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The candlelight flickered, casting soft shadows across Elise’s face, making her eyes sparkle with a warmth that Cameron felt deep in his chest. He reached across the small table, his fingers intertwining with hers, a simple, familiar gesture that still sent a quiet thrill through him.

“This wine is incredible,” she murmured, her lips staining a deeper red. “You always pick the best ones.”

“I have good taste,” he said, his thumb tracing circles on her knuckles. In more ways than one. His gaze drifted over her shoulder, then snapped back, a slight smirk playing on his lips. “Don’t look now, but your number one fan is back.”

Elise rolled her eyes playfully. “The guy at the bar? Again? He’s just waiting for a date.”

“He’s been ‘waiting for a date’ for an hour and fifteen minutes. His eyes haven’t left you since we got the appetizer.” Cameron’s voice was a low, teasing rumble. He watched her, the way a faint blush crept up her neck, the subtle shift in her posture. She was trying not to be pleased, but he knew her too well. She loves it.

She took a slow sip of wine, her eyes locked on his. “Well, he’s wasting his time. I’m here with the most handsome man in the room.”

The compliment was genuine, but Cameron felt a familiar, daring heat begin to uncoil in his gut. This was the moment. The fantasy he’d cradled in his mind for months, polishing it like a stolen jewel, was pressing against his lips, demanding to be set free. His pulse quickened.

“Elise...” he started, his voice dropping, losing its playful edge and gaining a new, raw seriousness. He tightened his grip on her hand. “What if he wasn’t wasting his time?”

Her playful smile faltered. “What are you talking about, Cam?”

He took a steadying breath, his heart hammering against his ribs. Just say it. “I have... this... fantasy.” The word hung in the air between them, heavy and thick. He saw the confusion in her eyes, the slight crease forming between her brows. “It involves you. And... someone like him.”

Her fingers tensed in his. “Someone like him how?”

“Watching you.” The words came out in a rush now, a dam breaking. “Seeing you with another man. The thrill of it. The... the heat of it. Especially somewhere like this. Somewhere public. Dangerous.” He leaned forward, his voice a husky whisper meant only for her. “Imagine it. Right here. Him following you to the bathroom. Me, knowing exactly what’s happening just a few feet away. The risk of a waiter walking in. The idea of you... being taken... while I’m sitting out here, thinking about it. Aroused by it.”

He watched her face, a map of shifting emotions. Surprise first, then a flash of something he couldn't quite place—alarm, maybe. Her breath hitched. “Cameron, what? You... you want to watch me cheat on you?” The word ‘cheat’ was sharp, accusatory.

“No. God, no. Not cheat.” He squeezed her hand, willing her to understand. “It’s not about that. It’s about us. It’s for us. It’s the ultimate turn-on, the ultimate trust. Sharing you. Seeing how unbelievably sexy you are through someone else’s eyes. Seeing you enjoy it. It would be the hottest thing I could ever imagine.” His own arousal was a live wire, sparked by the mere act of confession. “The idea of that man,” he nodded almost imperceptibly toward the bar, “putting his hands on you. His mouth on you. In that stall. It makes me harder than anything ever has.”

Elise pulled her hand back, pressing herself against the plush booth. The air between them chilled. “Cam, I... I don’t know. That’s... that’s a lot.” Her voice was small. “What if I like it? What if it changes things? What if you change your mind halfway through and hate me? Hate us? It’s so... public.” She glanced nervously toward the restroom hallway, as if already picturing the scene.

“I would never hate you,” he said, his voice fervent, intense. “The idea of you liking it is... that’s the whole point. That’s what would make it so incredible for me. Seeing you lost in pure, raw pleasure. Knowing I gave that to you. That I allowed it.” He could see the cogs turning in her mind, the initial shock giving way to a tumultuous swirl of doubt and fear.

She was quiet for a long moment, studying his face, looking for any sign of a joke, any hint of uncertainty. She found only a naked, vulnerable honesty that was more intense than anything she’d seen from him before. This was a deep, hidden part of the man she loved, and he was laying it bare for her.

Her fear was still there, a cold knot in her stomach. But beneath it, something else was stirring, warmed by the heat in his eyes and the shocking, taboo imagery his words had painted in her mind. The weight of a stranger’s gaze suddenly felt different. Heavier. More intentional.

She looked toward the man at the bar. He was indeed watching her, and this time, she didn’t look away. She held his gaze for a heartbeat, two. He was attractive, in a rough-edged way. Dark hair, strong jaw, eyes that held a confident, appraising glint.

A shiver, one that had nothing to do with the restaurant’s air conditioning, raced down her spine. She turned back to Cameron, her husband, her love. Her voice was barely a whisper, laced with trepidation but also with a newfound, dawning curiosity.

Elise’s voice quivered as she leaned closer, her eyes searching his for any hint of hesitation. “You really wouldn’t be upset? You’d just... sit here? And... and think about it?” Her words were barely audible, almost as if she feared speaking them too loudly might make the fantasy too real, too immediate.

Cameron’s gaze never wavered, his dark eyes burning with a mix of desire and unwavering honesty. “Not just think about it, Elise. I want to watch. I want to see every moment, every touch, every expression on your face as you let go completely.” His voice dropped lower, huskier, as he continued. “I want to see him undress you, kiss you, feel you. I want to hear the sounds you make when it’s not me making you feel that way. The thrill of it—knowing someone else is inside you, touching you in ways I can’t—it would drive me wild.”

She blinked, a shiver running through her as his words painted vivid images in her mind. Her hand trembled slightly as she reached for her wineglass, taking a long sip to steady herself. “Cam, that’s so... so intense. Are you sure you could handle it? Watching me with someone else, knowing they’re making me feel...” She trailed off, unable to finish the thought, but the way her cheeks flushed betrayed her curiosity.

He leaned in even closer, his voice a heated whisper against her ear. “I’m positive. And afterward, when it’s just us again, I’d take you for myself. I’d claim you all over again, reminding you exactly who you belong to. The idea of fucking you after seeing you with him—feeling how turned on you are from it—it’s the most exciting thing I’ve ever imagined. It’s not just about him; it’s about us. About sharing something so intimate, so forbidden, and coming out of it even closer.”

Elise exhaled shakily, her mind spinning. The fear was still there, gnawing at the edges of her thoughts. But Cameron’s words had ignited something—a spark of curiosity, a flicker of want that she hadn’t expected. She glanced back toward the man at the bar, her pulse quickening as she realized he was still watching her, his gaze more intense now, as if he could sense the tension between her and Cameron.

Turning back to her husband, she bit her lower lip, her voice soft but laced with a newfound boldness. “You really think we could do that? Together? Without it... changing everything?”

Cameron’s smile was slow, confident, and utterly possessive. “We’re already doing it together, babe. Just talking about it, imagining it—it’s already brought us closer. And if we take it further, it will only make us stronger. You’re mine, Elise. Always. This... this would just be another way for me to show you how much I trust you, how much I adore you. So, what do you say? Want to test the waters?”

Her heart raced as she met his gaze, the weight of his words settling over her like a warm, forbidden blanket. She didn’t answer right away, but the way her eyes flickered back toward the man at the bar spoke volumes. The idea was no longer just a fantasy in Cameron’s mind—it was taking root in hers, too.

The silence stretched between them, thick with unspoken possibility. Elise’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing the wild rhythm of her thoughts. Cameron’s eyes, dark and intense, held hers, waiting. He had laid his soul bare, and now the power was entirely in her hands.

She took a slow, deliberate sip of her wine, the cool liquid doing nothing to douse the heat spreading through her veins. Her gaze drifted once more to the man at the bar. He wasn't even pretending to look at his phone anymore; his attention was fixed on her, a silent, smoldering question in his eyes. He had witnessed their intense conversation, the blushes, the lingering stares. He knew something was happening.

A shiver, equal parts terror and raw excitement, raced down her spine. This is madness, one part of her screamed. The other, the part that had been buried under years of polite compliance, whispered, This is living.

She set her glass down with a quiet click that sounded like a gunshot in the tense space between them. Her voice, when it came, was barely a whisper, but it was steady. "Okay."

Cameron's eyes widened a fraction, a flicker of shock and intense pride flashing across his face. "Okay?" he repeated, as if needing to hear it again.

"Okay," she affirmed, her confidence growing with the word. "I'm going to the ladies' room. If he follows... we'll see what happens." She reached out, her fingers brushing his. "You watch."

The simple command sent a jolt through him. He brought her hand to his lips, pressing a hot, possessive kiss to her knuckles. "Every second," he vowed, his voice husky.

Elise stood, her legs feeling strangely weak yet powerful. She didn't look at the stranger again. She simply turned and walked, her hips swaying with a natural grace she hoped looked confident and not terrified. The hallway to the restrooms was dimly lit, the noise of the dining room fading with every step. Each footfall on the plush carpet echoed her pounding heart. Don't look back. Don't look back.

She pushed the women's room door open, the heavier air and faint scent of floral disinfectant enveloping her. It was empty, thank god. She leaned against the cool marble of the vanity, gripping the edge until her knuckles turned white, trying to steady her breathing.

The door creaked open again.

Her head snapped up, her eyes meeting his in the mirror. He was there, filling the doorway, his broad shoulders blocking the light from the hall. He didn't speak. 

He moved toward her, not with a predatory rush, but with a slow, measured confidence that was even more unnerving. He stopped just behind her, so close she could feel the heat radiating from his body. His hands came to rest on the vanity on either side of her, caging her in.

"Your husband," he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her, "has very good taste. And a very interesting imagination."

Elise’s breath hitched. "You... you talked to him?"

"A brief negotiation," he murmured, leaning in closer. His lips brushed the shell of her ear, and she shuddered. "He said to give you an experience you wouldn't forget. He said you deserved to be worshiped."

Outside, Cameron pressed himself against the slightly ajar door, his eye finding a sliver of a view through the hinge side. His own pulse was a wild thing, a frantic beat of adrenaline and a possessiveness so fierce it stole his breath. He saw the stranger—Lucas, he said his name was Lucas—crowd his wife against the counter. He saw the way Elise’s head tilted back, the exposed line of her throat. A possessive growl formed in his chest, but it was swallowed by a wave of sheer, unadulterated lust. She’s doing this for us.

Inside, Lucas’s hands slid from the counter to her hips, his touch firm through the thin fabric of her dress. "He's watching, you know," he whispered, his breath hot against her neck. "Through the door. He doesn't want to miss a thing."

The knowledge that Cameron was there, that he was seeing this, sent a fresh wave of heat pooling low in her belly. Her fear began to melt, replaced by a thrilling, dizzying sense of power and vulnerability all at once.

Lucas gently turned her to face him. His eyes, a deep, mossy green, scanned her face. "You are stunning," he said, and it wasn't a line. It sounded like a simple, irrefutable fact. "Tell me to stop, and I walk out that door. This is your show."

Elise could only manage a shaky nod, her voice gone. Her consent was in the way her body leaned into his, in the parted invitation of her lips.

He didn't kiss her mouth. Instead, he slowly knelt before her, his eyes never leaving hers. The sight of this powerful, handsome man on his knees for her was almost enough to make her legs buckle. His hands slid up her calves, behind her knees, pushing her dress up around her waist. The cool air of the bathroom hit her bare thighs, and she gasped.

"Let him see," Lucas murmured, his voice thick with desire.

He hooked his fingers in the sides of her lace panties and drew them down her legs with agonizing slowness. She stepped out of them, her entire body trembling. He tucked them into his pocket without breaking eye contact—a trophy, a promise.

Then his hands were on her thighs again, spreading them apart. He guided one of her legs over his shoulder, opening her completely to his gaze, to Cameron’s gaze. She was exposed, utterly and completely, in this public place. The risk was a live wire, electrifying every nerve ending.

He didn't need to be told what she liked. He simply leaned forward, and his mouth found her.

The first touch of his tongue was a lightning strike. A soft, slow, devastatingly precise lick from bottom to top that made her cry out, her hand flying to her mouth to stifle the sound. Her head fell back against the mirror with a soft thud. Oh god.

He was an artist. His tongue traced lazy, maddening circles around her clit before flattening against her, applying a perfect, relentless pressure that had her hips jerking off the counter. He moaned against her, the vibration ripping through her like a shockwave. His hands held her hips steady, keeping her right where he wanted her.

Elise’s world narrowed to the feeling of his mouth, to the wet, hot, sucking pulls and the flickering, teasing licks. She was aware of the faint sound of clattering dishes from the kitchen, the muffled laughter from the dining room—normal sounds that made this forbidden act even more obscene. She was writhing against his face, her fingers tangling in his hair, not pushing him away but holding him closer. Her climax was already coiling tight in her core, a spring wound to its breaking point.

Through the crack in the door, Cameron watched, transfixed. He saw the ecstasy on his wife’s face, the way her mouth formed a silent ‘O’ of pleasure. He saw the stranger’s head moving between her legs, devouring her with a single-minded focus. A possessive jealousy warred with a transcendent arousal, and the arousal won, overwhelming him. He palmed himself through his pants, his own need a painful, throbbing ache. She’s so beautiful like this. So free.

Lucas could feel her tightening, her thighs beginning to quake around his head. He doubled his efforts, sucking her swollen clit into his mouth, tracing rapid, tiny circles with the very tip of his tongue.

Elise’s control shattered. A raw, guttural moan was torn from her throat as the orgasm ripped through her, violent and exquisite. Her body convulsed, and he held her through it, drinking every last shudder and sigh, not letting up until she was limp and boneless against the counter, gasping for air.

He rose slowly, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, a smug, satisfied smile playing on his lips. Her taste was on his tongue. Her pleasure was his doing.

Elise’s eyes fluttered open, meeting his. She was utterly spent, completely unraveled. Before she could even form a coherent thought, the bathroom door pushed open a fraction wider.

Cameron stood there, his eyes blazing with a dark fire, his chest heaving. His gaze was locked on his wife’s flushed, satisfied face, then dropped to the man who had just given her that satisfaction.

The air in the small bathroom was thick, heavy with the scent of her arousal and the sharp, clean smell of his cologne. Cameron’s presence at the door was a physical weight, a silent, intense spectator to the scene he had orchestrated.

Lucas’s mossy green eyes never left Elise’s. He slowly unbuckled his belt, the metallic click echoing in the tense quiet. The rasp of his zipper was obscenely loud. He freed himself, and Elise’s breath hitched. He was thick, impressively so, and the sight of him, hard and eager, sent a fresh wave of liquid heat pulsing through her.

“Look at him,” Lucas murmured, his voice a low, commanding rumble. His hand wrapped around his length, giving himself a slow, torturous stroke. “Look at your husband watching me take what’s his.”

Elise’s gaze, hazy with lust, flickered to the door. Cameron’s knuckles were white where he gripped the doorframe. His eyes were black pools of desire, his jaw clenched so tight a muscle ticked. He gave her a single, ragged nod. Permission. Encouragement. A desperate plea to continue.

It was all the confirmation she needed.

Lucas’s hands were on her hips again, rough and sure. He lifted her, her bare skin meeting the cool, unforgiving porcelain of the sink counter. He pushed her thighs apart, wider, exposing her completely to his gaze, to Cameron’s. The vulnerability was dizzying.

“You’re so wet for me,” he growled, the pad of his thumb circling her clit once, making her jolt. “All for me. And for him.”

He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock pressing against her slick entrance. A tease. A promise. Elise’s head fell back against the mirror with a soft thud. Her eyes squeezed shut, bracing for the invasion.

“No,” Lucas commanded. “Eyes open. Look at him.”

Her eyelids fluttered open. She was pinned, held captive by Lucas’s dominant grip and Cameron’s burning stare. She was the axis on which their shared desire turned.

Then he pushed into her.

It wasn’t gentle. It was a single, devastating thrust that stole the air from her lungs. A gasp, sharp and ragged, was torn from her throat. He was so much, filling her, stretching her in a way that was just on the right side of painful. Her fingers scrambled for purchase on the cold countertop.

Oh God.

Lucas stilled, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the overwhelming fullness. His own breath was a harsh rasp in her ear. “Fuck, you’re tight.” He pulled back almost all the way, the friction exquisite, and then sank into her again, deeper this time, establishing a brutal, possessive rhythm.

Every thrust was a revelation. The scrape of his jeans against her inner thighs. The solid, muscular wall of his chest. The sound of their bodies meeting, a wet, slapping rhythm that was both obscene and thrilling. Her moans were punched out of her with every deep plunge, small, breathy sounds she barely recognized as her own.

Her gaze was locked with Cameron’s. She saw the raw hunger there, the primal jealousy warring with an arousal so profound it seemed to shake him to his core. He was painfully hard, his own hand gripping himself through his trousers, stroking in time with Lucas’s thrusts. He was enjoying this. The sight of another man claiming his wife was turning him on. The realization sent a shocking, new bolt of pleasure through her.

Lucas’s pace quickened, becoming more frantic, more urgent. One of his hands slid from her hip to her clit, his fingers finding that aching, swollen nub with unerring accuracy. He circled it, pressed, rubbed.

The dual sensation was too much. The deep, internal pounding and the sharp, bright friction on her clit coiled a tension deep in her belly, tighter and tighter. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper, her heels digging into the small of his back. Her fingers were no longer on the counter; they were tangled in his shirt, holding on for dear life as he drove her toward the edge.

“That’s it,” he grunted, his voice strained. “Come for me. Come for us. Let him watch you fall apart on my cock.”

His words were the final spark. The coil snapped. Her orgasm crashed over her, a tidal wave of pure, unadulterated ecstasy. Her back arched off the counter, a silent scream on her lips as her body convulsed around him, milking his length, pulling him deeper into her throbbing core. The world narrowed to the pulsing, shattering pleasure and Cameron’s blazing eyes, drinking in every second of her surrender.

Lucas groaned, a deep, guttural sound of his own release. His rhythm faltered, becoming ragged as he thrust into her one last, deep time, his body stiffening as he spilled himself inside her with a low, satisfied growl.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. He stayed buried within her, his forehead resting against hers, his body shuddering with the aftershocks.

Slowly, he pulled out. The feeling of emptiness was abrupt, shocking. A trickle of their combined release slid down her inner thigh. The evidence of what they’d done.

Lucas stepped back, tucking himself away with a swift, efficient motion. He looked from Elise, still sprawled and utterly spent on the counter, to Cameron, who hadn’t moved an inch from the doorway.

A slow, triumphant smirk spread across Lucas’s face. He straightened his shirt.

“Your wife,” he said to Cameron, his voice husky with satisfaction, “is incredible.”

Cameron’s eyes, dark and utterly unreadable, finally left Elise’s flushed face and shifted to Lucas. His hand was still on his own cock, a stark reminder of his participation. The air crackled, no longer with sexual tension, but with something else entirely. Something dangerous.

“I know,” Cameron said, his voice low and rough, like gravel. His eyes never wavered from Lucas’s, the intensity in them almost tangible, a silent challenge. The air between them was electric, charged with the unspoken acknowledgement of what had just transpired. Cameron’s hand remained on his own cock, a deliberate, unapologetic reminder of his arousal, his participation in this forbidden act.

Elise, still trembling on the counter, felt the weight of their gazes. She was caught in the crossfire, her body splayed and exposed, her thighs slick with the evidence of their shared desire. She looked at Cameron, her husband, searching for something—guilt, regret, anger—but all she found was a raw, unrelenting hunger. He wasn’t just watching, she realized. He was savoring it.

Lucas straightened, his smirk widening as he adjusted his shirt. He glanced down at Elise, still sprawled and breathless, and then back at Cameron. “You’re a lucky man,” he said, his tone dripping with satisfaction. “Not every husband gets to witness his wife come undone like that.” His words were a provocation, testing the boundaries of Cameron’s control.

Cameron’s jaw tightened, his grip on himself faltering for the first time. He stepped forward, his presence dominating the small space of the bathroom. His eyes flicked to Elise, then back to Lucas. “And not every man gets to experience what’s mine,” he said, his voice a low growl. There was a warning in his tone, a subtle reminder that while he had allowed this, she was still his.

Elise’s breath hitched at the possessiveness in his voice. Her mind raced, torn between guilt and a strange, heady thrill. She had just been fucked by another man, right in front of her husband, and yet here they were, the two of them circling each other like predators. The tension in the room was palpable, a mix of jealousy, pride, and something darker, more primal.

For a moment, no one moved. The silence stretched, heavy and loaded. Then, finally, Cameron turned away from Lucas and walked over to Elise. His hands were gentle as he helped her down from the counter, his touch a stark contrast to Lucas’s earlier roughness. “My turn,” he murmured, his voice softening as he looked into her eyes. His words were simple, but they carried an unspoken promise: This isn’t over.

His hands were still gentle on her hips, but the look in Cameron’s eyes was anything but soft. It was a wildfire, fed by the sight of another man’s claim on her. Elise met his gaze, her own breathing ragged, her body still humming from the aftershocks Lucas had wrung from her. The cool porcelain of the sink bit into her back, a stark contrast to the heat flooding her veins.

Lucas chuckled low from his post by the door, the sound echoing slightly in the tiled room. “Seems you’ve started something you’ll need to finish, friend.”

Cameron ignored him, his entire world narrowed to the woman in front of him. He traced a thumb over her lower lip, smudging what was left of her lipstick. “You are so fucking beautiful,” he breathed, his voice thick with an emotion she couldn’t quite name. “Watching you... God, Elise.”

A new kind of boldness, born from the thrill of what she’d just done and the raw hunger in her husband’s face, surged through her. The conservative girl from a quiet suburb was gone, replaced by a woman pulsating with a forbidden appetite. She reached down, her fingers brushing against the hard length of him straining against his zipper. He jerked at her touch, a sharp intake of breath hissing through his teeth.

“No,” she said, her voice surprisingly steady, laced with a command that made both men still. Her sparkling eyes locked onto Cameron’s. “Not like that. Not gentle.”

She leaned forward, her lips brushing the shell of his ear, her whisper a hot, demanding promise. “Fuck me, Cameron. Right here. Right now. As hard as you can. I want to feel you claiming what’s yours.”

The words hung in the air, a direct challenge. A plea. A revelation.

Cameron’s control shattered. A guttural sound ripped from his chest as his hands, now devoid of their earlier tenderness, gripped her thighs, yanking her to the very edge of the counter. The move was sudden, brutal, and exactly what she’d asked for. Her head fell back with a soft thud against the mirror, a gasp tearing from her throat.

“Lucas,” Cameron growled, not taking his eyes off Elise. “The door.”

“With pleasure,” came the smooth reply. Lucas shifted, his broad shoulders blocking the narrow crack of the door, a sentinel ensuring their privacy, a witness to their consummation.

Cameron’s fingers fumbled with his belt, the clink of the buckle loud in the tense silence. He freed himself, and Elise’s eyes dropped, taking in the impressive, rigid evidence of his arousal. It was for her. All of this was for her. The thought sent a fresh wave of dizzying heat through her core.

He didn’t tease. He didn’t prepare her. She was already slick, soaked from Lucas’s attentions and her own escalating desire. With one powerful, unyielding thrust, he buried himself inside her to the hilt.

Elise cried out, her nails scraping against the cold countertop. The feeling was overwhelming, a breathtaking fullness that stretched and filled her completely. It was different from Lucas—familiar, yet utterly new. This was her husband, the man she loved, moving inside her with a primal ferocity she’d never seen, all because he’d watched her with another man.

“Yes,” she moaned, the word coming out as a broken sob. “Cameron... yes!”

He set a punishing rhythm from the start, each drive of his hips a deliberate, powerful snap that pushed her body back against the mirror. The world outside this humid, illicit space ceased to exist. There was only the sound of their ragged breathing, the wet, slick sound of their joining, and the low, approving murmur from Lucas by the door.

Cameron’s hands were everywhere, gripping her hips to meet his thrusts, sliding up to cup her breasts, pinching her nipples until she whimpered. He leaned in, his mouth crashing down on hers in a searing, possessive kiss. She could taste herself on his lips, a tangy reminder of Lucas, and the knowledge that her husband was tasting another man on her sent a shocking jolt of depraved pleasure straight to her core.

“You like that, don’t you?” Cameron rasped against her mouth, his voice raw. “You like me fucking you right after he did. You like him watching me take back what’s mine.”

She could only nod, her words stolen by the relentless pleasure-pain of his possession. Her eyes fluttered open, meeting his intense gaze. The love was still there, a constant flame, but now it was ringed with a feral, unadulterated lust. He was reclaiming her, marking her, and the psychology of it—the sheer, terrifying vulnerability and the unparalleled intimacy—unlocked something deep within her.

Her climax began to build again, a coiling, urgent pressure that threatened to shatter her. Her inner muscles fluttered around him, clenching tightly, trying to pull him deeper.

“I can feel you,” he groaned, his rhythm becoming more frantic, less controlled. “God, Elise, I can feel you coming for me.”

From the door, Lucas let out a low whistle. “Quite a sight, Cameron. She takes you so well.”

The comment, instead of breaking the spell, intensified it. The awareness of their audience, the risk, the sheer deviance of it all, pushed her over the edge. Her orgasm exploded through her, a silent, screaming wave of ecstasy that clenched every muscle in her body. She convulsed around him, her vision whiting out, her cries muffled against his shoulder.

Feeling her tight, pulsating warmth milk him was Cameron’s undoing. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, he came with a choked roar, his own release hot and endless inside her. His body shuddered violently against hers, his grip on her hips almost bruising as he held himself deep, spilling every last drop.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, collapsed against each other, panting and slick with sweat in the silent, steam-filled room. The only sound was their ragged breathing. Slowly, Cameron softened inside her, but he didn’t pull away. He just rested his forehead against hers, his eyes closed.

Elise’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drum echoing the aftershocks still rippling through her. She felt raw, used, and utterly, completely his.

A soft clap broke the silence. Lucas, a wide, impressed smirk on his face, slowly applauded from his post. “Bravo,” he said, his mossy green eyes gleaming. “That was... incendiary.”

Cameron finally lifted his head, his gaze still dark with spent passion, but a new, questioning look now flickering within it as he looked from Lucas back to his wife. His chest rose and fell with ragged breaths, the afterglow of their raw, electrifying encounter clinging to him like a second skin. He opened his mouth to speak, but Elise was faster, her voice a husky, daring whisper that filled the small space.

“Don’t,” she murmured, placing a trembling finger against his lips. Her touch was soft, yet charged with an intensity that made him shudder. “Don’t say anything. Not yet.” Her eyes, still glazed with pleasure, locked onto his. They were wide, almost searching, as if she were trying to read the storm of emotions swirling within him. “Just... let this sink in.”

Cameron exhaled sharply, his hands still gripping her hips possessively. He didn’t let her go, couldn’t bring himself to pull away just yet. The weight of what they’d just done—the forbidden thrill of it—settled heavily in the air between them. His mind raced, replaying every moment: the way she’d moaned for him, the way she’d taken him so completely, the way she’d looked at Lucas with those dark, hungry eyes. It was everything he’d fantasized about and more, but now that it was real, he felt exposed, as if a part of him had been laid bare.

From the corner of the room, Lucas cleared his throat softly, his presence a reminder of the shared intimacy they’d just experienced. Cameron’s gaze flicked to him, a mixture of jealousy and curiosity tightening his chest. Lucas leaned casually against the door, his expression one of smug satisfaction. “You two are something else,” he drawled, his voice low and filled with amusement. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything quite like that.”

Elise turned her head slightly, her eyes meeting Lucas’s over Cameron’s shoulder. There was a flicker of something unspoken between them—a connection forged in the heat of the moment—that made Cameron’s stomach twist. But then she turned back to him, her hands sliding up to cradle his face. “This was for you,” she whispered, her voice trembling with sincerity. “Everything I did... it was for you.”

Her words hit him like a punch to the gut, knocking the breath from his lungs. He stared at her, his heart pounding in his chest. For me. The realization was both overwhelming and intoxicating. She’d pushed her own boundaries, taken a leap into the unknown, all because she wanted to fulfill his deepest, most secret fantasy. The love in her eyes was undeniable, but so was the spark of something wilder—something he’d never seen before.

Slowly, Cameron nodded, his hands moving up to cover hers. He pressed a tender kiss to her palm, his lips lingering against her skin. “I know,” he said finally, his voice rough with emotion. “And I... I don’t know what to say. Except thank you.” His eyes searched hers, trying to convey the depth of his gratitude, his affection, his awe. This moment had changed them both in ways they couldn’t yet understand, but one thing was certain: they were bound together now more tightly than ever, by both love and desire.
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        Adam has harbored a secret fantasy for years—watching his beautiful wife Lily with another man. When he finally finds the courage to share his deepest desire, Lily's curiosity ignites a fire neither of them expected.
What starts as a whispered confession in their kitchen transforms into an intoxicating night of exploration that pushes every boundary they thought they had. With Andre, a captivating black stranger who embodies everything Lily never knew she craved, the couple discovers that some fantasies are even more powerful in reality.
But as the lines between love, lust, and possession blur, Adam and Lily must navigate uncharted territory where jealousy and desire intertwine. Each stolen glance, every forbidden touch, and all the raw passion threatens to change their relationship forever.
Will their marriage emerge stronger from this ultimate test of trust? Or will the very fantasy that brought them closer together tear them apart?
Blacked Rough is an intensely erotic exploration of a couple's journey into the hotwife lifestyle, where love and lust collide in the most unexpected ways. This steamy tale pushes boundaries and explores the complex emotions that arise when fantasy becomes reality.
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