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The soft hum of the dishwasher filled the cozy kitchen as David leaned against the counter, sipping his coffee. Emily was across the room, her back to him as she rearranged the vase of fresh flowers on the dining table. The late afternoon sunlight streamed through the windows, catching the golden highlights in her hair. She looked effortlessly radiant in her loose sweater and jeans, and David couldn’t help but smile.

She’s everything. The thought came to him often, but today it carried a weight he hadn’t felt before. His stomach tightened, a mix of nervousness and something he couldn’t quite name. He set his mug down, the ceramic clicking softly against the counter.

“Em,” he began, his voice steady but softer than usual.

She turned, her brows lifting slightly at his tone. “Yeah?”

He hesitated, the words tangled in his throat. How did you tell the woman you loved that you’d been fantasizing about seeing her with someone else? The idea had burrowed into his mind weeks ago, sprouting quietly like a secret he hadn’t meant to keep. Now, it was all he could think about.

“I’ve been... I’ve been thinking about something,” he started again, his fingers drumming lightly against the counter. “Something I want to tell you. But it’s... kind of out there.”

Emily tilted her head, her lips curving into a playful smirk. “Out there? You’re not planning to quit your job and join a circus, are you?”

He chuckled, but it was short-lived. “No, nothing like that. It’s more... personal.” He took a breath, his gaze locking with hers. “It’s about us. About... me.”

Her expression shifted, curiosity replacing the humor. She stepped closer, her palm resting on the counter beside his. “Okay, now you’re making me nervous. What is it?”

David swallowed hard, his heart pounding in a way that made him feel both exhilarated and terrified. “I’ve had this... fantasy,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “About you. Seeing you with someone else.”

Emily blinked, her hand slipping off the counter as she took half a step back. “What?”

“I don’t mean emotionally,” he rushed to clarify, his words tumbling out faster now. “Just... physically. Watching you be desired by someone else. Seeing how beautiful you are through someone else’s eyes. I know it sounds crazy, but...”

Her cheeks flushed a deep pink, and she crossed her arms over her chest, suddenly self-conscious. “David, are you serious? This isn’t some kind of joke?”

“No,” he said firmly, stepping toward her. “I wouldn’t joke about something like this. I love you, Em. So much. This isn’t about me wanting you less—it’s about wanting to see you more. To see you in a way I can’t on my own.”

She stared at him, her lips parted slightly in surprise. The air between them felt charged, crackling with unspoken questions and possibilities. “I... I don’t even know what to say,” she murmured finally. “This is... a lot.”

He reached for her hands, holding them gently. “You don’t have to say anything right now. I just needed you to know. It’s been eating at me, and I couldn’t keep it to myself anymore.”

Emily bit her lower lip, her eyes searching his face as if trying to decode his thoughts. “I mean... it’s not like I’m completely against it,” she said slowly, her voice tentative. “But this is so out of the blue. I need time to process it.”

David exhaled, relief flooding through him. “Of course. Take all the time you need. I just wanted to be honest with you.”

She nodded, her mind clearly racing as she processed his confession. Then, almost instinctively, she stepped closer to him, her body aligning with his. Her hands slid up his chest, coming to rest against his shoulders. “Thank you for telling me,” she said softly, her voice tinged with warmth. “It means a lot that you trust me with this.”

His pulse quickened as her proximity sent a wave of heat through him. “Always,” he murmured, his hands finding her waist. He leaned down, brushing his lips against hers in a soft, lingering kiss that spoke of all the things he couldn’t put into words.

Emily responded immediately, her mouth slanting against his with a quiet urgency that made his head spin. Her fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him closer until there was no space left between them. The kiss deepened, their breaths mingling as they lost themselves in the moment.

When they finally pulled apart, Emily’s eyes were dark with a mix of emotions—curiosity, doubt, and something else he couldn’t quite identify. She rested her forehead against his, her voice barely audible. “We’re going to talk about this more later, aren’t we?”

“Yes,” he replied, his thumb tracing circles on her hip. “But not right now.”

She smiled faintly, her lips brushing his once more in a kiss that promised more to come.

***
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The late morning sunlight filtered through the blinds, casting a warm glow over the kitchen where David sat at the table, nursing a cup of coffee. Emily moved around the room, her bare feet padding softly against the tiled floor as she prepared breakfast. The scent of freshly brewed coffee and sizzling bacon filled the air, but there was a tension between them that lingered from their conversation a few days prior.

David watched her, his gaze tracing the curve of her waist as she bent to pull a pan from the oven. His heart thudded softly in his chest, a mix of anticipation and nerves churning in his stomach. He knew he had to bring it up again—they couldn’t leave it hanging in the air forever.

“Em,” he began, his voice low but steady, “can we talk about... that thing I mentioned the other night?”

Emily paused, her hand hovering over the spatula on the counter. She turned to face him, her expression unreadable for a moment before she nodded. “Yeah,” she said softly, setting the spatula down. “I think we should.”

She walked over to the table, sliding into the chair across from him. Her fingers wrapped around her own mug of coffee, though she didn’t take a sip. Instead, she looked at him with those eyes that always seemed to see straight through him. “You really meant it, didn’t you? About... wanting to see me with someone else?”

David exhaled slowly, his hands tightening around his mug. “I did. I still do.” He met her gaze, his own steady despite the flutter in his chest. “But only if you’re comfortable with it. Only if it’s something you want to explore too.”

Emily frowned slightly, her brow furrowing as she studied him. “It’s not that I’m not... curious,” she admitted hesitantly. “But I’m scared. What if it changes things between us? What if it’s... too much?”

David reached across the table, his fingers brushing against hers. “I get that,” he said gently. “And I wouldn’t blame you if you wanted to shut it down completely. But for me, this isn’t about wanting something different or wanting less of you. It’s about seeing you in a way I’ve never seen you before. Watching you be desired, watching you let go... it’s about you, Em. Not someone else.”

Her lips parted slightly, a flicker of something—interest?—passing through her eyes. “Have you... thought about how it would work?” she asked, her voice soft but edged with curiosity.

David nodded, his thumb tracing the rim of his mug absently. “I have. It would be completely on your terms. You’d have all the control—who it is, when it happens, where it happens. And if either of us feels uncomfortable at any point, we stop. No questions asked.”

Emily chewed her bottom lip, her gaze drifting to the window as she considered his words. The silence stretched between them, heavy with unspoken thoughts. Finally, she looked back at him, her expression more open now. “What if... what if I decide I don’t like it? Or what if you don’t like it?”

David smiled faintly, leaning back in his chair. “Then we laugh about it, have a glass of wine, and move on. It’s just an adventure, Em. A shared adventure. It doesn’t define us unless we let it.”

Her fingers tightened around her mug, and for a moment, she looked almost vulnerable. “And you’re sure this is something you want? Not just some... passing fantasy?”

“I’m sure,” he said without hesitation. “But more importantly, I want you to be sure. I want you to feel safe, excited, and... curious. If you’re not ready, that’s okay. We can table it—or forget about it altogether.”

Emily’s lips curved into a small smile, though it was tinged with uncertainty. “I don’t think I want to forget about it,” she murmured. “But I need time to think. To... process.”

“Of course,” David said softly, his hand reaching for hers again. “Take all the time you need.”

They sat in silence for a few moments, the weight of the conversation settling around them. Then, Emily stood abruptly, her chair scraping against the floor. She walked around the table until she was standing beside him, her fingers brushing against his shoulder before sliding into his hair.

David looked up at her, his breath catching as she leaned down, her lips brushing against his in a kiss that was slow and searching. Her other hand rested on his chest, her fingers curling slightly into the fabric of his shirt. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with something he couldn’t quite name.

“I think...” she began, her voice soft but steady, “I think I might be ready to try it. Once.”

David’s heart leapt, though he kept his expression calm. “Are you sure?” he asked, his hand coming up to cradle her cheek.

She nodded, her lips curving into a tentative smile. “Yes. But—” she added quickly, her tone firm now, “—we set boundaries. Clear ones.”

“Anything,” he said immediately. “Whatever you need.”

Emily took a deep breath, her fingers still tangled in his hair. “The guy leaves right after,” she said firmly. “No lingering, no awkward small talk. And if at any point—during or after—either of us feels uncomfortable, we stop. No arguments, no guilt.”

“Agreed,” David said without hesitation. His thumb brushed against her cheekbone, his gaze locked on hers. “This is about us, Em. Always.”

Her smile widened slightly, and she leaned down to kiss him again, this time with more confidence. His hands slid around her waist, pulling her closer until she was nearly sitting on his lap. Her breath was warm against his skin as their lips moved together, the kiss deepening with a quiet urgency that made his head spin.

When they finally broke apart, Emily rested her forehead against his, her breath coming in soft, uneven pants. “This is insane,” she whispered, though there was a hint of laughter in her voice.

“Maybe,” David murmured, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her back. “But it’s also kind of exciting, isn’t it?”

“It is! When do you think we should do it?”

“How about on Saturday? I have this work thing at the Bellevue Hotel, how about you join me and we’ll see where the night takes us?”

“That’s a wonderful idea!” 

***
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The air in their bedroom was thick with anticipation as Emily stood in front of the mirror, her heartbeat a steady rhythm beneath the silk of her dress. The fabric clung to her curves, the deep red accentuating the golden highlights in her hair. She turned slightly, catching David’s reflection in the mirror as he watched her from the edge of the bed. His eyes were dark, intense, and she could see the flicker of excitement mingled with nerves in the way his jaw tightened.

“You look... stunning,” David said, his voice low and thick with admiration. He stood, crossing the room to stand behind her, his hands resting lightly on her hips. “Absolutely unforgettable.”

Emily felt a shiver run through her as his fingers traced the curve of her waist, the warmth of his breath brushing against her neck. She tilted her head slightly, catching his gaze in the mirror again. Nerves and excitement danced in her chest, a wild mix that made her feel both vulnerable and invincible. “You’re sure about this?” she asked softly, her voice barely above a whisper.

David’s hands tightened gently on her hips, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. “Only if you are,” he murmured, his tone earnest. “This is about us, Em. Always.”

She nodded, the motion slight but decisive. “Then let’s go.”

***
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The Bellevue Hotel was alive with chatter and laughter when they arrived, the bar area bathed in soft golden light. David guided Emily through the crowd, his hand resting lightly on the small of her back. She could feel the subtle pressure of his touch, grounding her as they moved toward a table where Marcus was already seated.

David’s colleague, Marcus, stood as they approached, his smile warm but confident. He was tall, his broad shoulders filling out his suit jacket with an effortless ease. His eyes met Emily’s, and there was a flicker of appreciation in his gaze that made her cheeks flush. He looked like the kind of man who knew exactly what he wanted and wasn’t afraid to go after it.

“Emily,” Marcus said, his voice smooth as he extended a hand. “It’s a pleasure.”

She took his hand, surprised by the firmness of his grip. “Nice to meet you,” she replied, her voice steady despite the way her pulse seemed to quicken under his attention.

David watched them with a quiet intensity, a faint smile playing on his lips as Marcus gestured for them to sit. “Can I get you both a drink?” Marcus asked, his gaze lingering on Emily for a moment before shifting to David.

“I’ll have whatever you’re having,” David replied, his tone casual but his eyes sharp as ever.

As Marcus signaled the bartender, Emily couldn’t help but notice the way his presence seemed to fill the space around them. He was confident without being overbearing, his every movement deliberate but relaxed. It was easy to see why David had chosen him.

The conversation flowed easily, punctuated by laughter and the occasional brush of hands as Marcus handed Emily her glass. His fingers lingered just a fraction longer than necessary, and she felt a spark of something she hadn’t expected—curiosity. What would it feel like to be touched by him? To have those hands explore her body with the same confidence he carried himself with?

David watched them with a growing sense of satisfaction. He could see the way Emily’s breath caught when Marcus leaned in closer to hear her over the noise of the bar, the way her eyes flickered with something that looked like interest. This was what he’d imagined—her desire blooming under someone else’s attention, yet knowing it was all for him.

Marcus’s hand brushed against Emily’s thigh under the table, a subtle gesture that made her inhale sharply. Her gaze flicked to David, seeking reassurance, and he gave her a small nod, his eyes dark with approval. Go on, he seemed to say. See where this takes you.

Marcus leaned in closer, his voice a low murmur as he spoke directly into Emily’s ear. “You’re even more beautiful up close,” he said, his breath warm against her skin. “Does your husband know how lucky he is?”

Emily’s lips parted slightly, her skin tingling where his hand still rested on her thigh. She could feel the heat of him so close, his presence enveloping her in a way that made her heart race. She glanced at David again, and the intensity in his gaze made her stomach tighten. He wanted this, she realized. And so did she.

Marcus’s fingers traced a slow, deliberate path up her thigh, the pressure light but enough to send a jolt of electricity through her. “Relax,” he murmured, his lips grazing her earlobe. “I’ll take care of you.”

Emily’s breath came in shallow gasps now, her body responding to his touch in ways she hadn’t anticipated. She could feel the wetness pooling between her legs, her core throbbing with a need she hadn’t known she could feel for someone other than David.

David watched intently, his own arousal growing with every soft sound that escaped Emily’s lips. He leaned back in his chair, his hand resting casually on the armrest as he observed them. “Don’t stop,” he said softly, his voice carrying just enough weight to make both Emily and Marcus glance his way.

Marcus’s lips curved into a slow smile as he turned his attention back to Emily. “Your husband’s a lucky man,” he said, his voice low and rough with desire. “But tonight... I think I might be the luckiest.”

Emily’s mind was a whirlwind of sensations—the warmth of Marcus’s hand on her thigh, the way his words sent a shiver down her spine, the heat of David’s gaze on her skin. She felt herself leaning into Marcus’s touch, her body moving on its own as his fingers slipped higher, brushing against the hem of her dress.

“Yes,” she whispered, the word barely audible but filled with longing.

Marcus’s lips curved into a satisfied smile as his hand slid further up her thigh, his fingers grazing the edge of her panties. “Good girl.”

David’s voice broke the tension, smooth but edged with a possessive undertone. “Why don’t we take this somewhere more... private?” His eyes flicked to Marcus, then back to Emily, his fingers trailing along the curve of her lower back, leaving a trail of warmth that made her skin prickle. She glanced up at him, her lips parted slightly, her breath uneven. She didn’t need to speak; the way her body leaned into his touch said everything.

Marcus straightened, his smile widening as he drained the last of his drink. “Private sounds perfect,” he murmured, his gaze lingering on Emily with an intensity that made her stomach twist in anticipation. David guided her forward, his hand firm on her back as they moved through the lounge toward the elevator. The air between them was electric, a palpable tension that thickened with every step.

The elevator ride was silent, save for the soft hum of machinery and the sound of their breathing. Emily felt caught between the two men—David’s possessive energy on one side, Marcus’s smoldering confidence on the other. She could feel their eyes on her, tracing the outline of her body in the deep red silk gown that clung to her curves. Her pulse quickened, her thighs pressing together as she tried to steady herself.

When the doors slid open, David led them down the hall to their suite. He unlocked the door with a practiced ease, stepping aside to let Emily and Marcus enter first. The room was dimly lit, the soft glow of a single lamp casting shadows across the plush furniture. Emily stepped inside, her heels sinking into the thick carpet, her heart pounding in her chest.

David closed the door behind them, the click of the lock echoing in the quiet room. He moved to stand behind Emily, his hands resting lightly on her hips as he gazed over her shoulder at Marcus. “Make yourself comfortable,” he said, his voice low and commanding. Marcus didn’t hesitate, shrugging off his jacket and tossing it onto a nearby chair before unbuttoning the cuffs of his shirt sleeves. His movements were slow, deliberate, each one designed to draw attention.

Emily’s breath hitched as David’s hands slid higher, grazing the sides of her breasts through the thin fabric of her dress. His lips brushed against her ear, his voice a whisper that sent a shiver down her spine. “You’re so beautiful tonight,” he murmured, his fingers teasing the straps of her dress. “I can’t wait to see what happens next.”

Marcus stepped closer, his presence filling the space between them. His eyes locked onto Emily’s, dark and hungry, as he reached out to cup her cheek. His thumb brushed over her lower lip, and she felt her mouth part instinctively. “You’re incredible,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “I’ve been imagining this since the moment I saw you.”

Emily’s mind was a blur of sensations—the warmth of David’s hands on her waist, the heat of Marcus’s gaze, the way their words seemed to unravel her. She felt a surge of boldness she hadn’t expected, her body moving of its own accord as she leaned into Marcus’s touch.

David’s fingers found the zipper at the back of her dress, tugging it down slowly. The fabric slid from her shoulders, pooling at her feet in a whisper of silk. She stood there in nothing but her lace lingerie, her skin glowing in the soft light. Marcus’s eyes darkened as he took her in, his hand sliding down to grip her hip possessively.

“David,” Emily breathed, turning her head to look at him over her shoulder. She could see the hunger in his eyes, the way his jaw tightened as he watched Marcus claim her with his gaze. “Are you sure about this?”

David’s lips curved into a slow smile as he pressed a kiss to her shoulder. “More than sure,” he said, his voice steady despite the fire in his eyes. “I want to see you like this. I want to see you take what you want.”

Marcus didn’t wait for further permission. He closed the distance between them in one swift motion, his lips crashing against Emily’s in a kiss that was anything but gentle. It was desperate, hungry, full of pent-up desire that had been simmering between them all night. Emily melted into him, her hands tangling in his hair as she kissed him back with equal fervor.

David watched from behind her, his hands sliding up her sides to cup her breasts through the lace of her bra. He squeezed gently, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they hardened beneath his touch. Emily gasped into Marcus’s mouth, her body arching into the dual sensations of their hands on her skin.

Marcus broke the kiss, his lips trailing down her neck as his hands found the clasp of her bra. He unhooked it with practiced ease, letting it fall to the floor and leaving her breasts bare. His mouth found one nipple, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak until she moaned softly, her head falling back against David’s shoulder.

David’s hands moved lower, slipping beneath the waistband of her panties to stroke the wet heat between her thighs. Emily’s breath came faster, her hips rocking against his fingers as Marcus continued to lavish attention on her breasts. The combination of their touches was overwhelming, sending sparks shooting through her body until she felt like she might combust.

“Marcus,” she breathed, her voice trembling as she reached for him. He pulled back just enough to meet her gaze, his eyes blazing with need. Without a word, he dropped to his knees in front of her, his hands sliding up her thighs before hooking into her panties and pulling them down.

David stepped back slightly, giving Marcus room as he leaned forward to press a kiss to Emily’s inner thigh. She whimpered, her hands tangling in Marcus’s hair as he moved higher, his breath warm against her most sensitive spot. His tongue flicked out teasingly, and she gasped, her knees buckling slightly before David steadied her with a hand on her hip.

Marcus didn’t tease for long. He buried his face between her legs, licking and sucking with a ferocity that left her trembling. 

Marcus's tongue delved deeper, lapping at her folds with a rhythm that made her pulse throb in her ears. He traced circles around her clit, his stubble grazing her inner thighs as he devoured her. She could feel the pressure building, the heat of his mouth sending waves of pleasure crashing through her. His fingers joined in, one sliding into her with ease, quickly followed by another. They curled inside her, stroking a spot that made Emily moaned loudly, her hips rocking against his mouth as pleasure surged through her in relentless waves. David watched intently, his own arousal obvious as he stroked himself through his pants.

“God, yes,” Emily choked out, her fingers tightening in Marcus’s hair as she felt herself teetering on the edge. Marcus growled against her, driving her higher and higher until she couldn’t hold on any longer. Her orgasm hit her hard, shaking her to her core as she cried out, her body convulsing with pleasure.

As she came down from the high, Marcus stood, his lips glistening as he pulled her into a deep kiss. She could taste herself on his tongue, and it only fueled the fire burning inside her. David stepped closer, his hand cupping the back of her neck as he whispered against her ear—

“You’re so hot! Now I want you to suck him.”

Emily’s lips parted slightly as she glanced down at Marcus’s pants, her fingers trembling with a mix of nervous energy and raw anticipation. She could feel the weight of David’s gaze on her, his approval a silent push that emboldened her. Her hand moved slowly, hesitating briefly before her fingers brushed against the zipper of Marcus’s slacks. The sound of it sliding down echoed in the quiet room, sharp and deliberate.

Marcus’s cock sprang free, thick and hard, and Emily’s breath caught for a moment. She exhaled shakily, her heart pounding as she wrapped her fingers around him, feeling the heat and the subtle pulse beneath her palm. Her eyes flicked up to meet his, and he gave her a slow, knowing smile, one that sent a flush of heat through her body.

Without breaking eye contact, Emily leaned forward, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. The taste of him was intoxicating, masculine and warm, and she couldn’t help but moan softly as she began to move. Her tongue swirled around the tip, savoring the saltiness of his skin, before she took him deeper, her lips tightening around his length.

Marcus groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as he gently guided her pace. Emily’s movements were tentative at first, but as she felt him respond—his breaths growing heavier, his hips giving the slightest thrust—she grew more confident. Her head bobbed rhythmically, her tongue flicking and teasing as she explored every inch of him. She could feel the tension building in his body, hear the low rumble of his voice as he muttered her name.

David watched from behind her, his own arousal palpable. He reached out, his fingers tracing the curve of her spine before settling on her waist. You’re incredible, he murmured, his voice thick with desire. Emily felt a shiver run through her at his words, the dual sensations of Marcus in her mouth and David’s touch on her skin making her head spin.

Marcus’s grip on her hair tightened slightly, and she felt him shift, his hips moving more urgently against her. She took him deeper, her throat relaxing as she accommodated him, and he let out a guttural sound that sent a jolt of pleasure straight through her. She could feel him getting closer, his body taut with need, and she doubled her efforts, her lips and tongue working in tandem to drive him over the edge.

Emily’s own arousal was impossible to ignore, the wetness between her thighs a constant reminder of how turned on she was. She reached down with one hand, slipping her fingers beneath the fabric of her dress to touch herself. The sensation was electric, and she moaned around Marcus’s cock, the vibrations making him groan louder.

David’s hand slid higher up her back, his touch firm yet tender as he encouraged her. That’s it, he said, his voice low and intimate. Take him all the way. Emily’s heart raced at his words, the sense of control and power heady as she continued to pleasure Marcus. Her fingers moved faster against herself, matching the rhythm of her mouth as she pushed both Marcus and herself closer to the brink.

Marcus’s breathing grew ragged, his thighs tensing as he neared his climax. Fuck, Emily, he growled, his voice rough with need. She didn’t stop, her lips and tongue working relentlessly until he finally came with a muffled shout, his release filling her mouth. She swallowed instinctively, the taste of him lingering on her tongue as she pulled back, gasping for air.

David’s hands were on her shoulders now, turning her to face him. His eyes were dark with desire as he cupped her face in his hands, kissing her deeply. She could still taste Marcus on her lips, and David moaned as he licked into her mouth, their kiss growing more urgent.

When they finally parted, David’s gaze dropped to where Emily’s fingers were still pressed against herself beneath her dress. Your turn now, he said, his voice low and commanding. Emily nodded breathlessly, her body aching for release as she lay back on the bed, waiting for what came next.

Emily’s breath was still uneven, her body humming with the aftermath of Marcus’s climax as she lay back on the bed. David’s eyes lingered on her, his gaze molten with a mix of pride and hunger. But something flickered in Emily’s expression—a spark of curiosity, a shift in power. She propped herself up on her elbows, her golden hair tumbling over her shoulders as she looked between the two men.

“David,” she said softly, her voice carrying a note of determination that made him pause. “Switch places with Marcus.”

David blinked, the words catching him off guard. He hadn’t expected this. His heart thudded heavily in his chest, a mix of excitement and uncertainty swirling within him. “What do you mean?” he asked, his voice steady but laced with intrigue.

Emily’s lips curved into a small, daring smile. “I want to see you take control for once. I want to watch you take charge.”

Marcus, still catching his breath, raised an eyebrow, his lips quirking in amusement. “Well, this just got interesting,” he murmured, his voice rough but playful.

David hesitated for only a moment before nodding, his jaw tightening with resolve. He moved to stand beside Marcus, their roles now reversed. Emily’s eyes followed him, her gaze sharp and hungry, her earlier shyness replaced by a boldness that sent a jolt of heat through him.

Marcus stepped back, his hands raised in mock surrender. “All yours, man,” he said, his tone light but laced with a challenge.

David’s focus shifted entirely to Emily. He climbed onto the bed, his movements deliberate yet fluid, his eyes never leaving hers. The air between them crackled with intensity, the energy shifting palpably as he settled over her. He braced one hand beside her head, his other hand trailing down her arm in a slow, tantalizing caress.

Emily shivered under his touch, her body responding instantly. “Fuck me,” she whispered, her voice barely audible but loaded with meaning.

David’s lips brushed against her neck, his breath warm against her skin as he pressed a series of soft kisses along her collarbone. His hand slid lower, gliding over the curve of her hip and then inward, his fingers tracing the delicate lace edge of her panties. Emily’s breath hitched, her hips arching slightly as his touch ignited a fresh wave of heat.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” David murmured, his voice thick with admiration. “Watching you tonight... it’s been incredible. But now it’s my turn to make you feel good.”

His fingers dipped beneath the fabric, eliciting a soft gasp from Emily as he found her already slick and ready for him. He circled her clit slowly at first, teasing her with feather-light strokes that made her squirm beneath him. Her hands gripped his shoulders, her nails digging lightly into his skin as she urged him on.

“Harder,” she breathed, her voice trembling with need.

David obeyed without hesitation, increasing the pressure and speed of his movements. Emily’s head fell back against the pillows, a moan escaping her lips as pleasure surged through her. Her hips moved in rhythm with his fingers, each stroke driving her closer to the edge.

“Look at me,” David commanded softly, his voice firm but tender.

Emily’s eyes fluttered open, locking onto his. The intensity in his gaze sent another wave of desire crashing through her, her body trembling as she teetered on the brink. David’s thumb pressed harder against her clit, his fingers sliding deeper inside her as he worked her with expert precision.

“That’s it,” he whispered, his voice low and intimate. “Let go for me.”

Emily’s climax hit her suddenly, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure rolled through her. She cried out, her fingers gripping David’s shoulders tightly as she rode out the storm of sensation. David watched her intently, his own arousal spiking as he felt her tighten around his fingers, her release washing over her in powerful bursts.

When the last tremors subsided, Emily collapsed back against the pillows, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she caught her breath. David pulled his hand away slowly, his touch lingering for a moment longer before he leaned down to kiss her deeply. Their lips met in a heated exchange, the taste of their shared desire mingling between them.

Behind them, Marcus cleared his throat, breaking the spell momentarily. “That was... quite the show,” he said, his voice tinged with amusement and admiration. “But I think it’s time I had my turn again.”

“It’s now both of your turns,” Emily said softly.

Emily’s lips curved into that mischievous smile David knew so well, the one that always sent a thrill straight through him. She placed a hand on his chest, her touch warm and grounding, as she leaned in close, her breath brushing against his ear. “Lie back,” she whispered, her voice a sultry command that left no room for hesitation.

David didn’t need to be told twice. He eased down onto the bed, his body sinking into the plush mattress, his eyes never leaving hers. There was something electric in the air now, a palpable energy that made his skin tingle with anticipation. 

Emily’s movements were fluid and deliberate, positioning herself over him. Her hands rested on his chest, her nails lightly grazing his skin as she lowered herself onto his cock. David’s head fell back against the pillows, a low groan escaping his lips as he felt her warmth envelop him. She was so tight, so impossibly perfect, and the way she moved—slow, deliberate rolls of her hips—was driving him mad.

“Fuck, Emily,” he managed to say, his voice rough with need. His hands gripped her thighs, anchoring himself as she took complete control.

Emily’s eyes flicked over to Marcus, who had been watching in silence from the edge of the bed. His gaze was hot, intense, and it only fueled her confidence. “Join us,” she said, her tone a mix of command and invitation. Marcus didn’t hesitate. He moved behind her, his hands sliding up her sides, his touch firm and possessive. Emily arched her back slightly, giving him better access, and David watched as Marcus positioned himself.

Her breath hitched as she felt Marcus press against her, the sensation foreign yet exhilarating. He moved slowly, inch by inch, giving her time to adjust to the new fullness. David’s hands tightened on her thighs, his grip firm and reassuring, grounding her in the moment. She could see the mix of concern and desire in his eyes, the way his jaw tightened as he watched her take Marcus in.

The pressure was intense, a burning stretch that made her gasp, but Marcus was patient, his hands gentle on her hips as he eased into her. She could feel the sweat beading on her skin, the flush of heat that spread through her body as she accommodated him. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of pain and pleasure that left her reeling.

David’s cock throbbed inside her, and she could feel the tension in his body, the coiled energy that mirrored her own. 

The sensation of Marcus entering her from behind made Emily’s breath falter, her body trembling with the intensity of it. She felt full, stretched in the most delicious way, and the dual stimulation was almost overwhelming. 

Her movements became more erratic as she adjusted to the new sensation, her hips rolling between them in a rhythm that was both desperate and precise.

David’s hands moved up to her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, teasing them into hardened peaks. The sounds she made—soft moans that built into something deeper, more guttural—were like music to his ears. He could feel the way her body clenched around him, the way she tightened with every thrust from Marcus, and it was driving him closer to the edge.

Marcus’s hands gripped her hips firmly, his pace steady but relentless. He leaned forward, his lips brushing against the back of her neck. “You feel incredible,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. His words sent a shiver through her, and she pressed back against him, craving more.

Emily’s mind was a whirlwind of sensations—the heat of David beneath her, the solid presence of Marcus behind her, the way their bodies moved together in perfect sync. She felt powerful, desired in a way she hadn’t before, and it was intoxicating. Her fingers dug into David’s chest as she rocked against him, her own pleasure building to a fever pitch.

The room filled with the sound of flesh against flesh, the raw, primal rhythm of Marcus and David moving in sync, their bodies claiming hers with each thrust. Emily’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body slick with sweat as she was caught between them, every nerve ending alight with sensation. David’s hips drove upwards, his cock filling her completely, while Marcus pounded into her from behind, his grip on her hips bruising.

Each thrust sent waves of pleasure and pain crashing through her, the intensity leaving her dizzy and desperate for more. She could feel them both, every ridge and vein, as they stretched her, filled her, consumed her. Her body was no longer her own; it belonged to them, to this moment, to the raw and primal act that was unfolding.

David could feel it too—the way Emily’s body began to tremble, the way her breaths came in short, sharp gasps. He reached up, cupping her face in his hands, and she met his gaze, her eyes dark with need. “Let go,” he urged, his voice barely above a whisper. “I’ve got you.”

Her climax hit her like a wave, crashing over her with an intensity that left her gasping for air. Her body convulsed around them, and David groaned as he felt himself pushed over the edge as well, his release surging through him in powerful pulses. Marcus followed shortly after, his grip on her hips tightening as he found his own release.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies still connected, their breathing ragged and uneven. Emily’s head fell forward onto David’s chest, her heart pounding in time with his. Slowly, Marcus pulled away, and Emily shifted so she was lying beside David, her body curled against his.

Marcus lingered for a moment, his gaze flickering between David and Emily, a sly smirk tugging at the corner of his lips. He leaned down to press a firm kiss to Emily’s forehead, his voice low and smooth as he murmured, “Thank you for an unforgettable evening.” His hand brushed over her shoulder, a fleeting touch that sent a shiver through her, before he straightened and turned to David. “Take care of her,” he said, nodding with a hint of respect. Then, without another word, he grabbed his jacket and slipped out of the suite, the door clicking softly behind him.

The room fell into a heavy silence, the air thick with the aftermath of what had just unfolded. Emily’s heart was still racing, her skin flushed and sensitive from the intensity of it all. She turned her head slightly, her eyes meeting David’s. His chest rose and fell in deep, steadying breaths, his face a mixture of awe and adoration.

“Emily,” he began, his voice husky and warm, “you were incredible.” His hand reached out, fingers brushing against her cheek, tender and reassuring. “Thank you for tonight. For trusting me.”

Emily’s lips parted, a soft exhale escaping as she leaned into his touch. The whirlwind of emotions inside her—relief, excitement, a flicker of lingering arousal—swirled together, leaving her feeling both grounded and weightless. “David,” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly, “I... I don’t even know what to say.”

He shifted closer, his body pressing against hers, his warmth seeping into her skin. “You don’t have to say anything,” he murmured, his lips brushing against her temple. “Just let me take care of you now.”

His words sparked something deep within her, a soft ache that had been momentarily forgotten in the chaos of the evening. She nodded, her breath catching as his hand slid down her side, his touch igniting a trail of heat along her skin.

David’s lips found hers in a slow, tender kiss, a stark contrast to the fervor of their earlier passion. It was gentle, almost reverent, as if he was savoring every moment. His tongue traced the seam of her lips, coaxing them open, and she melted into him, her body instinctively seeking more.

His hands moved with purpose, skimming over her curves, rediscovering every inch of her as if it were the first time. He cupped her breast, his thumb grazing over her nipple, already taut from the lingering arousal. A soft whimper escaped her as he teased her, his touches deliberate and unhurried.

“David,” she breathed, her voice barely audible, “I need you.”

He pulled back slightly, his eyes dark with desire as they locked onto hers. “Tell me what you need,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that sent a thrill through her.

“Just...” Her hands reached for him, fingers tangling in his hair. “You. All of you.”

A slow smile spread across his face, and he kissed her again, deeper this time, his urgency building. His hand slid down her stomach, fingers trailing lower until they reached the apex of her thighs. She gasped as he touched her, already slick and sensitive from earlier.

“Still so ready for me,” he murmured against her lips, his fingers teasing her entrance before slipping inside. Her body clenched around him, her hips rocking forward as she sought more of his touch. He groaned softly, his own arousal evident as he hardened against her thigh.

“David,” she moaned, her head falling back against the pillows as he worked her with skilled precision. His thumb circled her clit, sending sparks of pleasure rippling through her. She was close—so close—but he slowed his movements, drawing out her pleasure until she was practically trembling beneath him.

“Not yet,” he whispered, his breath hot against her ear. “I want to feel you around me first.”

Emily’s chest heaved with anticipation as he positioned himself between her legs, his cock brushing against her wetness. He hesitated for just a moment, his eyes searching hers for reassurance. She nodded, her hands gripping his shoulders tightly. “Please,” she whispered.

He didn’t need to be asked twice. With a slow, steady push, he entered her, filling her completely. A low groan escaped him as he pressed deeper, his hips flush against hers. Emily’s nails dug into his back as she arched into him, her body adjusting to the familiar yet thrilling sensation.

“You feel so good,” he murmured, his voice thick with need. He began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate, each one drawing a soft moan from her lips. His hands gripped her hips, anchoring her as he set a steady rhythm, his cock sliding in and out of her with tantalizing precision.

Emily’s thighs tightened around him as pleasure built within her, each thrust sending waves of ecstasy crashing through her. Her hands roamed over his back, tracing the muscles that flexed with every movement. “David,” she gasped, her voice breaking as her climax began to crest.

“Let go,” he urged, his voice rough with desire. “I’ve got you.”

His words were all it took. Her body convulsed around him, her release washing over her in a blinding rush of pleasure. She cried out, her nails scraping against his skin as she clung to him. David groaned, his own orgasm triggered by the way she clenched around him. He thrust once, twice more before stilling, his release surging into her as he buried his face in the crook of her neck.

They stayed like that for a moment, their bodies intertwined, their breathing ragged. Slowly, David shifted to his side, pulling her with him so she lay nestled against his chest. His hand stroked her hair gently, his touch soothing and affectionate.

“I love you,” he murmured, his voice soft but filled with conviction.

Emily’s heart swelled at his words, a warmth spreading through her that had nothing to do with the physical pleasure they’d just shared. “I love you too,” she whispered, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on his chest.

They lay there in comfortable silence, the weight of the evening settling around them. Emily’s mind wandered back to Marcus, to the way he’d looked at her, the way he’d felt inside her. But when she glanced up at David, saw the way he was looking at her—like she was his entire world—she knew there was nowhere else she’d rather be.

David’s hand trailed down her side, his fingertips brushing over her hip. “Are you okay?” he asked, his voice tinged with concern.

She nodded, a small smile playing on her lips. “More than okay,” she assured him. “I feel... incredible.”

He smiled back, his thumb brushing over her bottom lip. “Good,” he said, leaning in to kiss her again. This time it was soft, lingering, filled with a tenderness that made her heart ache in the best way.

Their kisses grew deeper, more urgent, their bodies responding to one another with a hunger that seemed insatiable. David’s hand slid between her legs once more, teasing her until she was writhing beneath him. “Again?” he asked, his voice rough with need.

Emily’s breath caught as she nodded eagerly the intensity of their connection surging anew. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling with anticipation. And with that single word David’s eyes darkened with desire

"You’re mine," he growled possessively low voice echoing in the room sending shivers down her spine “Always”.
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