salt, a casual, possessive touch that sent its usual little thrill through her. She leaned into it for a second, a soft smile gracing her lips.

“Smells amazing, Bee,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble she felt in her bones.

“It’ll taste better,” she promised, tilting her head to accept his kiss. It was warm and tasted of the red wine he’d been sipping. A perfect, simple moment.

But when he pulled back, he didn’t return to his chopping. He stayed close, his body heat a palpable force against her side. She could feel the slight tension in his frame.

“Hey,” he started, his voice losing its easy cadence. “Can we... pause dinner for a sec? There’s something I’ve been wanting to talk to you about.”

Something in his tone made her turn off the burner. She faced him, wiping her hands on a towel. His handsome face was unreadable, a mask of forced calm, but his eyes... his eyes were alight with a nervous energy she rarely saw.

“Of course. Is everything okay?” she asked, a thread of concern weaving through her.

He took a deep breath, running a hand through his dark hair. “Yeah. No. I don’t know.” He let out a shaky laugh. “It’s just... a fantasy I have. One I’ve had for a long time.” He took her hands in his, his palms slightly damp. “And I need you to know that it comes from a place of... of how much I adore you. How unbelievably sexy I find you.”

Her curiosity was piqued, mixed with a dash of apprehension. “Okay... you’re starting to scare me a little, Cole. Just tell me.”

He looked down at their joined hands, then back up, meeting her gaze with a stunning vulnerability. “The idea of you... of other men seeing you. Desiring you. The idea of...” He swallowed hard, the sound loud in the quiet kitchen. “The idea of watching you be with another man. More than one.”

The words hung in the air, thick and heavy as the sauce she’d just been stirring. Bianca felt her brain stutter, trying to process them. They were so far removed from the quiet, monogamous life they’d built together.

“You... you want to watch me have sex with someone else?” she finally managed, her voice barely a whisper. The concept was so alien it felt like he’d suddenly started speaking another language. “With... multiple men?”

He nodded, his grip on her hands tightening almost imperceptibly. “It’s not about me not wanting you. God, Bianca, it’s the opposite. It’s about... celebrating you. Your sexuality. The power you have. The thought of seeing you completely lost in pleasure, being the center of that much attention... it turns me on more than anything.” His confession was a rushed, earnest torrent. “I heard about this new club in town, The Velvet Lock. It’s... a place for this sort of thing. Discreet. Safe. For couples like us.”

Bianca pulled her hands away, taking a half-step back. The cool air of the kitchen felt sharp against her skin where his warmth had been. A kaleidoscope of emotions tumbled through her: shock, confusion, a sharp spike of insecurity.

“Couples like what, Cole? Couples who... share?” The word felt strange on her tongue. “Do you not... are you not satisfied with me? With us?” The fear was sudden and cold in her chest. Was this a prelude to him wanting an open marriage for himself?

“No,” he said, the word fierce and immediate. He closed the distance between them, his hands coming up to cradle her face. His thumbs stroked her cheeks. “Look at me. I am devastatingly satisfied with you. This isn’t about a lack of anything. It’s about an excess. An abundance of how I feel about you. It’s my hottest fantasy, Bee. You are my hottest fantasy.”

His words were a balm on her immediate fear, but new ones rushed in to take their place. “What if... what if I don’t measure up? What if I’m awkward, or I can’t... perform?” she asked, her voice small. “What if you see it and you feel jealous? What if it ruins what we have? This is everything to me, Cole. I can’t risk it.”

“We would only ever go at your pace,” he said, his voice softer now, coaxing. “We could just go and watch. No expectations. Just to see. To feel the energy. And if you hate it, we get our coats, we come home, and we never speak of it again. I swear to you.” He searched her eyes. “The thought of it, of you being that desired, that worshipped... it makes me so hard for you, Bianca. Right now, just talking about it with you.”

He guided one of her hands down, pressing her palm against the front of his jeans. The rigid, thick length of him strained against the denim, a blatant, physical confirmation of his words. A jolt, hot and electric, shot through her. Her breath hitched. This wasn't a theoretical, cerebral discussion anymore. This was a carnal truth pressed against her hand.

Her mind, which had been whirling with fears of inadequacy and ruin, suddenly snagged on a new, startling thread. The sheer, raw power of his arousal, fueled by this of all things, was... intriguing. A forbidden image flickered in her mind’s eye: a darkened room, strange hands on her skin, and Cole’s dark, hungry eyes watching it all, loving every second.

Her own body began to respond, a slow, warm unfurling low in her belly. The pulse between her legs, which had been still with anxiety, gave a tentative, interested throb.

She looked up at her husband—her kind, steady, loving husband who was apparently harboring this beautifully degenerate fantasy. The fear was still there, a cold knot in her stomach, but now it was tangled with something else. Something warmer. Something daring.

She slowly pulled her hand away from his jeans, her fingers tingling. She took a deep, shuddering breath.

“The Velvet Lock?” she asked, her voice a little stronger now, laced with a curiosity she didn’t try to hide. The question hung between them, a tentative step into uncharted territory. Her heart was still racing, but the warmth in her belly and the pulse of arousal between her legs made it impossible to dismiss the idea outright. “What... what’s it like there?”

Cole’s eyes lit up, a mix of relief and excitement flickering across his face. His hand found hers again, his grip reassuring yet eager. “It’s... hard to describe, Bee,” he began, his voice low and steady, as though he was sharing a secret he’d held close for far too long. “It’s not some seedy, sketchy place. It’s elegant. Discreet. Think of it like... a sophisticated lounge, but with a different kind of energy. Intimacy is the focus, but it’s not forced. Everyone’s there because they want to explore something beyond the ordinary.”

She could feel his words pulling her in, painting a picture that was both alluring and intimidating. “And couples like us—” she hesitated, her voice wavering slightly, “—what do they do there? Is it just... watching? Or more?”

He squeezed her hand gently, his thumb brushing over her knuckles. “It’s whatever you want it to be,” he said carefully, as if choosing each word with precision. “We could just go and observe, soak in the atmosphere. Or... if you felt comfortable, you could talk to other people. Flirt. Dance. And if it feels right, maybe... take things further. But only if you’re ready. I’d be there with you every step of the way, Bee. Watching out for you. Celebrating you.”

Bianca’s mind raced, trying to reconcile the image of this mysterious club with the life she knew—a life of quiet dinners, lazy Sundays, and the familiar comfort of Cole’s arms. But then another thought crept in: What if I liked it? What if stepping into that world unlocked something she hadn’t known was there? The idea was terrifying but also thrilling, like standing on the edge of a cliff and feeling the pull of the unknown.

She took a deep breath, her gaze dropping to their intertwined hands before meeting his eyes again. “And you... you wouldn’t feel jealous? Watching me with someone else? Because I couldn’t bear it if this hurt us, Cole. That’s my biggest fear.”

His expression softened, his free hand reaching up to brush a strand of hair from her face. “Jealous? No. Turned on? Absolutely.” He let out a shaky laugh, his honesty both disarming and endearing. “Seeing you desired, worshipped, empowered—it would make me love you even more. But if at any point you felt uncomfortable, we’d stop. This is about us, Bee. About exploring something new together.”

Her pulse quickened at his words, the sincerity in his voice wrapping around her like a warm embrace. The fear was still there, simmering beneath the surface, but it was no longer overwhelming. Instead, there was a spark—a curiosity that refused to be ignored. She felt herself leaning into the idea, just a little, testing the waters in her mind.

***
[image: ]


The hum of the city faded behind them, replaced by the low, insistent thrum of bass that seemed to vibrate up from the pavement itself. Cole’s hand was a steady, warm pressure on the small of Bianca’s back, guiding her toward an unmarked, velvet-draped doorway nestled between a closed art gallery and a high-end bakery. A single, discreet brass plaque beside the door bore the club’s name: The Velvet Lock.

“Ready?” Cole’s voice was a husky whisper next to her ear, his breath warm and familiar. His excitement was a palpable energy, radiating from him and into her, both calming and electrifying her frayed nerves.

She nodded, unable to form words, her throat tight with a potent cocktail of fear and dizzying anticipation. This is really happening. He pressed a buzzer hidden within the velvet folds, and a moment later, the door swung inward silently.

The air that washed over them was cool, scented with sandalwood, amber, and something subtly, musky-sweet. Opulence. That was the only word for it. The entrance was a dimly lit corridor, walls upholstered in deep burgundy velvet that absorbed the sound, creating an intimate, quiet hush. At the end stood a host, a statuesque woman with a severe blonde bob and a sharp black suit. Her eyes, lined with kohl, appraised them with a cool, professional detachment before a flicker of recognition sparked when she saw Cole.

“Mr. Evans. A pleasure. And this must be Bianca.” Her voice was like smoothed glass. “We’ve been expecting you.”

Bianca’s eyes widened slightly. Expecting us? She shot a look at Cole, who gave her a reassuring, slightly guilty smile. He planned this. The realization sent another thrill through her.

They were led through heavy curtains into the main chamber of the club, and Bianca’s breath caught in her chest. It was a cavernous space, the lighting so low it felt like a physical entity, a blanket of shadows punctuated by pools of soft, golden light from artfully placed lamps. Plush, semi-circular booths lined the walls, their high backs offering a semblance of privacy, while the center of the room held larger, open seating areas where couples and small groups mingled.

But it was the people that held her captive. So many. Men and women, all exuding a raw, confident energy. A woman in a stunning emerald gown laughed throatily, her head thrown back as the man beside her traced a possessive finger along her bare shoulder. Across the room, a couple watched, enthralled, as a third man leaned in to whisper something that made the wife blush and bite her lip, her eyes dark with want.

Cole’s arm slid around her waist, pulling her close. “Breathe, Bee,” he murmured, his lips brushing her temple. “Just look. Just feel. No one expects anything from you tonight.” His own gaze was dark, intense, scanning the room not with jealousy, but with a hungry, proprietary pride as he held her. He’s not just watching them. He’s watching me watch them.

He guided her to a vacant booth tucked into a shadowy corner, the velvet seat swallowing them both. A server appeared instantly, placing two glasses of dark, amber liquid on the table without a word before melting back into the gloom. The music was a deep, rhythmic pulse, a wordless soundtrack to the whispered conversations and soft, breathy sighs that floated on the scented air.

Bianca felt her own body responding to the atmosphere, a low, unfamiliar heat beginning to uncoil deep within her. The conservative walls she’d built around herself for so long felt thin here, porous. She could feel the weight of gazes on her, assessing, appreciating. It should have felt invasive. Instead, it felt... powerful.

A man detached himself from a group near the bar and began to move toward them with a languid, confident grace. He was tall, built with the lean strength of a runner, his tailored shirt stretched across broad shoulders. His eyes, a startling light blue even in the dim light, were fixed on her, a small, respectful smile playing on his lips.

Cole’s hand tightened on her thigh. “Here we go,” he whispered, his voice thick with desire. “Remember, it’s all you. One word from you and he walks away.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum against the club’s steady beat. The man stopped just before their booth, his eyes shifting from her to Cole, acknowledging him with a slight nod before returning his full attention to Bianca.

“I hope I’m not intruding,” he said, his voice a warm, smooth baritone that vibrated through her. “I just had to come over and say... you are utterly captivating.” His gaze was direct, appreciative, but not lecherous. It felt like being seen, truly seen, for the first time all over again.

Bianca felt a blush creep up her neck. “Thank you,” she managed, her voice barely a whisper.

“My name is Julian.” He kept a respectful distance, his hands in his pockets. “I don’t mean to be forward, but would it be alright if I sat? Just for a moment.”

She looked at Cole. His jaw was tight, his nostrils flared slightly, but his eyes burned with an intense, fiery approval. He gave her an almost imperceptible nod. He wants this. He’s aching for this. The knowledge unlocked something bold inside her.

“Yes,” Bianca said, the word feeling foreign and powerful on her tongue. “Please.”

Julian slid into the booth opposite them, his movements fluid. He didn’t try to touch. He just... looked. His eyes traced the line of her neck, the swell of her breasts above her dress, the nervous clutch of her hands in her lap. “Your husband is a very lucky man,” he said, his tone sincere.

“I am,” Cole responded, his voice rough. His hand on her thigh slid higher, his fingertips pressing into her skin through the fabric of her dress. A claim. A permission.

The air between the three of them crackled with unspoken intent. Julian’s eyes dropped to where Cole’s hand rested on her leg, and his smile deepened. “I can see that.” He leaned forward slightly, the scent of his cologne—clean and woody—washing over her. “May I be honest? The moment you walked in, I couldn’t look away. There’s a light in you. A warmth. It’s... magnetic.”

His words sank into her, fuelling the fire in her belly. This wasn’t the crude catcalling she’d braced for. This was seduction. Worship, just as Cole had promised.

Julian’s gaze flicked to Cole, a silent question in his eyes. Cole, his own breathing noticeably heavier, gave another sharp, eager nod.

Slowly, never breaking eye contact with her, Julian reached out. His fingers, long and elegant, hovered just above the skin of her forearm. The anticipation was agony. Bianca held her breath, every fiber of her being focused on that point of almost-contact.

His touch, when it finally came, was feather-light. A slow, deliberate stroke from her wrist to her elbow. A shiver racked her body, so violent it was almost a convulsion. Her lips parted on a silent gasp. It was the simplest of touches, yet it felt seismic. It was the touch of a stranger, sanctioned by her husband, desired by them both. The door to her old life swung shut with finality.

His thumb began to make slow, lazy circles on her inner wrist, right over her frantically beating pulse. “You feel that?” he murmured, his voice dropping to an intimate whisper meant only for her. “That’s your body answering. It knows what it wants.”

Cole’s grip on her thigh was almost painful now, a desperate anchor. “Tell him, Bee,” Cole urged, his voice a strained whisper beside her. “Tell him what you’re feeling.”

Julian’s other hand came up, his fingertips gently tilting her chin up, forcing her to meet his intense, blue gaze. The pad of his thumb brushed over her lower lip, a shockingly intimate caress. Her mouth fell open further, a soft, needy sound escaping her.

“I feel...” she started, her voice trembling, “I feel...hot. Everywhere.”

Julian’s lips brushed the delicate shell of her ear, a whisper of contact that sent a shockwave straight down her spine. His breath was warm, smelling faintly of mint and something darker, more intoxicating. The low, gravelly timbre of his voice was for her alone, a secret confession in the dim, pulsating light of the club.

“I want to feel you come undone against my mouth,” he breathed, the words painting a vivid, shocking image behind her fluttering eyelids. “I want to taste every inch of that smooth, pale skin. I want to lay you back on this velvet and watch your tits bounce while I fuck you, slow and deep, until you forget your own name. Until the only thing you know is my cock and your husband’s eyes on you.”

A hot, liquid pulse of pure need throbbed between Bianca’s legs, so sudden and intense it stole the air from her lungs. Her conservative upbringing screamed a faint, distant alarm, but it was drowned out by the roaring in her blood. This is wrong, this is filthy, this is... incredible.

Cole’s hand on her thigh was a brand, his fingers tightening almost imperceptibly. She could feel the tension vibrating through him, a live wire of anticipation. “Tell him, Bee,” Cole urged again, his voice ragged. “Tell him what you want.”

Julian’s thumb was still on her lip, a possessive, gentle pressure. His light blue eyes held hers, seeing not just the hesitant wife, but the untamed woman hiding beneath. He saw her.

Her voice was a shattered whisper, barely audible over the club's thrumming music. “I want... I want to feel your mouth.”

A predatory smile touched Julian’s lips. “Where?”

The word was a challenge, a demand for her to voice the desire coiling hot and tight in her belly. She’d never spoken like this, never given voice to the dark, thrilling thoughts that sometimes flickered through her mind in the deepest part of the night. Cole’s encouraging squeeze gave her the final surge of courage.

“On my neck,” she whispered, her eyes flicking to Cole’s for a split second, seeing only fierce pride and blazing arousal there. She looked back at Julian. “And... lower.”

With a smooth, confident motion, Julian shifted. He never broke eye contact as he dipped his head, his lips finding the frantic pulse at the base of her throat. The kiss was soft at first, then open-mouthed and wet. His tongue traced a hot, slow path up the column of her neck, and Bianca’s head fell back against the booth with a soft thud, a moan escaping her parted lips.

His free hand, the one not cradling her face, slid from her wrist down to her hip, his fingers splaying possessively over the silky fabric of her dress. He could feel the curve of her waist, the swell of her hip bone. He kissed his way back down to her collarbone, nipping gently, making her gasp.

“You taste like sin and honey,” he growled against her skin, his breath hot. “I want to drown in it.”

Cole watched, mesmerized, his own hand moving from her thigh to her knee, then slowly, so slowly, pushing the hem of her dress up. The cool air of the club hit her skin, a stark contrast to the heat of Julian’s mouth and Cole’s possessive touch. Cole’s fingers traced circles on the bare skin of her inner thigh, inching higher, a silent promise of his own.

Julian’s mouth was at the neckline of her dress now, his teeth gently tugging at the fabric. His hand slid from her hip to her stomach, flattening against her, the heat of his palm searing through the material. He pressed down slightly, and she could feel the muscles in her abdomen clench in response.

“Do you like watching, Cole?” Julian asked, his voice thick with desire, though his eyes remained locked on Bianca’s flushed face.

“More than anything,” Cole choked out, his own arousal a palpable force between the three of them. “She’s so beautiful like this. Coming alive.”

“She’s just beginning,” Julian promised, and his hand slid lower, his fingertips brushing the damp silk of her panties.

Bianca jolted at the contact, a sharp, involuntary cry catching in her throat. The fabric was already soaked, a humiliating, thrilling testament to her arousal. Julian’s finger traced the outline of her through the silk, a slow, torturous circuit around her core, never quite touching where she needed him most.

“So wet for me already,” he murmured, his voice full of dark approval. “All this, just from a few whispers and my mouth on your neck. Imagine what will happen when I get you alone.”

His fingers hooked into the side of her panties. With a look that asked a final, silent question, he glanced at Cole, who gave a sharp, eager nod. Julian’s eyes returned to hers, and with a slow, deliberate pull, he began to slide the slick silk down her thighs. Cole helped, his touch tender as he guided the garment over her knees, down her calves, letting it drop to the floor of the booth, forgotten.

Exposed to the cool, conditioned air and the hungry gaze of two men, Bianca shuddered. Julian’s hand returned to her bare thigh, his touch now shockingly intimate on her naked skin. He leaned in close again, his lips finding her ear.

“Now, let’s see if you taste as good as you feel,” he whispered, and his hand finally, finally cupped her. Not over fabric, but skin to wet, aching skin.

Bianca cried out, her back arching off the velvet seat. His touch was firm, knowing, his middle finger sliding through her slick folds with an expertise that made her vision blur. He found her clit, a hard, desperate pearl of sensation, and circled it once, twice, with a maddeningly light pressure.

“Oh, god,” she whimpered, her hands fisting in the material of her dress.

“Look at him,” Julian commanded, his voice rough. “Look at your husband while I touch his wife.”

Her eyes, heavy-lidded with pleasure, found Cole’s. His face was a mask of raw, unadulterated lust, his lips parted, his chest rising and falling rapidly. He was watching Julian’s hand between her legs, watching her body respond, and the look of sheer awe on his face shattered the last of her inhibitions.

Julian’s finger pressed inside her, just the tip, a slow, stretching invasion that made her gasp. He held it there, letting her feel the fullness, the promise of more.

“He wants to watch you come, Bianca,” Julian murmured, his voice a low thrum against her neck as he began a slow, shallow rhythm. “Are you going to give him what he wants?”

The husk of Julian’s voice was a command that vibrated through her very core. Bianca’s eyes, locked with her husband’s, were her anchor. In Cole’s gaze, she didn’t see judgment or perversion, only a blazing, reverent hunger that mirrored the inferno Julian was stoking within her. It was that look, that absolute, consuming awe, that pushed her over the edge.

She gave him what he wanted.

A sharp, broken cry escaped her lips as Julian’s fingers curled deep, finding a spot inside her that made her vision blur at the edges. He didn’t just press; he possessed, his rhythm becoming a relentless, perfect piston that stripped away every thought, every fear, every memory of a conservative past. Her back arched off the velvet banquette, her fingers scrambling for purchase on Julian’s arm, on the cool leather beside her hip—on anything solid in a world that had dissolved into pure, white-hot sensation.

“That’s it, Bianca. Let go. Let us see you,” Julian growled, his breath hot against her ear.

And she did. A tidal wave of pleasure, so intense it was almost painful, crashed over her. Her thighs clenched around his wrist, her entire body seizing as the climax tore through her, wave after shocking wave, each one pulling a gasp, a moan, a whimper from her throat. The low thrum of the club’s music faded into a dull roar in her ears, secondary to the pounding of her own heart and the slick, wet sounds of Julian’s hand working her through the shattering release.

Through the hazy, blissful aftershocks, she saw Cole’s hand slide into his own trousers, his jaw tight with a pleasure that was entirely voyeuristic, entirely for her. He’s touching himself because of me. Because of what I’m doing. The thought sent a fresh, dizzying thrill through her spent body.

Julian slowly, agonizingly slowly, withdrew his glistening fingers. He held them up for a moment, for Cole to see, before bringing them to his own mouth, his light blue eyes never leaving hers as he tasted her. The raw intimacy of the act, performed under Cole’s watchful gaze, made her blush heat her cheeks again.

It was in that vulnerable, exposed, and utterly sated silence that the shift happened. The intimate bubble of their booth, which had felt so isolated, so private, was pierced.

A shadow fell over them. Then another.

Bianca’s blissful haze receded, replaced by a spike of acute self-consciousness. She instinctively tried to smooth her dress down over her thighs, but Julian’s hand rested on her knee, a silent, calming weight.

She looked up.

Three men stood at the edge of their booth. They weren’t leering; their expressions were ones of open appreciation, of intrigued curiosity. One, a broad-shouldered man with a close-cropped beard, had his eyes fixed on her, a small, approving smile on his lips. Another, younger with intense dark eyes, watched Cole, as if seeking permission. The third, his gaze analytical and warm, looked between all of them, taking in the scene.

It was the bearded man who spoke, his voice a low, respectful baritone. “That was a beautiful thing to watch.” His eyes flicked to Cole. “We were wondering if the exhibition might become a collaboration.”

Bianca’s heart hammered against her ribs. Multiple men. Cole’s fantasy. It wasn’t just an abstract idea whispered over dinner prep anymore. It was here. In the form of three large, very real, very interested strangers. Her mind raced, the old, ingrained fears whispering of impropriety, of danger.

But then she looked at Cole.

His hand was still in his pants, his arousal palpable. But his eyes were on her, and in them was no pressure, only a question. Is this still for you? He was her protector, her husband, her anchor. He had brought her here, but he would take her home in a second if she showed a flicker of true distress.

Julian’s thumb stroked circles on her knee. “It’s your stage, Bianca,” he murmured, his voice for her alone. “The audience is eager. But you hold the curtain.”

The fear was still there, a tight knot in her stomach. But beneath it, smothering it, was a newfound, intoxicating curiosity. A desire to see just how far this sensation could go. To feel what it was like to be the absolute center of so much focused, hungry attention. To give Cole the ultimate gift of his fantasy.

She took a shaky breath, the air cool on her feverish skin. She held Cole’s gaze for a long moment, and a slow, tentative smile touched her lips. She gave him a almost imperceptible nod.

Cole’s resulting smile was blinding. He looked back to the bearded man, his voice firm and laced with undeniable excitement. “She’s ready for you.”

The bearded man’s smile widened. He moved first, sliding into the booth on her other side, his large frame crowding her in the most delicious way. The scent of sandalwood and clean musk washed over her. The younger man moved to stand near her feet, his intense eyes devouring the length of her body. The third man remained slightly back, a silent, watchful participant.

The bearded man didn’t rush. He raised a hand, giving her time to pull away, and gently brushed a strand of her dark hair from her damp forehead. “You are stunning,” he said, his voice full of genuine awe.

Then his touch became more deliberate. His fingers traced the line of her jaw, down the column of her throat, coming to rest on the rapid flutter of her pulse. He leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of her ear as he whispered, “Just tell me to stop, and everything stops.”

The promise of safety, of control, was the final key. It unlocked something wild inside her.

She didn’t tell him to stop.

Her head fell back against the booth as his large, warm hand cupped her breast through the silk of her dress, his thumb finding her nipple and pinching it gently, then not so gently. A sharp gasp escaped her. From her other side, Julian’s mouth found her neck again, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin as his hand began to wander up her inner thigh once more.

She was surrounded. Enveloped. The young man at her feet reached out and took one of her high heels in his hand, slowly tracing the line of her ankle before gently removing the shoe, letting his fingers massage her bare foot. The sensation was so unexpected, so intimate, that a shiver wracked her body.

Four pairs of hands. Four sets of eyes. All on her. For her.

The bearded man’s fingers expertly found the zipper at the back of her dress. He tugged it down slowly, the sound louder than the music. The bodice loosened. He eased the silk down her shoulders, baring her to the waist. The cool air hit her heated skin, tightening her nipples into hard peaks.

The men stilled for a moment, their collective gaze a physical caress.

“My God,” the bearded man breathed out.

The man standing watch finally stepped closer, his analytical gaze now soft with desire. He reached out, not to touch her, but to trace a finger in the air just above the curve of her breast, as if worshiping her from a millimeter away.

Bianca looked over at Cole, her eyes wide. His own shirt was open, his hand moving rhythmically over himself as he watched, utterly captivated. His lips formed a single, silent word.

“Beautiful.”

The bearded man lowered his head, his breath warm on her nipple a second before his mouth closed over it. The pull was exquisite, firm and suckling, and Bianca cried out, her hands tangling in his hair. At the same time, Julian’s fingers found her core again, slipping easily into her wetness, and the young man’s mouth began to travel up her calf, his kisses hot and open-mouthed.

Sensation overloaded her. She was being tasted, touched, and admired from every direction, every touch a new fire. The world narrowed to the feeling of lips, hands, and voices, all working in a concert to unravel her completely. Her hips began to move of their own accord, meeting Julian’s thrusting fingers, grinding against the mouth on her breast.

She was losing herself, and she never wanted to be found.

The bearded man released her breast with a soft pop, his beard scratching deliciously against her sensitive skin. He looked up at her, his eyes dark with need. “I need to taste more of you.”

He began to slide down her body, his big hands pushing her dress up further, past her hips, baring her completely to the dim, throbbing light of the club. He settled on his knees between her splayed legs, pushing them wider apart. He looked up the length of her body, his gaze meeting hers, and held it.

A visceral shiver wracked her body as the bearded man’s hot breath ghosted over her wet, exposed folds. His gaze, dark and heavy with intent, held hers, a silent question in the space between them. Bianca gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod, a gesture of pure, unthinking surrender. It was all the permission he needed.

His mouth descended on her, and her back arched off the plush velvet with a choked cry. His tongue was a broad, flat stroke of fire, laving her from her desperate, throbbing clit all the way down to where Julian’s talented fingers were still working her. The sensation was utterly shattering. Too much, and yet not nearly enough. Another man’s mouth, warm and insistent, found her left nipple, sucking hard, the pull echoing deep in her core. A third set of hands—rough, calloused, and so different from Cole’s—glided up the inside of her thighs, spreading her wider for the bearded man’s feast. One thumb found the tight, forbidden rosebud of her ass, circling it with a pressure that made her gasp, her eyes flying open.

It was then she saw Julian. He had risen from the booth, his silhouette a pillar of lean, muscular intensity against the club’s pulsating lights. His piercing blue eyes were locked on her, watching her be devoured, drinking in every twitch, every cry, every shudder. A slow, predatory smile touched his lips as he reached for his pants.

The sound of the zipper was obscenely loud in her ears, cutting through the haze of moans and wet sounds. Her gaze, helplessly drawn downward, watched as he freed himself. Her breath hitched. Huge. The word echoed dumbly in her mind. He was thick and long, rigid with an arousal that mirrored the frantic pounding of her own heart. A bead of precum glistened at his tip, and a primal, deep-seated part of her ached to taste it.

He approached her, his stride confident, and the three men servicing her parted just enough to give him access to her head. The bearded man didn’t stop his relentless, circling tongue on her clit. In fact, he seemed to redouble his efforts, his groans of appreciation vibrating through her entire body as he tasted the results of Julian’s earlier ministrations. The man at her breast switched his attention to her other nipple, biting down gently, making her jolt. The hands on her thighs held her firmly in place, a prisoner to her own pleasure.

Julian cupped her cheek, his thumb stroking her jawline. His touch was surprisingly gentle, a stark contrast to the raw hunger in his eyes. “Open that beautiful mouth for me, Bianca,” he commanded, his voice a low, gravelly rasp that she felt in her bones.

Her lips parted on a moan. There was no hesitation, no thought of refusal. There was only a yawning, desperate need to be filled, to please him, to please Cole, to lose herself completely in this velvet-shadowed dream. Her tongue darted out, nervous, eager.

He guided himself to her lips, the hot, silken crown pressing against her. So hot. She could feel the throbbing pulse of him against her mouth. He pushed forward slowly, an inexorable invasion, and her lips stretched around his girth. A low, guttural groan escaped him as her tongue flattened against his underside, and the sound went straight to her core, making her clench around nothing.

He didn’t thrust. Not yet. He let her adjust, let her get used to the overwhelming sensation of him stretching her jaw. She could taste his salt, his musk, a profoundly masculine flavor that was intoxicating. Her eyes drifted shut, her world narrowing to this single point of connection. She heard Cole’s sharp intake of breath from across the table, a sound of pure, unadulterated arousal, and it fueled her. She was doing this for him. She was his fantasy.

Her head began to move, a shallow bob that took him a little deeper. One of her hands came up, her fingers wrapping around the base of his shaft, feeling the powerful, rigid strength of him. The contrast of her soft hand and her wet, hot mouth seemed to undo him. His hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk, sinking him deeper into her throat. She gagged, her eyes watering, but the bearded man chose that exact moment to plunge two thick fingers inside her pussy, crooking them to find that spot that made her see stars.

The dual sensation—the fullness in her mouth, the devastating pleasure coiling in her core—made her cry out around Julian’s cock, the vibration drawing a ragged curse from him. His hands tangled in her dark hair, not forcing, but guiding, setting a rhythm.

“That’s it, darling,” Julian groaned, his voice tight. “Take it. Just like that. You look so perfect like this. So fucking perfect.”

She was the center of a storm of sensation. The slick, rhythmic fucking of the fingers inside her. The maddening, expert circles on her clit. The gentle, persistent pressure teasing her other entrance. The mouthwatering suction on her nipples. And Julian, filling her mouth, his taste, his weight, his low, desperate praises washing over her.

Her body was no longer her own. It was an instrument, and these men were masters, playing a symphony on her nerves. Her hips writhed, fucking herself back onto the fingers inside her, meeting the thrusts of her own mouth on Julian’s cock. The pleasure built, a cresting wave of pure, animal need, blotting out every fear, every doubt, every remnant of her conservative past. There was only this. Only feeling.

She felt the precise moment the bearded man’s tongue left her clit. His voice, rough with desire, cut through the haze. “I want this tight little ass next.”

The words sent a fresh jolt of electric anticipation through her. The man who had been teasing her entrance pressed a single, lubricated fingertip against it, and her body went taut. Julian felt the tension ripple through her jaw and slowed his movements, his thumb stroking her cheek in silent encouragement.

“Look at your husband,” Julian commanded softly, his voice thick.

Her tear-filled eyes, blurry with pleasure, found Cole’s across the dim booth. He was still watching, his hand stroking his own hard length in time with the movements on her body. His expression was one of awe, of reverence, of a desire so profound it stole the air from her lungs. He gave her a slow, deliberate nod, his eyes burning with love and lust.

For us, she thought wildly. This is all for us.

The man at her back pressed his finger forward, and her world fractured into a million points of blinding, white-hot light.

The sensation was a supernova, obliterating all thought, leaving only the violent, shuddering aftershocks of her climax ripping through her. For a blissful, weightless moment, Bianca existed only as pure sensation. A throaty, ragged moan was torn from her lips, muffled by the heavy, musky air of the booth.

Strong hands, one set calloused and another smooth, were already on her, guiding her boneless form. They turned her, their movements efficient and sure, as if they’d done this dance a thousand times. The plush velvet of the booth cushion pressed against her knees, then her palms. On all fours. The submissive pose sent a fresh, illicit thrill straight to her core, which still pulsed with the echoes of her orgasm.

From behind, a low, appreciative grunt. “Fuck, look at that. So tight.” The bearded man’s voice was a rough caress. She felt his hands spread her cheeks, the cool air of the club a shocking kiss on her most intimate skin. Then, the blunt, insistent pressure of something far larger than a finger. He wasn’t asking. He was taking, with Cole’s blessing.

She whimpered around Julian’s length, the sound vibrating through him. He groaned in response, his hips giving a slight, involuntary thrust. “That’s it, take it,” he encouraged, his fingers tangling gently in her dark hair.

The man behind her pushed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion. The stretch was immense, breathtaking, a fiery fullness that made her eyes roll back. She clutched at Julian’s hips, her nails digging into his skin as she was penetrated, her body forced to accommodate him. A sharp cry was choked off by the cock in her mouth as he seated himself fully within her, a low, animalistic growl of satisfaction rumbling from his chest. So full. I’m so full. She was the center of a storm of sensation, a nexus of pure, undiluted pleasure-pain.

Then another man slid under her, his body pressing against hers from below. His hands gripped her hips with a possessive intensity, his breath hot against her skin as he positioned himself. Bianca felt the head of his cock brush against her slick folds, and she instinctively arched her back, offering herself to him. With a low groan, he pushed forward, filling her pussy with a single, deliberate thrust. The sensation was overwhelming—her body already stretched to its limits, now accommodating yet another man. She gasped, her voice muffled by Julian’s cock in her mouth, as the new invader began to move.

The rhythm was relentless, each stroke driving deeper into her core. The man beneath her was unyielding, his hips slamming against hers with a primal urgency. Bianca felt every inch of him, the friction igniting sparks of pleasure that threatened to consume her. Her moans vibrated around Julian’s length, earning a satisfied growl from him. “That’s it, take it all,” the man beneath her hissed, his voice rough with desire. His hands tightened on her hips, guiding her movements, forcing her to meet his thrusts with equal fervor.

She was being used completely—her mouth, her pussy, her ass—all filled, all taken. The duality of sensations was dizzying; the fullness in her ass contrasted with the rhythmic invasion of her pussy, creating a symphony of pleasure that left her gasping for air. The man beneath her angled his thrusts just right, hitting a spot inside her that made her vision blur. “Fuck, you’re so tight,” he groaned, his pace quickening. Bianca could feel the tension building within him, his cock throbbing inside her as he approached his release.

Above her, Julian’s grip on her hair tightened slightly, pulling her focus back to him. “Suck it. Hard,” he commanded, his voice a low growl. Bianca obeyed instantly, her lips and tongue working him with a frenzied intensity. The combination of sensations was too much—she was teetering on the edge of another orgasm, her body trembling with the effort to hold on. The man beneath her seemed to sense it, his thrusts becoming more erratic, more desperate. “Come for me,” he growled, and as if on command, she shattered. Her body clenched around him, waves of pleasure crashing over her as she cried out around Julian’s cock.

The man beneath her followed moments later, his own climax hitting him like a tidal wave. “Yes! Fuck!” he shouted, his hips jerking forward as he spilled himself inside her. The warmth of his release added to the overwhelming fullness she already felt, and Bianca whimpered, her body still twitching with the aftershocks of her orgasm. He pulled out slowly, leaving her feeling both empty and impossibly full at the same time.

Before she could catch her breath, another man took his place, his cock sliding effortlessly into her well-used pussy. The cycle continued—each man claiming his turn, each one finding his release within her. Bianca’s world narrowed to the sensations coursing through her body, the symphony of groans and the scent of sweat and sex that filled the air. She was lost in it, consumed by it, and she wouldn’t have had it any other way.

She was being filled everywhere, used completely. The man in her ass began to move, a slow, deep, punishing rhythm that sent shockwaves through her entire frame. Each thrust pushed her forward onto Julian, and she took him deeper into her throat, her gag reflex suppressed by a dizzying cocktail of lust and surrender. The man beneath her drove up into her pussy, his pace frantic and hungry, his groans muffled against her flesh. The vibration of his moans on her clit, combined with the dual penetration, was a form of exquisite torture.

Her world narrowed to the symphony of grunts, the slick sounds of bodies joining, the scent of sex and sweat, and the overwhelming physicality of it all. She was nothing but a vessel for their pleasure, and in that, she found a power so potent it was dizzying. She stole a glance at Cole.

He was still watching, his hand a blur on his own cock, his face a mask of rapturous agony. His eyes were locked on hers, and in them, she saw not just arousal, but a profound, soul-deep pride. He loves this. He loves seeing me like this. The realization melted the last fragment of her hesitation.

The bearded man’s rhythm stuttered. “Gonna come,” he grunted, his fingers digging into her hips. He drove into her one last, deep time, and she felt the hot, wet pulse of his release filling her ass, a claiming so intimate it wrenched a sobbing moan from her. He pulled out with a slick sound, spent.

Immediately, the man in her pussy followed, his own climax hitting him. “Fuck! Yes!” he cried out, pumping his own warmth into her depths, joining the first man’s. The feeling of being filled, claimed by two strangers, sent her spiraling toward another peak, her body clenching wildly around the emptiness they left behind.

Through it all, she serviced Julian, her mouth working him with a newfound, desperate skill, driven by the obscene sounds and sensations from behind. She felt his muscles tighten, heard his breath catch. He was close.

Finally, the last man pulled out of her, his release joining the others. Bianca swayed on her knees, utterly spent, dripping, a chaotic masterpiece of devotion and debauchery.

Julian gripped her hair, not roughly, but with a firm finality. “Look at me,” he rasped.

Her eyes, glazed and unfocused, flicked up to his. His expression was fierce, possessive.

“This last one is for you,” he said, and with a powerful, shuddering thrust, he pushed deep into her mouth. She felt the hot, salty jet of his release hit the back of her throat. She swallowed instinctively, again and again, taking all of him, the final claiming. He held himself there for a long moment, his body taut, before slowly, gently, pulling out.

Bianca collapsed forward, her forehead resting against Julian’s thigh, her body trembling with the aftershocks of the most intense experience of her life. The booth was quiet except for the heavy breathing of five men and the frantic beating of her own heart.

Julian smoothed her hair back, his touch surprisingly tender, a stark contrast to the raw, primal energy that had dominated the last hour. His fingers lingered, brushing away strands of dark hair that clung to her damp forehead. He looked down at her with a mixture of satisfaction and something deeper—an unspoken acknowledgment of what they’d just shared. “You were incredible,” he murmured, his voice low and gravelly, still tinged with the remnants of his own release. The words weren’t just praise; they were an affirmation, a seal on what had transpired.

His gaze shifted over her head, locking onto Cole with a dark, knowing smile. The air between them crackled with an unspoken understanding, a shared appreciation for the scene that had unfolded. Julian’s expression was almost possessive, yet it wasn’t threatening—it was as if he was silently acknowledging Cole’s role in all of this, the man who had given him permission, who had wanted this. “Your wife,” he said simply, the words heavy with meaning, “is something else.” 

Cole didn’t respond immediately. He was still seated on the edge of the booth, his breathing ragged, his eyes glittering with a mix of arousal and something more complex—pride, perhaps, or even awe. His hand twitched slightly, as if wanting to reach out, but he stayed where he was, absorbing the moment. When he finally spoke, his voice was thick with emotion. “I know,” he said quietly. There was a pause, a beat of silence that stretched between them, filled with the weight of what they’d all experienced. Then Cole added, almost reverently, “She’s everything.”

Bianca, still trembling on the floor of the booth, felt the words ripple through her like a second wave of sensation. She turned her head slightly, her cheek resting against Julian’s thigh, and caught a glimpse of Cole’s face. The look in his eyes stole her breath—a look of adoration, of devotion, of something so profound it made her chest ache. This wasn’t just about pleasure for him; it was about seeing her in her full power, unbound and untamed. It was about her.

Julian noticed the exchange, his dark smile deepening. He gave her hair one final, lingering stroke before standing, his movements deliberate and unhurried. He glanced back at Cole, his tone almost conversational now. “You’re a lucky man,” he said casually, as if remarking on the weather. But there was no mistaking the edge in his voice—a challenge, perhaps, or a reminder. “Don’t forget that.”

Cole’s lips curved into a small, knowing smile of his own. “I won’t,” he replied, his eyes never leaving Bianca. The promise in those two words hung in the air, heavy and unbreakable. 

As Julian and the strangers stepped away, Bianca felt the weight of the moment settle over her like a warm blanket. She was spent, yes—physically and emotionally—but she was also alive in a way she hadn’t been before. Her body ached in the best possible way, every muscle singing with the memory of what she’d endured, what she’d embraced. And as she closed her eyes, letting the world fade for just a moment, she couldn’t help but smile. She felt seen. Wanted. Loved. And that, more than anything else, was what mattered.
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        Adam has harbored a secret fantasy for years—watching his beautiful wife Lily with another man. When he finally finds the courage to share his deepest desire, Lily's curiosity ignites a fire neither of them expected.
What starts as a whispered confession in their kitchen transforms into an intoxicating night of exploration that pushes every boundary they thought they had. With Andre, a captivating black stranger who embodies everything Lily never knew she craved, the couple discovers that some fantasies are even more powerful in reality.
But as the lines between love, lust, and possession blur, Adam and Lily must navigate uncharted territory where jealousy and desire intertwine. Each stolen glance, every forbidden touch, and all the raw passion threatens to change their relationship forever.
Will their marriage emerge stronger from this ultimate test of trust? Or will the very fantasy that brought them closer together tear them apart?
Blacked Rough is an intensely erotic exploration of a couple's journey into the hotwife lifestyle, where love and lust collide in the most unexpected ways. This steamy tale pushes boundaries and explores the complex emotions that arise when fantasy becomes reality.
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