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The soft click of the television turning off was the only sound in the room for a moment, a quiet punctuation to a perfectly ordinary evening. Harper stretched like a cat on the plush sofa, her toes brushing against Eric’s thigh. God, she’s beautiful, he thought, not for the first time that night. The way the lamplight caught the auburn highlights in her hair, the easy, comfortable smile she offered him—it was all so... perfect.

“So, what’s the plan for tonight, handsome?” she asked, tucking her feet underneath her. “Another thrilling night of defeating ancient evils on that game of yours? Or are we actually going to be adults and find a movie?”

Eric smiled, catching her foot and gently massaging the arch. She groaned in appreciation, her head lolling back. “I was thinking movie,” he said, his thumb working a small circle into her sole. “But not here. A real one. At the cinema.”

Harper’s eyes popped open, a flicker of amused surprise in them. “The cinema? Really? What’s the occasion? Our anniversary isn’t for another six months.”

“No occasion,” he said, his voice a little tighter than he intended. He could feel the nervous energy starting to coil in his stomach. “I just... I saw they’re playing that artsy indie film you wanted to see. The French one. At the Alamo Drafthouse.”

“The one with the subtitles you’ll pretend to read but actually just end up playing with my hair through?” she teased, but she was already shifting, intrigued. “Okay, you’ve convinced me. Let me go change.”

An hour later, they were nestled in the plush, high-backed seats of the nearly empty theater. The previews had just ended, casting the room into a deeper darkness. Eric’s heart was hammering against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat that felt deafening in the quiet. Just say it. Just ask.

He reached over, taking her hand. Her skin was warm, her fingers lacing with his instantly. “Hey, Harp?”

“Hmm?” she murmured, her eyes fixed on the stylized opening credits rolling across the screen.

“I... I have something I need to tell you. A fantasy.”

That got her attention. She turned her head, her profile outlined by the flickering light from the screen. He could see her curious smile. “Oh yeah? Do tell. Is it the one about the librarian again? Because I already bought the glasses.”

He swallowed, his mouth dry. “No. It’s... new. Or, well, not new. I’ve had it for a while.” He took a shaky breath. “It’s about you.”

“I should hope so,” she said, squeezing his hand, her tone still light, playful.

“It’s about seeing you... with someone else.”

The playful light in her eyes dimmed, replaced by a flicker of confusion, then concern. Her hand went still in his. “What?” The word was a soft, breathy thing, barely audible over the film’s score.

“Not like... not an affair,” he rushed to clarify, his words tumbling over each other. “Not emotional. Just... physical.” He gestured vaguely at the shadowy theater around them. “Somewhere like this. Somewhere public. Where there’s a risk. Where someone might see. Where I might see.”

He saw the shock settle on her features, her brows knitting together. She pulled her hand back, folding her arms across her chest. “Eric, what are you talking about? Why would you want that?” Her voice was low, a mixture of hurt and bewilderment. “I don’t understand. Aren’t I enough?”

“God, Harper, no. That’s not it at all.” He leaned closer, his voice dropping to an intense whisper. “You are everything. You are more than enough. That’s the whole point.” He struggled to find the words, to make her see the electricity of the idea, not the insult. “It’s because you’re so perfect. It’s the ultimate turn-on, the hottest thing I can possibly imagine—seeing how fucking desirable you are. Seeing someone else need you, watching you own that power, that confidence... and knowing you’re still coming home with me. That you’re still mine.”

He let out a long breath, the confession hanging in the dark, smoky air between them. He felt raw, exposed, like he’d cut himself open and handed her his still-beating heart.

Harper was silent for a long time, just watching him. The light from the screen played across her face, illuminating the conflict in her eyes. He could see the gears turning: the initial shock, the prickle of insecurity, the fear of what it meant about their relationship.

“I... I don’t know, Eric,” she finally whispered, her voice tremulous. “The thought of being with someone else... it feels like a betrayal. And public? What if we got caught? The humiliation...” She shuddered.

“I know, I know it’s a lot,” he said, his voice softening. “And we don’t ever have to do a thing. It’s just a fantasy. My fantasy. But I had to tell you. I had to share it with you.”

He watched her, his own nervousness a live wire under his skin. He saw her bite her lower lip, a telltale sign she was deep in thought. The fearful tension in her shoulders seemed to ease, just a fraction. Her eyes, which had been wide with alarm, now held a different kind of light—not fear, but a dawning, cautious curiosity.

She unfolded her arms, one hand coming up to absently trace the neckline of her dress. Her gaze drifted from his face, scanning the shadowy theater. She looked at the few other couples scattered in the darkness, anonymous silhouettes. She looked at the empty seats around them, a perfect pool of privacy.

“Here?” she asked, her voice so quiet he had to lean in to catch it. A shiver, one that had nothing to do with the theater’s air conditioning, raced down his spine. It wasn’t a rejection. It was a question.

“It’s... a thought,” he breathed, his own pulse thundering in his ears.

She turned back to him, and her expression had changed entirely. The concern was still there, a faint line between her brows, but it was now overshadowed by something else—something dark, intrigued, and intensely aroused. Her lips parted slightly.

“Who with?” she breathed, her voice barely above a whisper, but the question carried an electric charge in the dimly lit theater. Her eyes searched his face, waiting for his answer, and he could see the flicker of something—curiosity, anticipation, maybe even a hint of excitement—behind the initial uncertainty. The way she’d asked it wasn’t dismissive or shocked. It was exploratory, as if she were testing the waters of this idea that had just been dropped into the quiet of their evening.

Eric hesitated, his heart pounding so loudly he was sure she could hear it. He hadn’t thought this far ahead, hadn’t prepared for the specifics. He’d been too focused on getting the words out, on saying the thing he’d kept buried for so long. But now, with her gaze locked on his, he felt the weight of the moment. “I don’t know,” he admitted, his voice low and rough. “Someone... someone who’d appreciate you. Someone who’d see you the way I do. Maybe a stranger. Or maybe someone we know. I haven’t thought that far.” He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “It’s not about who, exactly. It’s about... you. Your power. Your beauty. The way you’d own that moment.”

Harper’s lips parted slightly, her breath hitching as she absorbed his words. Her fingers tightened slightly on his hand, and her eyes darted away for a moment, scanning the shadowy theater as if imagining it all playing out right then and there. “A stranger,” she murmured, almost to herself. “In a place like this. Where anyone could walk in. Where anyone could see...” She trailed off, her voice trembling with a mix of nervousness and something deeper, something that made Eric’s pulse quicken even more.

“Would it...” she started, then stopped, biting her lower lip. For a moment, she seemed unsure whether to continue, but then she met his eyes again, her gaze steady despite the blush creeping up her cheeks. “Would it excite you? Watching someone else touch me? Kiss me?” Her voice was soft but deliberate, each word measured, as if she were testing the shape of them in her mouth—and his reaction to hearing them.

Eric felt a jolt of heat surge through him at her question, at the way she’d said it so plainly, so openly. He nodded slowly, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Yes. God, yes. Just the thought of it drives me wild. Seeing someone else unable to resist you. Watching you take control. Knowing that no matter what happens, you’re still mine.” His hand tightened around hers, his thumb brushing over her knuckles in a reassuring gesture. “But only if it’s something you want, Harper. Only if it excites you too.”

She was quiet again, her expression inscrutable in the flickering light of the screen. But her hand stayed in his, and he could feel the faint tremor in her fingers. Her eyes darted back to the shadowy figures in the theater, then to him, and he saw it—the spark of curiosity, the glimmer of something that wasn’t quite rejection. She didn’t say anything more, but she didn’t have to. The look in her eyes was enough.

The air in the cinema felt thick, charged with a new, electric potential. Eric’s confession still hummed between them, a live wire connecting his nervous system to Harper’s. Her heart was a frantic drum against her ribs, a rhythm syncopated with the previews booming from the screen.

Just the thought of it drives me wild, he’d said. The words echoed in her mind, feeding the ember of curiosity he’d ignited.

She let her gaze drift from Eric’s intense, hopeful face, scanning the dimming theater. Her eyes, now adjusted to the low light, skipped over couples nestled together, groups of friends sharing popcorn. They were just shapes, blurs of normality that made her feel anything but.

Then she saw him.

In the very last row, a man sat alone. He was a silhouette against the emergency exit sign’s soft glow, but even in shadow, she could make out the broad line of his shoulders, the way he lounged in the worn velvet seat with an easy confidence. He wasn’t hunched over his phone or digging for snacks; he was just watching, waiting. Like a predator, she thought, and the comparison sent a shocking, delicious thrill straight to her core.

Her fingers, still laced with Eric’s, squeezed. She didn’t look at her husband, but she tilted her head subtly toward the back of the theater. “Eric,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the soundtrack. “There.”

Eric followed her line of sight. She felt the immediate tension in his hand, a quick intake of breath. He saw him too. “The last row,” Eric murmured, his voice husky with anticipation. “It’s almost empty back there.”

“Should we...?” Harper didn’t finish the question. She didn’t need to.

“Yes,” Eric said, the single word thick with desire. He was already standing, pulling her up with him, their half-finished drinks abandoned. They moved quickly, almost furtively, down the sloped aisle. Each step felt monumental, a conscious decision pushing her further from the safety of their old life.

The few people they passed paid them no mind. They were just another couple finding better seats. But to Harper, every footfall echoed with the weight of their intent. The plush carpet seemed to clutch at her feet, trying to hold her back, but the pull from the man in the last row was stronger.

They slipped into the row, the seats groaning softly under their weight. Harper deliberately took the seat directly beside the stranger, with Eric settling in beside her, a barrier and a witness. The space felt cavernous and intimate all at once. The air was different back here, cooler, smelling faintly of stale popcorn and his cologne—something clean and woody.

Harper’s pulse hammered in her throat. She could feel the heat radiating from the man’s body just inches away. She stared resolutely at the giant screen, where a car was exploding in slow motion, but she saw none of it. Her entire world had shrunk to this trio in the dark.

Eric leaned across her, his voice a low, friendly rumble aimed at the stranger. “Crazy previews, huh? They give away the whole movie these days.”

The man turned his head slowly. In the flickering light, Harper saw his face properly for the first time. He was handsome, with sharp cheekbones and a strong jaw dusted with stubble. His eyes, a pale, piercing blue, scanned Eric briefly before landing on her. A slow, easy smile touched his lips.

“Tell me about it,” he said, his voice a deep baritone that vibrated through the seat. “Might as well just watch the trailers and go home. I’m Zane, by the way.”

“Eric. This is my wife, Harper.”

Zane’s gaze lingered on her, a frank, appreciative look that made her skin prickle with awareness. “Harper,” he repeated, as if tasting the name. “A pleasure.”

“Shhh!” a sharp hiss came from a few rows down. The final preview had ended. The screen went black for a moment before the studio logos began to roll. The main feature was starting.

In the sudden, deeper darkness that followed, Harper felt a shift. The pretense of casual conversation was over. The real performance was about to begin. Eric’s hand found her knee under the cover of darkness, his grip firm, possessive, and encouraging all at once.

She held her breath. The opening credits music swelled, but all she could hear was the blood roaring in her ears. Then, she felt it. Not Eric’s hand.

It was Zane’s.

His arm, resting on the shared armrest, shifted. The back of his hand, warm and deliberate, brushed against her bare forearm. It wasn’t an accident. The touch was feather-light, a question asked in the silent language of the dark.

A jolt, white-hot and undeniable, shot through her. Her eyes widened, staring unseeing at the screen. She felt Eric’s fingers tighten on her knee, a silent signal. Go on.

Slowly, ever so slowly, she turned her hand over on her thigh, palm up. An invitation.

Zane didn’t hesitate. His fingers, strong and sure, slid against her palm, intertwining with hers. His thumb began to make slow, lazy circles on the sensitive skin of her inner wrist. Each rotation was a tiny shockwave of pleasure, a stark, thrilling contrast to the mundane drama unfolding on the screen. She could feel the faint calluses on his fingertips, the sheer size of his hand enveloping hers. It was the touch of a stranger, forbidden and electric.

She let out a shaky breath she didn’t realize she’d been holding. Eric leaned closer, his lips brushing her ear. “You okay?” he whispered, his breath hot against her skin.

She couldn’t form words. She just nodded, a quick, jerky movement. More than okay. She was alight. Every nerve ending was hyper-aware of Zane’s thumb, the relentless, soothing circles that were stoking a fire low in her belly.

Zane leaned in then, his voice a deep, intimate murmur meant only for her. “Your skin is so soft.” The compliment, simple and direct, undid her completely.

His grip on her hand tightened slightly, and he guided it from her thigh, across the cold, empty seat between them, and onto his own leg. Her fingers landed on the rough denim of his jeans. She could feel the hard, powerful muscle of his thigh underneath. He pressed her palm down, holding it there, letting her feel his strength.

Then, with an agonizing slowness that made her whimper softly, he began to guide her hand higher, up the solid plane of his thigh, toward the prominent, hard ridge straining against his zipper. Her fingers trembled against the thick fabric, her own desire a matching, aching throb between her legs. She was acting on pure instinct, led by a stranger’s hand and her husband’s whispered encouragement in the dark.

Her breath hitched as Zane’s large, warm hand covered hers, pressing her palm firmly against the hard ridge in his jeans. This is it. This is really happening. The sound of the zipper cutting through the hum of the film score was obscenely loud, a metallic whisper that seemed to echo in the charged space between them. With a slow, deliberate pull, he guided her hand down, the denim parting to reveal the dark fabric of his boxer briefs beneath. Her fingers brushed against the heat radiating from him, and she felt him, hard and insistent, straining against the soft cotton.

A parallel motion caught her peripheral vision. Eric, his eyes dark with a fierce, possessive hunger she’d never seen before, was mirroring the action, his own zipper sliding down. He took her other hand, his grip firm and reassuring, and placed it on his own bare skin. Her world telescoped down to the feel of them. Two different textures, two different rhythms of blood pulsing under her palms. Zane was a little thicker, a little harder, his skin sleek and hot. Eric was familiar, the feel of him a beloved map her hand knew by heart, yet now it felt new, charged with the electricity of the taboo.

Simultaneously, her hands began to move, a slow, tentative stroking that made both men let out low, guttural groans. Zane’s head fell back against the plush seat, his sharp jawline tightening. Eric’s hand came up to cup her face, his thumb stroking her cheek as he watched her, his expression a mixture of awe and raw lust.

“That’s it, baby,” Eric murmured, his voice thick. “Look at you. You’re so fucking beautiful like this.”

Zane’s other hand, which had been resting on his own thigh, moved then. He didn’t ask. He simply trailed his fingertips up the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, pushing the hem of her summer dress higher. Harper gasped, her own strokes faltering for a second as his intent became clear. The air, thick with the scent of popcorn and lust, felt cool on her newly exposed skin. His touch was confident, proprietary, as his fingers found the damp silk of her panties.

“So wet for us already,” Zane observed, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her. He didn’t move the fabric aside. Instead, he pressed the heel of his palm firmly against her, a steady, maddening pressure right over her clit. A jolt of pure, undiluted pleasure shot through her, and her hips bucked involuntarily against his hand. A soft, choked moan escaped her lips, and she quickly bit down on the lower one, her eyes darting toward the dim outlines of other moviegoers further down the row.

“Don’t,” Eric whispered, his breath hot against her ear. “Don’t hold back. Let them hear. Let me hear you.” His encouragement was the final permission she needed. The fear of being caught was still there, a thrilling, icy ribbon in her veins, but it was now utterly consumed by the heat of her own desire.

Zane’s fingers finally slipped beneath the barrier of her underwear. The sensation of his skin against her slick, aching flesh was so intense her vision swam. He was not tentative. One long, calloused finger slid into her with an easy confidence that made her cry out, a sound she quickly muffled by pressing her face into Eric’s shoulder. Eric’s arm wrapped around her, holding her close as he watched Zane’s hand work between her legs.

“Fuck, Harper,” Eric breathed, his own hips pushing up into her still-moving hand. “Look at you take him.”

Zane added a second finger, stretching her exquisitely, his palm grinding deliciously against her with every slow, deep thrust. Her own rhythm on their cocks became more frantic, less coordinated, as the pleasure building inside her began to coil tighter and tighter. The sounds were filthy, lewd; the slick slide of her hand on Zane, the wet, rhythmic sound of his fingers working her, Eric’s ragged breathing beside her. It was a symphony of depravity in the public dark.

I’m going to come, she thought, the realization a bolt of panic and excitement. I’m going to come on a stranger’s fingers while my husband watches. The thought alone sent another wave of heat crashing through her.

Zane leaned in, his lips almost brushing her ear, his voice a dark promise. “You feel incredible. I want to taste this wetness on my tongue. I want to feel you come against my mouth right here in these seats.”

His words, so crude and direct, were her undoing. The coil snapped. Her back arched off the seat as a powerful orgasm ripped through her, violent and shattering. She buried her scream in Eric’s shoulder, her body trembling uncontrollably, her hands clenching around both men as waves of pure ecstasy pulsed through her, each one timed with the relentless thrust of Zane’s skillful fingers.

As the sensations began to slowly ebb, leaving her boneless and gasping, Zane withdrew his hand. He brought his glistening fingers to his own lips, his piercing blue eyes locked on Eric’s intense gaze, and slowly, deliberately, sucked them clean.

“She tastes even better than I imagined,” he said, his voice dripping with a dark, shared intimacy. Eric’s grip on her tightened, a low growl of pure primal approval rumbling in his chest. Zane’s eyes then shifted back to Harper, who was still shuddering with aftershocks.

Her hand, still slick with the heat and hardness of Zane’s cock, moved with a rhythm that seemed almost instinctual. The sound of flesh against skin was obscenely loud in the quiet hum of the cinema, yet it was drowned out by the pounding of her own heart. She could feel him tremble beneath her touch, his breath hitching as she tightened her grip, her thumb brushing over the sensitive tip. His low groan vibrated through the air, and Harper felt a surge of power, knowing she was unraveling him just as he had undone her moments before.

Then, without warning, she leaned forward, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. The first taste of him was electric, a mix of salt and heat that sent a shiver down her spine. Zane’s sharp intake of breath was all the encouragement she needed. Her tongue swirled around him, slow and deliberate, savoring every inch as she took more of him in. His hands instinctively tangled in her hair, not forcing but guiding, his hips lifting slightly to meet her movements. The sensation of him filling her mouth, combined with the knowledge that Eric was watching intently, sent waves of arousal crashing through her.

Eric’s voice broke the silence, low and rough with desire. “Fuck, Harper, look at you.” His words were a spark that ignited something primal within her. She glanced up at him through her lashes, her lips still wrapped around Zane, and saw the raw hunger in his eyes. It was a look that said he couldn’t believe this was his wife—his shy, sweet Harper—doing something so filthy, so brazen. The contrast between her innocent demeanor and what she was doing now only heightened the thrill.

Zane’s fingers tightened in her hair, his breathing ragged as he murmured, “You’re so fucking good at this.” His voice was a mixture of awe and desperation, and it spurred her on. She took him deeper, her throat relaxing as she swallowed around him, earning a guttural moan that seemed to echo in the darkened theater. Her free hand found his thigh, squeezing in tandem with the rhythm of her mouth, while her other hand continued to stroke Eric, keeping both men tethered to her.

The air around them crackled with tension, every sound amplified—the wet slide of her lips on Zane, the stifled groans from both men, the faint rustle of clothes as Eric shifted closer. Harper could feel her own arousal building again, a steady throb between her legs that matched the pace of her movements. The risk of being caught, the forbidden nature of what they were doing, only heightened the intensity. She was lost in it, consumed by the duality of giving pleasure and taking control.

When Zane finally pulled back slightly, his voice thick with warning, “I’m close.”

His warning hung in the charged air, a thick promise of release that made Harper’s core clench in anticipation. But Zane, true to his nature of controlled chaos, didn’t let it end there. With a guttural groan, he gently disentangled himself from the wet heat of her mouth, his length slick and glistening in the dim light.

“Not there, beautiful,” he breathed, his voice ragged as he guided her back by her shoulders.

Before she could process the sudden withdrawal, his strong hands were on her waist, lifting her from her seat between the two men with an effortless strength that stole her breath. For a dizzying moment, she was suspended in the dark, the muffled sounds of the movie score a distant hum against the roaring in her ears. Then she was settled, her back flush against Zane’s solid chest, her legs splayed across his lap. The rough denim of his jeans scraped against the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, a thrilling contrast to the feverish heat of her own body.

From the seat beside them, Eric let out a sharp, involuntary gasp. Harper’s eyes, wide and dark with desire, snapped to his. She saw his knuckles were white where he gripped his own thigh, his gaze a raging storm of awe and possessive hunger, fixed on where her body was now cradled against the stranger.

Zane’s mouth found the sensitive shell of her ear, his breath hot. “He wants to see this,” he whispered, the words a dark caress. “And so do I.” His hands slid down from her waist, over the bunched fabric of her dress, and gripped her hips. He shifted beneath her, and she felt the hard press of him, freed from his jeans, against the damp lace of her panties. A shuddering moan escaped her lips.

“Oh god...”

With one hand, he hooked his fingers into the side of her soaked underwear, yanking the fragile lace aside with a quiet tear that sounded like a gunshot in the tense silence. The cool air of the theater hit her exposed flesh, making her jolt, but it was nothing compared to the searing heat of him as he positioned himself at her entrance.

He didn’t thrust. Not yet.

He just held himself there, the blunt head of his cock nudging against her, teasing her swollen, aching folds, making her writhe against him in a silent, desperate plea. Harper’s head fell back against his shoulder, her eyes sliding shut as a wave of pure, unadulterated sensation washed over her. She could feel every inch of him, the promise of what was to come, the delicious, terrifying reality of it.

“Look at him, Harper,” Zane commanded softly, his voice a low rumble she felt deep in her own bones. “Look at your husband while I fill you up.”

Her eyelids fluttered open. Eric was leaning forward, his face a mask of intense concentration and raw need. He was watching, just as Zane had said, his eyes locked on the point where their bodies were about to join. The look on his face—a mixture of profound love and feral lust—shattered the last of her inhibitions. This was for him. This terrifying, exhilarating act was the key to a part of him she’d never seen before, and she wanted to unlock it all.

“Do it,” Eric’s voice was a strained whisper, a thread of sound that held the weight of his entire fantasy. “Please.”

It was all the permission Zane needed.

In one smooth, devastating motion, he drove up into her, sheathing himself to the hilt.

Harper’s cry was muffled against Zane’s shoulder, her back arching as he stretched her, filled her completely. The sensation was overwhelming, a perfect, friction-filled oblivion that erased every thought but one: more. He was thick and unyielding inside her, a stark contrast to the familiar feel of her husband, and the newness of it sent electric jolts of pleasure arcing through her veins.

Zane groaned, a deep, heartfelt sound of pure satisfaction. “Fuck, you’re so tight. So perfect.”

Then he began to move.

His pace was deliberate at first, long, slow strokes that dragged against every sensitive nerve ending, making her whimper with each retreat and gasp with each deep plunge. His grip on her hips was iron, using them as leverage to piston into her from below. The obscene, wet sound of their joining seemed impossibly loud, a rhythmic slap of skin on skin that was surely echoing through the entire theater.

Harper’s hands scrabbled for purchase, one tangling in Zane’s hair, the other reaching out blindly for Eric. He caught it instantly, lacing his fingers through hers, his grip tight and anchoring. He was watching, his eyes burning with a fierce intensity, drinking in every detail—the way her body jolted with Zane’s thrusts, the way her breasts strained against the fabric of her dress, the dazed, pleasure-drunk expression on her face.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” Eric murmured, his thumb stroking the back of her hand. “Watching you take him... fuck, Harper.”

His words, combined with Zane’s relentless rhythm, pushed her higher. Zane shifted his angle slightly, and on the next thrust, he hit a spot deep inside her that made her see stars. A sharp, broken cry was torn from her throat.

“Right there!” she gasped, her nails digging into Zane’s scalp.

He chuckled darkly, the vibration humming through her back. “Yeah? You like that, beautiful?” He did it again, and again, hammering that exquisite spot until she was mindless, a creature of pure sensation. Her free hand flew to her own mouth, biting down on her knuckles to stifle the sounds threatening to spill out.

The world narrowed to the three of them in the back row. To the heat of Zane’s body wrapped around hers. To the feel of him pounding into her, so deep she felt him in her soul. To the unwavering, hungry gaze of her husband, whose fantasy was unfolding before him in the most breathtaking way.

Her climax began to coil tight in her belly, a spring wound to its breaking point. Her breaths came in ragged pants, her muscles tightening, trembling on the very edge. Zane’s rhythm began to falter, his own control fraying. His thrusts became harder, faster, more frantic.

“I can feel you clenching around me,” he grunted into her ear, his voice strained. “Are you going to come for us? Come on, beautiful. Come for your husband.”

Eric leaned in closer, his face just inches from theirs, his eyes glistening. “Let go, baby. I want to see it.”

That was all it took. His permission, his desire, shattered her completely. The orgasm ripped through her with a violence that stole the air from her lungs. Her body seized, clamping down around Zane’s cock in a series of relentless, pulsing waves that seemed to go on forever. A silent scream was etched on her face as pleasure, white-hot and all-consuming, electric and raw, radiated out from her core to the very tips of her fingers and toes.

Through the hazy, glorious aftermath, she felt Zane’s body go rigid behind her. A deep, guttural groan was torn from his chest as his own release overtook him, his hips stuttering against hers as he emptied himself deep inside her with a final, possessive thrust.

For a long moment, there was only silence, broken by their ragged, synced breathing. Harper was boneless, utterly spent, melting back against Zane’s chest. She could feel the frantic beat of his heart against her back, a wild drum matching her own.

Slowly, she turned her heavy-lidded gaze to Eric. He was still holding her hand, his expression one of stunned, reverent awe. He looked like a man who had just witnessed a miracle.

Zane’s arms loosened their vise-like grip around her, one hand coming up to gently brush a strand of sweat-dampened hair from her forehead. His voice, when he spoke, was husky and laced with a satisfied warmth. “So, Mrs. Harper... was that everything your husband dreamed it would be?”

A slow, sated smile spread across Harper’s lips as she caught her breath, Zane’s warmth still seeping into her back. His question hung in the air, charged and intimate.

Before she could answer, Eric’s voice, thick with emotion, cut through the dark. “It was more,” he breathed, his fingers squeezing hers. His intense gaze was fixed on her, full of a love so fierce it made her heart clench. “You were... incredible. A goddess.”

The praise sent a fresh ripple of heat through her spent body. She watched as Eric’s eyes flickered from her face down to where she was still intimately joined with Zane, a new, raw hunger flashing within them.

“Harper,” Eric whispered, his voice dropping to a low, urgent tone meant only for her ears. “Come here. Now.”

Her brow furrowed slightly, a silent question in her eyes. Now? Like this?

As if reading her mind, he nodded, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he swallowed. “I need to feel you. I need you to ride me like you just rode him. I need to be inside you while you’re still... while you’re still his.”

The blunt, visceral need in his words struck a chord deep within her, a primal echo of the fantasy he’d first confessed in this very room. The risk of being seen was now a distant, trivial thing compared to the raw connection forging between the three of them. Zane, sensing the shift, gently helped her lift off of him, his hands supportive on her hips. The loss of him was a cool shock, a reminder of what had just happened.

With shaky legs, Harper moved the single, torturous foot to the seat beside her husband. The velvet upholstery felt different now, a stage for a new act. The air, thick with the scent of their passion, felt heavy and electric. Eric was already unfastening his jeans, his movements hurried, his eyes never leaving her body, gleaming in the dashes of light from the screen.

She climbed onto the seat, straddling his lap, her knees sinking into the soft cushion on either side of his thighs. His hands found her waist, his grip firm and possessive, anchoring her. This is my husband, she thought, the reality of it crashing over her with dizzying intensity. This is the man I love.

She reached between them, her fingers wrapping around his hard, hot length. A low groan rumbled in his chest. Guiding him to her entrance, she paused for a heartbeat, looking into his eyes. She saw it all there—the love, the pride, the unquenchable thirst that her act with another man had unleashed.

Then she sank down.

It was a profoundly different fullness. Familiar, yet entirely new. Eric was hers, his body a map she knew by heart, but the context rewrote everything. A choked, guttural sound escaped him as she took him all the way, her body sheathing him completely. She could feel the faint, slick evidence of Zane’s release still on her inner thighs, a secret known only to them.

“Oh, god, Harper,” Eric moaned, his head falling back against the seat.

She began to move, a slow, rolling grind of her hips that was less about frantic passion and more about a deep, claiming connection. Her hands framed his face, forcing him to look at her. The silver light from the movie played over his features, highlighting the ecstasy etched there.

“You watched,” she breathed, her voice a husky whisper against his lips.

“Every second,” he gasped, his own hips pushing up to meet her downward stroke. “I watched you come for him.”

“And now,” she said, increasing her pace, the wet, rhythmic sounds of their coupling a blatant counterpoint to the soundtrack from the film, “I’m coming for you.”

Her body, already sensitized and humming from her first powerful climax, was racing toward another. Every nerve ending was on fire, every sensation amplified a thousandfold. She could feel the rough texture of his jeans against her knees, the solid muscle of his thighs beneath her, the way his fingers pressed almost desperately into the soft flesh of her hips. She was hyper-aware of Zane’s presence just beside them, a silent, watchful audience to this intimate reclaiming.

Eric’s control shattered. His hands slid from her hips to cup her ass, grasping her firmly, lifting and pulling her down onto him with a new, desperate rhythm. “That’s it,” he urged, his voice ragged. “Take me. Use me. Show me what you learned.”

The filthy, exhilarating command tipped her over the edge. Her second orgasm exploded through her without warning, a crashing wave that stole the air from her lungs and the strength from her bones. A silent scream parted her lips as her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length in rhythmic pulses.

Feeling her convulse around him was all it took. Eric’s eyes slammed shut, a raw, choked cry tearing from his throat as his own release surged into her, his body bucking beneath hers, holding her tightly against him as he emptied himself completely.

They collapsed together, a tangled, sweaty mess of trembling limbs and synced, ragged breathing. Harper buried her face in the crook of his neck, inhaling the familiar, comforting scent of her husband beneath the musk of sex. His arms wrapped around her, holding her as if he’d never let go.

After a long moment, a soft, low chuckle came from the seat beside them. Harper turned her head, her cheek resting on Eric’s shoulder, to see Zane watching them, a look of amused admiration on his handsome face.

“Well,” Zane said, his voice a warm rumble. “That was a hell of an encore.” He leaned forward, his piercing blue eyes glinting. “But the night’s still young. And I find myself... inspired.” His gaze traveled down her spine, lingering on the curve of her backside. “

Zane’s voice, low and laced with a predatory edge, lingered in the air like a spark waiting to catch fire. “What do you say we take this fantasy somewhere else?” His gaze was unwavering, heavy with intention as it swept over Harper’s still-trembling form, then flicked to Eric, who was catching his breath beside her.

Harper turned her head to meet Zane’s piercing blue eyes, her own wide with a mix of anticipation and lingering awe. Somewhere else? The words echoed in her mind, stirring something deep within her—a curiosity that had been dormant until tonight, now awakened by the raw, unfiltered passion they’d just shared. She felt Eric’s hand tighten around hers, his breathing still uneven but steadying. When she glanced at him, she saw it—the same hunger she’d witnessed earlier, flickering in his eyes like a flame refusing to die. He nodded almost imperceptibly, giving her the silent go-ahead.

“Where did you have in mind?” Harper asked, her voice soft but tinged with a boldness she hadn’t known she possessed. Her heart raced as Zane leaned closer, his presence dominating the small space between them. She could still feel the heat radiating from Eric’s body beneath her, anchoring her even as Zane’s words pulled her into uncharted territory.

Zane’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. “There’s an alley behind the theater,” he said, his tone dripping with suggestion. “Quiet, secluded... but not entirely private. Just enough risk to make it... electric.” His eyes locked onto hers, daring her to take the leap. “Imagine it—the thrill of being so close to exposure, yet lost in each other. No rules, no limits. Just us.”

Harper’s breath hitched, her mind already painting the scene he described. The thought sent a shiver down her spine, equal parts nerves and exhilaration. She looked back at Eric, searching for reassurance. His gaze met hers, steady and supportive, though she could see the storm of emotions swirling beneath the surface. “Whatever you want,” he murmured, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “This is your fantasy too.”

The words settled over her like a warm blanket, dispelling any lingering doubts. She turned back to Zane, her lips parting as she prepared to speak. But before she could respond, he reached out, his fingers grazing her chin in a gesture that was both tender and possessive. “Say yes,” he urged, his voice a soft yet commanding whisper. “Let me show you how far this night can go.”

Harper’s pulse quickened, her body responding to the promise in his words. She felt the weight of the moment—the line they were about to cross, the boundary they were about to shatter. And in that instant, she knew there was no turning back. “Yes,” she breathed, the single word carrying all the anticipation, fear, and desire coursing through her veins. 

Zane’s smile widened, a spark of triumph lighting up his features. He stood, offering her his hand with a fluid grace that made her stomach flutter. As she took it, rising unsteadily from Eric’s lap, she felt the shift in the room—a new energy crackling between the three of them, binding them together in this shared adventure. Eric stood too, his hand finding hers once more, and together they followed Zane toward the exit, the shadows of the theater swallowing them whole as they stepped into the unknown. The night was far from over. It was only beginning.





    
        Don't miss out!

        
            
                Click the button below
            
            and you can sign up to receive emails whenever Ember Everly publishes a new book.  There's no charge and no obligation.
        

        
            
                
                    https://books2read.com/r/B-H-WTNME-HHEGH[image: Sign Me Up]
                

            
            https://books2read.com/r/B-H-WTNME-HHEGH

        

        
            
            [image: books2read]
            

            Connecting independent readers to independent writers.

        

    





  	
	    
	      Did you love Fated Surrender? Then you should read
              
                Sinful Pleasure by Ember Everly!
              
          

	    

    
	    
            
                [image: Sinful Pleasure]
            
	    

	  
        In "Sinful Pleasure," Felicity embarks on a thrilling journey of self-discovery as she navigates her newfound desires. At an annual office party, she finds herself the center of attention, not just from her husband, Marcus, but from a group of eager colleagues as well. As Marcus reveals his fantasy of sharing her with other men, Felicity surrenders to the intoxicating thrill of pleasure, exploring her boundaries and embracing the daring world of desire. A night of passion unfolds, blurring the lines of love, lust, and liberation.


    
    





  	
	    
	      Also by Ember Everly

	    

      
	    
          
	      A Hotwife BDSM Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Bound Desires

          
        
          
	          Gagged Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Sensual Submission

          
        
          
	          Captivating Control

          
        
          
	          Wicked Trust

          
        
          
	          Raw Pleasure

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Hotwife Billionaire Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Untamed Touch

          
        
          
	          Irresistible Tease

          
        
          
	          Shattered Control

          
        
          
	          Daring Caress

          
        
          
	          Phantom Fire

          
        
          
	          Frantic Craving

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Hotwife Black Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Blacked Hard

          
        
          
	          Blacked Rough

          
        
          
	          Blacked Deep

          
        
          
	          Blacked Raw

          
        
          
	          Blacked Primal

          
        
          
	          Blacked Fiery

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Hotwife Club Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Devoted Ache

          
        
          
	          Fated Craving

          
        
          
	          Frantic Passion

          
        
          
	          Tender Surrender

          
        
          
	          Wicked Temptation

          
        
          
	          Savage Pleasure

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Hotwife Fantasy - Bundles

          
        
          
	          A First Time Hotwife Fantasy -  The Bundle

          
        
          
	          A Hotwife Summer Fantasy - The Bundle

          
        
          
	          A Hotwife Threesome Fantasy - The Bundle

          
        
          
	          A Hotwife Black Fantasy - The Bundle

          
        
          
	          A Hotwife Office Fantasy - The Bundle

          
        
          
	          A Hotwife Wedding Fantasy - The Bundle

          
        
          
	          A Hotwife BDSM Fantasy - The Bundle

          
        
          
	          A Hotwife Gangbang Fantasy - The Bundle

          
        
          
	          A Hotwife Public Fantasy - The Bundle

          
        
          
	          A Hotwife Billionaire Fantasy - The Bundle

          
        
          
	          A Hotwife Club Fantasy - The Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Hotwife Fantasy - Mega Bundles

          
        
          
	          A Hotwife Fantasy Collection - Mega Bundle 1 - Bundles 1-10

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Hotwife First Time Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Make me Come Again

          
        
          
	          Your Wish is my Command

          
        
          
	          Make Me Yours

          
        
          
	          While You Watch

          
        
          
	          You Feel so Good

          
        
          
	          Just Let Go

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Hotwife Gangbang Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Reckless Passion

          
        
          
	          Forbidden Thrill

          
        
          
	          Tangled Bliss

          
        
          
	          Savage Desire

          
        
          
	          Aching Craving

          
        
          
	          Sinful Pleasure

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Hotwife Office Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Desk Seduction

          
        
          
	          Corporate Temptation

          
        
          
	          Business Desires

          
        
          
	          Executive Liaisons

          
        
          
	          Workday Whispers

          
        
          
	          Cubicle Secrets

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Hotwife Public Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Scorching Fire

          
        
          
	          Fated Surrender

          
        
          
	          Savage Pull

          
        
          
	          Lustful Whispers

          
        
          
	          Hidden Ecstasy

          
        
          
	          Devoured Bliss

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Hotwife Summer Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Pounding Penelope

          
        
          
	          Thrusting Tiffany

          
        
          
	          Riding Rachel

          
        
          
	          Drilling Daniella

          
        
          
	          Plowing Paula

          
        
          
	          Smashing Stephanie

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Hotwife Threesome Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Hidden Desires

          
        
          
	          Tempting Secrets

          
        
          
	          Forbidden Heat

          
        
          
	          Stolen Passion

          
        
          
	          Dangerous Cravings

          
        
          
	          Velvet Surrender

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Hotwife Wedding Fantasy

          
        
          
	          To Have and to Hold

          
        
          
	          To Love and to Pleasure

          
        
          
	          To Ravish and to Pound

          
        
          
	          To Honor and to Dominate

          
        
          
	          To Pleasure and to Explore

          
        
          
	          To Take and to Share

          
        
      

      
    
    



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/teaser_3251245_image.jpg
3\ (,0( G
GANGBANG FANTASY

EMBER EVERLY





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
EMBER EVERLY





d2d_images/b2r_image.png
BOOKS 7)) READ





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/new_release_sign_up_button.png
Sign Me Up!





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



d2d_images/scene_break.png





