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The sharp scent of lemon polish hung in the air, a clean counterpoint to the decadent aroma of garlic and rosemary roasting chicken. Owen watched Camila from the kitchen doorway, a knot of nervous excitement tightening in his stomach. She was humming, her hips swaying to a silent rhythm as she arranged olives on a ceramic platter. The simple domesticity of the scene, the sheer normalcy of a Saturday preparing for a friend’s visit, made the fantasy brewing in his mind feel all the more illicit.

“He’s going to be here in twenty minutes,” she said without turning around, her voice a warm, familiar melody. “You finish setting the table?”

“All done,” he replied, leaning against the doorframe. He took a steadying breath. “The new toys came today. The package is upstairs.”

A slow, knowing smile spread across her lips. She finally glanced over her shoulder, her dark eyes gleaming with playful promise. “Is that so? And which one are you planning to use on me first, husband?”

The leather restraints, he thought. The flogger. Watching someone else use them. The words were right there, a live wire on his tongue. He pushed off the doorframe and walked to her, circling his arms around her waist and pulling her back against his chest. He nuzzled into her neck, inhaling her scent—vanilla and clean sweat. “I was thinking about something else, actually.” His voice was lower now, a quiet rumble against her skin.

“Oh?” She tilted her head, granting him better access. “Something more than the toys?”

“Something... more.” He held her tighter, his palms flattening against her stomach. “I had a thought. About Rafa.”

Camila stilled in his arms. “What about him?”

The knot in his stomach pulled taut. This was it. “He’s staying for dinner. What if... he didn’t leave after?” The words felt clumsy, too big for his mouth. He pressed on, the fantasy tumbling out in a hushed, fervent rush. “What if he stayed? With us. I’ve been thinking about it, Camila. For months. The idea of seeing you... watching you... with someone else. Fucking someone else. Seeing that look on your face, the one you get when you’re lost in it, but knowing it’s for another man. Knowing another man is making my wife feel that good.”

He felt her heart hammering against his forearm. Her entire body had gone rigid. She turned slowly in his embrace, her face a mask of stunned confusion. “You want to... share me?” The question was a whisper, fragile and disbelieving.

“It’s not about sharing,” he said, his thumb stroking her jaw. “It’s about... amplifying. It’s my biggest fantasy. To see you as the center of everything, the most desired woman in the room. To see you take your pleasure, unabashed and glorious. And I want it to be him. He’s safe. He’s our friend. And fuck, Camila, he looks at you sometimes...I know he thinks about it.”

A storm of emotions crossed her features. Concern knit her brows together. “Owen... are you sure? This isn’t some test? What if you feel... I don’t know... threatened? What if it changes things between us?” Her voice was laced with a very real fear, a protectiveness over the life they’d built.

“It won’t,” he said, and the conviction in his own voice surprised him. “It’s us. Always us. This would just be... an accessory. A new, incredibly hot, fucking insane accessory to our sex life. Our rules. Our game. I’d be right there. Directing it. Watching you. Worshipping you.” He leaned forward, pressing his forehead to hers. “The thought of another man’s hands on you, on your gorgeous tits, between your legs... but knowing you’re mine, that you’re doing this for us... fuck, it makes me harder than I’ve ever been.”

He took her hand and guided it down, letting her feel the solid, urgent proof of his arousal through his jeans. A sharp inhalation caught in her throat. Her eyes searched his, looking for any hint of doubt, any trace of a joke. She found only raw, hungry honesty.

Her initial shock began to morph, the rigid line of her shoulders softening. The fear in her eyes didn’t vanish, but it was now mingled with something else—a dawning, incredulous curiosity. She wet her lips. “You... you really want this? To watch Rafael... fuck me?”

“More than anything,” Owen breathed, his voice gritty with need. “I want to see his cock sinking into you. I want to hear the sounds you make for him. I want to see you come for him, all while you’re looking at me.”

A long silence stretched between them, filled only by the ticking of the kitchen clock and the frantic pounding of two hearts. Camila looked down at her hand still pressed against him, feeling the intense heat. The idea was absurd, terrifying, and yet... a treacherous warmth was starting to unfurl deep within her, a flutter of something that felt dangerously like anticipation.

She pulled her hand back, her expression still wary but now contemplative. “I... I don’t know, Owen. This is a lot.”

“I know. Just... think about it. Feel it out tonight. At dinner. Look at him and just... imagine it.”

The doorbell rang, its chime slicing through the tension in the kitchen. They both jumped.

Camila blinked, pulled from the intimate, lust-filled bubble they’d created. She took a step back, smoothing her hands down her apron. She looked at Owen—her husband, the love of her life, who had just confessed a fantasy so bold it left her reeling. The fear was still there, a cold knot in her belly, but it was now tangled up with the thrilling, forbidden heat his words had ignited.

She gave him a slow, measured look, a tiny, almost imperceptible shift happening behind her eyes. “Okay,” she said softly, her voice a little unsteady. “Okay. Let’s have dinner. And we’ll... we’ll see.”
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The chime echoed through the house, a sharp, cheerful sound that felt utterly at odds with the heavy, humid tension still hanging between them in the kitchen. Owen squeezed Camila’s hand, a quick, reassuring pressure. We’ll see, her own words echoed in her mind. What exactly are we going to see?

She moved to the door on legs that felt strangely unsteady, her heart doing a frantic, staccato rhythm against her ribs. She pulled it open.

Rafael stood on their welcome mat, a bottle of deep red wine in one hand and a grin that could disarm a bomb on his face. His short, dark hair was slightly mussed, and his fitted t-shirt stretched across a chest that was undeniably fit. His eyes, a warm brown, found hers immediately. “Camila. You look incredible. Smells amazing in here.”

“Rafa. Come in, come in,” she said, her voice thankfully steady. She stepped aside, her dark hair brushing her shoulder as she turned. Owen was right behind her, clapping Rafael on the back in a familiar, easy gesture.

“Hey, man. Glad you could make it.”

“Wouldn’t miss it.” Rafael handed the wine to Owen, his gaze sweeping over Camila once more, a flicker of appreciative heat in his glance that she absolutely was not supposed to be noticing. But she did. She noticed the way his eyes lingered on the curve of her hip, the hint of cleavage above her apron. Imagine it, Owen had said. The cold knot of fear in her belly warmed a fraction, turning into something more like a low, curious simmer.

The first drink was a chilled white wine, poured and sipped at the kitchen island. Owen played the perfect host, engaging Rafael in talk about work, about a recent game they’d both watched. Camila listened, her eyes darting between the two men. She saw the way Owen watched Rafael, a new intensity in his blue eyes. He wasn’t just looking at his friend; he was studying him, measuring him. For what? The question sent a fresh, dizzying thrill through her.

Dinner was a blur of flavors she’d painstakingly prepared but could barely taste. Rafael’s laugh was a rich, warm sound that filled the dining room. His forearm, resting on the table, was corded with muscle, dusted with dark hair. Every time he looked at her, she felt a jolt, a spark of something dangerous and exhilarating. Owen’s foot found hers under the table, a gentle nudge. A silent question. She met his gaze and gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod. The warmth in his eyes flared into a blazing, proud heat.

As the last bites of dessert were finished, a comfortable silence fell. Owen leaned back in his chair, his gaze shifting from Camila to Rafael. The playful host was gone, replaced by the intense man from the kitchen.

“Rafa,” Owen began, his voice lower now, a gravelly tone that made the fine hairs on Camila’s arms stand up. “We have something... an unusual proposal for you.”

Rafael raised an eyebrow, a slow, curious smile playing on his lips. “Yeah? Should I be nervous?”

“Not at all,” Owen said, his eyes locked on Camila, giving her the strength to hold Rafael’s gaze. “It’s about fantasy. My fantasy. Camila knows about it. We’ve been talking.” He took a breath, his knuckles white where he gripped the table. “I have this... powerful need. To see her. To watch her be pleasured by a man I trust. By you.”

The air in the room vanished. Rafael’s smile faded, replaced by a look of stunned concentration. He looked at Camila, his dark eyes searching hers for any sign of hesitation, of coercion. He found only a nervous, breathless anticipation. He looked back at Owen, a thousand questions in his expression.

“You’re serious,” Rafael stated, his voice a low rumble.

“Completely,” Owen said, his voice firm. “We have a new collection of toys. I want to lead. I want to watch. I want to see you fuck my incredible wife. If you’re willing. And if she,” he said, turning his burning gaze back to Camila, “is still willing.”

Camila’s mouth was dry. She nodded again, unable to form words. The fear was a distant memory, completely consumed by a roaring, liquid heat that was pooling deep inside her, making her thighs press together under the table.

A slow, brilliant grin spread across Rafael’s face. It wasn’t just a smile of agreement; it was a smile of unleashed desire, of a long-held attraction finally given permission to breathe. “Fuck, Owen. I’ve always thought she was... stunning. Of course. I’m in. If Camila wants me.”

Owen didn’t wait. He stood, the chair scraping against the floor. “Then we’re wasting time. Come on. Both of you. The bedroom. Now.” The command in his voice was absolute, a thread of dominant steel that made Camila’s core clench with a desperate, sudden need.

They followed him, a silent procession down the hall. Camila’s mind was a whirlwind of sensation—the sound of their footsteps, the scent of Rafael’s cologne behind her, the sight of Owen’s broad shoulders leading the way. He opened the door to their room, which was lit by the soft, warm glow of a single lamp.

He turned to face them, the master of the scene, his blue eyes dark with lust. He looked directly at Camila, his voice dropping to a low, intimate growl that was for her alone.

“Camila. Show him what’s mine. What he gets to play with tonight. Take off your clothes. All of them. Do it slow. Make him ache for you.”

Every nerve ending was on fire. Under the weight of two pairs of desiring eyes, she moved. Her fingers, trembling slightly, went to the knot of her apron. She untied it, letting the fabric fall to the floor in a soft heap. She reached for the hem of her dress, pulling the soft cotton up and over her head, leaving her in only a matching set of black lace—a bra that barely contained her full breasts and a tiny pair of panties.

Rafael let out a soft, ragged sound from the doorway. “Jesus, Camila.”

Owen’s gaze was a physical touch. “Keep going. The bra.”

She reached behind her, unhooking the clasp with a practiced flick. The straps slipped down her arms and she let the bra fall, revealing her breasts, her nipples already hard and eager in the cool air. She cupped them for a moment, a self-conscious gesture that turned into a slow, teasing massage under Owen’s intense scrutiny.

“Now the last thing, my love,” Owen murmured, his voice thick. “Show him your pretty, wet pussy. Let him see what he’s going to be fucking.”

Camila hooked her thumbs into the delicate lace waistband of her panties. She closed her eyes for a second, drowning in the sensation of being so completely and utterly exposed. Then she opened them, locking her dark, wanton gaze with Rafael’s. Slowly, so slowly, she pushed the lace down over the curve of her hips, down her thighs, past her knees. She stepped out of them, kicking the small garment aside.

She stood completely naked before them, her skin flushed, her chest rising and falling with quick, shallow breaths. The lamplight glinted on the slick, glistening evidence of her arousal, making the dark curls between her legs shine. She was completely bare, completely on display.

Owen’s voice was a ragged whisper of pure ownership. “Look at that, Rafael. Look how ready she is for you. Look how fucking wet my wife is.”

The air in the bedroom was thick, charged with a potential that made the fine hairs on Camila’s arms stand up. Owen’s low, possessive whisper seemed to hang there, a claim staked in the humid space between them. Rafael’s eyes, dark and hungry, remained locked on her, drinking in the sight Owen had presented to him.

Owen moved first, breaking the spell. He went to a tall, narrow cabinet in the corner, its polished wood gleaming. The click of the latch was unnaturally loud. He withdrew a set of leather cuffs, supple and black, and a long chain with a carabiner clip. His movements were practiced, intentional, each one a deliberate step in a dance they knew well.

“Hands up, my love,” Owen said, his voice a calm, steady anchor in the storm of her nerves.

Camila obeyed, raising her arms above her head. The trust was an instinct, a reflex built over years. He secured the cuffs around her wrists, the leather cool and firm against her skin. He clipped the carabiner to the metal O-rings, then fed the chain up and over a sturdy beam in the canopy of their four-poster bed, pulling it until her arms were stretched upward, her body forming a beautiful, vulnerable arc. The gentle pull was a familiar tension, a promise of surrender.

Then he picked up another item from the cabinet. A black silicone ball gag with leather straps. A new toy. Her heart did a funny little stutter, a flutter of pure, unadulterated apprehension.

“Open,” Owen murmured, his thumb stroking her jawline. “This is so you can focus, Camila. No words, no thoughts. Just feeling. Our safe signal, always. Two quick grunts, remember?”

She nodded, her dark eyes wide, and parted her lips. The smooth, solid sphere pressed against her tongue, the strap tightening securely at the back of her head. The world narrowed, the sounds becoming muffled, her own breathing a loud, nasal rhythm in her ears. She was completely his. Theirs.

Owen turned to Rafael, who had been watching, his own breathing visibly shallow. “She’s all set. Now, you’re going to worship her. Start on your knees. I want your mouth on her. I want you to lick her perfect pussy until she’s shaking. I want to watch your fingers slide into her, fucking her deep. Show me how wet my wife gets for you.”

Rafael didn’t hesitate. He closed the distance between them, dropping to his knees before her with a reverence that made her stomach clench. His hands came up to rest on her hips, his palms warm and slightly rough against her skin. He looked up at her, his gaze traveling up the length of her torso to meet her eyes. He was so close she could feel the heat of his breath on her inner thigh.

“You are so fucking beautiful, Camila,” he breathed, his voice husky.

Then he leaned in.

The first touch of his tongue was a soft, slow, upward stroke through her slick folds. A jolt of pure, electric sensation snapped through her, straight to her core. Her body jerked against the restraints, a muffled sound escaping the gag. He did it again, another long, languid lick that explored her entire length, from her entrance to her throbbing clit.

Oh god.

Owen moved to stand beside Rafael, watching intently. “That’s it. Taste her. She’s already dripping for you.”

Rafael obeyed, his technique shifting from exploration to dedicated focus. He zeroed in on her clit, circling it with the firm tip of his tongue. The pressure was perfect, dizzying, building a coil of pleasure so tight and intense she thought she might break. He alternated between swift, flickering circles and firm, flat presses of his tongue, his nose nudging against her. Her hips tried to buck, to grind against his face, but the chain held her firmly, forcing her to just take the devastating pleasure he was giving her.

She was moaning openly into the gag, the sounds wet and desperate. Her world had dissolved into sensation: the stretch in her shoulders, the firm leather on her wrists, the overwhelming, wet heat of Rafael’s mouth, and the searing intensity of Owen’s gaze.

“Use your fingers,” Owen commanded, his own voice strained. “I want to see you open her up.”

Rafael pulled back, his chin glistening. He brought one hand down, and she felt the blunt pressure of two fingers at her entrance. He pushed inside, a slow, exquisite invasion that made her cry out behind the ball. He was thick, stretching her beautifully, his palm pressing against her as he sank in to the knuckle.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Rafael groaned, his eyes closing for a second as he felt her muscles clench around him.

“Now move them,” Owen said, a rough edge of command and desire in his tone. “Finger fuck my wife’s perfect cunt. Make her cream all over your hand.”

Rafael began to pump his fingers, a steady, rhythmic motion that sent waves of pleasure radiating out from her core. At the same time, he ducked his head back down and sucked her clit into his mouth.

The dual assault was overwhelming. The deep, filling thrust of his fingers and the exquisite suction of his mouth created a feedback loop of pleasure that short-circuited her brain. Her back arched as much as the chains would allow, her legs trembling violently. She was babbling nonsense into the gag, pleas and affirmations lost to silicone.

Owen leaned close to her ear, his voice a dark, possessive whisper. “Look at you. Look how well he fucks you with his mouth. You love this, don’t you? You love having his tongue on your clit and his fingers in your pussy. You’re going to come for him, Camila. I want to see it. I want to watch you unravel.”

His words, the permission, the voyeuristic thrill of it all, pushed her right to the edge. The coil inside her was wound impossibly tight, a scream building in her chest with no way out.

Rafael felt her tightening around his fingers, her juices coating his hand. He fucked her faster, his tongue lashing her clit without mercy. “That’s it, Camila,” he mumbled against her, his voice vibrating through her sensitive flesh. “Come on. Come all over my face. Let me feel you fucking pulse.”

The command, the raw need in his voice, was the final trigger. The tension shattered. A seismic wave of pleasure crashed through her, so violent her vision whited out. Her body convulsed, held upright only by the chains, her inner muscles clenching and fluttering around Rafael’s thrusting fingers in a relentless, ecstatic rhythm. A long, guttural, muffled scream was torn from her throat, the only sound in the room her ragged, desperate breaths through her nose and the wet, slick sounds of Rafael’s ministrations as he gently worked her through the last tremors of her climax.

The shuddering aftershocks of her climax were still rippling through her when Owen’s voice cut through the heavy, perfumed air of the room. It was low, calm, and utterly commanding.

“Rafael.” The single word was a direct order. “You’ve tasted her. You’ve felt her come on your fingers. Now, I want to watch you fuck my wife’s perfect pussy.”

Camila’s eyes, wide and glazed, fluttered open. From her suspended position, she watched Rafael slowly rise from his knees. His mouth and chin glistened with her release. His gaze was locked on Owen, a silent question passing between them. Owen gave a single, slow nod, his intense blue eyes burning with a thrill-seeking fire that made Camila’s stomach clench with a fresh wave of dizzying desire.

Rafael didn’t need further instruction. He fumbled with his pants for only a moment, his eyes never leaving her. The sound of his zipper was obscenely loud. He was already hard, his cock springing free, thick and straining. He gripped himself, giving a few slow, firm strokes, his gaze drinking in the sight of her waiting body. “So fucking beautiful,” he rasped, more to himself than to anyone.

Rafael’s hands, strong and sure, came to her thighs. His touch was warm, almost reverent, as he smoothed his palms up the sensitive skin of her inner legs. “You heard him, Camila,” he murmured, his voice a rough caress. “Legs up. Over my shoulders. I need to be inside you now. I need to feel how fucking tight you are.”

A muffled sound, half-protest, half-plea, escaped the ball gag. But her body, still humming from its recent peak, betrayed her. Her muscles, though weak, didn’t fight him. She let him guide her legs, lifting them, the chain on her cuffs clinking softly with the movement. The position arched her back, presenting her completely to him, exposed and utterly vulnerable. The cool air of the room kissed her slick, open flesh, a stark contrast to the heat building within her.

“Look at that,” Owen breathed, moving to the side of the bed to get a better view. His voice was thick with possession and awe. “Look at how open you are for him, Camila. All that wetness, just for us. For him. God, you are a fucking vision.”

He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her, smearing through her wetness. The pressure was immense, a promise of the stretch to come. Camila’s breathing, already ragged, shallowed. Her dark eyes were wide, fixed on Rafael’s face, watching the raw hunger etched into his features.

“Do it,” Owen commanded, his voice dropping to a dark, eager whisper. “Fuck her. Now.”

With a low groan that seemed to be torn from his chest, Rafael pushed forward.

The invasion was sudden and complete. He was thick, and the initial thrust buried him to the hilt in one smooth, relentless motion. The sensation was so profound, so utterly consuming, that Camila’s body went rigid against the chains. A sharp, choked cry was muffled by the gag. It was a stretch that bordered on pain for a single, brilliant second before melting into a deep, devastating fullness that robbed her of any coherent thought. He filled her, stretching her in a way she hadn’t been stretched in years, his hips meeting hers with a firm, final smack of skin on skin.

“Oh fuck, Camila,” Rafael groaned, his head falling back as he paused, fully sheathed inside her. “You feel... fuck... you feel incredible. So goddamn tight and wet.” He opened his eyes, looking down at where their bodies were joined. “Look at that, Owen. Look at her take me.”

Owen’s hand was on his own cock, stroking himself through his jeans, his breathing shallow. “I see it. I see all of it. Now move. Show me how you fuck her.”

Rafael needed no further encouragement. He pulled back almost all the way, leaving just the tip inside, making her ache with the sudden emptiness, before driving into her again. Hard. The rhythm was established instantly: a deep, pounding pace that shook the bed frame and sent jolts of electric pleasure through Camila’s suspended form. Each thrust was a claim, a brutal, wonderful possession.

The sounds were filthy, pornographic. The wet, rhythmic slap of their bodies meeting. Rafael’s guttural grunts with every inward drive. The muffled, desperate whimpers escaping Camila’s gag. The soft, metallic jangle of the chain as her body was pushed and pulled by the force of his fucking.

“Yes,” Owen hissed, his voice taut with excitement. “Just like that. Fuck her just like that. Harder.”

Rafael obeyed, his grip on her thighs tightening, his muscles straining as he pistoned into her. The angle was deep, somehow deeper than anything she’d ever felt. With every plunge, the head of his cock rubbed against a spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids. Each impact sent a shockwave through her, a building pressure that threatened to shatter her all over again. Her own juices coated them both, making the slide easier, hotter, messier.

“You like that, don’t you, baby?” Owen’s voice was right by her ear again, his breath hot. “You like feeling his big cock pounding your pussy while your husband watches. You love being our good little fucktoy, don’t you? Tell me you love it.”

She couldn’t speak, could only moan around the rubber in her mouth, the sound pitched high with a need that was wholly embarrassing and completely unstoppable. Her hips tried to meet Rafael’s thrusts, a feeble movement against his powerful control. Her body was no longer her own; it was an instrument played by two masters, and they were making it sing a raw, primal song.

Rafael’s pace began to falter, growing more frantic, less controlled. “Camila... I’m not gonna last... you feel too fucking good,” he grunted, his thrusts becoming shorter, harder, more desperate.

Owen’s hand closed around her chin, forcing her to look at him. His eyes were dark with lust. “You’re going to make him come, Camila. You’re going to milk his cock with that perfect pussy until he fucking explodes inside you. And I am going to watch every second of it.”

Rafael’s rhythm broke completely, devolving into a series of shallow, frantic jerks. His whole body tensed, a guttural roar erupting from him as he drove himself as deep as he could possibly go and held there. Camila felt the hot, pulsing release flood her insides, a shocking, intimate warmth that triggered her own second climax. It ripped through her with silent, convulsive violence, her vision tunneling as her inner muscles clutched and fluttered around him, milking him dry just as Owen had commanded.

For a long moment, the only sound was their harsh, ragged breathing. Rafael slumped over her, his forehead resting against her bound wrist, his body still trembling from the intensity of his release. His chest heaved against her side, the warmth of his skin mingling with hers in the aftermath of their shared ecstasy. Camila's own breath came in uneven gasps, her body still quivering from the aftershocks of her climax. The weight of him pressing into her felt grounding, anchoring her to the moment, even as her mind began to drift in the hazy, overstimulated fog of pleasure.

Owen’s hand gently cupped her cheek, his thumb stroking her skin in slow, deliberate motions. His touch was tender, almost reverent, a stark contrast to the raw carnality that had just unfolded. “You were perfect,” he murmured, his voice low and thick with adoration. “Absolutely fucking perfect.” His other hand traced the curve of her hip, following the lines of her body as if memorizing every inch of her. “Look at you,” he breathed, his eyes drinking in the sight of her bound and spent form beneath Rafael. “You’re still trembling... so fucking beautiful.”

Rafael shifted slightly, his face nuzzling into the crook of her neck as he took a deep, shuddering breath. “Camila...” His voice was hoarse, barely audible, but the way he said her name carried a weight that made her pulse stutter. He pressed a soft, lingering kiss to her shoulder, his lips warm against her sweat-slicked skin. “You don’t even know... what you do to me.” His words were punctuated by the faintest tremor in his voice, a vulnerability that felt both foreign and intoxicating.

Owen’s fingers brushed through her hair, gentle yet possessive. “You belong to us now,” he said, his tone leaving no room for doubt. “To me, and to him. And we’re going to take such good care of you.” His thumb slid down to trace her swollen lips, still parted around the ball gag. “But first...” He leaned in, his breath warm against her ear, “let’s get you cleaned up. You’ve been so good for us.”

Camila’s eyelids fluttered shut as she exhaled slowly, her body beginning to relax under their combined attention. The tension in her muscles ebbed away, replaced by a bone-deep exhaustion and a strange, fragile sense of fulfillment. The scent of sex and sweat filled the air, a heady reminder of what had just transpired. She felt Rafael’s weight shift again as he began to pull away, his movement slow and deliberate, careful not to jostle her too much. 

As they began to untie her, their hands moving with practiced ease, Camila couldn’t help but feel a flicker of something new stirring within her—a quiet curiosity about what might come next. For now, though, she let herself sink into the warmth of their care, allowing them to guide her through the aftermath of a moment that had left them all irrevocably changed.

The lingering scent of their shared exertion clung to the air, thick and musky and deeply satisfying. Owen’s hands were already moving, his touch firm and sure as he began to undo the leather cuffs. The metal buckles clicked softly, a quiet sound in the otherwise silent room. Rafael’s eyes never left Camila’s body, tracing the faint red marks left by the restraints.

“Come on, my gorgeous girl,” Owen murmured, his voice a low, soothing rumble as he carefully worked the gag free from her mouth. “Let’s get you cleaned up.” He massaged her jawline with a tender thumb, and she leaned into his touch, her body feeling both heavy and weightless.

Rafael stood beside the bed, his own breathing still a bit uneven. He reached out, not to grab, but to simply rest his palm on her ankle, a gesture of connection that felt surprisingly intimate. “You were... fuck, Camila. I’ve never seen anything like that.”

Owen smiled, a proud, possessive glint in his intense blue eyes. He slid one arm under her knees and the other behind her back, lifting her as if she weighed nothing. She instinctively wrapped her arms around his neck, burying her face against his shoulder, inhaling his familiar, comforting scent mingled with the new, tantalizing aroma of Rafael.

He carried her the short distance to the en suite, Rafael following closely. The bathroom's air was warm and inviting. Owen set her down gently on the cool tile floor, her legs wobbling slightly, but he held her steady.

“I’ve got you,” he whispered, his lips against her temple.

He turned on the shower, adjusting the water until it was a warm, cascading spray. Steam quickly began to fog the glass door. Rafael moved behind her, his hands coming to rest on her hips, his hard, warm chest pressing against her back. He dipped his head, his lips finding the sensitive spot where her neck met her shoulder, and placed a soft, open-mouthed kiss there. A fresh wave of desire, startling in its intensity, rolled through her.

Owen’s hands, slick with sandalwood-scented soap, were the first to glide over her skin. He started with her shoulders, washing away the sweat and salt, his movements slow and worshipful. Rafael’s hands soon joined, a bar of soap in his grasp, working down the sleek curve of her spine. Two sets of hands, two different textures of touch—Owen’s familiar and commanding, Rafael’s new and explorative—slipping and sliding over her body, lathering every inch of her. They were a team, focused entirely on her, their movements synchronized in a silent, erotic dance. The soap suds ran in white rivulets down her breasts, her stomach, between her thighs.

Rafael’s soapy fingers traced the cleft of her ass, a deliberate, circling motion that made her gasp and push back against him instinctively. Owen watched, his eyes dark with hunger, his own hands cupping and kneading her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples until they were hard, pebbled points against his palms.

“Turn around, baby,” Owen commanded, his voice husky.

She turned, facing him, the water sluicing down her front, rinsing the suds away. Rafael stayed behind her, his hands now on her waist, holding her steady. Owen’s gaze was locked on hers as he dropped to his knees before her. The sight of him there, water soaking his hair and running down his face, looking up at her with sheer adoration and lust, was almost enough to make her climax again.

He didn’t speak. He just leaned forward and pressed his mouth to her, his tongue delving into her with a familiarity that was both comforting and wildly stimulating. His tongue worked her with a slow, deep rhythm, and she cried out, her fingers tangling in his wet hair. She could feel Rafael hardening against her lower back, his own breathing becoming ragged as he watched.

Just as the sensations began to crest again, Owen pulled back, rising to his feet in one fluid, powerful motion. Water streamed down his torso. “My turn to hold her,” he said to Rafael, his voice thick with intent.

In one swift movement, Owen bent and hooked his arms under her knees, lifting her up against his chest. She wrapped her legs around his waist, locking her ankles, her body suspended in his strong arms. This new position left her utterly exposed, open to both of them, her most intimate places on display. The water beat down on them, a warm, rushing veil.

Owen’s hands tightened around Camila’s thighs, the muscles flexing under his palms as he shifted her weight slightly. His cock, already glistening with a mix of water and her arousal, pressed against her entrance, the tip teasing her slick folds. He held her gaze, his intense blue eyes dark with desire, and she could see the restraint in the way his jaw tensed. “You’re so fucking wet for me,” he murmured, his voice low and rough, a sound that sent shivers down her spine. “I can feel it. You need this, don’t you?”

She nodded, her breath hitching as he pressed forward, the blunt head of his cock parting her folds with a deliberate slowness. The sensation was electric, a delicious stretch that made her toes curl and her body arch instinctively toward him. Owen let out a low groan, the sound vibrating through her as he sank deeper, inch by excruciatingly perfect inch. “That’s it, baby,” he coaxed, his voice a thick, honeyed drawl. “Take me. All of me.”

The fullness was overwhelming, a familiar yet always breathtaking sensation that left her gasping. She could feel every ridge of him as he pushed in, her body yielding to his relentless, gentle pressure. When he was fully sheathed inside her, hips flush against hers, he paused, letting her adjust to the incredible stretch. Water cascaded down their bodies, steam curling around them like a sensuous veil as he leaned forward, his forehead pressing against hers. “You feel so fucking good,” he breathed, his voice trembling with barely restrained need. “So tight. So perfect.”

He began to move then, a slow, deep withdrawal that had her whimpering in protest before he thrust back in with a controlled power that stole the air from her lungs. His rhythm was unhurried, each stroke deliberate and measured, designed to drag out every ounce of pleasure from her body. She clung to him, her nails digging into his shoulders as he filled her again and again, the sensations building with every movement. “Owen,” she moaned, her voice breaking on his name. “God, yes.”

His hands slid up to cup her ass, lifting her slightly to change the angle of his thrusts. The new position sent a jolt of electrifying pleasure through her, hitting a spot deep inside that made her cry out. He smirked, a wicked glint in his eyes as he adjusted his rhythm to target that spot with every stroke. “There it is,” he growled, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “I knew I’d find it. You’re shaking for me already, aren’t you?”

She was—her entire body trembled with the force of the pleasure coursing through her, her thighs quivering around his waist. Owen’s pace remained steady, his thrusts unrelenting as he drove her closer and closer to the edge. He didn’t rush, savoring every moment of her unraveling, his eyes never leaving hers. “You’re mine,” he whispered fiercely, his voice a possessive rumble that echoed in her soul. “All fucking mine.” And then he kissed her, hard and deep, claiming her mouth as thoroughly as he claimed her body.

Rafael didn’t need a command. He moved in close, his hands gripping the full curves of her ass, spreading her wider for Owen. He looked at Owen, a silent question in his eyes.

“She’s ready for us,” Owen growled, his voice barely audible over the shower spray. “Don’t make her wait.”

Rafael’s thumb rubbed slow, tantalizing circles around her other entrance, the one still untouched tonight. The sensation was new, a shocking, delicious friction on a place hyper-sensitive from anticipation. She tensed for a fraction of a second, a natural reflex, then forced herself to relax, to push back against his hand.

“Oh god, yes,” she moaned, the words torn from her. “Rafael... please.”

That was all the encouragement he needed. He spat into his hand, a crude, necessary gesture that sent a jolt of pure filth straight to her core, and slicked himself. He positioned the blunt head of his cock against her, applying a steady, inexorable pressure. Owen’s arms were like iron bands around her, holding her perfectly still.

With a low groan that seemed to be ripped from his soul, Rafael pushed forward. The initial stretch was immense, a breathtaking fullness that was entirely different from being filled elsewhere. She cried out, a sharp, choked sound, as he sank into her, inch by incredible inch, until he was buried to the hilt. The feeling was overwhelming, a deep, stretching possession that bordered on pain before melting into a pleasure so profound it stole the air from her lungs.

“Fuck, Camila,” Rafael choked out, his forehead dropping against her shoulder blade as he stayed still, letting her adjust to the incredible invasion. “You feel... fuck... you’re so tight.”

Before she could even process the sensation of being so completely filled from behind, Owen was moving faster. He adjusted his grip on her, lowering her slightly onto his own aching erection. He was already slick from the water and her own arousal. He didn’t hesitate. He drove up into her wet heat in one smooth, claiming stroke.

The effect was seismic. She was filled, utterly and completely, stretched to her absolute limit by both men, a dual penetration that ignited every single nerve ending she possessed. She was the center of their universe, the connection between them, split open and taken by the two men who now owned her body and her pleasure.

Owen began to move, a slow, deep withdrawal followed by a powerful thrust that rocked her entire body. The motion forced Rafael to move within her other channel, creating a devastating, rhythmic friction that was unlike anything she had ever imagined.

“This is it, Camila,” Owen grunted, his voice strained with the effort of holding her and fucking her simultaneously. “This is what I wanted to see. Look at you. Taking us both. My cock in your perfect cunt, his fucking your incredible ass. You are a fucking goddess.”

Rafael’s hands tightened on her hips, his own thrusts falling into a ragged rhythm opposite Owen’s. The dual motion was creating a feedback loop of pleasure, each thrust from one man amplifying the sensations caused by the other. The slap of wet skin, the grunts of effort, the steam swirling around their tangled bodies—it was a symphony of depraved, beautiful filth.

“Harder,” she begged, the word a broken plea. “Don’t stop. Fuck me harder. Both of you.”

Owen’s grip tightened, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more possessive. He held her firmly in place, his arms like iron bands around her, ensuring she couldn’t move anything but her mouth, which hung open in a silent scream of ecstasy. The water from the shower streamed down their bodies, mingling with the sweat and arousal that slicked their skin, making every movement feel slicker, filthier. His voice was low and guttural, dripping with raw command as he ground out, “You hear that, Rafa? She wants it harder. Give my wife what she fucking wants.”

Rafael didn’t hesitate. His rhythm shifted immediately, his hips pistoning into her with a force that made her entire body jolt forward into Owen’s chest. She gasped, her head falling back against Rafael’s shoulder as the sheer intensity of their combined rhythm overwhelmed her. The sensation of being so completely filled, so thoroughly claimed by both men, was almost too much to bear. Owen’s cock plunged deep into her cunt, hitting that spot inside her with unerring precision, while Rafael’s thickness stretched her ass in ways that bordered on pain but teetered deliriously into pleasure. The dichotomy was maddening, a perfect storm of sensations that had her trembling between them.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, the words barely audible over the sound of the shower and the slap of skin against skin. Her nails dug into Owen’s shoulders, leaving crescent-shaped marks as she clung to him for dear life. Her body was a live wire, every nerve alight with the pleasure they were wringing from her. “Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”

Owen leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear as he growled, “We’re not stopping until you come all over my cock, Camila. You’re going to scream for us.” His thrusts became harder, faster, each one driving her closer to the edge. The possessive tone in his voice sent a fresh wave of heat crashing through her, her body responding instinctively to his dominance. She could feel Rafael’s pace quickening behind her, his cock dragging against her tight walls with a friction that was almost too much to bear.

Rafael’s hands moved from her hips to her breasts, his fingers pinching and rolling her nipples with just the right amount of pressure to make her cry out. The dual stimulation, combined with the relentless rhythm of their thrusts, had her spiraling out of control. “You’re taking us so well,” Rafael murmured, his voice strained with the effort of holding back his own release. “Fuck, you’re incredible.”

She could feel it building, that inevitable peak that threatened to consume her entirely. Her thighs trembled around Owen’s waist, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she teetered on the edge. “I’m close,” she choked out, her voice breaking on the words. “So close.”

Owen’s answering smirk was wicked, his blue eyes dark with satisfaction as he watched her unravel. “Good,” he growled. “Come for us, Camila. Let us feel it.” 

And with that, he drove into her one final time, the force of his thrust sending her crashing over the edge into a blinding, all-consuming orgasm that wracked her body from head to toe. Her scream was raw and unfiltered, a guttural sound torn from deep within her chest as the pleasure exploded through her core like a supernova. Every muscle in her body clenched and released in rapid succession, her cunt gripping Owen’s cock with an almost painful tightness while Rafael’s relentless thrusts in her ass amplified the sensations to unbearable heights. She was completely out of control, her mind blank except for the overwhelming ecstasy tearing through her.

Owen groaned, his own release triggered by the convulsions of her body around him. His hips jerked erratically as he buried himself to the hilt, pulsing hot and deep inside her. His voice was a ragged growl against her ear, "That’s it, baby. Take it. Take everything I’ve got." His words were possessive, primal, and they only made her tremble harder, her orgasm stretching on and on.

Behind her, Rafael’s rhythm faltered, his grunts growing louder and more urgent. With a sharp cry, he buried himself as deep as he could go, his cock twitching violently as he came. His hands tightened on her breasts, fingers digging into her flesh as he emptied himself inside her, the heat of his release adding another layer of filth to the already overwhelming scene. "Fuck, Camila," he choked out, his voice breaking. "You’re perfect. Just fucking perfect."

The sensations didn’t stop—they couldn’t. Owen pulled back slightly, still hard and throbbing, determined to wring every last ounce of pleasure from her trembling body. He drove into her again, his thrusts slower now but no less intense, focused solely on prolonging her climax. "You’re not done yet," he growled, his voice thick with barely restrained need. "I want to feel you come again."

She obeyed, helpless to do otherwise. The renewed friction, combined with the sticky warmth of Rafael’s release still coating her insides, sent her spiraling into a second orgasm, this one smaller but no less intense. Her body shuddered violently, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps as she clung to Owen for dear life. "Please," she whimpered, the word barely audible over the sound of their ragged breathing and the steady stream of the shower.

Rafael slumped forward, his forehead resting between her shoulder blades as he struggled to catch his breath. Owen finally slowed his movements, his arms tightening around her as her body went limp in his hold. "Good girl," he murmured, his lips brushing against her temple. "You took us so well."

She could only nod, too spent to form coherent words. The water continued to rain down on them, washing away the sweat and cum, but the memory of what they’d just done—what she’d just done—was seared into her soul forever.
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