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The scent of coffee and Saturday morning laziness hung in the air. Derek watched Faith from the kitchen doorway, a slow smile spreading across his face as she bent over their open suitcase, carefully placing the new toys inside. The deep purple silicone of the flogger’s falls contrasted sharply with the stark black of the rope coils.

Derek’s eyes lingered on the array of toys Faith had unpacked, each one a promise of the night to come. The sleek, dark flogger with its supple falls seemed to call to him, and he imagined the way it would feel in his hand, the sharp crack it would make against her skin. Beside it lay the coils of rope, their smooth texture begging to be wrapped around her wrists, her ankles, her body—every inch of her bound and surrendered to his control. The gag, a sinister yet alluring piece of black silicone, was almost daring her to try it, to test her limits, to let him take her further than she thought possible.

Faith ran her fingers along the flogger’s falls, a shiver of anticipation running through her as she thought about what Derek might do with it. “You’re going to make me scream tonight,” she teased, her voice low and sultry, knowing exactly how it would affect him. She picked up the rope next, the weight of it in her hands sending a thrill through her. “And this... you’re going to tie me up so tight I can’t move, aren’t you? Make me completely helpless.”

Derek felt a jolt of desire at her words, his body responding instantly. He stepped closer, his hands finding their way to her hips again, pulling her back against him. “Oh, you’ll be helpless all right,” he growled into her ear, his breath hot against her skin. “But not just from the ropes. I’ll make you beg for it, Faith. Beg for my touch, my kiss, my cock. And when you’re at the edge, when you’re trembling and desperate, I’ll make you wait. I’ll make you fucking wait until you can’t take it anymore.”

She leaned into him, her body arching against his, craving more of his touch. “And then?” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

“And then,” he said, his voice dark with promise, “I’ll give you everything. Every last fucking thing you’ve been begging for. And when I’m done with you, you won’t even remember your own name.” His hands tightened on her hips, pulling her even closer, and she could feel the hard evidence of his arousal pressing against her.

Faith turned in his arms, her eyes locking with his, seeing the hunger there, the raw desire that mirrored her own. “I can’t wait,” she breathed, her heart pounding in anticipation. “I want it all, Derek.” She reached up to kiss him, a deep, lingering kiss that promised everything they both wanted—pleasure, pain, surrender. When they finally pulled apart, both of them were breathing heavily, their bodies aching with the need for more. Tonight, she thought. It’s going to be unforgettable.

He crossed the room, his hands finding her hips, pulling her back against him. He nuzzled the soft skin behind her ear, inhaling the clean scent of her shampoo. “I can't wait to see what happens when we come back home tonight ,and I get you alone with that rope. I’m going to tie your wrists to the headboard and make you fucking beg for that gag.”

A deep, wanting tremor went through her. She pressed herself harder against the solid warmth of his body. “Promises, promises.”

They held each other for a long moment, the silence comfortable and charged with anticipation. It was this easy warmth between them that gave him the courage. He took a slow breath, his heart hammering against his ribs.

“Faith,” he began, his voice losing its playful edge, becoming quieter, more serious. He turned her gently to face him, his hands resting on her shoulders. “I... I have something I need to tell you. A fantasy I can’t get out of my head.”

Her playful expression softened into one of attentive curiosity. “Okay... you know you can tell me anything.”

“I know.” He swallowed, the words feeling thick and dangerous on his tongue. “It’s about... it’s about us. Our play. But... with someone else.”

Her eyebrows drew together slightly, a faint line of concern appearing between them. “Someone else? Derek, what are you saying?”

“I want to see you,” he whispered, the confession tumbling out in a rush. “I want to watch you with another man. See you give up your control to someone else, while I’m there. Seeing you like that, so beautiful and powerful and completely fucking undone... the thought of it drives me insane.” He paused, gathering the last of his nerve. “Someone like Julian.”

Faith took a sharp step back, his hands falling from her shoulders. Her face was a canvas of shock. “Julian? Our friend Julian? The one we're going to have dinner tonight with, Julian? Derek, are you serious?” Her voice was higher, tighter. “This isn’t some porn fantasy. This is real life. Our life. What if it ruins everything? What if it ruins us?” The fear was plain in her eyes, a genuine, gut-deep terror of breaking the beautiful thing they had built.

“I know,” he said, his own desperation clear. “God, I know the risks. And if you say no, it ends right here, right now, and we never speak of it again. But Faith... the idea of another man seeing what I see, wanting what I have... knowing you’re so desirable that anyone would be desperate to be with you... and then you choosing to let him... fuck, it makes me want you more than anything.” He reached out, tracing the line of her jaw with his thumb. “It’s not about me wanting someone else. It’s about me wanting more of you. Every version of you.”

She was silent, studying his face, searching for any hint of doubt or deception. She found only raw, vulnerable honesty. Her initial panic began to recede, replaced by a swirling, foreign curiosity. The idea was shocking, yes. Forbidden. But the way he described it... the heat in his eyes as he pictured it...

“You... you really get off on that?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper. “The thought of another man’s hands on me?”

“Yes,” he breathed, the word full of heat and certainty. “The thought of his mouth on you, his body covering yours, while I watch my beautiful wife take her pleasure. I want to see another man fuck you until you forget your own name, and then I want to be the one you come back to.”

A warm, unexpected thrill shot through her, starting low in her belly. She looked away, her mind racing, images she had never allowed herself to consider now flashing behind her eyes. Julian was handsome. Confident. She’d be lying if she said she’d never noticed.

“I... I don’t know,” she said finally, shaking her head. But the refusal lacked its earlier conviction. “It’s a lot.”

“I know it is.” He didn’t push. He just waited, giving her space to process.

She took a deep, steadying breath and met his gaze again. The fear was still there, but it was now sharing space with something else—something intrigued and dangerously aroused. “Okay,” she said, her voice a little stronger. “Okay. I’m not saying yes. But... I’m not saying no.”

A wave of relief and electric anticipation washed over Derek.

“Tonight,” Faith continued, a new, speculative look in her eye. “At dinner... I’ll pay attention. I’ll... see where it leads.”

***
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The air outside Julian’s downtown loft was crisp, a perfect contrast to the simmering heat threatening to bubble over inside the car. Faith smoothed her dress for the third time, a slinky black number Derek had picked out for her. His choice, she thought, her stomach fluttering. Everything tonight is his choice.

Julian answered the door with a grin that was all warmth and confidence. “You made it!” His gaze swept over them, but it lingered on Faith, a flicker of appreciative light in his eyes that was impossible to miss. “You look incredible, Faith.”

“Thanks, Julian,” she said, her voice a touch breathier than she intended. As she stepped across the threshold, he moved to take her wrap, his fingers grazing the bare skin of her arm. It wasn’t an accident. The contact was a jolt, a tiny spark that traveled straight to her core, a sudden, shocking throb of want that made her press her thighs together. Fuck.

Derek’s hand settled on the small of her back, a firm, possessive counterpoint to Julian’s fleeting touch. The silent message was clear: I’m here. This is ours.

Julian’s home was a reflection of him: modern, open, and unapologetically sensual. Low lighting, deep leather furniture, the rich, savory scent of a roasting herb-crusted chicken filling the air. He moved to the kitchen island where a bottle of red wine was already breathing. “Cabernet okay? I figured we’d start with something bold.”

“Perfect,” Derek said, his eyes not on the bottle but on Faith, watching her watch Julian pour.

They clinked glasses. The wine was deep and complex, and Faith focused on its taste, trying to anchor herself. But her senses were on high alert, tuned to every nuance. The low timbre of Julian’s laugh. The way his shirt stretched across his shoulders when he reached for an olive. The way his eyes would find hers from across the room, holding for a half-second too long, a silent question in their depths.

Dinner was a masterpiece of culinary seduction. They laughed over stories of college mishaps, the conversation easy and familiar. Yet, beneath the surface, a different dialogue was unfolding. A brush of fingers as Julian passed her the salt. The press of Derek’s knee against hers under the table, a steady, reassuring pressure that also felt like a brand. Every joke felt laced with innuendo, every glance loaded with meaning.

Faith felt her own arousal building, a slow, relentless burn. She was hyper-aware of her body, of the dampness growing between her legs, of the way her nipples felt tight and sensitive against the silk of her dress. She caught Derek’s eye and saw the raw hunger there, the proud, almost smug satisfaction of seeing his fantasy begin to take root in reality. He’s loving this. He’s getting off on my getting off. The thought should have been shocking, but it only fed the fire.

After a decadent chocolate torte, they retired to the living room with a glass of amber whiskey. Faith felt loose-limbed and bold from the wine, the warmth in her belly spreading, coiling lower. She was perched on the edge of a wide armchair, while the men sat on the sofa opposite. The air was thick, ripe with unspoken desire.

Derek swirled the whiskey in his glass, the liquid catching the light. He looked from Faith, flushed and beautifully undone, to Julian, who was watching them both with a curious, amused intensity.

“We got a package today,” Derek said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated right through Faith.

“Oh yeah?” Julian asked, taking a slow sip. “Something good?”

“The best.” Derek’s gaze was locked on Faith, a predator admiring his prize. “A whole new set of toys. Rope. A flogger. Some things I can’t wait to feel on Faith’s skin.”

Faith’s breath caught in her throat. The directness was a lightning strike. Her pussy clenched, empty and aching.

Julian’s smile was slow, understanding dawning. “I see. A fun night ahead, then.”

Derek leaned forward, his elbows on his knees, his presence dominating the space between them. “The thing is, Julian... I have this fantasy. I confessed it to Faith just today.” He paused, letting the weight of the moment settle. “I want to watch her. I want to see her come apart under the touch of another man. I want to see how beautiful she is when she’s completely lost in pleasure, given over to someone else’s command.”

The room was utterly silent save for the low hum of the refrigerator. Faith could feel her heart drumming against her ribs, a frantic, eager rhythm.

Derek turned his full attention to Julian, his offer hanging in the air, explicit and undeniable. “I was thinking... why not you? Come back to our place. Help me test these new toys on my wife.”

Julian’s eyes darkened, flicking to Faith, seeking her confirmation, her desire. She didn’t look away. She let him see the want there, the nervous excitement, the damp sheen on her skin. She gave him a single, almost imperceptible nod.

A slow, devastating smile spread across Julian’s face. He set his glass down with a definitive click. “I’ve been waiting for you two to ask.”

***
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The drive to their house was a blur of streetlights and tension so thick Faith could taste it on her tongue, metallic and sweet. Julian followed in his car, a predator trailing its prey, though she felt more like a willing accomplice. Derek’s hand rested on her thigh, his thumb tracing slow, possessive circles on the denim. He said nothing. He didn’t need to. The heat of his palm was a promise, a question, a command all at once.

The moment they crossed the threshold of their own home, the familiar space felt alien, charged with a new and dangerous energy. Julian closed the door behind them, the latch clicking into place with a sound that felt irrevocable.

Faith turned to face both men, her back against the cool wall of the entryway. Her voice came out steadier than she felt. “The... the bedroom. I think we should go straight there.”

Derek’s eyes flashed with approval, a dark fire igniting in their depths. He nodded, a single, sharp gesture. Julian simply smiled, that same devastating, knowing smile from the restaurant, and extended a hand toward the hallway. “Lead the way, Faith.”

In their bedroom, the air was still and expectant. The king-sized bed, usually a place of comfort and private play, now felt like a stage. Faith stood in the center of the room, her pulse a wild drum against her throat. Julian didn’t hesitate. He crossed the space in three long strides and pulled her into his arms. It wasn’t a gentle embrace; it was a claiming. His body was hard against hers, his hands splayed across her back, pressing her into him.

“I’ve thought about this,” he murmured against her hair, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her entire body. “About how you’d feel right here.”

He tilted her head back, his mouth finding hers. This kiss was different from any she’d shared with Derek. It was exploratory, hungry, a deliberate tasting. He kissed her like he was memorizing her. He broke from her lips, trailing his mouth down the column of her throat, his teeth scraping lightly over her hammering pulse. A soft sound, almost a whimper, escaped her. She heard the rustle of fabric and a low click—Derek, settling into the armchair in the corner, a spectator to the ruin of his own making.

Julian’s hands went to the thin straps of her sundress. He pushed them down her shoulders, his lips following the path of exposed skin. The dress pooled at her waist, then his hands were on her hips, pushing the fabric down until it fell to the floor in a soft heap. She stood before him in just a lace bra and matching panties, the delicate black against her skin making her feel both vulnerable and powerful.

“Fuck, Faith,” Julian breathed, his gaze raking over her. “You are a fucking vision.”

He dropped to his knees before her. His hands slid up her calves, over her thighs, his touch firm and reverent. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her panties and drew them down her legs with agonizing slowness. The cool air kissed her bare skin, raising goosebumps. He leaned forward, his warm breath ghosting over her stomach. He placed a single, open-mouthed kiss just below her navel, his tongue flicking out to taste her skin.

Then he moved lower.

His hands gripped her hips, anchoring her as he buried his face between her legs. The first flat stroke of his tongue against her cleft was electric. Her knees buckled, but his grip held her steady. Oh god. This was different. This was Julian’s mouth, Julian’s tongue tracing the length of her slit, hot and wet and relentless. He wasn’t just pleasuring her; he was learning her, mapping the geography of her most sensitive flesh.

He found her clit and focused there, a slow, circular torture that made her gasp. Her head fell back, her eyes squeezing shut as sensation overloaded every nerve ending. She could feel his low groan against her, the vibration adding another layer of exquisite torment. One of his hands left her hip. She felt the press of a finger at her entrance, teasing, circling, before sliding deep inside her with a single, smooth thrust.

“Fuck,” she moaned, the word torn from her. Her hands tangled in his hair, not to guide him, but to hold on as the world dissolved into pure, raw feeling.

He added a second finger, stretching her, filling her. His tongue never stopped its relentless rhythm on her clit, the dual assault pushing her higher and higher. She was aware of Derek watching, could feel the weight of his gaze, and the knowledge of it, the sheer forbidden filth of it, sent another jolt of pleasure through her. She was completely exposed, completely at the mercy of this man, with her husband’s intense eyes recording every twitch, every cry.

From the corner, Derek moved. She heard the scrape of the suitcase being pulled from under the bed, the sound of latches popping open. Julian withdrew his fingers and his mouth, leaving her throbbing and empty. He looked up at her, his chin glistening with her arousal. “Don’t worry, beautiful,” he said, his voice rough. “We’re just getting started.”

Derek stood beside them now, holding a length of soft, black rope. He looked from Faith’s flushed, naked form to Julian’s kneeling figure. His voice was thick with a dark, possessive pride. 

Derek’s voice was low, almost a growl, as he held the coil of black rope in his hands. “What would you like to use on her first, Julian?” The words hung in the air, heavy with anticipation, and Faith felt her breath catch. She stood there, trembling, her body still humming from Julian’s mouth, her skin flushed and sensitive. The room seemed to shrink around them, every sound magnified—the soft slide of the rope against Derek’s palm, the faint creak of the floorboards beneath Julian’s boots.

Julian rose to his feet slowly, his eyes never leaving hers. He reached out, brushing his fingertips along her jawline before his hand slid down to cup the curve of her breast. His touch was deliberate, possessive, as if he were claiming ownership over every inch of her. “She’s perfect just like this,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire. “But I think we can make her even more breathtaking. Start with the rope. Tie her wrists, but leave her legs free. I want her to feel every movement, every sensation, without restraint.”

Derek’s lips curled into a dark smile, and he stepped forward, the rope uncoiling with a whisper of sound. He took her wrists in his hands, his grip firm but not unkind, and began to bind them together. The rope was soft yet unyielding, the texture sending a shiver up her spine as it wound around her skin. He worked quickly, his movements practiced and precise, until her arms were secured in place. There was something strangely intimate about the act—a mix of vulnerability and trust that made her heart race.

As Derek stepped back to admire his handiwork, Julian moved closer again, his body heat radiating against her bare skin. He traced the lines of the rope with his fingertips, his touch feather-light yet electrifying. “Beautiful,” he whispered, his voice thick with admiration. “Now, let’s see how much she can take. Untie her bra, Derek. I want to feel all of her.”

Faith’s breath hitched as Derek complied, slipping the straps from her shoulders and letting the lace fall to the floor. She felt a rush of cool air against her chest, followed by the searing heat of Julian’s gaze. His hands were on her immediately, kneading her breasts, pinching her nipples until they hardened under his touch. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, but it escaped anyway, low and needy.

“That’s it,” Julian murmured, his voice a dark caress. “Let me hear you. Let Derek hear you.” He leaned in, his mouth capturing one nipple while his fingers continued to tease the other. The dual sensation was overwhelming, and Faith arched into him, her bound wrists straining against the rope. She could feel the tension in the room building, an electric current that seemed to connect all three of them. Derek watched from just a few feet away, his eyes blazing as he took in every detail.

Julian pulled back slightly, his lips glistening, and glanced at Derek. “What do you think? Should we test her limits tonight?” There was a playful challenge in his tone, but beneath it lay something darker, more primal. Derek didn’t hesitate. He nodded, his gaze locked on Faith with a mix of lust and pride. “Do it,” he said softly. “Make her beg.”

Faith’s stomach tightened at the words, a thrill of fear and excitement coursing through her. She knew what was coming next would push her further than she’d ever gone before, and yet she couldn’t wait to surrender to it. Julian’s hands slid down her sides, gripping her hips as he stepped closer still. “Ready, beautiful?” he asked, his breath hot against her ear.

She nodded, trembling but resolute. “Yes.”

Julian’s smile was a wicked slash of white in the dim light. He stepped back from Faith, his eyes raking over her bound, trembling form. “Stay right there, beautiful. I think it’s time we got better acquainted.”

He moved to the open toy bag near the foot of the bed, and the sound of his rummaging sent a fresh jolt of adrenaline through Faith. Her skin prickled with anticipation, every nerve ending hyper-aware. When he turned back, the flogger was in his hand. The leather falls were a deep, supple black, and they swayed with a quiet, menacing grace as Julian approached.

“Do you like this, Derek?” Julian asked, his voice low and intimate, though his eyes never left Faith. “Seeing your wife like this? Waiting for it?”

From his chair in the corner, Derek let out a rough, approving sound. “Fuck yes. She looks perfect. She can take it.”

Faith’s focus narrowed to the instrument in Julian’s hand. The air shifted as he drew his arm back, not in a violent swing, but with the controlled precision of an artist. The first strike was a whisper against her upper back, a soft caress of leather that was more surprise than sting. Her muscles jumped.

“Just a hello,” Julian murmured.

The next one landed on the crest of her right ass cheek, a little firmer. A bright, hot sensation bloomed, quickly fading into a warm thrum. A small, choked sound escaped her lips.

“Tell me what you feel, Faith,” Derek commanded from the shadows, his voice thick with desire.

“It’s... warm,” she breathed, her voice shaky. “It stings, but... it feels good.”

Julian rewarded her honesty with another strike, this one on the other side, matching the first. The symmetry of it, the deliberate nature, felt incredibly intimate. He wasn’t just hitting her; he was mapping her body, claiming it section by section.

The next fell across her shoulder blades, and this one had more intent behind it. The bite was sharper, making her gasp. Before the sensation could even begin to fade, Julian was there, his body heat enveloping her from behind. He dropped to his knees and his mouth was on her skin, his tongue laving the exact spot he’d just struck. The contrast was exquisite—the sharp heat soothed by the wet, warm stroke of his tongue. Faith cried out, a mangled sound of pleasure and shock, her fingers curling into fists above her head.

“Fuck, that’s it,” Julian growled against her skin, his breath cool on the damp trail he left. “You taste like sin. Your skin is so fucking hot.”

He stood and delivered another strike, lower on her back, just above the swell of her ass. The sound of the leather connecting with her flesh was a soft thud that seemed to echo in the silent, charged room. Again, he was on her, his mouth worshipping the blossoming warmth, his teeth grazing lightly. Each impact was a punctuation mark, and his mouth was the soothing, erotic sentence that followed.

He was building a rhythm now, a cruel and beautiful symphony on her body. A strike to the back of her thigh made her legs buckle. He caught her, his strong arm wrapping around her waist to hold her up, his other hand still wielding the flogger. His mouth found the tender spot, and he didn’t just lick; he sucked, drawing the blood to the surface, marking her as his canvas.

“Derek, look at her,” Julian said, his voice ragged. “Look how pretty she is when she’s painted for us.”

Faith was lost in a haze of sensation. The pain was a bright, clean fire that purged everything else from her mind, and the pleasure that followed was a deep, molten reward. She was floating, held aloft by the rope on her wrists and Julian’s relentless attention. She could hear the rough sound of Derek’s breathing, could feel the weight of his gaze like a physical touch, and it only amplified her own need.

Julian moved around to her front, his eyes dark with hunger. He trailed the soft leather falls over her collarbones, down between her heaving breasts, watching her shudder at the feather-light touch. He flicked it against a taut nipple, and she jolted, a sharp cry tearing from her throat.

“You like that, don’t you?” he whispered, doing it again. “You like the little bites before the kiss.”

He dropped the flogger. It landed on the carpet with a soft thump. His hands replaced it, cupping her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples with a rough possessiveness that made her whimper. He leaned in and captured her mouth in a searing kiss, swallowing her moans. She could taste herself on his lips, a salty, musky flavor that was uniquely hers, and it was the most potent aphrodisiac.

He broke the kiss, his forehead resting against hers. “I want to fuck you now, Faith. I want to feel how all this heat translates inside you.” He glanced at Derek. “Can I fuck your wife, Derek? Can I make her come all over my cock while you watch?”

Derek’s answer was a strained, guttural, “Yes. God, yes. Do it.”

Julian’s hands went to his own pants, fumbling with his belt and zipper. The sound was obscenely loud. He kicked them off, and then he was naked, his erection jutting out, thick and demanding. He guided himself to her entrance, the head of his cock pressing against her wetness, and the feeling was so intense, so desperately awaited, that Faith’s eyes rolled back.

“Tell me you want it,” he demanded, pausing, letting the anticipation build to a fever pitch.

“I want it,” she panted, her body straining toward his. “Please, Julian, fuck me. I need it.”

He grinned, a feral, triumphant thing. “Since you asked so nicely.”

With one powerful thrust, Julian buried himself inside Faith to the hilt. The force of it drove a ragged cry from her lips, her body arching against the ropes that bound her wrists. She felt impossibly full, stretched to the brink, and yet she wanted more. His cock was a searing heat inside her, a perfect invasion that ignited every nerve. Her inner walls clamped down on him instinctively, as if trying to pull him deeper, to keep him there forever.

Julian let out a guttural groan, his hands gripping her hips with bruising intensity. “Fuck, you’re so tight,” he growled, his voice thick with desire. He didn’t move, letting her adjust to the sheer size of him, but the tension between them was electric. Her breaths came in shallow gasps, her chest heaving as she struggled to process the overwhelming sensations. Every inch of her skin felt alive, hyper-aware of his presence, his dominance.

“Look at her, Derek,” Julian commanded, his gaze flicking to where Derek sat in the shadows, his eyes dark and hungry. “Look how well your wife takes me. She’s made for this.” He shifted slightly, grinding against her in a way that made her whimper, her body trembling. “Feel that, Faith? That’s what it’s like to be claimed.”

Faith’s mind was a haze of pleasure and submission, her usual thoughts drowned out by the raw, primal sensations coursing through her. She could feel every ridge, every pulse of his cock as it twitched inside her, and the knowledge that Derek was watching only heightened the intensity. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, as Julian began to move, pulling almost all the way out before thrusting back in with a force that made her toes curl.

He set a relentless rhythm, each stroke deliberate and deep, hitting a spot inside her that made her vision blur. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, a lewd soundtrack to their coupling. Julian’s fingers dug into her flesh, marking her as his, and Faith revelled in the pain, in the ownership of it. She was theirs—Derek’s and Julian’s—and there was no denying the raw pleasure that thought brought her.

“That’s it, baby,” Julian murmured, his voice a low hum against her ear as he leaned in close. “Take me. Take every fucking inch. Let Derek see how much you love it.” His words were a command, a demand that she couldn’t ignore. Her body obeyed instinctively, rolling her hips to meet his thrusts, her cries growing louder with each movement. She was teetering on the edge, the pleasure building to an unbearable peak, and she knew she wouldn’t last much longer.

Julian seemed to sense it too, because he increased his pace, his thrusts becoming harder, more urgent. “Come for me, Faith,” he ordered, his voice rough and commanding. “Let go. Show us how good it feels.” And just like that, she shattered, her orgasm crashing over her in searing waves that left her trembling and breathless. Julian followed soon after, his hips stuttering as he buried himself deep one final time, his release hot and possessive inside her. 

The room fell silent except for their laboured breathing, the air thick with the scent of sweat and sex. Faith sagged against the ropes, utterly spent, her body still pulsing with aftershocks. Julian stayed pressed against her, his forehead resting on her shoulder as he caught his breath. In the corner, Derek let out a low whistle, his admiration evident. It was a moment of raw, unfiltered intimacy, and Faith knew nothing would ever be the same again.

The air hummed with the aftermath of their fucking, thick with the musk of sweat and sex. Faith’s body was a limp, sweat-sheened sculpture, her weight held by the ropes binding her wrists above her head. She could still feel the deep, internal thrum of Julian’s release inside her, a possessive warmth that made her clench softly. His forehead was a heavy, damp weight on her shoulder, his breathing still ragged against her neck.

It was Julian who moved first, the shift of his weight a small earthquake through her spent form. He pulled out of her with a soft, wet sound that made her flinch with overstimulated pleasure. His hand came to rest on the small of her back, a solid, grounding touch.

“Your turn, Derek,” Julian’s voice was a dark, velvet-rough command that sliced through the humid air. He didn’t look at Derek, his eyes instead fixed on the evidence of their union glistening on Faith’s inner thighs. “Look at that. Your wife’s pretty little pussy is so wet. It’s dripping for you now. Don’t make her wait.”

Faith’s gaze, heavy-lidded and blurry, found her husband in the shadows. His intense eyes were black with a hunger she’d never seen before, a pure, raw need that stripped away all the layers of their everyday life. His cock, thick and straining, was fisted in his own hand, a slow, deliberate pump that made her mouth go dry. He was already so hard, so ready for her.

Derek stepped into the light, his muscular frame a silhouette of pure intent. He came to her, his fingertips tracing a path up her trembling thigh, through the slickness Julian had left behind. He brought his fingers to his lips, his eyes locked on hers, and sucked them clean with a low, gratified hum. “Tastes like you, Faith. And him. Fuck, that’s so hot.”

He grabbed the black leather ball gag from the nightstand, the buckle clinking softly. “Open up, baby. I want to hear you, but I don’t want you to have a choice about the sounds you make.” His voice was low, a thread of steel wrapped in desire. She parted her lips without hesitation, the trust in her eyes absolute. He fitted the sphere between her teeth, the leather strap cool against her heated skin as he fastened it securely behind her head. A muffled moan escaped her as it settled in place, the sensation of being silenced for his pleasure sending a fresh jolt of electricity straight to her core.

Derek’s hands then went to a smaller box, one they hadn’t opened yet. He pulled out a sleek, black silicone toy, a vibrator with a distinct, bulbous curve at one end. He flicked it on and a low, deep thrum filled the small space between them, a promise of what was to come.

“This is going to make you see stars, Faith,” he murmured, kissing her forehead with a tenderness that contrasted violently with the scene. He pressed the curved end against her clit, and her body jerked against the ropes, a choked scream muffled by the gag. The vibration wasn’t sharp; it was a deep, penetrating pulse that resonated in her very bones, a relentless pressure on her oversensitive nub.

“That’s it. Take it.” Derek’s voice was guttural. He held the toy in place with one hand, his other guiding his own aching cock to her entrance. He pushed into her with one smooth, devastating thrust, filling the aching emptiness Julian had left behind. Oh God. Her internal walls, already stretched and sensitized, fluttered around him, the dual sensation of being utterly filled and vibrated into oblivion short-circuiting her thoughts.

He set a brutal, possessive pace, each drive of his hips slamming the toy harder against her. The sound was obscene: the wet slap of his skin against hers, the relentless buzz of the vibrator, her own desperate, gagged whimpers filling the room. Derek’s eyes were wild, watching her face contort in a messy mix of pleasure and overwhelm.

“Look at her, Julian. Look at my wife fucking take it.” Derek grunted, his rhythm never faltering.

From the chair, Julian let out a low, appreciative laugh. He was still naked, lazily stroking his semi-hard cock as he watched the show. “She’s a natural. Look at that ass clench every time you bottom out. Fuck, Derek. You’re owning that pussy.”

Derek’s thumb found the button on the toy, turning the intensity up another notch. Faith’s eyes rolled back, her entire world narrowing to the blinding point of contact between her legs. She was a live wire, every nerve ending screaming. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, a terrifying, exhilarating precipice.

“You feel that, Faith? You feel how deep I am?” Derek’s words were labored, his breath hot on her neck. “You’re gonna come for me. You’re gonna come all over my cock while I fuck you with this toy and our friend watches. You understand me?”

She nodded frantically, the movement strained against the ropes, a desperate, muffled ‘yes’ trying to form around the gag. Her hips tried to meet his thrusts, but he had her pinned, completely at his mercy. The orgasm wasn’t building; it was a tsunami held back by a dam that was about to shatter.

Julian leaned forward in his chair, his voice a hypnotic murmur from the sidelines. “Don’t fight it, beautiful. Just let it happen. Be a good girl. Come for your husband.”

The dam broke.

Her scream was entirely swallowed by the gag as the climax detonated through her, a silent, seismic event that shattered her into a million pieces. Her body seized, convulsing around Derek’s pounding cock, the pulsations wracking her from the inside out. Her vision whited out, pure sensation obliterating everything else.

Through the hazy, screaming pleasure, she felt Derek’s pace become erratic, his own control unraveling. “Fuck, Faith! I can feel you milking me. I’m gonna fill you up. Gonna come so deep inside you.”

His roar joined the cacophony as he drove into her one last time, his release a hot, pumping flood that merged with Julian’s inside her. He collapsed against her, his body a heavy, trembling weight, the vibrator finally stilling its relentless hum.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged, struggling breaths. Faith hung in the ropes, utterly destroyed,float in a sea of endorphins. Derek nuzzled into her neck, placing soft, reverent kisses along her jawline.

Julian’s low whistle cut through the silence. “That was a fucking masterpiece.”

The silence in the room was heavy and warm, thick with the scent of their sweat and sex. Julian moved first, the shift of his weight on the mattress a soft sigh. He ran a hand, surprisingly gentle, down Faith’s still-trembling thigh.

“I’m going to head out,” he said, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the very foundations of the bed. “Give you two some space.”

Derek, his face still buried in the curve of Faith’s neck, just grunted in acknowledgment. There was no jealousy in the sound, only a profound and exhausted satisfaction. Julian dressed with quiet efficiency, his movements sure and unselfconscious. He paused at the bedroom door, looking back at the tangled, shimmering mess of them. A slow, genuine smile touched his lips. “Seriously. Fucking incredible.” And then he was gone, the soft click of the latch echoing in the sudden quiet.

The weight of his absence was immediate, shrinking the world down to just the two of them. Derek finally lifted his head, his intense eyes searching Faith’s. His fingers, which had been possessively splayed across her stomach, began to move, tracing idle, soothing patterns on her slick skin. He shifted his body, his heavy muscle settling beside her instead of on top of her, though he kept one leg thrown over hers, a constant point of contact.

Faith’s breath hitched as Derek’s hands moved to the back of her head, his fingers brushing against the buckles of the ball gag. The leather straps had left faint impressions on her cheeks, and her skin tingled as he carefully loosened them. The sensation of release was immediate, though the echo of the gag’s pressure lingered, a phantom reminder of her surrender. She swallowed hard, the ache in her jaw a quiet testament to how long she’d been bound in that position. 

Derek’s touch was methodical, almost reverent, as he slid the gag free. The little pop of the rubber ball leaving her mouth felt like the first gasp of air after being submerged. She licked her lips, her tongue reclaiming its freedom, and let out a shaky breath that carried with it the faintest whimper. His eyes were locked on hers, dark and intense, as he set the gag aside on the bedside table. The soft thud of it landing seemed to punctuate the moment, marking the end of one act and the beginning of another.

He didn’t speak right away, his silence heavy with unspoken words. Instead, his thumb traced the curve of her bottom lip, soothing the dry, tender skin where the gag had pressed. The gentleness of his touch contrasted sharply with the earlier roughness, a duality that made her pulse quicken. She could see the conflict in his eyes—the way he balanced his need to dominate with his instinct to protect, to cherish. It was a dance they’d perfected over time, but tonight, it felt raw and new, like they were relearning the steps.

“Faith,” he murmured, his voice low and gravelly from exertion. He cupped her face in both hands now, his palms warm against her flushed skin. “Look at me, baby.” His tone was soft but commanding, a reminder that even in this tender moment, he was still in control. She obeyed instantly, her eyes finding his. His gaze was unyielding, searching hers for any sign of discomfort or regret. When he found nothing but trust reflected back at him, he exhaled slowly, his breath warm against her face. 

“Was that... too much?” he asked, the vulnerability in his voice unexpected but not unwelcome. It was rare for Derek to second-guess himself, but this was uncharted territory for both of them. His thumb brushed over her cheekbone, catching the single tear that had escaped during their shared intensity. The question hung in the air between them, heavy and loaded. She could feel the weight of it, the way it trembled on the edge of fear and hope. 

Faith reached up, her fingers brushing against his wrist, grounding herself in the steady beat of his pulse. Her voice was hoarse, rough from disuse and the strain of earlier cries, but it was steady when she answered. 

Faith’s chest rose and fell with a deep, shuddering breath. She turned her head, nuzzling into his palm, her lips brushing his skin. The ropes around her wrists were a dull, sweet ache, a reminder of the surrender she had so freely given. “No,” she whispered, her voice hoarse from screaming. “It was... a lot. But not too much. God, Derek.”

She shifted, wincing slightly as the movement pulled at overstimulated muscles. “Untie me?”

The request was like a trigger. Derek moved with a sudden, tender urgency, his fingers working nimbly at the intricate knots Julian had tied. He was meticulous, careful not to pull or hurt her. As the final loop fell away, he brought her wrists to his mouth, kissing the reddened skin, his tongue tracing the marks left by the rope. The sensation was electric, a sharp, tender counterpoint to the earlier brutality.

“I was so scared,” she admitted softly, her freed hands coming up to frame his face. “When you first said it. I thought... I thought you wanted to get rid of me. Or that you didn’t find me enough anymore.”

Derek’s expression crumbled. He gathered her into his arms, pulling her tightly against his chest so she could feel the frantic, steady beating of his heart. “No. Fuck, Faith, no. Never.” He held her, rocking them both slightly. “It was the opposite. You are everything. Seeing you like that... so fucking beautiful, so lost in it... it was the hottest thing I have ever witnessed. It was like seeing my favorite painting come to life, but better, because it was you. All that power and pleasure, and I got to watch it happen to the woman I love.”

His words poured over her, washing away the last remnants of doubt. She understood now. It wasn’t about sharing; it was about possessing her experience, owning every single second of her ecstasy, even if it was delivered by another man’s hand. The psychology of it, so complex and counterintuitive, suddenly clicked into perfect, terrifying sense.

She tilted her head up, capturing his mouth in a deep, slow kiss. It was different from the frantic, hungry kisses from before. This was a claiming. A reaffirmation. Her tongue slid against his, tasting herself and him and the faint, lingering ghost of Julian. The emptiness between her legs was a palpable throb, a hollow ache that demanded to be filled again, but only by him.

“I could feel you watching me,” she murmured against his lips. “Even when he was fucking me, it was your eyes I felt. It was for you. All of it was for you.”

A low growl vibrated in Derek’s chest. He rolled, pinning her gently beneath him, the familiar weight a comfort. The evidence of their shared climax leaked from her, a slick, warm trail against her inner thigh. He pressed his hips down, his cock, already hardening again against her stomach, a thick, insistent promise.

“Mine,” he growled, the word guttural and raw. “You are so fucking mine, Faith. Every scream, every shudder, every drop of come in your perfect cunt belongs to me.”

He dipped his head, his mouth finding her nipple, sucking the peaked bud deep, his tongue lashing it until she arched off the bed with a broken cry. The sensation was almost painfully acute, her nerves screaming from the earlier overload.

“Derek... please...”

“Please what, baby?” he asked, his voice muffled against her breast. “Tell me what you need. You need me to fuck you again? You need to feel me claim what’s mine?”

“Yes,” she sobbed, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. “I need to feel you. Just you. I need you to fucking ruin me all over again.”

He moved down her body, his hands spreading her thighs apart with a possessiveness that made her breath catch. He looked his fill, at the beautiful, well-used mess of her, glistening in the low light. “So wet. Still so fucking wet for me.” He didn’t use his tongue. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her sensitive flesh. He was stretching her, filling a void she hadn’t known was there until this moment.

He pushed in with one long, inexorable thrust, burying himself to the hilt inside her warmth. They both cried out, a symphony of relief and raw sensation. He was everywhere, the familiar shape of him, the unique way he filled her, the way his pelvis ground against her clit just so.

“This,” he panted, beginning to move, a slow, deep, rocking rhythm that was far more intimate than anything that had come before. “This is us. This is ours.” He leaned down, his forehead pressed to hers, their breath mingling. “You are my fucking world, Faith.”

His pace began to quicken, the slow burn igniting into a familiar, desperate inferno. She wrapped her legs around his waist, locking her ankles, pulling him deeper with every powerful thrust. The room filled with the sound of their skin slapping together, their ragged pants, their mutual, desperate sounds of pleasure. He was hitting a spot deep inside her that made her see stars, his cock a perfect, punishing instrument of bliss.

“I’m gonna come,” she warned, her voice a high, thin wire of need.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his thrusts becoming brutal, perfectly aimed. “Look at me when you come.”

Her eyes, which had squeezed shut, flew open. She was drowning in the dark intensity of his gaze, seeing his own climax building, the awe, the love, the pure, unadulterated lust. It was that look that pushed her over the edge. Her orgasm detonated, a silent, breathless shockwave that clenched around him, milking his own release from him. He shouted her name, pouring into her, a hot, endless rush that felt like a brand.

He collapsed, spent, his body covering hers completely, a shelter and a cage. They lay there, fused together, as the aftershocks slowly subsided. His lips found her ear.

“My wife,” he whispered, the words a tender echo of his earlier possession. “My gorgeous, filthy, perfect wife.”
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        When Jason confesses his deepest fantasy to his wife Kate, their comfortable marriage takes an intoxicating turn into uncharted territory.
Jason has always been devoted to Kate, but a burning desire has been consuming his thoughts—he wants to watch her with another man. When he finally finds the courage to share his fantasy, Kate's initial shock gives way to curiosity, then to a hunger she never knew existed.
Enter Dominic—black, confident, magnetic, and more than willing to help the couple explore their boundaries. What begins as a single night of experimentation becomes a journey of sexual awakening that pushes Kate beyond every limit she thought she had.
As Kate discovers the intoxicating thrill of taking her first BBC while her husband watches, she must navigate the complex emotions of love, lust, and liberation. But when fantasy becomes reality, will their marriage emerge stronger than ever—or will their newfound desires lead them down a path from which there's no return?
Blacked Deep is an intensely erotic exploration of trust, desire, and the lengths a couple will go to satisfy their deepest cravings. This steamy interracial hotwife romance pushes every boundary and delivers the kind of heat that will leave you breathless.
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