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Double Rebound

The end of her seven-year relationship with Ted had not been a dramatic, heart-shattering explosion, but rather the slow, quiet fizzle of a forgotten soda can left in the back of the fridge. There was no single moment of betrayal, no climactic fight screamed across a dinner table. It was a death by a thousand tiny concessions, a gradual erosion of self that Chanelle hadn’t even noticed until she was standing on the desolate shore of its conclusion. For years, she had mistaken the plush, comfortable silence of their shared life for passion, and the unwavering predictability of their routine for the bedrock of happiness. She had convinced herself that the absence of conflict was the presence of love.

Ted was a good man, a fundamentally decent and predictable man. He was a human metronome, finding solace in the steady, unchanging rhythm of his days. He liked his toast precisely a medium brown, a color he achieved with a timer, and the faintest whisper of butter, never melted to a disturbing liquid state. His shirts were ironed with a military precision that left creases sharp enough to cut paper, a ritual he performed every Sunday evening while listening to a podcast about economic theory. Their intimacy was just as regimented, scheduled for roughly ten-thirty on Saturday nights, a neat bookend to the week, provided there wasn’t a compelling documentary on the migratory patterns of arctic terns or the history of Swiss watchmaking. It was an intimacy of habit, not heat; a physical affirmation of their partnership agreement, not a messy, unpredictable collision of desire.

Chanelle had tried, for a time, to inject some spark, to disrupt the placid surface of their existence. She remembered the flutter of hope in her chest when she’d bought the lingerie, a delicate, black lace set that felt like a secret whispered against her skin. She’d unveiled it one evening, feeling both bold and vulnerable, only for Ted to blink at it with mild confusion, his brow furrowed. “It seems… impractical,” he’d finally said, as if she were suggesting they wear it to go hiking. “The underwire looks uncomfortable.”

The whisper of her secret had died right there, a puff of smoke in the sterile air of their bedroom. She had suggested spontaneous weekend trips, circling charming bed-and-breakfasts in travel magazines, her finger tracing coastlines she longed to see. He’d peer at the pages over her shoulder, do a quick mental calculation, and deem them “an unnecessary expense,” pulling up their shared budgeting spreadsheet as proof.

Slowly, almost imperceptibly at first, she had packed away her more adventurous self. It was a careful, mournful process. She folded away the part of her that craved chaos, that delighted in the unknown, and laid it to rest alongside the impulsive, passionate woman she used to be. She treated these pieces of her soul like the fine linen she was expected to press, smoothing out every wrinkle of longing, every crease of discontent, and storing them in a heavy, symbolic cedar chest in the back of her mind. The scent of cedar, once a comfort, had become the funereal perfume of her surrendered spirit. She became what he needed her to be: stable, quiet, and as predictable as his morning toast.

The breakup was, fittingly, a mutual and devastatingly polite affair. It happened over a dinner of lemon-herb chicken he’d cooked to perfection, the skin crispy, the meat impossibly moist. The familiar, comforting aroma filled the dining room, a stark contrast to the hollow ache opening up in Chanelle’s chest. He placed her plate before her with his usual quiet efficiency, and they ate for several minutes in a silence that was no longer comfortable, but cavernous and empty. “I just think we’ve become more like roommates,” he’d said finally, his gaze fixed on the perfectly arranged sprig of parsley next to his chicken. He couldn’t even look at her. The worst part, the part that felt like swallowing glass, was that he wasn’t wrong. She had felt it for months, for years maybe. They were partners in domestic management, co-pilots of a life that was safe and orderly and utterly devoid of flight.

Moving out of their shared apartment, the place that had held the last seven years of her life, felt less like a tragedy and more like a long-overdue administrative task. She labeled boxes—Kitchen, Books, Linens—with a detached efficiency that scared her. Each sealed box felt like a small coffin for a life that had never truly been lived. But in the sterile silence of her new, smaller place, a modern box with white walls and floors that echoed with every footstep, the loneliness she’d held at bay for years came crashing in. It wasn’t a gentle tide; it was a tsunami, a furious, churning wave of everything she’d suppressed. It filled the empty spaces in her apartment and in her heart, a cold, heavy presence.

It wasn’t Ted she missed, she realized one evening, the rhythmic clink of a metal spoon against a pot of boiling pasta for one of the only sounds in her apartment. The scent of garlic and basil, usually a comfort, did nothing to warm the chill inside her. She didn’t miss his perfectly ironed shirts or his scheduled affection. It was the feeling of being wanted she missed, the raw, visceral knowledge that someone else desired her presence. She missed the thrill of the unknown, that dizzying, terrifying free-fall into another person. She yearned for the intoxicating hum of raw, unpredictable desire, the kind that frayed agendas and ignored spreadsheets, the kind that was messy and inconvenient and utterly, incandescently alive.

After a month of moping that felt like a thick, gray fog, a period punctuated only by the dramatic swells of historical dramas and the rustle of takeout bags, a friend suggested Tinder. It was during a wine-fueled commiseration session, the suggestion thrown out half-joking, a modern prescription for an ancient ailment. Chanelle balked at first, a visceral recoil. The idea felt both terrifyingly exposed and disreputably cheap, like buying affection from a vending machine. It felt like the antithesis of the deep, meaningful connection she told herself she ought to want. But the thought, once planted, took root in the fertile soil of her loneliness. It wasn’t a husband she was looking for, she admitted to herself in the quiet honesty of the late-night hours. It wasn’t a replacement for Ted. It was an experience. A reclamation. A deliberate and joyful act of unpacking that cedar chest in her mind and letting her true self out to breathe again.

She downloaded the app with a sense of profound trepidation and a flicker of morbid curiosity. Her thumb, trembling slightly, hovered over the little flame icon on her phone screen. It felt like a momentous act, a digital leap of faith into a world for which she felt utterly unprepared. The cool glass of the screen felt like a portal, and she was terrified and thrilled by what might lie on the other side.

The first week was a disorienting, disheartening blur of digital humanity at its most performative. It was an endless scroll of shirtless gym selfies taken in poorly lit bathrooms, the men flexing with a desperate intensity. There were so many men holding up large, glassy-eyed fish, presenting their catches with a triumphant pride that Chanelle found utterly baffling. The bios were a wasteland of clichés and emojis: a string of meaningless symbols meant to convey a whole personality, or just a single number representing their height, as if that were their most defining characteristic. She felt a wave of disgust, a sour taste in her mouth. This wasn’t reclamation; this was a meat market, and she wasn’t sure she had the stomach for it. She was about to press her thumb down on the app icon to delete the whole sordid experiment when a different kind of profile stopped her scrolling dead.

It was a picture of two men, and it was the unforced, genuine quality of their joy that struck her first. They were laughing on a sun-drenched patio, heads thrown back, shoulders touching. The light caught the scene in a warm, golden glow, making it feel candid and real. One man had a cascade of dark, curly hair that fell into his eyes, and his smile was a thing of beauty, crinkling the corners of his eyes and revealing a perfect, disarming set of dimples. The other was his stark opposite, a study in clean lines and controlled strength: a shaved head that gleamed in the sunlight, a strong, chiseled jawline, and arms covered in intricate, swirling tattoos that told a thousand stories she couldn’t read. They looked so completely at ease with one another, so genuinely happy, that their joy was practically radiating from the small screen. The bio was as refreshing as the photo: simple, direct, and surprisingly charming.

“Colby (curly hair) and Gideon (no hair). Best friends and roommates. We’re active, laid-back, and believe life’s too short for bad coffee or boring nights. We’re respectfully and honestly looking for an amazing woman to join us for an ongoing FWB connection. No drama, just good vibes, great conversation, and mutual pleasure. Think you might be our third? Swipe right.”

Chanelle’s heart gave a theatrical lurch, a sudden, powerful thud against her ribs that took her breath away. It was audacious. It was bold. It was so far outside the realm of what she’d been living in that it was like a dispatch from another planet. And it was exactly what she didn’t know she was looking for. The honesty of it, the clear-eyed, upfront declaration of their desires, was like a blast of fresh air after seven years of unspoken resentments and simmering dissatisfaction. She had a fleeting, vivid memory of her wilder college days, of a couple of thrilling, exploratory threesomes that had been a delightful, breathless tangle of limbs and shared, laughing energy. This felt different, though. More intentional. More adult. With a shaky, deep breath that was equal parts sheer terror and electrifying thrill, she swiped right.

It was an instant match.

The screen flashed, a celebratory confirmation of mutual interest that sent a jolt through her system. Her phone buzzed in her hand almost immediately, a tangible manifestation of the connection. A new message popped up. Colby: Well, hello there. We were hoping you’d swipe right.

His charm was instantaneous, a warm current flowing through the cold medium of the chat window. It was disarming, making her smile at her phone in the quiet of her apartment. They texted for days, the conversation flowing with a startling ease that felt more natural than most of the conversations she’d had with Ted in the final year. They moved seamlessly from favorite movies (he loved classic sci-fi, she loved moody French cinema) to travel dreams (he wanted to see the temples of Angkor Wat, she dreamed of the Scottish Highlands) and, eventually, into more openly flirtatious territory. He was a master of it, weaving in compliments that felt genuine and navigating the escalating intimacy with a deft touch. He never pushed, never used a single crude line, never made her feel pressured or like a conquest. He made her feel like a collaborator in a fun, exciting project.

He sent another photo of himself and Gideon, this time grilling burgers in a sunny backyard. Colby was at the grill, grinning at the camera with his signature dimples, while Gideon was in the background, focused on arranging toppings on a platter, a small, private smile on his lips. Chanelle found herself studying their faces, their dynamic, smiling back at her phone like a giddy teenager with her first crush. Gideon, Colby explained via text, was a man of fewer words but deeper thoughts. He communicated more with a look or a gesture than with a paragraph of text. A tattoo artist by trade, his days were spent in intense, quiet focus, but underneath that stoic exterior was a fiercely loyal and protective heart. Colby, an architect who designed beautiful, light-filled spaces, was the social butterfly, the planner, the talker. They were, he’d typed, a perfect balance. Yin and yang. The anchor and the sail.

He was the one to suggest they meet, proposing drinks at a neutral, public place where she’d feel totally in control and comfortable. The thoughtfulness of the suggestion wasn’t lost on her. No expectations, he’d typed, the words a balm to her nervous soul. If the vibe is right, cool. If not, we all had a nice drink with a cool new person. Win-win.

His confidence was an infectious, exhilarating force. It swept away her lingering doubts and replaced them with a fizzing anticipation. She agreed, and her agreement set the next two days into a different register. She existed in a state of nervous excitement, a constant, low-level hum beneath her skin. This feeling was so foreign, so long-dormant, that it felt like she was rediscovering a lost part of her own emotional landscape. She tried on half her wardrobe, a frantic explosion of fabric on her bed. A sensible dress felt too much like the old Chanelle. A slinky black number felt too aggressive. Finally, she settled on a pair of high-waisted dark jeans that made her legs look a mile long and a soft, burgundy crop top that was more sensual than overtly sexy. It was an outfit that felt like a silent announcement: I am here on my own terms. I am not trying to be anything other than myself.

Stepping into the trendy, low-lit cocktail bar was like stepping onto a stage. The air was thick with the scent of muddled mint, citrus peel, and expensive gin. A low, thrumming bassline from some indie band provided a soundtrack to the murmur of conversations and the clinking of ice in glasses. She scanned the room, her heart a frantic butterfly in her chest, and spotted them immediately. They were tucked into a corner booth, and they were even more striking in person. The digital images hadn’t done them justice. They stood the moment she approached, a gesture of old-fashioned respect that she found instantly endearing. Colby’s dimpled grin was blindingly bright, a beacon of warmth in the dim light. Gideon gave her a slower, more appraising smile, a subtle upward curve of his lips that didn’t quite reach his intense eyes. That look, however, did something else entirely; it sent a delicious, lightning-quick shiver tracing a path down her spine.

The two hours that followed were a sun-drenched blur of easy laughter and what felt like genuine, startling connection. They didn’t just talk at her; they listened. They asked her about her work as a graphic designer, their questions thoughtful and specific. When she spoke hesitantly about her passion for painting, the hobby she kept just for herself, they listened with an intensity that made her feel more seen and heard than Ted had in seven years. They made her feel interesting. They made her feel vibrant.

Chanelle looked back and forth between the two men sitting across from her at the high-top table, the dark wood gleaming under the soft pendant light. Their drinks had all long been finished, the ice melted into clear, forgotten pools at the bottom of their glasses, a testament to how engrossed they’d all been. But she didn’t want to be the one to make the move, to be the one to push the evening from the safe harbor of pleasant possibility into the deep, unknown waters of electrifying reality. The air between them was thick with it, though a potent, tangible energy of unspoken questions, the collective hum of three people standing together on the same precipice, wondering who would be brave enough to jump first.

Finally, Colby, who had been the effortless conductor of the evening’s symphony of conversation, broke the charged silence. He was unequivocally the more talkative of the two, and Chanelle found his charming verbosity irresistible, from the way his tousled dark curls fell across his forehead to the way his dimples appeared like delightful punctuation marks whenever he smiled. He leaned forward slightly, his forearms resting on the table, creating an intimate space just for the three of them. His voice dropped a notch, becoming a low, inviting murmur that vibrated in the air. “So,” he began, his gaze warm, direct, and utterly without artifice, “we live nearby if you’d like to come back to our place.”

Color, hot and immediate, flooded Chanelle’s cheeks. It wasn’t a blush of embarrassment or shame, but one of pure, thrilling anticipation. This was it. The pivot point. The moment of decision she had been both dreading and craving since she’d first swiped right. She’d found Colby on Tinder, and once they began talking, he’d masterfully, charmingly convinced her that he and his roommate Gideon were looking for a woman for an ongoing, friends-with-benefits situation. He’d painted a picture not of a sordid, anonymous encounter, but of a fun, respectful, and mutually satisfying arrangement built on honesty and pleasure.

It was the perfect setup, a bespoke antidote for the malaise that had crept into her life. Chanelle had so recently crawled from the wreckage of her long-term relationship, a relationship that hadn’t ended with a bang but had died of a slow, creeping, mundane neglect. She craved this, he heart-pounding excitement, the exhilarating freedom, the singular focus on pure, unadulterated pleasure without the crushing weight of emotional baggage and unspoken expectations. “I’d like that very much,” she said, her voice softer than she intended, a little shy, a little breathy, but resolute.

She had had a couple of threesomes before, in the hazy, experimental days of college, and had found them immense fun, but Colby and Gideon were… hot. Scorching, even. Gideon was the quieter of the two, a silent, powerful counterpoint to Colby’s easy charm, but he was somehow even more intimidating with the intricate array of black-ink tattoos that snaked up his neck from the collar of his shirt and the confident, powerful stillness that radiated from his shaved head and solid build. He hadn’t said much all evening, but his eyes had. Oh, his eyes had spoken volumes, a silent language of intense, focused interest that made her skin prickle and the hairs on her arms stand on end.

The walk to their place was a short one, just a few blocks through a quiet, tree-lined neighborhood where the streetlights cast long, dancing shadows on the pavement. The cool night air, scented with damp earth and the last of the season’s blossoms, felt electric against her warm skin, a physical manifestation of the buzzing energy inside her. Colby fell into step beside her, his hand finding hers with a natural, unhesitating ease. His fingers laced through hers, a casual intimacy that felt both deeply comforting and profoundly exciting. Gideon walked on her other side, a silent, solid presence. She could feel the warmth radiating from his body even though they weren’t touching. She felt flanked, enveloped in their combined presence, a strange and wonderful sensation of being both protected and deliciously prey.

But when she walked through the front door of their house, she realized she had no reason to be nervous or intimidated. The house was clearly masculine in its decor, but it was also impeccably tidy. A large, comfortable-looking sectional sofa in a charcoal gray dominated the living room, piled with plush pillows. A massive television was mounted on the wall, and beneath it, shelves were filled not with video games and beer paraphernalia, but with books, an extensive collection of vinyl records, and quirky, interesting art pieces. It felt like a home, a lived-in space with personality, not a transient bachelor pad. The immediate ease she felt with them was reinforced when Colby went to the kitchen and poured her a glass of water without her having to ask, a simple, thoughtful gesture that spoke volumes more than any charming line could.

They gave her a tour of their house, pointing out Gideon’s art studio in a converted sunroom, the air inside still smelling faintly of turpentine and oil paints. Canvases in various stages of completion were stacked against the walls. They showed her Colby’s architectural models arranged on a large drafting table in a corner of the living room, intricate miniature worlds crafted from wood and paper. Seeing these tangible pieces of their lives, their passions, made them feel entirely real, grounded. Her last vestiges of anxiety melted away, replaced by a thrumming, low-level hum of arousal that settled deep in her belly.

Then, they took her upstairs, and the casual, friendly energy of the tour began to shift. They led her into the bedroom. It was spacious and minimally decorated, dominated by a large, king-sized bed made up with a dark gray comforter and a mountain of pillows. The lighting was soft and indirect, coming from a single lamp in the corner that cast a warm, intimate glow over the room. The air itself seemed to change, the easy camaraderie of downstairs sharpening into something more focused, more primal, more hungry.

Colby, ever the initiator, made the first move. He stepped in front of her, closing the small gap between them. His hands came up to cup her face, his palms warm against her skin, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones with a feather-light touch. His dark, curly hair fell across his forehead as he dipped his head slightly, his eyes searching hers for a moment, a silent, courteous question. When she gave the faintest of nods, an almost imperceptible signal of consent, he lowered his head and kissed her. It was a perfect kiss, soft and tentative at first, a gentle exploration, then deepening with a thrilling confidence that made her knees feel weak, as if her bones had turned to water.

He drew back just enough, his lips trailing a hot path from her mouth to her jawline, brushing her strawberry blonde hair away from her neck with his fingers so he could press his lips to the exquisitely sensitive skin just below her ear. Chanelle’s breath caught in her throat, a soft, helpless gasp that was loud in the quiet room. Her eyes, already hazy with burgeoning lust, wandered over Colby’s shoulder to see Gideon stripping off his shirt. He did it slowly, deliberately, his gaze locked with hers the entire time, making the simple act feel like a performance just for her. Fuck, his body is amazing, Chanelle thought to herself, her mind going blissfully, blessedly blank.

He wasn’t just fit; he was a living, breathing work of art. A canvas of taut muscle and swirling ink. Powerful, broad shoulders tapered down to a narrow waist, his abdomen a breathtaking roadmap of defined muscle. An elaborate tattoo of a kraken wrapped one shadowy tentacle around his left pectoral, its single, intelligent eye seeming to stare right at her, a silent, inky challenge.

While she was completely mesmerized by the sight of Gideon, Colby’s hands moved to the hem of her crop top, pulling it up and off over her head in one smooth, fluid motion. The cool air of the room hit her bare skin, raising goosebumps. A slow, wicked smile slashed across Colby’s face when he saw that she wasn’t wearing a bra underneath. His gaze was reverent, genuinely appreciative, not leering. “Stunning breasts,” he said quietly, his voice a low, husky rumble that vibrated through her, making her nipples tighten instantly in response. He reached out, his warm palms covering her completely, pushing them together, his thumbs circling her already-hardening peaks. The dual sensory input, Colby’s skilled, warm touch, and Gideon’s intense, unwavering stare, was almost too much. A jolt of pure electricity shot through her.

Both men guided her to the bed, their hands on her back and waist, steering her with a gentle but firm pressure. And that was when Chanelle’s heart really began to pound hard in her chest, a frantic, wild drumbeat against her ribs. She sat on the edge of the mattress, the soft comforter yielding beneath her, feeling wonderfully, thrillingly vulnerable as Colby knelt before her and began to unbutton her high-waisted jeans. At the same time, Gideon, now completely naked, moved to stand by the side of the bed. His erection was thick and proud, jutting from a nest of dark hair at the base of his sculpted abdomen. He was magnificent, like a classical statue come to life. “You’re shaking,” said Gideon, his voice a low, gravelly sound that rumbled in his chest, yet was somehow gentle and reassuring. He smiled down at her, a real, full smile this time, and it transformed his intimidating face into something so devastatingly handsome it nearly stopped her heart. “You nervous?”

She looked from his reassuring eyes to Colby’s focused expression as he expertly slid her jeans down her legs, his fingers brushing against her skin. “Maybe a little,” she admitted, her voice trembling slightly on the words. But then she met Gideon’s gaze again, and a powerful surge of honesty and raw desire coursed through her, washing away the last of her nerves. “Mostly excited, though.”

Colby was the one who dove in first, a man of enthusiastic, joyful action. He gently pressed her back onto the soft comforter, which smelled faintly of their clean, masculine laundry detergent. He pushed Chanelle’s legs apart and settled between them, his curls brushing against her inner thigh. At the same time, Gideon knelt down by her face, his solid warmth a comforting presence beside her. He started to kiss her, not with the immediate, ravenous hunger she might have expected, but with a surprising, disarming tenderness. He tasted of the whiskey he’d been drinking earlier, a smoky, peaty, pleasant flavor that mingled with his own unique taste. He carefully mapped the shape of her lips with his own before slowly, languidly allowing his tongue to dart into her mouth, a teasing, exploratory foray that was a delicious promise of deeper pleasures to come.

When he sat up, pulling back from the long, sensuous kiss, Chanelle saw that his cock was hard and bobbing right in front of her mouth, impossibly, invitingly close. A single, clear bead of pre-cum glistened at the slit in the tip under the soft lamplight. Without thinking, driven by pure instinct and a wave of daring she hadn’t felt in years, she reached out and dragged her tongue along the sensitive, velvety underside of it, tasting the faint salt and primal musk of him. He flinched, a sharp, involuntary intake of breath hissing through his teeth. She didn’t stop, emboldened by his reaction, and finally gathered her courage, opening her mouth and sucking the thick, velvet head past her lips.

“Fuck,” Gideon groaned, the sound ripped from his chest, raw and uncontrolled. His hand came up to cradle the back of her head, his calloused fingers threading gently through her hair. It wasn’t a gesture of force, but one of guidance, of steadying her, of pulling her closer into the pleasure. “That feels… Christ… that feels amazing.”

Simultaneously, a new, explosive, electric sensation detonated at the apex of her thighs. Colby was sliding his tongue over her clit. He hadn’t hesitated, finding her most sensitive spot with an unerring, almost psychic accuracy that spoke of both experience and a rapt attentiveness to her body’s signals. His arms were hooked underneath her knees, holding her thighs wide apart, keeping them spread so he could easily access every part of her. He held her open, completely exposed to his devouring mouth. Chanelle was shivering from head to toe, a series of uncontrollable, exquisite tremors that were born of pure, unadulterated pleasure. The pleasure was a living thing, pulsating between her thighs in a rhythmic, building wave, and at the same time, Gideon was gently, hypnotically fucking her face with steady, slow thrusts, filling her mouth completely, retreating until only the tip remained, then sinking back in to fill her again.

It was like all of her senses were firing off at once, overloaded and screaming with a chorus of delight. The rough, pleasant texture of Colby’s five-o’clock shadow abrading the tender skin of her inner thighs; the wet, encompassing heat of his mouth on her most sensitive flesh; the solid, heavy weight of Gideon’s cock sliding against her tongue and the back of her throat; the intoxicating scent of their clean skin mixed with the heady, primal aroma of sex; the breathtaking sight of Gideon’s taut stomach clenching with every slow, deliberate thrust. She moaned, a long, keening sound that vibrated in her own throat, a sound of pleasure so intense it was almost pain. The sound made Gideon pull out from her mouth, a flicker of concern crossing his features in the dim light, worried that he had fucked her too deeply, that he’d made her gag. But she gasped in pleasure, not pain, and he realized with a dawning look of delight that it wasn’t anything he had done. She was just about to come. Her whole body was coiling, tightening like a spring wound to its absolute limit.

Colby had figured it out, too. He’d learned the language of her body in mere minutes, expertly decoding her shivers and whimpers, her hitched breaths, and the slight arch of her back. He knew just the right amount of speed and pressure to apply to her clit. He tongued her over and over, his rhythm becoming faster, more insistent, a relentless, targeted assault on her senses that was driving her insane. Chanelle plunged her hips up underneath him, helplessly meeting his mouth, the lust building inside her to a fever pitch, a roaring inferno. Her free hand, the one not braced on the bed to steady herself, found Gideon’s cock, stroking him in time with his thrusts into her mouth before he’d pulled away. He grinned down at her, a look of pure, unadulterated delight transforming his face, his eyes dark and glittering with his own building arousal. “Yes, baby,” he said breathlessly, his voice a low, gravelly command that resonated deep inside her. “Come for us.”

Those words, that delicious, possessive, shared ownership—us—filled Chanelle with a renewed, explosive heat. And then she was right over the edge. It wasn’t a gentle cresting; it was a tidal wave, a cataclysmic shattering of control. Her thighs shook violently, her toes curled into painful claws, and she came with a powerful, soul-shaking orgasm that radiated from her core to the very tips of her fingers and toes. Her hips bucked up into the air, a reflexive, helpless motion, and Colby followed her with his mouth, never breaking contact, catching her choked cries and tasting the sweet, salty evidence of her complete and total pleasure. Chanelle’s eyes rolled back in her head, the world dissolving into a white-hot haze of pure sensation, her head lolling to the side on the pillow as her body convulsed. Aftershocks of pleasure were still zinging through her nervous system as the guys traded places with a seamless, practiced efficiency that was breathtaking to witness. Gideon moved in between her legs, his body radiating heat, while Colby came up near her face, his dark curls damp with sweat and clinging to his forehead.

“You are so fucking sexy when you cum,” he said, his voice husky with his own arousal. He gave her that devastating dimpled grin before leaning in to kiss her deeply, his mouth still tasting faintly, powerfully, of her own essence.

Gideon wasted no time. He positioned himself at her entrance, which was now slick and drenched from her powerful climax. He plunged into Chanelle’s wet pussy slowly and intentionally, letting out a big, shuddering breath as he did so, the sound a potent mix of relief and intense, grounding satisfaction. Chanelle’s head jerked up off the bed, a surprised, sharp cry escaping her lips. She hadn’t expected him to feel so… thick inside of her. He was impossibly, wonderfully full. Even though she was soaked and ready for him, she could still feel the incredible sensation of Gideon’s cock stretching her out, filling every single inch of her. It was an intense, incredible pressure that was borderline painful, but in the most exquisitely pleasurable way.

Meanwhile, Colby’s cock was equally as impressive, a long, elegant shaft, perfectly formed, though a bit skinnier than Gideon’s powerfully thick one. She didn’t mind the difference in the slightest; in fact, she celebrated it. It made it easier for her to take him, to welcome him fully into her mouth. He knelt over her, his erection slick and ready, the tip of it brushing against her lips in a silent, urgent invitation.

Colby helped hold her head up off the bed with one hand at her nape, a thoughtful, considerate gesture so she could get better leverage and breathe more easily. Her lips parted, and her tongue wrapped around him as she sank down his entire length, the smooth head of his cock bumping gently against the back of her throat. When she reached the base, Colby stayed like that, buried deep in her throat for a long, possessive moment before finally pulling out with a wet, slick sound that echoed in the room. While this was happening, Chanelle’s body rocked back and forth, moved by the powerful, primal rhythm of Gideon’s thrusts. His strong hands were gripping her legs high on her thighs, holding them open as his gaze, dark and hungry, wandered from the mesmerizing sight of his cock sinking into her wet pussy to Chanelle’s face being completely filled with his best friend’s cock.

“You’re a fucking goddess, Chanelle,” he groaned out, his voice strained and tight with the monumental effort of holding back his own climax.

There was a wet popping sound as Colby pulled out from Chanelle’s mouth, leaving her lips glistening. “Thank you,” she gasped out, gulping down air greedily while at the same time shivering with a potent cocktail of lingering, full-body arousal and unadulterated, feral lust. The guys switched again, their movements a fluid, unspoken choreography of shared pleasure that left her breathless.

This time, at their murmured suggestion, Chanelle got onto all fours, presenting herself to them on the vast expanse of the bed. The change in position was thrillingly, shockingly primal. It made her feel both submissive and powerful. Gideon stood in front of her, his impressive cock aimed for her eager, waiting mouth. Colby got behind her, his hands gripping her hips with a firm possessiveness, and began to fuck her deeply and roughly from behind. Her body jolted back and forth with each powerful thrust, her pussy and mouth filled simultaneously by two large, perfect cocks. She could feel the wetness from her arousal dripping from between her legs onto the gray sheets, and each time Colby sank into her, a wet, slapping sound confirmed just how intensely turned on she was. Colby squeezed her ass, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, and then gave it a few playful, stinging smacks that sent jolts of fire through her.

When Chanelle instinctively wiggled her butt back against him, a silent invitation for more, he laughed, a low, guttural sound of pure male satisfaction. He smacked it again, harder this time, the sharp sting quickly melting into a deep, radiating ache of pleasure. “I don’t know how much longer I’m gonna last,” groaned Gideon from in front of her, his eyes squeezed tightly shut as he looked down, watching Chanelle’s mouth work its magic, slobbering all over his length with an enthusiastic, greedy abandon.

“Same, man, same,” Colby grunted from behind her, his thrusts becoming more frantic, deeper, his control clearly slipping. He leaned down, his body flush against her back, his voice a hot, urgent whisper in her ear. “Should we fuck you hard until we cum, Chanelle?”

Her muffled, eager moan of assent, a sound that was half-word, half-whimper around Gideon’s cock, was all the permission they needed to hear.

The bedroom suddenly flooded with a raw, unfiltered symphony of pure carnality, the rhythmic thump of the bed frame rocking against the wall, the wet, percussive sound of skin slapping against skin, and the desperate, breathless moans of three different people completely lost to pleasure. Chanelle’s breasts, heavy and full, swayed beneath her as Gideon fucked her mouth with increasing, punishing speed, and Colby relentlessly stretched out her pussy from behind. She felt electric, her brain short-circuiting, almost dizzy with a bliss so potent it was verging on overwhelming. This was, without a shadow of a doubt, the best threesome she’d ever had. It wasn’t just physical; the chemistry between the three of them was a palpable, living thing in the room, an electric current that connected them all. And the two perfect cocks, so wonderfully different in their shape and feel, and yet equally satisfying, certainly didn’t hurt either.

The guys came almost in perfect, beautiful sync, their iron-willed control shattering at the very same moment. Chanelle moaned loudly as Gideon’s hot load shot straight down the back of her throat, thick and warm and tasting intensely of him. It was a copious amount, a testament to his arousal, but it was surprisingly easy to swallow down, a final act of submission and pleasure. “Fuck,” panted Colby from behind her, his entire body going rigid, drawing sharp, ragged breaths as his cock twitched one final time deep inside Chanelle’s well-used, cum-slicked pussy. She shimmied her butt back against him teasingly, a final, playful gesture, as he flooded her with his hot, pearlescent cum.

When the guys finally pulled out, limp and spent, the three of them collapsed onto the bed in one big, sweaty, satisfied cuddle-puddle. Limbs were tangled, skin was slick with sweat and fluids, and the air was thick with the rich, earthy scent of sex. Chanelle found herself in the middle, a deep, blissful exhaustion settling into her bones, a feeling of contentment so profound it was almost peaceful. Gideon draped a heavy, tattooed arm over her waist, pulling her back against his warm, solid chest. Colby, on her other side, leaned in for a quick, tender kiss on her lips, his dimples making a welcome appearance even in his spent state.

The silence that followed wasn’t awkward or empty; it was comfortable, sated, and rich with shared experience. “That was… even better than I expected,” Chanelle finally said, her voice husky and raw. She was the first one to break the silence. Besides, the guys were still catching their breath, their chests rising and falling in a steady, calming rhythm against her back and side.

“So,” asked Gideon eagerly from behind her, his voice still a little rough from his guttural moans. He bit his lower lip as his fingers began to idly, gently tease the outline of her nipple, drawing a lazy circle around the sensitive peak through the haze of blissful contentment. “You’d do this again?”

A slow, lazy, utterly satisfied smile spread across Chanelle’s face. She tilted her head back to look at him, her hair fanning out on the pillow, then glanced over at Colby, who was watching her with bright, hopeful eyes. “Do you mean like tonight, or in general?”

Gideon broke out into a deep, rumbling laughter that vibrated through her whole body, a sound of pure joy. “Well, both.” He and Colby exchanged a devilish, conspiratorial glance with each other over her head, a silent, gleeful communication passing between them in an instant. Before she could even fully process the shared look, they were moving again, diving into her once more, their earlier exhaustion seemingly evaporated by the thrilling prospect of another round. They each leaned down, one on either side of her, and began to suck on her nipples, their mouths hot and wet, their tongues laving and tugging in a perfect, tantalizing rhythm that sent a fresh wave of heat straight to her core. Chanelle let out a desperate little whimper, a sound of pure, helpless need. Her hips arched off the bed instinctively, her body, already sated, suddenly, miraculously craving more. Her answer was very, very obvious.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Firebound Lovers
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Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Frost & Flame Holidays

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

Frost and Flames Holidays is a collection of erotic romance short reads that turns the winter season into a fevered backdrop of yearning and surrender. In frost-kissed towns and candlelit rooms, a single glance, a whispered invitation, or a mistletoe moment can ignite a burn that lasts long after the snow melts. Each standalone tale pairs sultry chemistry with emotional warmth, placing diverse lovers in festive settings, from snowbound cabins and glittering city nights to cozy fireside evenings, where desire and trust collide in lush, intimate moments. Expect steamy encounters balanced by heart, with stories that celebrate the magic of holiday connection and the thrilling heat that summer-cold air can’t dampen. Perfect for readers craving quick, decadent escapes that feel lush, provocative, and deeply human.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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