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Book 1 - Bound Desires
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The scent of coffee and Saturday morning laziness hung in the air. Derek watched Faith from the kitchen doorway, a slow smile spreading across his face as she bent over their open suitcase, carefully placing the new toys inside. The deep purple silicone of the flogger’s falls contrasted sharply with the stark black of the rope coils.

Derek’s eyes lingered on the array of toys Faith had unpacked, each one a promise of the night to come. The sleek, dark flogger with its supple falls seemed to call to him, and he imagined the way it would feel in his hand, the sharp crack it would make against her skin. Beside it lay the coils of rope, their smooth texture begging to be wrapped around her wrists, her ankles, her body—every inch of her bound and surrendered to his control. The gag, a sinister yet alluring piece of black silicone, was almost daring her to try it, to test her limits, to let him take her further than she thought possible.

Faith ran her fingers along the flogger’s falls, a shiver of anticipation running through her as she thought about what Derek might do with it. “You’re going to make me scream tonight,” she teased, her voice low and sultry, knowing exactly how it would affect him. She picked up the rope next, the weight of it in her hands sending a thrill through her. “And this... you’re going to tie me up so tight I can’t move, aren’t you? Make me completely helpless.”

Derek felt a jolt of desire at her words, his body responding instantly. He stepped closer, his hands finding their way to her hips again, pulling her back against him. “Oh, you’ll be helpless all right,” he growled into her ear, his breath hot against her skin. “But not just from the ropes. I’ll make you beg for it, Faith. Beg for my touch, my kiss, my cock. And when you’re at the edge, when you’re trembling and desperate, I’ll make you wait. I’ll make you fucking wait until you can’t take it anymore.”

She leaned into him, her body arching against his, craving more of his touch. “And then?” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

“And then,” he said, his voice dark with promise, “I’ll give you everything. Every last fucking thing you’ve been begging for. And when I’m done with you, you won’t even remember your own name.” His hands tightened on her hips, pulling her even closer, and she could feel the hard evidence of his arousal pressing against her.

Faith turned in his arms, her eyes locking with his, seeing the hunger there, the raw desire that mirrored her own. “I can’t wait,” she breathed, her heart pounding in anticipation. “I want it all, Derek.” She reached up to kiss him, a deep, lingering kiss that promised everything they both wanted—pleasure, pain, surrender. When they finally pulled apart, both of them were breathing heavily, their bodies aching with the need for more. Tonight, she thought. It’s going to be unforgettable.

He crossed the room, his hands finding her hips, pulling her back against him. He nuzzled the soft skin behind her ear, inhaling the clean scent of her shampoo. “I can't wait to see what happens when we come back home tonight ,and I get you alone with that rope. I’m going to tie your wrists to the headboard and make you fucking beg for that gag.”

A deep, wanting tremor went through her. She pressed herself harder against the solid warmth of his body. “Promises, promises.”

They held each other for a long moment, the silence comfortable and charged with anticipation. It was this easy warmth between them that gave him the courage. He took a slow breath, his heart hammering against his ribs.

“Faith,” he began, his voice losing its playful edge, becoming quieter, more serious. He turned her gently to face him, his hands resting on her shoulders. “I... I have something I need to tell you. A fantasy I can’t get out of my head.”

Her playful expression softened into one of attentive curiosity. “Okay... you know you can tell me anything.”

“I know.” He swallowed, the words feeling thick and dangerous on his tongue. “It’s about... it’s about us. Our play. But... with someone else.”

Her eyebrows drew together slightly, a faint line of concern appearing between them. “Someone else? Derek, what are you saying?”

“I want to see you,” he whispered, the confession tumbling out in a rush. “I want to watch you with another man. See you give up your control to someone else, while I’m there. Seeing you like that, so beautiful and powerful and completely fucking undone... the thought of it drives me insane.” He paused, gathering the last of his nerve. “Someone like Julian.”

Faith took a sharp step back, his hands falling from her shoulders. Her face was a canvas of shock. “Julian? Our friend Julian? The one we're going to have dinner tonight with, Julian? Derek, are you serious?” Her voice was higher, tighter. “This isn’t some porn fantasy. This is real life. Our life. What if it ruins everything? What if it ruins us?” The fear was plain in her eyes, a genuine, gut-deep terror of breaking the beautiful thing they had built.

“I know,” he said, his own desperation clear. “God, I know the risks. And if you say no, it ends right here, right now, and we never speak of it again. But Faith... the idea of another man seeing what I see, wanting what I have... knowing you’re so desirable that anyone would be desperate to be with you... and then you choosing to let him... fuck, it makes me want you more than anything.” He reached out, tracing the line of her jaw with his thumb. “It’s not about me wanting someone else. It’s about me wanting more of you. Every version of you.”

She was silent, studying his face, searching for any hint of doubt or deception. She found only raw, vulnerable honesty. Her initial panic began to recede, replaced by a swirling, foreign curiosity. The idea was shocking, yes. Forbidden. But the way he described it... the heat in his eyes as he pictured it...

“You... you really get off on that?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper. “The thought of another man’s hands on me?”

“Yes,” he breathed, the word full of heat and certainty. “The thought of his mouth on you, his body covering yours, while I watch my beautiful wife take her pleasure. I want to see another man fuck you until you forget your own name, and then I want to be the one you come back to.”

A warm, unexpected thrill shot through her, starting low in her belly. She looked away, her mind racing, images she had never allowed herself to consider now flashing behind her eyes. Julian was handsome. Confident. She’d be lying if she said she’d never noticed.

“I... I don’t know,” she said finally, shaking her head. But the refusal lacked its earlier conviction. “It’s a lot.”

“I know it is.” He didn’t push. He just waited, giving her space to process.

She took a deep, steadying breath and met his gaze again. The fear was still there, but it was now sharing space with something else—something intrigued and dangerously aroused. “Okay,” she said, her voice a little stronger. “Okay. I’m not saying yes. But... I’m not saying no.”

A wave of relief and electric anticipation washed over Derek.

“Tonight,” Faith continued, a new, speculative look in her eye. “At dinner... I’ll pay attention. I’ll... see where it leads.”

***
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The air outside Julian’s downtown loft was crisp, a perfect contrast to the simmering heat threatening to bubble over inside the car. Faith smoothed her dress for the third time, a slinky black number Derek had picked out for her. His choice, she thought, her stomach fluttering. Everything tonight is his choice.

Julian answered the door with a grin that was all warmth and confidence. “You made it!” His gaze swept over them, but it lingered on Faith, a flicker of appreciative light in his eyes that was impossible to miss. “You look incredible, Faith.”

“Thanks, Julian,” she said, her voice a touch breathier than she intended. As she stepped across the threshold, he moved to take her wrap, his fingers grazing the bare skin of her arm. It wasn’t an accident. The contact was a jolt, a tiny spark that traveled straight to her core, a sudden, shocking throb of want that made her press her thighs together. Fuck.

Derek’s hand settled on the small of her back, a firm, possessive counterpoint to Julian’s fleeting touch. The silent message was clear: I’m here. This is ours.

Julian’s home was a reflection of him: modern, open, and unapologetically sensual. Low lighting, deep leather furniture, the rich, savory scent of a roasting herb-crusted chicken filling the air. He moved to the kitchen island where a bottle of red wine was already breathing. “Cabernet okay? I figured we’d start with something bold.”

“Perfect,” Derek said, his eyes not on the bottle but on Faith, watching her watch Julian pour.

They clinked glasses. The wine was deep and complex, and Faith focused on its taste, trying to anchor herself. But her senses were on high alert, tuned to every nuance. The low timbre of Julian’s laugh. The way his shirt stretched across his shoulders when he reached for an olive. The way his eyes would find hers from across the room, holding for a half-second too long, a silent question in their depths.

Dinner was a masterpiece of culinary seduction. They laughed over stories of college mishaps, the conversation easy and familiar. Yet, beneath the surface, a different dialogue was unfolding. A brush of fingers as Julian passed her the salt. The press of Derek’s knee against hers under the table, a steady, reassuring pressure that also felt like a brand. Every joke felt laced with innuendo, every glance loaded with meaning.

Faith felt her own arousal building, a slow, relentless burn. She was hyper-aware of her body, of the dampness growing between her legs, of the way her nipples felt tight and sensitive against the silk of her dress. She caught Derek’s eye and saw the raw hunger there, the proud, almost smug satisfaction of seeing his fantasy begin to take root in reality. He’s loving this. He’s getting off on my getting off. The thought should have been shocking, but it only fed the fire.

After a decadent chocolate torte, they retired to the living room with a glass of amber whiskey. Faith felt loose-limbed and bold from the wine, the warmth in her belly spreading, coiling lower. She was perched on the edge of a wide armchair, while the men sat on the sofa opposite. The air was thick, ripe with unspoken desire.

Derek swirled the whiskey in his glass, the liquid catching the light. He looked from Faith, flushed and beautifully undone, to Julian, who was watching them both with a curious, amused intensity.

“We got a package today,” Derek said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated right through Faith.

“Oh yeah?” Julian asked, taking a slow sip. “Something good?”

“The best.” Derek’s gaze was locked on Faith, a predator admiring his prize. “A whole new set of toys. Rope. A flogger. Some things I can’t wait to feel on Faith’s skin.”

Faith’s breath caught in her throat. The directness was a lightning strike. Her pussy clenched, empty and aching.

Julian’s smile was slow, understanding dawning. “I see. A fun night ahead, then.”

Derek leaned forward, his elbows on his knees, his presence dominating the space between them. “The thing is, Julian... I have this fantasy. I confessed it to Faith just today.” He paused, letting the weight of the moment settle. “I want to watch her. I want to see her come apart under the touch of another man. I want to see how beautiful she is when she’s completely lost in pleasure, given over to someone else’s command.”

The room was utterly silent save for the low hum of the refrigerator. Faith could feel her heart drumming against her ribs, a frantic, eager rhythm.

Derek turned his full attention to Julian, his offer hanging in the air, explicit and undeniable. “I was thinking... why not you? Come back to our place. Help me test these new toys on my wife.”

Julian’s eyes darkened, flicking to Faith, seeking her confirmation, her desire. She didn’t look away. She let him see the want there, the nervous excitement, the damp sheen on her skin. She gave him a single, almost imperceptible nod.

A slow, devastating smile spread across Julian’s face. He set his glass down with a definitive click. “I’ve been waiting for you two to ask.”

***
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The drive to their house was a blur of streetlights and tension so thick Faith could taste it on her tongue, metallic and sweet. Julian followed in his car, a predator trailing its prey, though she felt more like a willing accomplice. Derek’s hand rested on her thigh, his thumb tracing slow, possessive circles on the denim. He said nothing. He didn’t need to. The heat of his palm was a promise, a question, a command all at once.

The moment they crossed the threshold of their own home, the familiar space felt alien, charged with a new and dangerous energy. Julian closed the door behind them, the latch clicking into place with a sound that felt irrevocable.

Faith turned to face both men, her back against the cool wall of the entryway. Her voice came out steadier than she felt. “The... the bedroom. I think we should go straight there.”

Derek’s eyes flashed with approval, a dark fire igniting in their depths. He nodded, a single, sharp gesture. Julian simply smiled, that same devastating, knowing smile from the restaurant, and extended a hand toward the hallway. “Lead the way, Faith.”

In their bedroom, the air was still and expectant. The king-sized bed, usually a place of comfort and private play, now felt like a stage. Faith stood in the center of the room, her pulse a wild drum against her throat. Julian didn’t hesitate. He crossed the space in three long strides and pulled her into his arms. It wasn’t a gentle embrace; it was a claiming. His body was hard against hers, his hands splayed across her back, pressing her into him.

“I’ve thought about this,” he murmured against her hair, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her entire body. “About how you’d feel right here.”

He tilted her head back, his mouth finding hers. This kiss was different from any she’d shared with Derek. It was exploratory, hungry, a deliberate tasting. He kissed her like he was memorizing her. He broke from her lips, trailing his mouth down the column of her throat, his teeth scraping lightly over her hammering pulse. A soft sound, almost a whimper, escaped her. She heard the rustle of fabric and a low click—Derek, settling into the armchair in the corner, a spectator to the ruin of his own making.

Julian’s hands went to the thin straps of her sundress. He pushed them down her shoulders, his lips following the path of exposed skin. The dress pooled at her waist, then his hands were on her hips, pushing the fabric down until it fell to the floor in a soft heap. She stood before him in just a lace bra and matching panties, the delicate black against her skin making her feel both vulnerable and powerful.

“Fuck, Faith,” Julian breathed, his gaze raking over her. “You are a fucking vision.”

He dropped to his knees before her. His hands slid up her calves, over her thighs, his touch firm and reverent. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her panties and drew them down her legs with agonizing slowness. The cool air kissed her bare skin, raising goosebumps. He leaned forward, his warm breath ghosting over her stomach. He placed a single, open-mouthed kiss just below her navel, his tongue flicking out to taste her skin.

Then he moved lower.

His hands gripped her hips, anchoring her as he buried his face between her legs. The first flat stroke of his tongue against her cleft was electric. Her knees buckled, but his grip held her steady. Oh god. This was different. This was Julian’s mouth, Julian’s tongue tracing the length of her slit, hot and wet and relentless. He wasn’t just pleasuring her; he was learning her, mapping the geography of her most sensitive flesh.

He found her clit and focused there, a slow, circular torture that made her gasp. Her head fell back, her eyes squeezing shut as sensation overloaded every nerve ending. She could feel his low groan against her, the vibration adding another layer of exquisite torment. One of his hands left her hip. She felt the press of a finger at her entrance, teasing, circling, before sliding deep inside her with a single, smooth thrust.

“Fuck,” she moaned, the word torn from her. Her hands tangled in his hair, not to guide him, but to hold on as the world dissolved into pure, raw feeling.

He added a second finger, stretching her, filling her. His tongue never stopped its relentless rhythm on her clit, the dual assault pushing her higher and higher. She was aware of Derek watching, could feel the weight of his gaze, and the knowledge of it, the sheer forbidden filth of it, sent another jolt of pleasure through her. She was completely exposed, completely at the mercy of this man, with her husband’s intense eyes recording every twitch, every cry.

From the corner, Derek moved. She heard the scrape of the suitcase being pulled from under the bed, the sound of latches popping open. Julian withdrew his fingers and his mouth, leaving her throbbing and empty. He looked up at her, his chin glistening with her arousal. “Don’t worry, beautiful,” he said, his voice rough. “We’re just getting started.”

Derek stood beside them now, holding a length of soft, black rope. He looked from Faith’s flushed, naked form to Julian’s kneeling figure. His voice was thick with a dark, possessive pride. 

Derek’s voice was low, almost a growl, as he held the coil of black rope in his hands. “What would you like to use on her first, Julian?” The words hung in the air, heavy with anticipation, and Faith felt her breath catch. She stood there, trembling, her body still humming from Julian’s mouth, her skin flushed and sensitive. The room seemed to shrink around them, every sound magnified—the soft slide of the rope against Derek’s palm, the faint creak of the floorboards beneath Julian’s boots.

Julian rose to his feet slowly, his eyes never leaving hers. He reached out, brushing his fingertips along her jawline before his hand slid down to cup the curve of her breast. His touch was deliberate, possessive, as if he were claiming ownership over every inch of her. “She’s perfect just like this,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire. “But I think we can make her even more breathtaking. Start with the rope. Tie her wrists, but leave her legs free. I want her to feel every movement, every sensation, without restraint.”

Derek’s lips curled into a dark smile, and he stepped forward, the rope uncoiling with a whisper of sound. He took her wrists in his hands, his grip firm but not unkind, and began to bind them together. The rope was soft yet unyielding, the texture sending a shiver up her spine as it wound around her skin. He worked quickly, his movements practiced and precise, until her arms were secured in place. There was something strangely intimate about the act—a mix of vulnerability and trust that made her heart race.

As Derek stepped back to admire his handiwork, Julian moved closer again, his body heat radiating against her bare skin. He traced the lines of the rope with his fingertips, his touch feather-light yet electrifying. “Beautiful,” he whispered, his voice thick with admiration. “Now, let’s see how much she can take. Untie her bra, Derek. I want to feel all of her.”

Faith’s breath hitched as Derek complied, slipping the straps from her shoulders and letting the lace fall to the floor. She felt a rush of cool air against her chest, followed by the searing heat of Julian’s gaze. His hands were on her immediately, kneading her breasts, pinching her nipples until they hardened under his touch. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, but it escaped anyway, low and needy.

“That’s it,” Julian murmured, his voice a dark caress. “Let me hear you. Let Derek hear you.” He leaned in, his mouth capturing one nipple while his fingers continued to tease the other. The dual sensation was overwhelming, and Faith arched into him, her bound wrists straining against the rope. She could feel the tension in the room building, an electric current that seemed to connect all three of them. Derek watched from just a few feet away, his eyes blazing as he took in every detail.

Julian pulled back slightly, his lips glistening, and glanced at Derek. “What do you think? Should we test her limits tonight?” There was a playful challenge in his tone, but beneath it lay something darker, more primal. Derek didn’t hesitate. He nodded, his gaze locked on Faith with a mix of lust and pride. “Do it,” he said softly. “Make her beg.”

Faith’s stomach tightened at the words, a thrill of fear and excitement coursing through her. She knew what was coming next would push her further than she’d ever gone before, and yet she couldn’t wait to surrender to it. Julian’s hands slid down her sides, gripping her hips as he stepped closer still. “Ready, beautiful?” he asked, his breath hot against her ear.

She nodded, trembling but resolute. “Yes.”

Julian’s smile was a wicked slash of white in the dim light. He stepped back from Faith, his eyes raking over her bound, trembling form. “Stay right there, beautiful. I think it’s time we got better acquainted.”

He moved to the open toy bag near the foot of the bed, and the sound of his rummaging sent a fresh jolt of adrenaline through Faith. Her skin prickled with anticipation, every nerve ending hyper-aware. When he turned back, the flogger was in his hand. The leather falls were a deep, supple black, and they swayed with a quiet, menacing grace as Julian approached.

“Do you like this, Derek?” Julian asked, his voice low and intimate, though his eyes never left Faith. “Seeing your wife like this? Waiting for it?”

From his chair in the corner, Derek let out a rough, approving sound. “Fuck yes. She looks perfect. She can take it.”

Faith’s focus narrowed to the instrument in Julian’s hand. The air shifted as he drew his arm back, not in a violent swing, but with the controlled precision of an artist. The first strike was a whisper against her upper back, a soft caress of leather that was more surprise than sting. Her muscles jumped.

“Just a hello,” Julian murmured.

The next one landed on the crest of her right ass cheek, a little firmer. A bright, hot sensation bloomed, quickly fading into a warm thrum. A small, choked sound escaped her lips.

“Tell me what you feel, Faith,” Derek commanded from the shadows, his voice thick with desire.

“It’s... warm,” she breathed, her voice shaky. “It stings, but... it feels good.”

Julian rewarded her honesty with another strike, this one on the other side, matching the first. The symmetry of it, the deliberate nature, felt incredibly intimate. He wasn’t just hitting her; he was mapping her body, claiming it section by section.

The next fell across her shoulder blades, and this one had more intent behind it. The bite was sharper, making her gasp. Before the sensation could even begin to fade, Julian was there, his body heat enveloping her from behind. He dropped to his knees and his mouth was on her skin, his tongue laving the exact spot he’d just struck. The contrast was exquisite—the sharp heat soothed by the wet, warm stroke of his tongue. Faith cried out, a mangled sound of pleasure and shock, her fingers curling into fists above her head.

“Fuck, that’s it,” Julian growled against her skin, his breath cool on the damp trail he left. “You taste like sin. Your skin is so fucking hot.”

He stood and delivered another strike, lower on her back, just above the swell of her ass. The sound of the leather connecting with her flesh was a soft thud that seemed to echo in the silent, charged room. Again, he was on her, his mouth worshipping the blossoming warmth, his teeth grazing lightly. Each impact was a punctuation mark, and his mouth was the soothing, erotic sentence that followed.

He was building a rhythm now, a cruel and beautiful symphony on her body. A strike to the back of her thigh made her legs buckle. He caught her, his strong arm wrapping around her waist to hold her up, his other hand still wielding the flogger. His mouth found the tender spot, and he didn’t just lick; he sucked, drawing the blood to the surface, marking her as his canvas.

“Derek, look at her,” Julian said, his voice ragged. “Look how pretty she is when she’s painted for us.”

Faith was lost in a haze of sensation. The pain was a bright, clean fire that purged everything else from her mind, and the pleasure that followed was a deep, molten reward. She was floating, held aloft by the rope on her wrists and Julian’s relentless attention. She could hear the rough sound of Derek’s breathing, could feel the weight of his gaze like a physical touch, and it only amplified her own need.

Julian moved around to her front, his eyes dark with hunger. He trailed the soft leather falls over her collarbones, down between her heaving breasts, watching her shudder at the feather-light touch. He flicked it against a taut nipple, and she jolted, a sharp cry tearing from her throat.

“You like that, don’t you?” he whispered, doing it again. “You like the little bites before the kiss.”

He dropped the flogger. It landed on the carpet with a soft thump. His hands replaced it, cupping her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples with a rough possessiveness that made her whimper. He leaned in and captured her mouth in a searing kiss, swallowing her moans. She could taste herself on his lips, a salty, musky flavor that was uniquely hers, and it was the most potent aphrodisiac.

He broke the kiss, his forehead resting against hers. “I want to fuck you now, Faith. I want to feel how all this heat translates inside you.” He glanced at Derek. “Can I fuck your wife, Derek? Can I make her come all over my cock while you watch?”

Derek’s answer was a strained, guttural, “Yes. God, yes. Do it.”

Julian’s hands went to his own pants, fumbling with his belt and zipper. The sound was obscenely loud. He kicked them off, and then he was naked, his erection jutting out, thick and demanding. He guided himself to her entrance, the head of his cock pressing against her wetness, and the feeling was so intense, so desperately awaited, that Faith’s eyes rolled back.

“Tell me you want it,” he demanded, pausing, letting the anticipation build to a fever pitch.

“I want it,” she panted, her body straining toward his. “Please, Julian, fuck me. I need it.”

He grinned, a feral, triumphant thing. “Since you asked so nicely.”

With one powerful thrust, Julian buried himself inside Faith to the hilt. The force of it drove a ragged cry from her lips, her body arching against the ropes that bound her wrists. She felt impossibly full, stretched to the brink, and yet she wanted more. His cock was a searing heat inside her, a perfect invasion that ignited every nerve. Her inner walls clamped down on him instinctively, as if trying to pull him deeper, to keep him there forever.

Julian let out a guttural groan, his hands gripping her hips with bruising intensity. “Fuck, you’re so tight,” he growled, his voice thick with desire. He didn’t move, letting her adjust to the sheer size of him, but the tension between them was electric. Her breaths came in shallow gasps, her chest heaving as she struggled to process the overwhelming sensations. Every inch of her skin felt alive, hyper-aware of his presence, his dominance.

“Look at her, Derek,” Julian commanded, his gaze flicking to where Derek sat in the shadows, his eyes dark and hungry. “Look how well your wife takes me. She’s made for this.” He shifted slightly, grinding against her in a way that made her whimper, her body trembling. “Feel that, Faith? That’s what it’s like to be claimed.”

Faith’s mind was a haze of pleasure and submission, her usual thoughts drowned out by the raw, primal sensations coursing through her. She could feel every ridge, every pulse of his cock as it twitched inside her, and the knowledge that Derek was watching only heightened the intensity. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, as Julian began to move, pulling almost all the way out before thrusting back in with a force that made her toes curl.

He set a relentless rhythm, each stroke deliberate and deep, hitting a spot inside her that made her vision blur. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, a lewd soundtrack to their coupling. Julian’s fingers dug into her flesh, marking her as his, and Faith revelled in the pain, in the ownership of it. She was theirs—Derek’s and Julian’s—and there was no denying the raw pleasure that thought brought her.

“That’s it, baby,” Julian murmured, his voice a low hum against her ear as he leaned in close. “Take me. Take every fucking inch. Let Derek see how much you love it.” His words were a command, a demand that she couldn’t ignore. Her body obeyed instinctively, rolling her hips to meet his thrusts, her cries growing louder with each movement. She was teetering on the edge, the pleasure building to an unbearable peak, and she knew she wouldn’t last much longer.

Julian seemed to sense it too, because he increased his pace, his thrusts becoming harder, more urgent. “Come for me, Faith,” he ordered, his voice rough and commanding. “Let go. Show us how good it feels.” And just like that, she shattered, her orgasm crashing over her in searing waves that left her trembling and breathless. Julian followed soon after, his hips stuttering as he buried himself deep one final time, his release hot and possessive inside her. 

The room fell silent except for their laboured breathing, the air thick with the scent of sweat and sex. Faith sagged against the ropes, utterly spent, her body still pulsing with aftershocks. Julian stayed pressed against her, his forehead resting on her shoulder as he caught his breath. In the corner, Derek let out a low whistle, his admiration evident. It was a moment of raw, unfiltered intimacy, and Faith knew nothing would ever be the same again.

The air hummed with the aftermath of their fucking, thick with the musk of sweat and sex. Faith’s body was a limp, sweat-sheened sculpture, her weight held by the ropes binding her wrists above her head. She could still feel the deep, internal thrum of Julian’s release inside her, a possessive warmth that made her clench softly. His forehead was a heavy, damp weight on her shoulder, his breathing still ragged against her neck.

It was Julian who moved first, the shift of his weight a small earthquake through her spent form. He pulled out of her with a soft, wet sound that made her flinch with overstimulated pleasure. His hand came to rest on the small of her back, a solid, grounding touch.

“Your turn, Derek,” Julian’s voice was a dark, velvet-rough command that sliced through the humid air. He didn’t look at Derek, his eyes instead fixed on the evidence of their union glistening on Faith’s inner thighs. “Look at that. Your wife’s pretty little pussy is so wet. It’s dripping for you now. Don’t make her wait.”

Faith’s gaze, heavy-lidded and blurry, found her husband in the shadows. His intense eyes were black with a hunger she’d never seen before, a pure, raw need that stripped away all the layers of their everyday life. His cock, thick and straining, was fisted in his own hand, a slow, deliberate pump that made her mouth go dry. He was already so hard, so ready for her.

Derek stepped into the light, his muscular frame a silhouette of pure intent. He came to her, his fingertips tracing a path up her trembling thigh, through the slickness Julian had left behind. He brought his fingers to his lips, his eyes locked on hers, and sucked them clean with a low, gratified hum. “Tastes like you, Faith. And him. Fuck, that’s so hot.”

He grabbed the black leather ball gag from the nightstand, the buckle clinking softly. “Open up, baby. I want to hear you, but I don’t want you to have a choice about the sounds you make.” His voice was low, a thread of steel wrapped in desire. She parted her lips without hesitation, the trust in her eyes absolute. He fitted the sphere between her teeth, the leather strap cool against her heated skin as he fastened it securely behind her head. A muffled moan escaped her as it settled in place, the sensation of being silenced for his pleasure sending a fresh jolt of electricity straight to her core.

Derek’s hands then went to a smaller box, one they hadn’t opened yet. He pulled out a sleek, black silicone toy, a vibrator with a distinct, bulbous curve at one end. He flicked it on and a low, deep thrum filled the small space between them, a promise of what was to come.

“This is going to make you see stars, Faith,” he murmured, kissing her forehead with a tenderness that contrasted violently with the scene. He pressed the curved end against her clit, and her body jerked against the ropes, a choked scream muffled by the gag. The vibration wasn’t sharp; it was a deep, penetrating pulse that resonated in her very bones, a relentless pressure on her oversensitive nub.

“That’s it. Take it.” Derek’s voice was guttural. He held the toy in place with one hand, his other guiding his own aching cock to her entrance. He pushed into her with one smooth, devastating thrust, filling the aching emptiness Julian had left behind. Oh God. Her internal walls, already stretched and sensitized, fluttered around him, the dual sensation of being utterly filled and vibrated into oblivion short-circuiting her thoughts.

He set a brutal, possessive pace, each drive of his hips slamming the toy harder against her. The sound was obscene: the wet slap of his skin against hers, the relentless buzz of the vibrator, her own desperate, gagged whimpers filling the room. Derek’s eyes were wild, watching her face contort in a messy mix of pleasure and overwhelm.

“Look at her, Julian. Look at my wife fucking take it.” Derek grunted, his rhythm never faltering.

From the chair, Julian let out a low, appreciative laugh. He was still naked, lazily stroking his semi-hard cock as he watched the show. “She’s a natural. Look at that ass clench every time you bottom out. Fuck, Derek. You’re owning that pussy.”

Derek’s thumb found the button on the toy, turning the intensity up another notch. Faith’s eyes rolled back, her entire world narrowing to the blinding point of contact between her legs. She was a live wire, every nerve ending screaming. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, a terrifying, exhilarating precipice.

“You feel that, Faith? You feel how deep I am?” Derek’s words were labored, his breath hot on her neck. “You’re gonna come for me. You’re gonna come all over my cock while I fuck you with this toy and our friend watches. You understand me?”

She nodded frantically, the movement strained against the ropes, a desperate, muffled ‘yes’ trying to form around the gag. Her hips tried to meet his thrusts, but he had her pinned, completely at his mercy. The orgasm wasn’t building; it was a tsunami held back by a dam that was about to shatter.

Julian leaned forward in his chair, his voice a hypnotic murmur from the sidelines. “Don’t fight it, beautiful. Just let it happen. Be a good girl. Come for your husband.”

The dam broke.

Her scream was entirely swallowed by the gag as the climax detonated through her, a silent, seismic event that shattered her into a million pieces. Her body seized, convulsing around Derek’s pounding cock, the pulsations wracking her from the inside out. Her vision whited out, pure sensation obliterating everything else.

Through the hazy, screaming pleasure, she felt Derek’s pace become erratic, his own control unraveling. “Fuck, Faith! I can feel you milking me. I’m gonna fill you up. Gonna come so deep inside you.”

His roar joined the cacophony as he drove into her one last time, his release a hot, pumping flood that merged with Julian’s inside her. He collapsed against her, his body a heavy, trembling weight, the vibrator finally stilling its relentless hum.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged, struggling breaths. Faith hung in the ropes, utterly destroyed,float in a sea of endorphins. Derek nuzzled into her neck, placing soft, reverent kisses along her jawline.

Julian’s low whistle cut through the silence. “That was a fucking masterpiece.”

The silence in the room was heavy and warm, thick with the scent of their sweat and sex. Julian moved first, the shift of his weight on the mattress a soft sigh. He ran a hand, surprisingly gentle, down Faith’s still-trembling thigh.

“I’m going to head out,” he said, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the very foundations of the bed. “Give you two some space.”

Derek, his face still buried in the curve of Faith’s neck, just grunted in acknowledgment. There was no jealousy in the sound, only a profound and exhausted satisfaction. Julian dressed with quiet efficiency, his movements sure and unselfconscious. He paused at the bedroom door, looking back at the tangled, shimmering mess of them. A slow, genuine smile touched his lips. “Seriously. Fucking incredible.” And then he was gone, the soft click of the latch echoing in the sudden quiet.

The weight of his absence was immediate, shrinking the world down to just the two of them. Derek finally lifted his head, his intense eyes searching Faith’s. His fingers, which had been possessively splayed across her stomach, began to move, tracing idle, soothing patterns on her slick skin. He shifted his body, his heavy muscle settling beside her instead of on top of her, though he kept one leg thrown over hers, a constant point of contact.

Faith’s breath hitched as Derek’s hands moved to the back of her head, his fingers brushing against the buckles of the ball gag. The leather straps had left faint impressions on her cheeks, and her skin tingled as he carefully loosened them. The sensation of release was immediate, though the echo of the gag’s pressure lingered, a phantom reminder of her surrender. She swallowed hard, the ache in her jaw a quiet testament to how long she’d been bound in that position. 

Derek’s touch was methodical, almost reverent, as he slid the gag free. The little pop of the rubber ball leaving her mouth felt like the first gasp of air after being submerged. She licked her lips, her tongue reclaiming its freedom, and let out a shaky breath that carried with it the faintest whimper. His eyes were locked on hers, dark and intense, as he set the gag aside on the bedside table. The soft thud of it landing seemed to punctuate the moment, marking the end of one act and the beginning of another.

He didn’t speak right away, his silence heavy with unspoken words. Instead, his thumb traced the curve of her bottom lip, soothing the dry, tender skin where the gag had pressed. The gentleness of his touch contrasted sharply with the earlier roughness, a duality that made her pulse quicken. She could see the conflict in his eyes—the way he balanced his need to dominate with his instinct to protect, to cherish. It was a dance they’d perfected over time, but tonight, it felt raw and new, like they were relearning the steps.

“Faith,” he murmured, his voice low and gravelly from exertion. He cupped her face in both hands now, his palms warm against her flushed skin. “Look at me, baby.” His tone was soft but commanding, a reminder that even in this tender moment, he was still in control. She obeyed instantly, her eyes finding his. His gaze was unyielding, searching hers for any sign of discomfort or regret. When he found nothing but trust reflected back at him, he exhaled slowly, his breath warm against her face. 

“Was that... too much?” he asked, the vulnerability in his voice unexpected but not unwelcome. It was rare for Derek to second-guess himself, but this was uncharted territory for both of them. His thumb brushed over her cheekbone, catching the single tear that had escaped during their shared intensity. The question hung in the air between them, heavy and loaded. She could feel the weight of it, the way it trembled on the edge of fear and hope. 

Faith reached up, her fingers brushing against his wrist, grounding herself in the steady beat of his pulse. Her voice was hoarse, rough from disuse and the strain of earlier cries, but it was steady when she answered. 

Faith’s chest rose and fell with a deep, shuddering breath. She turned her head, nuzzling into his palm, her lips brushing his skin. The ropes around her wrists were a dull, sweet ache, a reminder of the surrender she had so freely given. “No,” she whispered, her voice hoarse from screaming. “It was... a lot. But not too much. God, Derek.”

She shifted, wincing slightly as the movement pulled at overstimulated muscles. “Untie me?”

The request was like a trigger. Derek moved with a sudden, tender urgency, his fingers working nimbly at the intricate knots Julian had tied. He was meticulous, careful not to pull or hurt her. As the final loop fell away, he brought her wrists to his mouth, kissing the reddened skin, his tongue tracing the marks left by the rope. The sensation was electric, a sharp, tender counterpoint to the earlier brutality.

“I was so scared,” she admitted softly, her freed hands coming up to frame his face. “When you first said it. I thought... I thought you wanted to get rid of me. Or that you didn’t find me enough anymore.”

Derek’s expression crumbled. He gathered her into his arms, pulling her tightly against his chest so she could feel the frantic, steady beating of his heart. “No. Fuck, Faith, no. Never.” He held her, rocking them both slightly. “It was the opposite. You are everything. Seeing you like that... so fucking beautiful, so lost in it... it was the hottest thing I have ever witnessed. It was like seeing my favorite painting come to life, but better, because it was you. All that power and pleasure, and I got to watch it happen to the woman I love.”

His words poured over her, washing away the last remnants of doubt. She understood now. It wasn’t about sharing; it was about possessing her experience, owning every single second of her ecstasy, even if it was delivered by another man’s hand. The psychology of it, so complex and counterintuitive, suddenly clicked into perfect, terrifying sense.

She tilted her head up, capturing his mouth in a deep, slow kiss. It was different from the frantic, hungry kisses from before. This was a claiming. A reaffirmation. Her tongue slid against his, tasting herself and him and the faint, lingering ghost of Julian. The emptiness between her legs was a palpable throb, a hollow ache that demanded to be filled again, but only by him.

“I could feel you watching me,” she murmured against his lips. “Even when he was fucking me, it was your eyes I felt. It was for you. All of it was for you.”

A low growl vibrated in Derek’s chest. He rolled, pinning her gently beneath him, the familiar weight a comfort. The evidence of their shared climax leaked from her, a slick, warm trail against her inner thigh. He pressed his hips down, his cock, already hardening again against her stomach, a thick, insistent promise.

“Mine,” he growled, the word guttural and raw. “You are so fucking mine, Faith. Every scream, every shudder, every drop of come in your perfect cunt belongs to me.”

He dipped his head, his mouth finding her nipple, sucking the peaked bud deep, his tongue lashing it until she arched off the bed with a broken cry. The sensation was almost painfully acute, her nerves screaming from the earlier overload.

“Derek... please...”

“Please what, baby?” he asked, his voice muffled against her breast. “Tell me what you need. You need me to fuck you again? You need to feel me claim what’s mine?”

“Yes,” she sobbed, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. “I need to feel you. Just you. I need you to fucking ruin me all over again.”

He moved down her body, his hands spreading her thighs apart with a possessiveness that made her breath catch. He looked his fill, at the beautiful, well-used mess of her, glistening in the low light. “So wet. Still so fucking wet for me.” He didn’t use his tongue. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her sensitive flesh. He was stretching her, filling a void she hadn’t known was there until this moment.

He pushed in with one long, inexorable thrust, burying himself to the hilt inside her warmth. They both cried out, a symphony of relief and raw sensation. He was everywhere, the familiar shape of him, the unique way he filled her, the way his pelvis ground against her clit just so.

“This,” he panted, beginning to move, a slow, deep, rocking rhythm that was far more intimate than anything that had come before. “This is us. This is ours.” He leaned down, his forehead pressed to hers, their breath mingling. “You are my fucking world, Faith.”

His pace began to quicken, the slow burn igniting into a familiar, desperate inferno. She wrapped her legs around his waist, locking her ankles, pulling him deeper with every powerful thrust. The room filled with the sound of their skin slapping together, their ragged pants, their mutual, desperate sounds of pleasure. He was hitting a spot deep inside her that made her see stars, his cock a perfect, punishing instrument of bliss.

“I’m gonna come,” she warned, her voice a high, thin wire of need.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his thrusts becoming brutal, perfectly aimed. “Look at me when you come.”

Her eyes, which had squeezed shut, flew open. She was drowning in the dark intensity of his gaze, seeing his own climax building, the awe, the love, the pure, unadulterated lust. It was that look that pushed her over the edge. Her orgasm detonated, a silent, breathless shockwave that clenched around him, milking his own release from him. He shouted her name, pouring into her, a hot, endless rush that felt like a brand.

He collapsed, spent, his body covering hers completely, a shelter and a cage. They lay there, fused together, as the aftershocks slowly subsided. His lips found her ear.

“My wife,” he whispered, the words a tender echo of his earlier possession. “My gorgeous, filthy, perfect wife.”
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Book 2 - Gagged Fantasy
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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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Book 3 - Sensual Submission
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The cool metal of Leah’s collar felt familiar and comforting against Zach’s palm as he came up behind her. She was stirring a pot of marinara, the rich scent of garlic and tomatoes filling their warm kitchen. He pressed a kiss to the nape of her neck, right above the locked leather band.

“Something smells incredible,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble against her skin.

She leaned back into him, a soft sigh escaping her lips. “It’s almost ready. Just needs to simmer.”

His hands slid from her waist down over the curve of her hips, pulling her snug against the growing hardness in his jeans. This was their normal. A comfortable, deeply passionate equilibrium built on years of trust and explicit, negotiated desire. He was her Dom, she his submissive, and within the walls of their home, that dynamic was the bedrock of everything.

Later, after the plates were cleared and they were tangled together on the couch, a silent film playing forgotten on the screen, Zach felt the words clawing their way up his throat. The fantasy had been festering for months, a secret seed planted in the dark soil of his mind that had grown into a wild, thorny vine.

He took a slow breath, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her thigh. “Leah,” he started, his voice tighter than he intended.

She tilted her head up to look at him, her dark eyes soft and questioning. “Yes, Sir?”

That title, usually a thrill, now sent a spike of anxiety through him. Fuck. How did you tell the love of your life you wanted to watch another man fuck her?

“I need to talk to you about something,” he said, the words feeling clumsy and heavy. “A fantasy. Something I haven’t shared.”

Her expression shifted from relaxed to attentive. She sat up slightly, turning to face him more fully, giving him her complete focus. “Okay. You know you can tell me anything.”

“I know.” He ran a hand through his hair, a nervous gesture he usually suppressed. “This is... different. It’s big. And I need you to just listen before you say anything.” He took her hand, lacing his fingers with hers, needing the anchor. “The thought of you... the sight of you... it fucking destroys me. You know that. The way you surrender to me is the most powerful thing I’ve ever felt.”

He paused, gathering himself. “Lately, my mind... it keeps going further. I get so fucking hard thinking about seeing that surrender happen with someone else watching. And then... fuck... then it went further still.” His pulse was a frantic drum against his ribs. “I can’t stop thinking about seeing you with another man. Watching you give that incredible pleasure you give to me... to someone else. While I watch.”

The silence that followed was absolute, broken only by the faint soundtrack of the movie. He watched her face, saw the flicker of confusion, then the slow dawning of shock. Her fingers went slack in his.

“You... what?” The words were a breath, barely audible. She pulled her hand away, sitting up straight now, putting a few inches of cold space between them on the couch. “You want to... share me?”

“It’s not about sharing,” he said quickly, the script he’d rehearsed in his head finally kicking in. “It’s all about you. It’s about seeing you be the breathtaking, sensual fucking goddess that you are, from a different angle. It’s about the ultimate display of trust, of control. I would be there. It would be for us. For our pleasure.”

Her brow furrowed, a small line of concern appearing between her eyes. “Are you not... enough? Is this because you’re not satisfied with just me?” The vulnerability in her voice cut him deep.

“No. God, no, Leah. Look at me.” He waited until her worried gaze met his. “You are everything. This doesn’t come from a lack. It comes from an excess. An overflow of how much I adore you. The idea of another man getting to experience even a fraction of what I get to have every day... it’s the hottest, most fucked-up, powerful turn-on I have ever felt. It’s about my pride in you. My possession of you, amplified.”

She was silent again, processing. He could see the doubts swirling behind her eyes. “What if... what if you get jealous? What if you see it and you hate it? What if I hate it? What if it changes everything?” Her questions came out in a rushed, nervous torrent. “What if he’s... rough? Or what if... what if I like it too much?” The last question was a ashamed whisper.

“Then we stop,” Zach said, his voice firm now, slipping back into the tone of command that always steadied her. “The safe word exists. It always applies. This is our game, our rules. It would be a carefully chosen man, someone we both approve of. Someone who understands his role is to pleasure you, for our spectacle. And if you like it...” He leaned closer, his voice dropping to a hungry, possessive growl. “The thought of you liking it, of you losing your mind on another man’s cock while your husband watches you take it... fuck, Leah, that’s the whole point. Your pleasure is my pleasure. Your ecstasy is my ecstasy. It all comes back to me. It all belongs to me.”

He saw it then, the moment the fear was joined by something else. A spark. A flicker of curiosity deep in the dark pool of her eyes. Her lips, parted slightly, softened. She wasn’t recoiling anymore. She was... considering.

Her gaze dropped to his mouth, then back to his eyes. The submissive in her was responding to the dominance in his tone, even through the shocking nature of his proposition. The part of her that thrived on pushing boundaries, on pleasing him in the most extreme ways, was waking up.

“You...” she started, her voice a little steadier, laced with a new, tentative intrigue. “You really think about that? You get off on that?”

“I get harder than stone thinking about it,” he confessed, a raw honesty in his words. “I jerk off to the idea of watching some lucky bastard’s hands all over your perfect tits, watching his mouth on your skin, hearing you moan for him. Knowing you’re doing it for us.”

A slow, deep blush spread across her chest, creeping up her neck. She didn’t look away. The fear was still there, a constant hum, but it was now harmonizing with a low, thrumming note of arousal. The idea was terrifying. It was also, undeniably, the most deviant thing he had ever asked of her.

She bit her lower lip, a gesture he knew meant she was wrestling with a thought she wasn’t sure she should voice. The film credits began to roll, casting shifting light across her face.

“What...” she began, her voice barely a whisper, “...what exactly do you imagine him doing to me?”

The question hung in the air, heavy with unspoken tension. Zach could see the curiosity warring with her hesitation in those dark, expressive eyes. He leaned in closer, his breath warm against her skin as he spoke, his voice low and deliberate.

“I imagine him worshiping you,” he started, his words slow, measured, leaving no room for misunderstanding. “Every inch of your body, Leah. I picture him running his hands over your thighs, spreading them open like he’s unveiling something sacred. His mouth on your neck, then lower, tasting you, teasing you until you’re trembling. I see him sinking into you, watching your face as he takes you deeper, harder—until you’re pleading for more.”

Her breath hitched, and he could feel the faint shiver that ran through her. She didn’t pull away, though. Instead, she pressed her lips together, her fingers curling into the fabric of the couch as if grounding herself.

“And your sounds,” he continued, his voice dropping to a husky murmur. “The way you moan when you’re lost in it—that’s what I crave. I want to hear it again, but this time, knowing it’s not just for me. Knowing it’s for him. For us. Your back arching, your nails digging into his skin as he pushes you closer to the edge. And when you finally come, Leah, I want to see it all. Every quiver, every cry, every wave of pleasure rolling through you—and know that I’m the one who gave you this. That he’s just the instrument, but I’m the maestro.”

She swallowed hard, her chest rising and falling faster now. Her gaze flickered down to his hand, still resting on her thigh, before meeting his eyes again. There was a new intensity there, a mix of fear and something darker, more primal.

“And... what about you?” she asked softly, her voice trembling with vulnerability. “Where are you in this... fantasy? What are you doing while... while it’s happening?”

He smirked then, a slow, predatory curve of his lips. “Oh, I’d be right there,” he said, his tone dripping with possessiveness. “Close enough to touch you both, to feel the heat between you. Close enough to remind you, every second, that this is for me. That he may be inside you, but your heart, your soul, your pleasure—it’s all mine. I’d watch you unravel under him, and when he’s done, when you’re spent and trembling, I’d take you back where you belong. In my arms. On my cock. Mine. Forever.”

She exhaled sharply, her cheeks flushed, her fingers tightening on the couch again. The air between them crackled with unspoken desire, the weight of his words settling deep in her chest. She didn’t say anything for a moment, just stared at him, her mind clearly racing.

Finally, she whispered, “You’ve thought about this... a lot, haven’t you?”

The silence that followed Zach’s confession wasn’t empty; it was thick, charged, filled with the phantom echoes of his words. The idea, once a hidden seed in his mind, now bloomed like a dark, intoxicating flower between them in their living room. For a week, it was all Leah could think about. It colored her smiles, made her skin feel extra sensitive under her clothes, and sent a fresh, warm pulse through her whenever Zach looked at her with that specific, knowing intensity.

So when he mentioned bringing a colleague home for drinks, the unspoken question hung in the air, as tangible as the scent of his cologne. “His name is Matteo,” Zach had said, his voice a low, even rumble that promised no accidents. “He’s... adventurous. He understands the rules of the game.”

Now, Matteo stood in their doorway, a sculpture of confidence and casual charm. He was tall, with sun-streaked hair and a easy smile that didn’t quite reach his assessing, clever eyes. He shook Zach’s hand with a firm grip, but his gaze immediately found Leah, drinking her in with an appreciation that was both brazen and respectful. He knows why he’s here, she realized, a fresh jolt of electricity sparking down her spine.

The polite conversation over wine was a formality, a thin veil over the thrumming tension. Zach led it, his posture relaxed in his favorite armchair, but his eyes were everywhere—watching Matteo’s every glance, watching Leah’s every reaction. He was the conductor, and they were his orchestra, tuning up for a symphony he had composed.

The air grew heavy, the unspoken script becoming unbearable. Leah’s glass trembled slightly in her hand. Zach noticed, of course. He always did. He set his own glass down with a definitive click. “I think we’re done with the preliminaries,” he stated, his voice dropping into that dominant register that made Leah’s knees weak. He looked at her, his gaze holding hers captive. “Leah. Come here.”

She stood on legs that felt both solid and liquid, moving to him without hesitation. This was her anchor, her command. This, she understood.

“Turn around,” he murmured, his hands settling on her hips. “Face our guest.”

She did, her back now pressed against Zach’s solid chest, his arms a cage of security around her waist. She was facing Matteo, who had also risen, his playful demeanor shed to reveal a focused, hungry anticipation. He closed the distance between them, his eyes never leaving hers.

“He’s going to kiss you now, Leah,” Zach whispered into her hair, his breath hot against her ear. “And you’re going to let him. Because I want to see it.”

Matteo didn’t ask. He simply cupped her face, his thumbs stroking her cheeks, and brought his mouth to hers. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a claiming. A firm, insistent pressure that tasted of expensive wine and raw intent. His tongue slid against hers, and a low, involuntary sound vibrated in her throat. Zach’s arms tightened around her, a silent I’m here.

Matteo’s mouth left hers, trailing a line of fire down her jaw, her neck, to the sensitive hollow of her throat. He kissed and nipped at the skin there, his hands moving to her shoulders, pushing the straps of her sundress down. The fabric pooled at her waist, leaving her breasts bare to the cool air and his hot, devouring gaze.

“Fuck, Zach,” Matteo growled, his voice thick. “You didn’t tell me she was this perfect.” He took one breast in his hand, kneading the soft weight of it before lowering his head and drawing a taut nipple into his mouth. He sucked, hard, and Leah cried out, her head falling back against Zach’s shoulder. The dual sensation—the rough suction on her breast, the secure strength of her husband behind her—unraveled her.

“That’s it,” Zach encouraged, his own voice rough with desire. “Look at her. Look how beautiful she is taking it.”

Matteo worshiped her breasts with his mouth and hands until she was writhing, little pleas falling from her lips. He then dropped to his knees, his hands sliding her dress down over her hips until it formed a puddle at her feet. He looked up at her, his eyes dark with lust, as he hooked his fingers in the sides of her lace panties and slowly drew them down her legs.

She stood there, completely naked and exposed between them, her skin shimmering in the low light. Zach’s hands roamed her stomach, her hips, possessive and calming. Matteo just stared, his gaze a physical caress. “Every fucking inch of you,” he breathed out, almost reverently.

“On the bed,” Zach commanded, his tone leaving no room for question. He led her to the edge of the large bed and guided her down onto her back. He produced a set of soft, black leather cuffs from the nightstand. “Give me your wrists, darling.”

Leah complied, her trust in him an unshakeable pillar. He secured each wrist to the bedposts with deliberate, efficient movements. Then he moved down, cuffing each of her ankles, pulling her legs wide open until she was spread eagle, utterly vulnerable and displayed. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of anticipation and submission.

Matteo watched, a predator admiring the feast. He shrugged off his own shirt, his torso lean and muscled, before kneeling on the floor at the foot of the bed, right between her splayed legs. He placed his hands on her inner thighs, pushing them even wider apart, opening her completely to his view, to Zach’s view.

“Look at that pretty pink pussy,” Zach murmured, coming to stand beside the bed, his eyes burning with voyeuristic fire. “All wet and waiting. All for us.”

Matteo didn’t make her wait. He leaned forward, and his tongue, flat and hot, lashed a long, slow stripe from her entrance all the way up to her clit.

Leah’s back arched off the bed, a shattered gasp ripped from her lungs. Oh god. It was so different from Zach’s technique—less calculated, more ravenous. He ate her with a starving desperation, his tongue swirling around her clit before plunging deep inside her, fucking her with it. The obscene, wet sounds filled the room, a soundtrack to her unraveling.

Zach groaned, his fist closing around the bedpost, his knuckles white. “You like the way she tastes, Matteo? You like eating my wife’s sweet cunt?”

Matteo came up for air, his chin glistening. “Fuck yes,” he panted, before diving back in.

His fingers joined the assault, rubbing tight, demanding circles on her throbbing clit while his tongue continued to plunge and retreat. The sensations crashed over her, wave after wave of brutal pleasure. She was so close, teetering on a knife’s edge, her moans becoming continuous, broken sounds.

“You feel that, Leah?” Zach’s voice was a rasp, pulling her focus to him. “You feel his tongue in my pussy? His fingers on my clit? You’re going to come for him. You’re going to come all over his face because I’m telling you to.”

The command, the ownership in his words, combined with Matteo’s relentless mouth, shattered her. A climax exploded through her, violent and breathtaking, her body straining against the leather cuffs as she cried out, a raw, guttural sound she didn’t even recognize as her own.

Matteo didn’t stop. He lapped at her, drawing out every last shuddering ripple, until she was whimpering, oversensitive and spent.

The taste of her climax was still sharp on Matteo’s tongue as he pulled back from her, his breathing ragged. Leah’s body was a limp, trembling thing against the sheets, the aftershocks of her orgasm still making her twitch. She watched through heavy-lidded eyes as he moved, his muscles coiling with intention.

He didn’t go far. He simply shifted his weight, his knees settling on the mattress on either side of her head, his body casting a delicious, dominant shadow over her. The scent of her own arousal clung to his skin, a musky, intimate perfume. Her gaze, still hazy, traveled down the tight plane of his stomach to the hard, thick length of him standing proud and flushed against his abdomen. A single, glistening bead of pre-cum welled at the tip. It was a beautiful, terrifying sight.

A warm pulse, weak but insistent, stirred deep within her again despite her recent exhaustion.

Zach’s voice cut through the thick, humid air of the room. “Look at him, Leah. Look at what he wants to give you.”

Her eyes, obedient, drifted from Matteo’s cock to his face. His clever eyes were dark with a hunger that mirrored her husband’s, but with a different, sharper edge. He was watching her, assessing her willingness, her capacity.

Zach’s command was low, a gravelly vibration that resonated in her bones. “Open your mouth for him, baby. Show him how pretty you look.”

Her jaw, still slack from panting, fell open. It was an act of pure submission, an offering. The cool air hit her tongue.

Matteo’s hand wrapped around the base of his cock, his fingers firm. He gave himself two slow, possessive strokes, his eyes locked on her parted lips. He guided the broad, smooth head to her mouth, letting it rest there for a agonizing moment, just pressing against her lower lip. The heat of him was immense.

“I want to see your throat take him, Leah,” Zach said, his voice dropping into that register of absolute authority that made her toes curl. The soft, rhythmic sound of his own hand stroking his hard length was a counterpoint to his words. “I want to see every fucking inch disappear between those perfect lips. You can do that for me, can’t you? You can take his big cock in your slutty little mouth for your husband.”

The filthy words, the ownership in them, sent a fresh jolt of electricity through her spent body. This was for Zach. All of it was for him. Her trust in his command was absolute, a steel cable anchoring her to this moment.

Matteo applied the slightest pressure. The head of his cock pushed past her lips, stretching them wide. Her mouth flooded with saliva, an automatic, welcoming response. The taste of him was clean, musky, and uniquely male. He held himself there, letting her adjust to the intrusion, his thumb stroking her cheek.

Then he pushed forward.

It wasn’t a brutal thrust, but it was inexorable. The thick shaft glided over her tongue, filling her mouth completely. Her eyes watered instantly. She focused on breathing through her nose, on relaxing her jaw, on the sound of Zach’s sharp intake of breath from across the room.

“That’s it,” Zach murmured, his voice thick with lust. “Look at me while you do it. Look at me while you suck another man’s dick.”

Her gaze, blurry with unshed tears, found his. Zach was standing by the bed, his strong hand fisting his own erection, his intense gaze burning into her. The voyeuristic thrill of it, of being the center of this shared, deviant desire, made her moan around the fullness in her mouth. The vibration made Matteo groan, a deep, guttural sound.

Matteo began to move, establishing a slow, deep rhythm. He withdrew until just the head remained nestled on her tongue, then pushed back in, sinking deeper with each pass. On the third stroke, the tip of him nudged the back of her throat. Her body tensed for a second, a reflexive gag threatening.

“Relax,” both men said, almost in unison, their voices a blended command of dominance and encouragement.

She forced her throat to open, to accept him. He pushed through the resistance, and suddenly he was there, buried deep, his pelvis pressed against her lips, her nose buried in the crisp hair at his base. The feeling of utter fullness was overwhelming. Her eyes streamed tears that tracked down into her hairline.

He held himself there for a long moment, letting her feel the complete invasion, the stretch of her throat around him. Then he pulled back, allowing her a gasping, wet breath before surging forward again.

“Fuck, look at that,” Zach breathed, his stroking hand moving faster. “Look at her throat bulge, Matteo. You see that? That’s my wife taking your fucking cock like a perfect little cocksleeve.”

Matteo’s rhythm became more demanding, more possessive. His hands tangled in her dark hair, not pulling, but holding, guiding. Each thrust was a deliberate claiming of her mouth. The wet, choking sounds filled the room, mingling with Zach’s low, praising curses and Matteo’s ragged breathing. Leah lost herself in the mechanics of it—the salty taste of his skin, the heavy weight on her tongue, the impossible stretch of her lips, the commanding look in her husband’s eyes.

She was a instrument being played by two masters, and the music was filthy and exquisite. Her own hand crept down between her legs, her fingers finding her clit, which was already swollen and sensitive again. She rubbed desperate, tiny circles as Matteo fucked her face, the dual sensations pushing her toward another dizzying peak.

Matteo’s thrusts became harder, faster, his control fraying. His hips stuttered. “Zach... I’m close...fuck, her mouth is too good...”

“Not in her mouth,” Zach’s voice was a sharp, immediate command, a crack of authority that brooked no argument. “Pull out. I want you to fuck her pussy next. I want to watch you slide that wet cock into my wife’s tight cunt. I want to see her come on you again.”

With a shuddering groan that seemed to tear from his very core, Matteo ripped himself from her mouth. His cock, slick with her saliva, sprang free, twitching violently. He knelt over her, his chest heaving, his face a mask of strained ecstasy. A thick strand of precum and spit connected the tip of his cock to her bruised lips for a second before breaking.

Leah gasped, dragging air into her raw throat, her body buzzing with unmet need. 

The air in the room was thick, heavy with sweat and sex and the sharp, electric charge of control shifting hands. Zach’s command still hung between them, a tangible thing. Matteo didn’t hesitate. His clever eyes, dark with intent, scanned Leah’s body laid out for him like a feast.

He moved over her, his sun-streaked hair falling across his forehead. He positioned himself, one hand guiding his cock, the other bracing himself on the mattress beside her hip. The broad, wet head of him pressed against her entrance, and Leah’s back arched off the bed, a silent, desperate plea.

Just there. Right there. Don’t make me wait.

“Look at me, Leah.” Zach’s voice cut through her focus on the sensation at her core. Her dark eyes, glazed with lust, snapped to his. His gaze was a physical weight, pinning her more effectively than the cuffs. He was fully dressed, his powerful frame taut, one hand slowly stroking his own hard length through his jeans. Watching. Always watching.

Matteo pushed in.

It wasn't a gentle slide. It was a claiming. A thick, relentless invasion that stretched her, filled her in a way that was entirely new and yet frighteningly familiar. Her mouth fell open on a soundless cry, her fingers curling into useless fists against the leather restraints. He was so fucking deep, his lean, muscled body sheathed inside her to the hilt.

Holy fuck.

Matteo held himself there, buried, his own breathing ragged. “Christ, Zach,” he groaned, the words strained. “You weren’t kidding. She’s a fucking vice.”

Zach’s answering grin was pure, possessive fire. “Now fuck her. Show me how good my wife feels.”

The command unleashed him. Matteo withdrew almost completely, leaving her achingly empty for a fraction of a second before slamming back into her with a force that shook the bed. Leah cried out, a sharp, guttural sound that was pure sensation. He set a punishing rhythm from the start, each thrust a jolt of pure, undiluted pleasure-pain that radiated from her core out to her trembling fingertips.

“You like that, don’t you?” Zach’s voice was a low, hypnotic murmur from the corner. “You like feeling him use that pretty cunt. Taking what’s mine.”

“Yes,” she gasped, the word torn from her. Yes, yes, fuck yes.

Matteo’s hips pistoned, his skin slapping against hers in a wet, rhythmic cadence that was the only music in the room. He leaned down, his mouth finding her breast, his tongue circling a nipple before sucking hard. The dual assault was overwhelming. Pleasure coiled tight and hot in her belly, a spring wound to its breaking point. She was a instrument being played by two masters, and all she could do was feel the music they were wringing from her body.

“She’s getting close,” Matteo grunted, his rhythm becoming less controlled, more frantic. “God, I can feel her tightening up.”

“Look at me, Leah.” Zach’s command was absolute. She forced her eyes open, meeting his fierce, proud stare. He was still stroking himself, his own need a visible thrum in the air. “You come when I tell you to. Not a second before. You hold it. You keep that pleasure for me.”

The order was a torment. The climax was right there, a shimmering peak she was desperate to plunge over. Matteo felt it too and drove into her harder, his fingertips digging into the soft flesh of her hips. “Fuck, she’s gonna come. I can’t stop it.”

“You will,” Zach said, his voice dropping into that dangerous, quiet register that always made her melt. “Leah. Look at me. You belong to me. That orgasm belongs to me. You hold it.”

She whimpered, her entire body straining, teetering on the very edge. Every muscle was taut, singing with the effort of obedience. Matteo fucked her through the resistance, his own groans becoming curses. The pressure built to an excruciating level, a scream trapped in her throat, a universe of sensation compressed into a single, trembling point.

Zach took a step closer to the bed, his eyes burning into hers. “Now.”

The permission was her undoing. The world shattered into a blinding, white-hot fury of sensation. Her release didn’t wash over her; it detonated, tearing a raw, broken scream from her lungs. Her body convulsed around Matteo’s cock, milking him, pulling a guttural roar from his throat as his own control snapped. His thrusts became wild, erratic, as he emptied himself deep inside her with a shudder that racked his entire frame.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Matteo collapsed onto her, his weight a welcome anchor, his face buried in her neck. The scent of him, of them, of sex, filled her lungs. She was limp, utterly spent, floating in the hazy aftermath.

The click of a belt buckle broke the silence.

Leah’s eyes fluttered open. Zach was standing at the foot of the bed, his jeans and boxers pushed around his powerful thighs. His cock, thick and angry and glistening with his own need, was in his hand. His gaze was locked on where Matteo was still joined with her.

“Get off her,” Zach commanded, his voice low and dripping with dominance. It wasn’t a request—it was an order, sharp and unyielding. His words sliced through the heavy air, thick with the mingling scents of sweat and sex. His eyes were locked on Matteo, who was still buried deep inside Leah, his chest heaving as he caught his breath. Zach’s jaw tightened, the muscles there flexing with barely restrained hunger. “I said, get off her. Now.”

Matteo didn’t hesitate. He pulled out slowly, his cock glistening and slick with Leah’s arousal, leaving her clenching around nothing but the ghost of his presence. He rolled to the side, his body leaving a warm imprint on the sheets as he propped himself up on one elbow. His lips curled into a sly smirk, but he knew better than to challenge Zach’s authority in this moment. “She’s all yours,” Matteo said, his voice husky, though there was a hint of playful defiance in his tone. “But good fucking luck staying in control after that. She’s a goddamn wreck right now.”

Leah lay sprawled on the bed, her skin flushed and glistening, her breathing ragged. Her wrists were still bound, but she made no move to test the restraints now. Her dark eyes were heavy-lidded, her gaze flickering between Zach and Matteo, as if she couldn’t decide where to focus. Her body was trembling, still riding the aftershocks of her climax, her core pulsing with the echo of Matteo’s relentless thrusts. She was utterly spent, yet there was a spark of anticipation in her expression as Zach stepped closer.

Zach stripped off his shirt in one fluid motion, revealing the hard planes of his chest and the tattoos that snaked down his arms. He pushed his jeans and boxers further down, fully freeing his cock, already rock-hard and dripping with precum. He stepped forward, his shadow falling over Leah like a predator staking its claim. “Look at you,” he growled, his voice rough with need. “My wife. My perfect, filthy little slut. You let him use you so well, didn’t you? Now it’s my turn to reclaim what’s mine.”

He climbed onto the bed, his weight sinking the mattress beneath them. His hands gripped her hips, lifting her slightly to position her where he wanted her. The head of his cock teased her entrance, spreading the slickness left behind by Matteo. “You’re going to feel me deeper than you’ve ever felt anyone,” Zach promised, his tone laced with both threat and lust. “I’m going to remind you who you belong to. Every inch of you is mine.”

With a slow, deliberate thrust, he pushed inside her, groaning as her body yielded to him once again. She was still hot and swollen from being stretched by Matteo, her walls clutching at him with a desperate grip. Zach didn’t hold back—he drove into her with a force that made her cry out, her back arching off the bed as he claimed her completely. “That’s it,” he snarled, his hands tightening on her hips. “Take it. Take me.”

His rhythm was punishing from the start, each stroke a declaration of possession, a reminder that no matter who else had been inside her, she would always be his. “You feel that?” he growled, his voice low and rough, a predatory edge to every word. “Feel how deep I am? How I own every inch of you?” Leah’s breath hitched, her body trembling as he pushed her further, deeper, until she was certain she could feel him in her very soul. Her wrists strained against the cuffs, but she didn’t fight them—she reveled in them, in the way they forced her to surrender completely to his dominance.

Zach leaned over her, his chest pressing against hers, his breath hot against her ear. “You loved taking him, didn’t you?” he murmured, his tone dark and accusing, yet laced with an intoxicating pride. “But this—this is different. This is real. This is me reminding you who you belong to.” His hips snapped forward, driving into her with such force that the bed creaked beneath them. Leah’s moan was muffled against his shoulder, her teeth sinking into the skin there as she struggled to keep up with the onslaught.

He shifted his weight, pulling her legs higher, wrapping them around his waist so he could go even deeper. The new angle made her gasp, her fingertips digging into the sheets as he hammered into her with a ferocity that left her breathless. “Look at me,” he demanded, his voice brooking no argument. Her eyes fluttered open, meeting his intense gaze. There was something primal in the way he looked at her, something that made her feel both vulnerable and powerful all at once. “You’re mine,” he repeated, each word punctuated by a hard thrust. “Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she choked out, her voice breaking on a sob. “Only yours.” It wasn’t just words—it was a vow, a promise, a surrender. Zach growled in approval, his pace quickening, his movements becoming almost feral as he chased his own release. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, a wet, rhythmic slap that matched the pounding of her heart.

Her climax built again, slower this time but no less intense, coiling in her belly like a storm waiting to break. Zach seemed to sense it, his hand sliding between their bodies to find her clit, his fingers working in tight, relentless circles. “Come for me,” he ordered, his voice a harsh command that sent shivers down her spine. “Come for your husband.” The combination of his cock plunging into her and his fingers teasing her over the edge was too much. Leah screamed as the wave crashed over her, her body convulsing around him as her orgasm tore through her.

Zach followed moments later, his hips stuttering as he buried himself to the hilt and came with a guttural roar. He held himself there, his body trembling with the force of his release, his forehead pressed against hers. For a long moment, they stayed like that, connected in every way, their breaths mingling as the world slowly came back into focus. When he finally pulled out and collapsed beside her, Leah felt a strange mix of peace and exhilaration—a reminder that no matter what happened, she would always be his.

As the haze of passion began to lift, Leah lay entwined with Zach, her heart still racing from the intensity of their shared experience. The room was heavy with the scent of sweat and satisfaction, a testament to the boundaries they had crossed together. Her mind danced with memories of Matteo’s touch, but even more so, it reveled in the profound connection with Zach—the man who had always held her trust.

Zach's fingers brushed softly against her skin, tracing patterns that sent shivers down her spine. "You okay?" he asked, his voice low and tender, a stark contrast to the raw power that had filled the room moments before. She turned to meet his gaze, the intensity of his eyes grounding her.

"I’m more than okay," she whispered, a smile breaking through the afterglow. "I never knew it could feel like that. With you, with him... it was all so... liberating."

His expression softened, pride mingling with vulnerability. "It was about exploring together, pushing boundaries, and trusting each other. You were incredible, Leah. You took everything and more."

Leah felt a swell of warmth at his words, a renewed sense of closeness. The experience had deepened their bond, cementing the understanding that their desires didn't dilute their love but rather amplified it. Now uncuffed, she reached for his hand, intertwining their fingers, a silent promise of more adventures to come.

As they lay together, the weight of the world outside faded, replaced by a profound sense of security. They had explored the depths of their desires, and in doing so, they had found a new layer of intimacy—a space where fantasies and reality intertwined, strengthening their connection.

With a contented sigh, Leah nestled closer to Zach, feeling the steady rhythm of his heartbeat against her ear. "Whatever comes next, I want to face it with you," she murmured.

Zach's lips curled into a grin. "Always, Leah. We're in this together. Just remember, I’ll always be your safe place, no matter where our fantasies take us."

And as the sun began to rise outside their window, casting a soft glow over their entwined bodies, Leah knew that whatever adventures lay ahead, they would embrace them hand in hand, ready to explore the beauty of their uncharted desires together.
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Book 4 - Captivating Control
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“I want to watch another man fuck you.” The words hung in the steam-filled bathroom, a stark, raw contrast to the gentle patter of water against glass.

Noelle froze, the soft loofah stilling on her damp shoulder. Her eyes, wide and searching, found Caleb’s reflection in the foggy mirror. “You want to... what?”

He leaned against the doorframe, the towel around his hips his only armor. The nervous energy rolling off him was a tangible thing, a sharp scent of musk and anxiety cutting through the lavender steam. “I’ve been thinking about it. For a while, actually. Watching. Seeing you... with someone else.”

‘For a while.’ The phrase echoed in the humid air, a depth charge sinking into the normalcy of their evening ritual. She turned off the shower, the sudden silence deafening. Water droplets traced paths down her skin like tiny, cold revelations. “Caleb, are you serious? Why would you even want that?” Her voice was a careful thing, measured, holding back a tide of questions.

He stepped into the bathroom, the tile cool under his feet. He didn’t reach for her, just stood there, letting her see the earnest tension in his frame. “It’s not about not wanting you. It’s the opposite. It’s about seeing how fucking breathtaking you are. Your power. The way you command a room. I want to see that from the outside. I want to see some other lucky bastard get completely wrecked by how incredible you are, knowing you’re coming home with me.”

He ran a hand through his dark hair, a gesture of pure, unfiltered nerves. “It’s the hottest thing I can possibly imagine, Noelle. Watching you take your pleasure, seeing you lose control because some other man is giving you exactly what you need, what I’ve taught you to take. It’s the ultimate fucking show, and you’re the star.”

Her heart wasn’t racing; it was a trapped, frantic bird beating against her ribs. She gripped the edge of the sink, the porcelain cold and solid. This was her husband, the man who’d lovingly cinched a corset around her waist just last weekend, whose whispered commands in her ear were her gospel. Now he was talking about handing the microphone to a stranger.

A thousand fears bloomed, hot and thorny. “What if... what if it changes things? Between us? What if I like it too much? What if you see something you can’t unsee?” The vulnerability in her own voice surprised her. This was their sanctuary, their carefully constructed world of trust and control. This felt like throwing a hand grenade into its center.

He finally closed the distance, his hands coming to rest on her bare hips. His touch was familiar, a grounding weight. “Nothing changes this,” he said, his voice dropping to that low, dominant rasp that never failed to spark a fire in her belly. “You are mine. This would just be... an intense scene. The most intense one we’ve ever played. I’d be there. Every second. Your safe word is always yours. This is for us, Noelle. For our fantasy.”

He leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, his breath a warm caress. “Imagine it. You, dressed in that black leather set that makes you look like a fucking goddess. Everyone watching, but you only have eyes for me, even when his hands are on you. Even when he’s pushing you down onto his cock, you’re watching me, making sure I’m getting everything I need from this. You’d do that for me, wouldn’t you? Be my perfect, good girl and take a stranger’s cock because your husband wants to watch?”

A shudder, deep and involuntary, wracked her body. It wasn’t a rejection. It was a seismic shift. The fear was still there, a cold knot in her stomach, but it was now tangled with something else, something hotter and far more dangerous. The image he painted wasn’t one of betrayal; it was one of ultimate devotion, a submission so profound it extended beyond just the two of them.

She saw it then, not as him pushing her away, but as him pulling her deeper into a shared, secret world. The psychological complexity of it, the sheer trust it demanded, was overwhelming. And undeniably arousing. The cool air of the bathroom suddenly felt charged, every nerve ending hyper-aware of his hands on her skin, his words echoing in her mind.

She turned in his embrace, her wet skin meeting the rough terrycloth of his towel. Her gaze met his, and she saw the raw hunger there, the vulnerable hope behind the dominant facade. The outright rejection she’d prepared died on her lips.

Her voice was barely a whisper, a wisp of steam in the quiet room. “Tell me more.” The words came out soft, tentative, but they carried an undercurrent of something deeper—a curiosity that had been stirred, not just by his words, but by the raw honesty lacing them.

Caleb’s hands tightened on her hips, his grip firm yet tender, as if he could anchor her to this moment. His eyes searched hers, and she saw the flicker of relief mixed with the hunger that never seemed to leave him when they were like this. “You sure?” he asked, his voice low, almost a growl. He wasn’t pushing—he never did—but the intensity in his tone made it clear he wasn’t about to let this go without exploring it further.

She nodded, her breath catching in her throat. “Yes,” she murmured, her voice steadying as she leaned into his touch. “I need to understand. I need to know what you see when you imagine this.” Her mind was racing, the fear and arousal tangled together in a way that made her pulse quicken. She could feel the weight of his fantasy pressing against her, not just as an abstract idea, but as something tangible, something they could both reach for if they dared.

He exhaled slowly, as if he’d been holding his breath waiting for her response. “Alright,” he said, his voice dropping even lower, his words measured and deliberate. “Picture this: you, standing in the middle of the club, in that black dress we bought last month. The one that clings to you like a second skin, the one that makes everyone turn their heads when you walk in. But tonight, it’s not just about the looks. Tonight, it’s about you. Your power, your confidence. Everyone’s watching, but you’re not looking at them. You’re looking at me.”

She shivered, the image he painted sharp and vivid in her mind. The idea of being the center of attention wasn’t unfamiliar—they’d played in public spaces before—but this was different. This wasn’t just about her submission to Caleb; it was about her surrender to something wilder, something that pushed the boundaries of what they’d done before. “And then what?” she asked, her voice softer now, almost breathless.

“Then,” he continued, his mouth brushing against her ear, sending a wave of heat through her body, “I watch as another man approaches you. I watch as he touches you, as he claims you, but only because I’ve allowed it. Only because you’ve allowed it. And through it all, your eyes stay locked on mine. You’re doing this for me, Noelle. To give me the most intense, fucking beautiful scene I’ve ever experienced. And when it’s done, when he’s left you trembling and spent, you come back to me. Always to me.”

The room felt smaller somehow, the air thick with anticipation and the unspoken promise of what could be. She tilted her head back, her lips parting slightly as she absorbed his words. The fear was still there, lurking in the corners of her mind, but it was overshadowed now by something else—a flicker of excitement, of desire. “And you’d be there? The whole time?” she asked, her voice barely audible.

“Every second,” he promised, his hands sliding up her sides to frame her face. His thumbs brushed against her cheeks, his touch grounding her even as his words sent her spiraling. “This is ours, Noelle. It’s not just about him—it’s about us. About what we can create together. About how far we can push each other. And if it’s too much, if it’s not what you want, we stop. But if you’re willing... if you’re ready...” He trailed off, leaving the sentence hanging, a question she couldn’t quite answer yet.

She stared at him, her chest rising and falling with the weight of his words. The air between them crackled with tension, with possibility. Her mind was a whirlwind of thoughts—of fear, of curiosity, of something deeper she couldn’t quite name. But one thing was clear: she wasn’t ready to shut this down. Not yet.

“Alright,” she whispered, her voice trembling now, her fingers curling into his towel for support. “I'm willing to give it a try.”

***
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The air inside ‘Velvet Chains’ hummed with a low, possessive energy, a blend of murmured conversations, the soft thump of bass, and the unmistakable smack of leather on flesh from a far-off stage. Caleb’s hand was a brand on the small of Noelle’s back, a steady anchor in the sensory storm. His nervousness was a live wire under his skin, a stark contrast to the commanding confidence he usually wore like a second skin. Every time a man’s gaze lingered on Noelle for a second too long, Caleb’s fingers would press into her just a little more firmly, a silent, possessive mine in a room built on the temporary surrender of ownership.

And men did look. They fucking stared.

Noelle moved through the dim, crimson-lit space like a dream given form. The black lace of her dress clung to every one of her devastating curves, a second skin that revealed more than it concealed. The damp, smooth skin of her shoulders and décolletage glistened under the strategic lighting, and the confident sway of her hips was a hypnotic rhythm that drew eyes from every shadowy corner. A hush seemed to follow her, not of silence, but of held breaths and redirected attention. Caleb drank it in, the intended effect of his fantasy crashing into him with the force of a physical blow. This was his doing. He had polished this diamond and now held it out for appraisal, and the collective, silent gasp of the room was a drug more potent than any he’d known.

In a shadowy booth tucked against a wall of dark mirrors, they found a semblance of privacy. Caleb slid in first, pulling Noelle down beside him, his arm immediately draping around her shoulders, tucking her into his side. He needed the contact, the reassurance of her warmth against him. He was playing with a fire he had only ever imagined, and the heat was already searing.

“See anything you like?” Noelle murmured, her voice a low, throaty vibration he felt against his ribs. Her eyes, dark and knowing, scanned the room, but her body was angled entirely toward his.

“Just you,” he said, the words rough. “Always just you. This is all for you.”

Her lips curved, a slow, wicked smile. “Liar. I can feel your heart trying to punch its way out of your chest. You’re not just watching me. You’re watching them watch me.”

He had no retort. She saw right through him, as she always did. He was a compass and she was his true north, even as he willingly spun them both into uncharted territory.

That’s when he approached.

The man moved with a lean, panther-like grace, cutting through the ambient noise without seeming to make a sound. He was tall, with dark hair swept back from a sharp, handsome face, and eyes the color of aged whiskey that missed nothing. He stopped a respectful distance from their table, his gaze flickering between them with an unnerving acuity.

“The view from here is exceptional,” the man said, his voice a low, smooth baritone that carried no hint of a question. His eyes settled on Caleb, acknowledging the real power here, the real permission he needed. “I’m Damian.”

Caleb felt Noelle go still beside him, a subtle tensing of the muscles along her spine. His own throat went dry. This was it. The fantasy, breathing and standing right in front of them.

“Caleb,” he managed, his voice tighter than he intended. He gestured slightly to the woman pressed against his side. “This is my wife, Noelle.”

Damian’s smile was a flash of white in the dim light. “A privilege.” His eyes returned to Caleb, intense and direct. “I find myself fascinated. I wonder if I might... join you? For a drink. For conversation.” The unspoken for more hung in the air, thick and heavy.

Noelle’s fingers found Caleb’s thigh under the table, her nails digging in just enough to make him suck in a sharp breath. It wasn’t a rejection. It was an anchor. It was a question. Is this it? Is this the one you want to watch?

Caleb looked at Damian, at the raw, confident energy barely contained beneath his calm exterior. He looked at Noelle, her pupils dilated, her lips slightly parted, a beautiful vessel of his own desire and her burgeoning curiosity. The possessive beast in him roared, but the voyeur, the director of this illicit play, won out.

“Join us,” Caleb said, the words feeling foreign on his tongue.

Damian slid into the booth opposite them, his movements economical and sure. He didn’t try to engage Noelle directly, his focus remaining on Caleb, a masterful display of understanding the dynamic. “This is a beautiful dynamic you two share,” Damian noted, his eyes tracing the way Caleb’s arm held Noelle. “The trust is palpable. It’s the most erotic thing in this room.”

“It’s everything,” Caleb said, his voice finding its strength again. This was his script.

“I can only imagine.” Damian finally let his gaze slide to Noelle, a slow, appreciative sweep that felt like a physical touch. “The thought of being allowed to appreciate such a masterpiece... with your blessing... it’s a powerful notion.”

Noelle’s breathing had changed. Caleb could feel the shallower, quicker rhythm of it. She was aroused. Terrified. Electrified. All of it.

“What would you do?” Caleb heard himself ask, the director prompting his lead actor. “If you had my blessing?”

Damian’s intense eyes locked back on Caleb, a dark promise gleaming within them. “I’d start by tasting her,” he said, his voice dropping even lower, a rough caress. “Right here, in front of you. I’d get on my fucking knees between hers and I’d find out exactly how smooth her skin really is with my tongue. I’d see if she tastes as sweet as she looks. I’d listen to the sounds she makes for me and know they are really sounds she’s making for you.”

A hot, possessive jolt shot straight to Caleb’s cock. Noelle made a small, choked sound, her grip on his thigh becoming vice-like.

“And then,” Damian continued, his eyes never leaving Caleb’s, “I’d lay her back on this very table and I’d fuck her. I’d push deep inside her and watch her eyes roll back in her head. I’d make her feel so full, so stretched, so utterly fucked that she’d forget her own name. But she’d remember yours. She’d be screaming it. Because I’d make sure of it. I’d make her look at you while I’m buried inside her, while I’m making her come on my cock, so you can see every single second of the pleasure you’ve given her.”

The world narrowed to the three of them, to the coffee table between them, to the dark promise in Damian’s eyes. Caleb’s heart was a wild drum against his ribs. He looked at Noelle. Her chest was flushed, her eyes wide and dark with a need so profound it stole the air from his lungs.

“Noelle?” Caleb asked, his voice rough with desire. “Do you want that? Do you want him to get on his knees and taste you right here?”

Her answer was a desperate, breathless whisper. “Yes.”

A slow, triumphant smile spread across Damian’s face. He moved with a fluid certainty, rising from his seat and circling the table. He never broke eye contact with Caleb, even as he slowly, deliberately, sank to his knees on the floor between Noelle’s legs. The muffled sounds of the club faded into a dull roar.

Caleb watched, his blood burning in his veins, as Damian’s large hands settled on Noelle’s knees. With a gentle but undeniable pressure, he parted her legs, opening her to the humid, watchful air of the club. The black lace of her dress pooled at her hips. Damian’s gaze finally left Caleb’s and dropped to the apex of her thighs, a look of pure, ravenous hunger on his face.

“Look at how fucking perfect she is,” Damian breathed, his words meant for Caleb, even as he addressed her. “Noelle, I’m going to taste every inch of you now.”

The low thrum of the club’s music was a distant thing, a forgotten rhythm against the roaring in Caleb’s ears. His world had narrowed to the space between his wife’s thighs, to the man kneeling there who was about to claim a piece of her.

Damian’s whiskey-dark eyes held Caleb’s for one last, searing second, a silent acknowledgment of the power being exchanged, before he lowered his head. He didn’t dive in. He was a man who savored the ritual. He pressed his face into the dark lace of her thong, inhaling her scent through the delicate fabric. A low, appreciative groan vibrated against Noelle, and her entire body jolted in response, a sharp, helpless gasp escaping her lips.

Oh god, she thought, her mind a white-noise void of sensation. His mouth is so hot.

His tongue began its work, a slow, maddening exploration. It traced the exact outline of the lace, following the seam that bisected her most sensitive flesh. He outlined her shape through the wet fabric, his hot breath and the firm pressure of his tongue a torturous promise of what was to come. Noelle’s head fell back against the plush booth, her fingers twisting in the soft material of her dress. She could feel the dampness spreading, the lace growing slick under his ministrations.

“Fuck, Damian,” Caleb breathed, his voice strained. He was rock hard, every muscle in his body taut with a tension that was equal parts agony and ecstasy. He watched the man worship his wife, and it was the most fucking erotic thing he had ever witnessed.

Damian hummed against her, the sound sending another violent shiver through Noelle’s frame. “You taste like heaven through this lace, Noelle,” he murmured, his voice a raw, intimate thing meant only for her skin. “But I need the real thing now.”

With a deliberate slowness that was its own form of exquisite cruelty, he hooked his thumbs into the sides of her thong. He pulled the damp lace down her thighs, past her knees, letting it fall to the floor in a discarded black whisper. She was completely bare to him, to the room, to her husband’s rapt gaze. The cool air of the club hit her wetness, a startling contrast that made her gasp.

He didn’t make her wait. He buried his face in her with a single-minded focus that stole the air from her lungs.

His tongue was a flat, wicked stroke from her entrance all the way up to her clit, a long, languid lick that sampled her directly. Noelle cried out, a sharp, broken sound that was swallowed by the club’s din. Her hips bucked off the seat, seeking more of that incredible pressure.

“Hold her still for me, Caleb,” Damian commanded, his voice dark with desire.

Caleb moved without thought, leaning forward to place his hands firmly on Noelle’s hips, pinning her to the booth. The contact, his familiar hands holding her down for this stranger, sent a fresh wave of dizzying heat crashing through her.

“That’s it,” Damian growled approvingly. “Now, watch how she fucks my face.”

He dove back in, and this time there was no teasing. His mouth was a devouring thing. He licked and sucked at her core, his tongue plunging inside her before swirling back to circle her clit with a relentless, dizzying rhythm. Noelle was sobbing now, shallow, desperate breaths as the pleasure built to an unbearable peak. Her hands flew to Damian’s head, not to push him away, but to clutch at his dark hair, holding him exactly where she needed him.

“Yes, right there, oh fuck, right there,” she chanted, a mantra lost to the sounds of his feasting.

Caleb watched, mesmerized, as Damian’s mouth worked her over. He saw the slick gleam of her arousal on the man’s lips and chin. He saw the way Noelle’s stomach muscles clenched and quivered, the way her back arched, offering herself more completely. He was so hard it was a physical ache, and he squeezed her hips tighter, a silent message of his own desperate approval.

Damian added a finger, then two, sliding them into her with an ease that spoke of her absolute readiness. He fucked her with his fingers in a steady, deep rhythm that matched the torturous circles his tongue was making on her clit. The dual sensation was too much. Noelle felt a coil of pure, white-hot pleasure tightening deep in her belly, threatening to snap.

“She’s close,” Damian said, his words muffled against her flesh. He lifted his head for a moment, looking directly at Caleb, his face glistening. “You see it? You see how her whole body is begging for it?”

Caleb could only nod, his throat too tight for words.

“Tell me, Noelle,” Damian demanded, his fingers still pumping inside her, his thumb now applying a ruthless, perfect pressure to her clit. “Tell me who you belong to, even while I’m making you come.”

The orgasm was ripping through her, a tidal wave of sensation that blurred her vision. She couldn’t think, she could only feel and obey. “Caleb!” she screamed, the name tearing from her throat. “I belong to Caleb!”

The words were her undoing. Pleasure detonated, a seismic shock that convulsed through her entire body. She clamped down hard on Damian’s fingers, her thighs shaking violently against his ears as wave after wave of raw, electric ecstasy burned through her nerves.

Through the stunning haze, she felt Damian’s tongue lapping at her, drawing out every last pulse of her climax until she was a trembling, oversensitive mess. He finally gentled his ministrations, placing a final, soft kiss on her inner thigh before slowly withdrawing his fingers.

He sat back on his heels, looking utterly debauched and completely in control. He brought his glistening fingers to his mouth and sucked them clean, his eyes locked on Caleb, who was still gripping Noelle’s hips, his knuckles white.

“Your wife,” Damian said, his voice a low rumble of pure satisfaction, “has the most perfect fucking cunt I have ever tasted.” He shifted his gaze to Noelle, who was trying to remember how to breathe. “Now, Noelle, be a good girl and get on your knees for me. I want you to suck my cock while your husband watches.”

Her entire body still hummed from the explosive climax Damian had wrung from her, every muscle lax and trembling. The command, however, sliced through the sensual haze with the clarity of a struck bell. Be a good girl. The words resonated deep in her core, a part of her she was still learning to understand.

A fresh, different kind of heat bloomed under her skin, a mixture of profound shyness and raw, undeniable hunger. Her lips felt swollen, her throat dry, but her focus narrowed to the man now standing before her, unfastening his trousers. Caleb’s hands, still firmly on her hips, guided her as she slid bonelessly from the booth’s edge onto her knees on the cool, hard floor. The change in perspective was dizzying, placing her eye-level with the prominent bulge straining against Damian’s pants.

He freed himself, and Noelle’s mouth actually watered. He was thick, veined, and utterly imposing, the scent of her own arousal and his dark, musky cologne clinging to his skin. Fuck, he was big.

“That’s it,” Caleb murmured from above, his voice tight. His fingers wove into her hair, not pulling yet, just holding. A grounding weight. An anchor. His anchor. “Look at him, Noelle. Look at what you’re going to take.”

She lifted her gaze, meeting Damian’s whiskey-colored eyes. They held her, assessed her, owned her in that moment. A smirk played on his lips. “Open that pretty mouth for me,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

She obeyed, her jaw loosening, her lips parting. The head of his cock, already slick with a single pearl of precum, pressed against her bottom lip. It was warm, almost hot. The taste of salt and pure, potent masculinity touched her tongue. Caleb’s grip in her hair tightened, a silent signal of his presence, his permission, his intense enjoyment of the view.

“Now take it,” Damian growled. “All of it.”

He didn’t thrust. He simply let his weight push forward, feeding himself into her mouth inch by excruciating inch. Her lips stretched wide to accommodate his girth, a low, guttural sound catching in her throat as the head bumped the back of it. Her eyes watered instantly. Caleb’s other hand came up to steady her chin, his thumb stroking her jawline.

“You can take it, baby,” Caleb encouraged, his voice a rough whisper. “Relax your throat for him. Let him in.”

She tried. She focused on breathing through her nose, on the feel of Caleb’s hands on her, on the filthy, intoxicating reality of what was happening. Damian’s cock slid deeper, a relentless, smooth invasion that made her gag reflex kick in. A tear escaped and traced a path down her cheek.

“Good girl,” Damian praised, his voice thick with lust. He held himself there for a moment, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust to the overwhelming fullness. The feeling was intense, submissive, degrading in the most thrilling way possible. She was on her knees, stuffed full of a stranger’s cock while her husband held her head. Fuck. Fuck. The thought spiraled through her, feeding the fire in her belly.

Then he began to move.

He set a brutal, punishing rhythm from the start. He pulled back until only the tip remained on her tongue, then drove forward in one hard, smooth stroke, fucking her throat with a controlled ferocity that stole her breath. Caleb guided her, his hand in her hair moving with Damian’s thrusts, meeting him, ensuring she took every inch.

The sounds were obscene. Wet, sloppy gulps, Damian’s ragged grunts, the slick slide of his cock gliding in and out of her stretched lips. The scent of sex was thick in the air. Spit dripped from her chin onto her chest. Her world narrowed to the sensation of being used, to the stretch of her jaw, the rub of his hard length against the roof of her mouth, the desperate need for air that made her lightheaded.

“Look at that,” Caleb breathed, awe and pure lust saturating his words. “Look how well she takes you. Fuck, Damian, her mouth was made for this.”

Damian’s rhythm never faltered. His thrusts were deep and rhythmic, a relentless piston. His hands were fisted at his sides, his jaw clenched, his gaze locked on the point where his body disappeared into hers. “She’s a natural,” he grunted, the words labored. “A perfect, filthy little cocksucker. Aren’t you, Noelle?”

She couldn’t answer, couldn’t do anything but take it. A deep, wanting moan vibrated around his shaft, the only response she could give. The vibrations seemed to spur him on. His hips snapped harder, faster. She could feel the tightening in his muscles, the coiling tension that promised his release.

Caleb must have felt it too. His grip on her hair became almost painful, a brand of ownership. “She’s close, isn’t she?” he asked Damian, his voice rough. “You’re going to come down her throat?”

Just as suddenly as he’d started, Damian stilled. He held himself deep, pulsing within the tight, wet heat of her mouth. Noelle whimpered, the abrupt cessation of motion its own form of torture. He withdrew slowly, his slick cock sliding out of her with a soft, wet pop.

Her chest heaved as she dragged in a ragged breath, her lips feeling bruised and well-used. She blinked up at him, confused, her body still thrumming with the relentless pace he’d set.

Damian’s gaze burned into her, a searing intensity that made her pulse quicken. He reached down, his thumb brushing against her chin, collecting the wetness left behind from his cock. Without breaking eye contact, he brought his finger to his lips, tasting her with a slow, deliberate swipe of his tongue. The act was filthy, possessive, and it sent a fresh wave of heat coursing through her veins. “Not yet,” he said, his voice low and rough, a promise laced with something darker, more primal. “I’m not coming in that talented mouth of yours.”

Noelle’s breath hitched, her body trembling under the weight of his words. She could feel Caleb’s presence behind her, his hands still resting on her shoulders, grounding her. Damian’s eyes flicked to Caleb for the briefest moment, a silent acknowledgment passing between them, before returning to her. His expression was unreadable, but the hunger in his gaze was unmistakable. “I’m going to come deep inside that perfect, dripping cunt of yours,” he growled, the words leaving no room for doubt.

Her heart pounded in her chest, her core clenching at the sheer dominance in his voice. The air between them crackled with tension, thick and unrelenting. Damian took a step closer, his presence towering over her, oppressive and intoxicating. “Get on the table,” he commanded, his tone brooking no argument. His hand gestured to the sleek surface beside them, the cold metal glinting under the dim light. “Now.”

Noelle hesitated for a fraction of a second, her mind swirling with a mix of fear and anticipation. But the weight of Caleb’s hand on her back, the steady pressure of his touch, reminded her that she wasn’t alone. She moved slowly, her legs shaky as she rose from the floor. The table was hard and unyielding beneath her palms as she hoisted herself onto it, the cool surface sending a shiver up her spine.

Damian watched her with predatory focus, his eyes tracing every movement, every curve of her body. He stepped closer still, his hand reaching out to grip her thigh, the heat of his touch branding her skin. “Spread your legs,” he ordered, his voice a low growl that left no room for disobedience. Noelle complied, her thighs parting to reveal the slick evidence of her arousal. The sight seemed to ignite something in him, his jaw tightening as he exhaled sharply through his nose.

He leaned in, his face inches from hers, his breath hot against her skin. “You’re going to take every fucking inch of me,” he whispered, his voice a dangerous promise. “And when I come inside you, you’re going to remember who owns this pussy tonight.” The words sent a jolt of electricity straight to her core, her entire body trembling under the weight of his control. 

Caleb’s presence loomed behind her, his hands gripping her hips, anchoring her to reality. She could feel his breathing, ragged and uneven, matching the rhythm of her own. The two men were a force, their combined dominance overwhelming and irresistible. Noelle inhaled sharply, her chest rising and falling as she braced herself for what was to come. Damian’s eyes never left hers as he positioned himself between her legs, his cock hard and ready.

“Now,” he repeated, the single word carrying the weight of his command. “Let’s see how well you can take me.”

Caleb’s heart raced as he locked eyes with Noelle, a wicked grin spreading across his face as he reached for the flogger hanging on the wall. The soft leather strips swayed slightly as he pulled it off, its weight a tantalizing promise in his hand. He stepped closer to the table, positioning himself at her side, his fingers brushing the cool handle reverently. With a sharp intake of breath, he marveled at the way her body glistened under the dim lights, still trembling from Damian's ministrations. As he watched her, the anticipation swirling in the air, he couldn’t help but feel the thrill of power surge through him. With a swift, practiced motion, he flicked his wrist, the flogger slicing through the air and cracking against her skin in a precise sting, amplifying the sensations coursing through her in a delicious crescendo of pleasure and pain.

A deep, guttural groan tore from Damian’s throat as he buried himself inside her. Noelle’s world fractured into pure sensation. The brutal, perfect stretch of him filling her, a claiming so complete it stole the air from her lungs. And then the bright, stinging kiss of the flogger on her inner thigh, a brand of fire that made her jerk against Caleb’s weight.

“Fuck, you feel incredible,” Damian grunted, his voice thick and strained. He didn’t move, just held himself deep, letting her adjust to the invasion as Caleb laid another stripe alongside the first. The pain was a sharp bloom that quickly melted into a radiating heat, a signal flare that seemed to travel straight to her core, making her clench around him.

A soft, broken sound escaped her lips. Damian’s eyes, dark and predatory, locked onto hers. “You like that, don’t you? My cock in your cunt and his marks on your skin.” He pulled back slowly, a deliberate, torturous drag that made her whimper, then drove into her again, harder this time, his hips meeting hers with a wet slap.

From behind her, Caleb’s breathing was ragged. “You’re so beautiful like this, Noelle. Taking him so fucking well.” The flogger landed again, this time on the soft curve of her hip, the individual strands biting then caressing. Each impact was a punctuation to Damian’s relentless rhythm. Thwack. Thrust. Thwack. Thrust.

Damian set a punishing pace, his hands gripping the table on either side of her head, his body a cage of muscle and intent. Every plunge was a masterstroke, hitting a place deep inside her that made her see stars. The pleasure was a tidal wave, but the flogging was the storm wind, driving it higher, making it wilder and more terrifying. She was lost in it, a vessel for their combined will.

“Look at me,” Damian commanded, his voice a rasp. Her eyes, which had squeezed shut, fluttered open. His gaze was intense, consuming. “I want to watch you unravel. I want to see the exact second you forget everything but this cock.”

Caleb chose that moment to bring the flogger down across her breasts. The pain was acute, a brilliant shock that made her cry out, her back arching off the table, pushing her chest into the blow even as her cunt clamped down violently around Damian’s shaft.

“Yes!” Damian hissed, his composure cracking for a second. “Fuck, that’s it. Squeeze me like that. Show him how much you love it.” He leaned down, his mouth capturing one of her nipples, sucking hard, his tongue laving the stinging skin. The dual sensation—the rough suction, the throbbing from the strike, the deep, relentless fucking—was too much. Her hands scrabbled for purchase on the slick table.

Caleb’s free hand smoothed over the heated skin of her stomach, a tender contrast to the discipline. “You’re our good girl, Noelle. Our perfect, filthy girl. Taking your punishment and his cock like you were made for it.”

His words unspooled something deep within her. The last vestiges of doubt, the lingering shreds of self-consciousness, burned away in the furnace they had built around her. This wasn’t just about being fucked. It was about being seen in her most raw, most vulnerable state, and being worshipped for it.

“Harder,” she begged, the word a breathless plea she didn’t even recognize as her own voice.

Damian’s answering grin was feral. He snapped his hips forward, driving into her with a force that shook the table. “Like this?”

“Yes!”

The flogger landed on her thigh again, a quick, one-two strike that brought tears to her eyes even as a scream of pleasure caught in her throat. The lines between pain and pleasure didn’t just blur; they dissolved entirely. Each sting amplified the raw, electric friction of Damian’s cock, each thrust made the subsequent impact feel like a blessing.

She could hear Caleb, his voice a low, fervent mantra behind her. “That’s it. Take it. So beautiful. My wife. My fucking gorgeous wife.”

Damian’s pace became erratic, his thrusts losing their surgical precision and becoming purely animalistic. He was panting, a sheen of sweat making his chest gleam in the low light. He was close. She could feel the tension coiling in his body, the way his fingers dug into the wood.

“Where do you want it?” he growled, his voice raw. “Tell me where you want my fucking come.”

Before she could answer, Caleb’s hand was in her hair, tilting her head back. “Tell him,” Caleb urged, his own voice thick with a need that mirrored Damian’s. “Tell him where you want it, Noelle.”

The command from both of them, the unity of their demand, shattered her last barrier. “Inside me,” she moaned, the words ripped from her very soul. “I want to feel you come inside me.”

It was all the permission Damian needed. With a guttural roar that was more beast than man, he slammed into her one final time, crushing his body against hers as he emptied himself deep into her welcoming heat. The pulsing of his release was an exquisite rhythm that seemed to go on forever, a hot, claiming flood that pushed her to her own precipice.

As his spasms began to subside, Caleb’s grip on her hair tightened. The flogger dropped to the floor with a soft thud, and his hand slid down her trembling body, his fingers finding her clit, slick and throbbing.

“Now you, my love,” Caleb whispered, his voice intimate and fierce in her ear. “Come for us.” His touch was expert, knowing her body better than she knew it herself. He circled the hypersensitive nub, the pressure perfect, the timing impeccable.

The orgasm detonated. It ripped through her with the force of a supernova, a silent scream locked in her chest as her body seized, clamping down on Damian’s still-softening cock. Lights flashed behind her eyelids, her entire existence narrowing to the violent, consuming waves of pleasure crashing through her. She was aware of Damian’s low groan as her inner muscles milked him, of Caleb’s praising whispers against her ear, but it was all distant, secondary to the cataclysm within.

Her body went limp, boneless and spent. Damian carefully pulled out of her, the loss of him making her feel hollowed out and utterly complete. He stood over her, his chest heaving, a look of savage satisfaction on his face.

Caleb’s hands were gentle now, stroking her hair, her face, soothing the heated skin on her thighs. “Look at you,” he murmured, his voice filled with awe.

Noelle opened her eyes. Damian was watching her, his whiskey-dark eyes holding hers. He reached out, his thumb brushing over her bottom lip. “You were magnificent.”

From the shadows behind her, Caleb’s voice was a low, possessive rumble.

The low, possessive rumble of Caleb’s voice vibrated through her. “Look at you.” His hands, moments ago a source of searing discipline, now soothed her flanks with a reverence that made her want to weep. Damian’s thumb stroked her lip, his compliment hanging in the air between them. Magnificent.

But the moment of tender afterglow fractured as Caleb’s hands shifted, turning from caresses to commands. He gripped her shoulders, pulling her upright against his solid chest. His cock, a thick, unyielding rod of heat, pressed against the small of her back, a blatant announcement of his own untouched need.

“My turn,” Caleb growled into her ear, the words not a suggestion but a decree. His arms wrapped around her, one hand splaying across her stomach to hold her tight to him, the other guiding her, turning her to face the room, to face Damian, who watched them with a dark, approving smile.

Caleb walked her backward, his steps deliberate, until the backs of her knees hit the edge of a low, wide armchair. He sat, pulling her down with him, so she straddled his lap, her damp, sensitive flesh hovering just above the hard demand of his cock. His hands clamped onto her hips, his fingers digging into the tender flesh there with a possessiveness that made her gasp.

“Watch him, Noelle,” Caleb commanded, his voice a harsh whisper against her neck. “I want him to see you take me. I want to see you watching him watch you fuck me.”

Her eyes, heavy-lidded and glazed, lifted to meet Damian’s. He had leaned back against the opposite table, crossing his arms over his chest. The look on his face was one of pure, undiluted appreciation, a connoisseur presented with a spectacular show. He gave her a slow, deliberate nod, a silent go on that sent a fresh surge of wetness gathering between her legs.

Caleb’s grip on her hips tightened. ‘Now,’ he hissed. ‘Take all of me. Now.’

With a low cry that was part sob, part surrender, Noelle let her weight drop. Caleb’s cock, thick and veined and so fucking familiar, yet somehow new and terrifying in this context, pressed against her entrance. She was still so open, so stretched from Damian’s brutal possession, that he slid into her with one smooth, devastating stroke, filling her in a way that was profoundly different. This was her husband. This was home. And he was claiming her in front of their audience.

“Fuck, Noelle,” Caleb groaned, his head falling back against the chair. “You’re so wet for me. So open. I can feel everything.”

His hands on her hips began to move her, setting a ruthless, driving rhythm, pulling her down onto his length with each upward thrust of his own. The angle was deep, perfect, each penetration a shockwave of sensation that radiated out from her core. She braced her hands on his shoulders, her nails digging into the hard muscle there as she rode him, her body moving on instinct, a piston of need and obscene pleasure.

Her gaze never left Damian. He watched, unblinking, his eyes tracing the bounce of her breasts, the way Caleb’s hands molded her flesh, the slick, joining rhythm of their bodies. Seeing his intense focus, knowing he was witnessing her absolute abandon, ignited something feral in her. She rolled her hips, grinding down on Caleb, taking him deeper, making her own pleasure more intense, more performative.

“You see that?” Caleb grunted, his voice rough with strain, talking to Damian but his words meant for her, branding her. “You see how she fucks me? She’s mine. This perfect, filthy ride is all mine.”

“I see,” Damian’s voice was like smooth, dark liquor, pouring over her. “She wears your control beautifully. Now make her come for us. I want to watch her shatter on your cock.”

The command from the other man, granting permission for her climax with her husband, was the final key. Caleb’s hand slid from her hip, his thumb finding her clit, already swollen and throbbing. He pressed down, circling that hypersensitive nub in time with his brutal thrusts.

The dual assault was too much. The fullness of Caleb inside her, the rough pad of his thumb on her clit, and the unwavering, hungry gaze of Damian watching her fall apart—it coalesced into a wave of pure, undiluted ecstasy that she could no longer fight.

Her body seized, a silent scream caught in her throat as the orgasm tore through her. Her inner muscles clamped down on Caleb’s cock in a frantic, milking rhythm, her vision spotting at the edges, her entire world narrowing to the blinding white heat exploding between her legs.

Through the haze, she heard Caleb’s own guttural shout, felt his hips stutter and pound up into her one last, final time as his own release crashed over him, flooding her depths, his grip on her becoming almost painful as he held her immobile against him, pumping his come deep inside her.

She collapsed forward, her chest heaving against his, her forehead resting on his shoulder. The room was silent except for their ragged breaths, a stark contrast to the symphony of moans and cries that had filled the air just moments before. Caleb’s arms wrapped around her, holding her close, as if anchoring her to the present after the maelstrom of pleasure that had swept them both away. His heartbeat thudded against her ear, a steady rhythm that reassured her even as her own pulse raced.

From across the room, Damian’s gaze remained fixed on them, an unspoken acknowledgment of the intensity they had shared. “Magnificent,” he murmured again, his voice low and husky, blending with the lingering echoes of their passion. Noelle felt a shiver ripple through her, the weight of his eyes on her bare skin igniting a faint, residual heat. She turned her head slightly, catching his gaze, and in that moment, the connection between them felt almost tangible, a thread of raw desire that refused to be severed.

Caleb’s hand moved slowly up her spine, his touch both possessive and tender. “You’re incredible,” he whispered into her hair, his voice rough with emotion. “Every fucking time, you amaze me.” His words were a balm, soothing the remnants of vulnerability that lingered after such profound surrender. Yet, there was also a quiet pride in his tone, a declaration of ownership that stirred something deep within her.

Noelle closed her eyes, sinking into the warmth of his embrace, the scent of their mingled sweat and the musk of their union filling her senses. Her body still tingled, every nerve alive with the aftershocks of her climax. She could feel Caleb’s seed inside her, a reminder of their shared ecstasy, and the thought sent a fresh wave of warmth pooling low in her belly.

Breaking the silence, Damian pushed off the table and took a step closer, his presence commanding yet unhurried. “That was...” He paused, as if searching for the right word, then settled on, “Art.” The corner of his mouth lifted in a smirk, but there was sincerity in his eyes. Noelle felt a flush rise to her cheeks, torn between embarrassment and a strange sense of pride. Caleb tightened his hold on her, a silent affirmation of their bond even as Damian’s praise lingered in the air.

The three of them remained suspended in that shared moment, the energy in the room shifting from raw intensity to something softer, more reflective. Noelle felt a quiet awareness settle over her—a recognition of the power they had wielded together, the boundaries they had pushed, and the connection that had deepened in ways she hadn’t anticipated. It wasn’t just sex, she realized. It was something more profound, something that defied simple explanation. And as she lay there, cradled in Caleb’s arms with Damian’s lingering gaze on her skin, she couldn’t help but wonder what else lay beyond the boundaries they had just crossed.
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Book 5 - Wicked Trust
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The low thrum of the bassline from their stereo vibrated through the floorboards, a familiar pre-game ritual. Scarlett’s silhouette swayed in the soft light of the bedroom, a vision in crimson lace as she adjusted the stays of her corset. Joel watched from the doorway, a cold beer sweating in his hand, his chest tightening with a cocktail of adoration and a nervous, thrumming anticipation that was entirely new.

“Almost ready,” she murmured, catching his eye in the mirror’s reflection. Her smile was a warm, intimate thing meant only for him. “You’re staring, my love.”

“Can’t help it.” His voice was rougher than he intended. He crossed the room, setting his bottle down on the dresser with a soft click. The scent of her perfume, jasmine and vanilla, filled his head as he stepped behind her. His hands found the familiar curve of her hips, the rigid boning of the corset under his palms. He leaned in, pressing a kiss to the delicate junction of her neck and shoulder. God, she smelled good.

“You’re going to be the most stunning woman there,” he said into her skin, his words a low rumble. His fingers traced the top edge of the lace, brushing the warm, bare skin of her back. Every fucking time, it hits me. She’s mine.

Scarlett leaned back into his touch, a soft, contented sound escaping her lips. “We’re just watching tonight, right? Like always?”

The question hung in the air, the perfect opening he’d been nervously crafting all day. His hands stilled on her waist. He could feel his own heartbeat, a frantic drum against his ribs. Just say it.

“Actually... I was thinking.” He turned her slowly to face him. Her dark eyes, alight with curiosity, searched his. He saw the trust there, absolute and unwavering, and it almost made him choke on the words. He took a steadying breath. “I was thinking maybe we could... do more than watch tonight.”

Her brows knitted together, a faint, playful smile touching her lips. “Joel, you know I’m not a switch. I don’t want to dominate anyone else. I just want to serve you.”

“It’s not that.” He swallowed, the words feeling like gravel in his throat. “It’s... it’s about you. My fantasy. The one I’ve never told you.”

Her playful expression softened into genuine curiosity. She placed a hand on his chest, right over his hammering heart. “You can tell me anything. You know that.”

He closed his eyes for a second, gathering the frayed ends of his courage. When he opened them, he held her gaze, forcing himself to be honest, to lay himself bare. “I want to see you with someone else, Scarlett. I want to watch another man fuck you.”

The silence that followed was absolute. The music from the other room seemed to fade into a dull buzz. The warmth in her eyes cooled, replaced by a flicker of shock, then confusion, and the first sharp edge of hurt. Her hand dropped from his chest.

“What?” The word was a whisper, brittle and disbelieving. “Joel, what are you talking about? Is this... is this some kind of test?”

“No! Fuck, no. Never.” He grabbed her hands, holding them tightly, needing her to feel his sincerity. “It’s not a test. It’s a desire. A deep, fucking powerful one. The thought of it... it excites me. The idea of seeing you be the center of attention, watching you take your pleasure from someone new, while you know I’m there, watching, loving every second of your ecstasy...” His words were tumbling out now, a rushed, desperate confession. “It doesn’t come from a place of lack. It comes from a place of... of overwhelming abundance. Because you are so completely mine that the idea of sharing you, of seeing you worshipped by someone else, just makes my claim on you feel even more powerful. It makes me fucking hard just thinking about it.”

He watched the play of emotions on her face—the initial hurt morphing into a deep, concerned frown. “Joel, I don’t... I don’t understand. Are you saying you’re not enough for me? Because you are. You are everything. The thought of being with someone else... it feels like a betrayal.” Her voice cracked on the last word.

“It’s not a betrayal if it’s a gift I’m begging for,” he insisted, his thumb stroking the back of her hand. “It’s the ultimate submission, Scarlett. You, giving yourself over to a new sensation, for us. For our thrill. And me, surrendering my sole claim on your body for one night, trusting you so completely that the idea of you coming on another man’s cock doesn’t scare me... it thrills me. I want to see your face when he enters you. I want to hear the sounds you make for him.”

He saw it then, the first crack in her wall of doubt. A faint, almost imperceptible flush crept up her chest. Her lips, which had been pressed into a thin line of worry, parted slightly. She wasn’t pulling her hands away.

“You... you’ve really thought about this,” she stated, her voice quieter, more contemplative.

“Constantly.” The admission was a relief. “When we’re at Viktor’s, my eyes aren’t on the subs or the Doms. They’re on you. I imagine you on your knees for someone. I imagine you bent over one of those benches, someone taking you from behind while I watch. I imagine the look on your face when you come for him, and then you turn and look at me, and you know it’s our secret, our game.” He brought her hands to his lips, kissing her knuckles. “I want to see you be a fucking goddess for someone else, knowing you’ll always come home to me.”

Scarlett was silent for a long moment, her gaze fixed on their joined hands. He could practically see the thoughts turning over behind her eyes, the fears wrestling with this new, shocking concept. The fear of hurting him, the fear of it changing their relationship, the social taboo—it was all there. But so was something else now. A spark.

She slowly lifted her eyes to his, and the doubt was still there, but it was now mingled with a dawning, hesitant curiosity. “You...” she started, her voice a husky whisper. “You would really want that? To just... watch?”

“More than I’ve ever wanted anything in the scene,” he breathed, his hope surging. He saw her pupils dilate, a telltale sign her body was responding even if her mind was still catching up.

A slow, speculative look crossed her face. She bit her lower lip, a nervous habit he adored. “And... who would you want to see me with?”

Joel’s blood sang. She’s considering it. Holy fuck, she’s actually considering it. He fought to keep his voice even, not to scare her off with his escalating excitement. “Whoever you find attractive. It would be your choice. Always. Your pleasure is the only thing that matters.”

She was still for another heartbeat, then she gave his hands a slight squeeze before pulling away. She turned back to the mirror, not to look at herself, but to avoid looking directly at him, as if the intensity of his gaze was too much. She ran her fingers along the edge of the vanity, her mind clearly racing a million miles a minute.

“I don’t know,” she finally said, but the rejection he’d feared wasn’t in her tone. It was pure, unadulterated contemplation. “The party is in an hour. This is... a lot to process, Joel.”

“I know it is.” He didn’t push. He just waited, his entire world narrowing to the space between them.

She took a deep breath, her chest rising and falling against the constriction of the corset. Then she looked at his reflection in the glass, her expression unreadable but no longer closed off. A new, tentative energy hummed around her.

“Let’s just go to the party,” she said, her voice softer now, laced with something that sounded like... possibility. “We don’t have to decide anything tonight. But... I’ll look. Okay? I’ll just... look.”

***
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The heavy oak door to Viktor’s townhouse swung inward, releasing a wave of sound and scent that was as familiar as it was electrifying. The low thrum of a bassline pulsed through the floorboards, mingling with the faint, sweet smell of expensive candles and the sharper, more animalistic scent of warmed leather and clean sweat. Joel’s hand found the small of Scarlett’s back, a familiar anchor point, his palm radiating a reassuring heat through the crimson lace of her corset.

Her dark eyes, wide and absorbing, scanned the sprawling main room. It was a living tableau of controlled hedonism. In one corner, a woman arched her back over a velvet-padded horse, her pleased sighs harmonizing with the sharp, precise crack of a flogger meeting its target. Across the room, a couple moved together in a slow, sinuous dance, his hands gripping her hips, her head thrown back in silent ecstasy. It was a world they knew, a theater of consensual surrender they usually observed from the plush sidelines. Tonight, the stage felt different.

Her pulse was a frantic drum against her ribs, a rhythm entirely her own beneath the composed facade. She was looking, just as she’d promised. A man with kind eyes and broad shoulders. Another, younger, with an intense stare. They were possibilities, shapes in a fog. None of them... landed.

Then her gaze found Viktor.

He was not participating. He was presiding. Leaning against the marble mantelpiece, a crystal tumbler of amber liquid held loosely in one hand, he observed his domain with the calm authority of a conductor before an orchestra. His sharp features were cast in partial shadow, the planes of his cheekbones catching the red-tinted light. He was taller than most in the room, his athletic build evident even in his relaxed stance, encased in a simple black shirt that did little to conceal the power coiled beneath.

As if sensing the weight of her stare, his head turned. His eyes, a cool, penetrating grey, locked onto hers from across the room. It wasn’t a leer or a casual glance. It was an assessment, a silent question that bypassed Joel entirely and went straight to the core of her. A hot flush, entirely separate from the room’s temperature, crept up her neck. She felt her cheeks grow warm.

Joel’s voice was a low murmur in her ear, his breath stirring her hair. “See anything you like?”

She couldn’t look away from Viktor. “I’m... looking.”

Viktor’s lips curved into a faint, knowing smile. He didn’t approach. He simply acknowledged her perusal, his gaze dipping for a fraction of a second to the deep swell of her breasts above the corset, then back to her eyes, as if asking for permission. The air between them seemed to thicken, charged with an unspoken potential that made the base of her spine tingle.

“Fuck, Joel,” she whispered, her voice husky. “He’s watching me.”

“I know he is.” Joel’s tone was tight, layered with a thrilling blend of jealousy and raw excitement. His fingers pressed more firmly into her back. “He sees what I see. Tell me what you’re thinking, Scarlett. Be nasty for me. Tell me exactly what you’re thinking.”

She finally tore her eyes from Viktor to look at her husband, her dominant, the man who held her entire trust. Seeing the desperate hunger in his intense gaze unlocked something in her. The filter dissolved.

“I’m thinking about his fucking hands,” she breathed, the words feeling illicit and powerful. “I’m wondering how they would feel on me instead of yours. If his grip would be harder. If he’d pin my wrists above my head while he fucking Mounted me right here in front of everyone. In front of you.”

Joel made a rough sound in his throat, a guttural approval. “Go on.”

Emboldened, her focus returned to Viktor, who was still watching, his expression now one of deep, patient amusement. “I’m imagining his mouth. Not on my mouth. I want to feel his fucking teeth on my neck. I want him to bite my shoulder while he’s buried deep inside me. I want to feel how different his cock feels, Joel. I want to know if he’s thicker than you. I want to feel every fucking inch of him stretching me open while you watch.”

Each filthy confession was a key turning in a lock deep within her, unleashing the submissive desire she usually reserved solely for her husband. But this was for him. This was his fantasy, and she was giving it to him with both hands, painting it in the most graphic, visceral detail she could muster.

As if on cue, Viktor finally moved. He pushed off the mantel and began to walk toward them, his stride effortless, cutting through the crowd that seemed to instinctively part for him. He didn’t look at anyone else. His entire focus was on Scarlett, a predator homing in on its chosen prey.

He stopped a foot away, his presence overwhelming. The scent of his cologne, something dark and woody, cut through the room’s other smells. His grey eyes flicked to Joel, a nod of respect between men who understood the rules of this particular game, before returning to Scarlett.

“Scarlett,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated in the space between them. “A vision in crimson. It demands attention.” His gaze swept over her, not as an object, but as a piece of exquisite art he was appreciating. “It demands a reaction.”

Joel’s hand was a brand on her back. “She was just telling me what she wants, Viktor.”

“Was she?” Viktor’s smile deepened. He reached out, not for her, but for a loose tendril of her silky hair that had escaped its twist. He didn’t touch her skin. He merely tucked it back with a single, deliberate finger, the gesture impossibly intimate. His knuckle brushed the shell of her ear. A jolt of pure, undiluted lust shot straight to her core, so sudden and intense her knees nearly buckled.

“And what is it you want, Scarlett?” Viktor asked, his voice dropping to a register meant only for them. His eyes held hers, refusing to let her look away. “Use your words. Tell me what you need.” 

The command was soft but unyielding, a velvet-lined steel that sent a shiver coursing down her spine. Her lips parted, but the words caught in her throat, tangled with the weight of her desire and the unfamiliar thrill of being so brazenly seen by another man. She felt exposed, raw, as if Viktor’s gaze had peeled back every layer of her composure and left her bare. Yet, beneath the vulnerability, there was a spark of something electric, something dangerously alluring. 

Joel’s hand on her back pressed firmer, silently urging her on. “Go ahead, baby,” he murmured, his voice rough with anticipation. “Tell him. I want to hear it.” 

Her eyes flicked briefly to her husband, seeking—and finding—his unwavering support. Drawing a shaky breath, she turned back to Viktor. “I want... I want to feel you,” she began, her voice trembling but clear. “I want your hands on me. Not just for a moment, but everywhere. I want to know how it feels when someone else touches me, when someone else owns me.” 

Viktor’s lips curved into a slow, predatory smile, though his expression remained calm, almost maddeningly patient. He leaned in slightly, just enough for his scent to envelop her—dark, masculine, intoxicating. “And what else?” he pressed, his tone deliberate, each word a carefully placed step in this dance of power and submission. “You’ve thought about this. I can see it in your eyes. So tell me, Scarlett. What are the details of your fantasy? How do you want it to happen?” 

She swallowed hard, her pulse racing as the images flooded her mind. “I want you to take me,” she admitted, her voice low but steady now, every syllable dripping with intent. “Not in some private corner where no one can see. I want the room to watch. I want them to see how you make me come undone. I want Joel to see it, too—to see how someone else can dominate me, how someone else can make me beg.” 

Viktor’s smile deepened, a glint of satisfaction in his grey eyes. He shifted ever so slightly closer, his presence overwhelming yet controlled. “Good girl,” he said, the praise sending a bolt of heat straight to her core. “You’re doing so well. But I need to hear the rest. What do you want from me specifically? Where do you want my hands? My mouth? My cock? Be precise, Scarlett. Leave nothing out.” 

Her breath hitched, the intensity of his gaze and the force of his questions pushing her deeper into the moment. “I want your hands on my hips,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “I want them gripping me so hard I can feel the bruises forming tomorrow. I want your mouth on my neck, your teeth marking me as yours. And your cock...” She hesitated for a heartbeat before pushing forward, her words spilling out in a rush of honesty. “I want it deep inside me, Viktor. I want to feel every inch of you stretching me open, filling me completely while Joel watches. I want to know how it feels when someone else fucks me.” 

Joel’s sharp intake of breath behind her was punctuated by a low groan, but Vikor’s reaction was far more controlled. He stepped even closer, the heat of his body radiating against hers as he reached out to brush a single fingertip along her collarbone. The touch was feather-light yet searing, a promise of what was to come. “Then I’ll give you exactly what you asked for,” he murmured, his voice like dark honey. “And more.”

The air in the grand room seemed to contract, pulling the three of them into a tighter orbit. Viktor’s fingertip, still tracing the delicate line of Scarlett’s collarbone, felt like a brand. His promise hung between them, a vow that was already being fulfilled.

With seamless authority, he turned her away from the watching crowd, his body a shield and a cage. His hands settled on the laces of her crimson corset. *“Let’s begin by unwrapping my gift,” he murmured, his voice a low vibration against her ear.

Joel watched, his own breathing shallow, as Viktor’s long, skilled fingers made quick work of the intricate knots. The leather laces hissed through the grommets, a sound of imminent surrender. The corset loosened its firm embrace, and Viktor peeled it from her torso with a slow, worshipful slowness that was its own form of torture. The soft rustle of the lace giving way was obscenely loud in the anticipatory silence surrounding them. He dropped the garment to the plush carpet, a splash of red at their feet.

Scarlett stood in only her stockings and heels, the cool air a shock against her heated skin. Her full breasts, freed, felt heavy and sensitive. Viktor didn’t make her wait. His palms, warm and slightly rough, slid up her sides to cup their full weight. A soft sound, half-gasp, half-sigh, escaped her lips. He squeezed, testing her softness, his thumbs circling her peaked nipples with a pressure that made her knees feel unreliable.

“So responsive,” he observed, his gaze locking with Joel’s over her shoulder. “Every part of her sings with it.”

Then he bent his head. His mouth was hot and wet as it closed over one taut peak. He didn’t just suckle; he devoured her. His tongue lashed the hardened nub with a relentless, rhythmic friction that drew a sharp, keening cry from her throat. The sensation was electric, a direct line of pure pleasure that arced straight to her core, making her clench around nothing. He moved to the other breast, giving it the same thorough, mind-numbing attention, his teeth grazing her with just enough bite to make her jolt.

He sank to his knees before her, his hands gripping the backs of her thighs. *“Now, let me taste what’s mine to play with.”

He buried his face between her legs without ceremony. The first flat stroke of his tongue, from her entrance to the aching bud of her clit, was so sudden and so intense that Scarlett’s entire body shuddered. A raw, guttural moan was torn from her. Joel’s presence, his watchful eyes, faded into a distant buzz. There was only the agonizingly slow, expert work of Viktor’s mouth.

He ate her pussy with a focused intensity, his tongue circling her clit with a maddening, perfect pressure before dipping lower to thrust shallowly into her. He was mapping her, learning exactly what made her hips jerk and her breath catch in ragged sobs. The wet, filthy sounds of his mouth on her filled the space, a soundtrack to her unraveling. One of his hands came up, his thumb finding her clit and rubbing tight, insistent circles while his tongue continued to fuck into her.

“She’s dripping for me, Joel,” Viktor said, his voice thick with her taste. “Come feel how wet your wife is for another man’s mouth.”

Joel moved then, a dark, possessive shadow. He came behind her, his chest pressing against her back, his hands steadying her trembling hips. In his hands were a set of soft leather cuffs and a black rubber ball gag. *“Open for me, Scarlett,” he commanded, his own voice rough with desire.

Overwhelmed by the dual sensations—Viktor’s mouth wreaking havoc below and Joel’s solid presence behind her—she obeyed, parting her lips. Joel fitted the gag into her mouth, the strap snug behind her head, silencing her moans, reducing them to muffled, desperate hums. The act of being silenced while being so thoroughly pleasured sent a fresh wave of submission crashing through her.

As Viktor continued his relentless assault on her pussy, Joel took her wrists, clasping them firmly in the cuffs. He pulled her arms behind her back, the leather straps holding her in a secure, inescapable embrace. She was utterly bound, utterly open, utterly at their mercy.

Viktor slid two fingers into her, crooking them to find that perfect spot inside her. Scarlett’s back arched, a silent scream captured by the gag. He finger-fucked her with a steady, piston-like rhythm, his thumb maintaining its pressure on her clit, his mouth sucking gently on the tender flesh of her inner thigh. The world narrowed to the building coil of pleasure in her belly, a tight spring threatening to snap.

“Look at her,” Viktor growled, his eyes on Joel. “Look at how her body takes me. She’s so fucking wet, so ready. She wants to come on my fingers while her husband watches. Isn’t that right, Scarlett? You want to fucking come for us.”

The question was a command. The pressure built, a cresting wave of sensation that was too much, too intense. Her muffled cries grew higher, more frantic. Her body was a live wire, every nerve ending screaming. She was right there, teetering on the very edge, her entire being focused on the brutal, wonderful friction of his fingers and the approving gaze of the two men who held her captive.

Viktor’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming harder, deeper, each movement claiming her with a possessive urgency that left no room for hesitation. His fingers pistoned into her wetness, the slick sounds of her arousal mingling with his low growls of encouragement. “Come on, then,” he urged, his voice a dark promise, dripping with dominance. “Let me feel you come all over my fucking hand.”

Scarlett’s body was a taut string, vibrating with the tension of impending release. Every fiber of her being was consumed by the dual sensations—Viktor’s relentless fingers driving into her and Joel’s solid presence behind her, his possessive hands anchoring her trembling hips. The gag silenced her cries, but her muffled moans still carried the weight of her desperation. Her thighs quivered, her breaths came in shallow gasps, and her pussy clenched around Viktor’s fingers as if begging for more.

“That’s it,” Viktor growled, his lips brushing against the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. “Do it, Scarlett. Let go. Show your husband how good it feels to be fucked by another man.” His thumb pressed harder against her clit, circling it with a precision that sent jolts of electricity through her core. He added a third finger, stretching her wider, deeper, the fullness overwhelming her senses. Each thrust hit that perfect spot inside her, sparking waves of pleasure that threatened to drown her.

Joel watched with heated intensity, his chest pressed against Scarlett’s back, his breath warm on her neck. One hand slid up to grip her throat lightly, not enough to choke but enough to assert control, to remind her who she belonged to even as another man claimed her body. “She’s so close,” Joel murmured, his voice rough with desire. “Look at her, Viktor. She’s fucking trembling.”

Viktor’s gaze locked with Joel’s over Scarlett’s shoulder, a silent understanding passing between them. He adjusted his angle, driving his fingers even deeper, his other hand roughly kneading her breast. “You feel that, Scarlett?” he hissed. “You feel how much you want this? How much you need to come for us? Do it. Come for your husband. Come for me.” 

The coil inside her snapped. Scarlett’s entire body convulsed as the orgasm tore through her, raw and unrelenting. Her pussy clamped down on Viktor’s fingers, her hips bucking uncontrollably against his hand. A choked scream escaped from behind the gag, and her legs gave out entirely, only Joel’s firm grip keeping her upright. Viktor didn’t relent—he kept fucking her through it, prolonging the waves of pleasure until she was a trembling, broken mess in their hands.

When she finally went slack, Viktor withdrew his fingers slowly, dragging them through her slick folds before bringing them to his lips. He licked them clean with deliberate slowness, his eyes never leaving Joel’s. “She tastes as sweet as she looks,” he said, a smirk playing on his lips. “Your wife is exquisite, Joel. I can see why you’d want to share her.”

Joel tightened his hold on Scarlett, his hand moving from her throat to cup her jaw possessively. “She’s mine,” he said, his voice low and unwavering. “Tonight, she’s ours.” The unspoken command hung heavy in the air—this was just the beginning.

The sharp scent of Viktor’s cologne was the first anchor in her disorientation, a dark, spicy note that cut through the musky air. A second scent, familiar and grounding, was Joel’s possessive grip on her arm. She was moving, her legs unsteady, supported between them. The sounds of the main playroom faded, replaced by the click of a door and the profound silence of a space designed for privacy.

“Easy, baby,” Joel murmured, his lips brushing her ear. His voice was a low thrum that vibrated through her. “Just a new room. Our room now.”

She felt the soft crush of a deep pile rug beneath her bare feet. The air was cooler here, smelling faintly of leather and antiseptic. A blindfold, soft and padded, was drawn over her eyes, plunging her world into a velvety, impenetrable black. The loss of sight was immediate and total, amplifying every other sensation into a screaming crescendo.

A hand, large and knowing, cupped her breast, thumb skating over her nipple. Joel. His touch was a brand, a claim. Then another hand, its touch cooler, more precise, traced the line of her spine from her nape to the small of her back. Viktor. She shuddered, her skin pebbling everywhere at once.

“You belong to the darkness now, Scarlett,” Viktor’s voice came from her right, smooth as poured oil. “Your only job is to feel. To take what we give you.”

“And to tell us what you want,” Joel countered from her left, his fingers pinching her nipple just enough to make her gasp. “Use your words, my good girl. Tell me what you’re feeling.”

She tried to form a sentence, but all that came out was a fractured moan. The dual attention was overwhelming, her mind scrambling to process the separate points of contact. Joel’s hands were on her breasts, rough and demanding, while Viktor’s traced the curve of her hip, his fingertips skating perilously close to the wet heat between her legs.

“I... I can’t...” she stammered.

“You can,” Viktor stated, his tone leaving no room for argument. A sudden, sharp smack landed on her backside. It wasn’t hard, but the shock of it in the absolute blackness made her cry out. The sting bloomed into a delicious heat. “Focus. What do you feel?”

“Your hand,” she breathed, her voice shaky. “The sting. The heat... it’s... fuck, it’s spreading.”

“Good girl,” Joel purred, his mouth replacing his fingers on her breast, his tongue laving her nipple before he sucked, hard. The dual sensation of the throbbing heat on her ass and the pull on her breast made her knees buckle. They held her up easily.

Something cold and smooth touched her inner thigh. Metal. She flinched.

“Stay still,” Viktor commanded. The object, a vibrator from the feel of it, traced a lazy path up her thigh. It circled her clit but didn’t touch it, a maddening tease that had her hips twitching forward seeking contact. “Ah, ah. We decide when you get friction.”

“Please,” she whispered, the word ripped from her.

“Please, who?” Joel asked, biting gently on her earlobe.

“Please, Viktor. Please, Sir.”

The vibrator hummed to life, a low, insistent buzz that she felt in her teeth. It pressed against her, not on her clit, but against her slick, swollen lower lips, the vibrations traveling through her sensitive flesh. It was agony. It was ecstasy.

Then it was gone. The silence it left behind was a physical ache.

She heard the rustle of movement, the soft clink of what sounded like a chain. A new sensation followed: soft, trailing leather tails danced across her stomach, her breasts, the backs of her thighs. A flogger. The touch was feather-light, a thousand tiny whispers against her hypersensitive skin. It was Joel. She knew his particular artistry with leather.

“He’s making you pretty for me,” Viktor said, his voice closer now. His fingers plunged into her without warning, two of them, filling her, stretching her. She cried out, her body bowing toward the intrusion. “So wet. So fucking ready. You’re dripping for us, Scarlett. Isn’t she, Joel?”

“She’s always ready,” Joel’s voice was thick with pride and arousal. The flogger landed with more purpose this time, a cascade of soft impacts across her upper thighs. The mild pain mixed perfectly with the bliss of Viktor’s fingers fucking into her.

Viktor withdrew his fingers, and she heard him sucking them clean. “Exquisite.” His hands gripped her hips, spinning her with an effortless strength until she was facing where she thought Joel was. “On your knees.”

She sank down, the plush rug a comfort against her shins. Joel’s hands guided her head forward. The musky, clean scent of his cock filled her senses an instant before the velvety head brushed her lips.

“Open,” he commanded.

She did, taking him into her mouth, her tongue flattening against the sensitive underside. The taste of him, so uniquely Joel, was her newest anchor. She began to move, her world narrowing to the feel of him on her tongue, the sound of his sharp intake of breath.

A cold, hard pressure nudged at her entrance from behind. Not flesh. Something wider, smoother. A toy. Viktor. It pressed inward, stretching her, filling her in a deep, unyielding way that made her moan around Joel’s cock. The vibration traveled through her entire body.

Viktor began to move it, a slow, rhythmic fucking that pushed her forward onto Joel, then pulled her back. Joel’s hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, just holding, guiding her pace to match the thrusts of the toy from behind. She was suspended between them, a instrument being played by two masters.

The toy pulled out, and for a terrifying, wonderful second, she was empty. Then the broad, Hot, blunt head of Viktor’s cock replaced it, sheathing itself inside her with one deep, devastating thrust that stole the air from her lungs.

She screamed around Joel, her body seizing up.

“That’s it, baby,” Joel groaned, his hips pushing forward. “Take him. Take all of him. Fuck, your mouth feels so good.”

Viktor’s hands clamped on her hips, his thrusts a steady, punishing rhythm that shook her entire frame. “Tell him, Scarlett. Tell your husband what’s happening to you.”

She pulled off Joel with a gasp, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening tip. “He’s fucking me,” she panted, the words ragged. “So deep. He’s so deep inside me, Joel. I can feel every fucking inch.”

“Do you like it?” Joel’s voice was guttural.

“I love it,” she cried out as Viktor angled himself, hitting a spot that made her see white behind the blindfold. “I love his cock in my pussy. I love your cock in my mouth. Fuck me.”

Viktor’s pace intensified, his body slapping against hers. “Put your mouth back on your husband, slut. Now.”

As she obeyed, taking Joel deep into her throat, Viktor leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back. His hand snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles. The coil, so familiar now, began to wind again, tighter and tighter, amplified by the dual penetration, the darkness, the sheer debauchery of it all.

“You’re going to come,” Viktor growled in her ear, his breath hot. “You’re going to come on my cock while you suck your husband’s. And then... then we’re going to switch.”

The command was a live wire down her spine. Scarlett’s world narrowed to two points of exquisite contact: Viktor’s cock driving into her, hitting that perfect, mind-altering spot, and the thick, familiar weight of Joel’s shaft filling her mouth. Viktor’s fingers on her clit were a relentless, electric counterpoint to the deep, rhythmic fucking.

Her entire body was a single, tightening cord of pleasure. The blindfold amplified everything, turning the slick sounds of their bodies, Joel’s ragged groans, Viktor’s low growls, into a symphony of her own debasement. She was their instrument, and they were playing her masterfully.

“That’s it, Scarlett,” Viktor rasped, his voice a gravelly vibration against her back. “You’re going to fucking break for us. Now.”

The coil, wound so impossibly tight, snapped.

Her orgasm was not a wave but a detonation. A silent scream locked in her throat around Joel’s cock as her body seized, convulsing around Viktor’s relentless thrusts. Pleasure, white-hot and absolute, tore through her, erasing thought, erasing fear, erasing everything that wasn’t the raw, fucking sensation of coming apart between them. Her hips bucked against Viktor’s grip, her inner muscles clamping down on him in a series of frantic, pulsing rhythms. The darkness behind the blindfold swam with bursts of color, a private firework display of ecstasy.

Viktor rode out her climax with two more deep, grinding thrusts, prolonging the shudders that wracked her frame. Then, with a guttural sound of his own, he pulled out of her with a wet, slick sound that echoed in the quiet room.

The sudden emptiness was a shock, a void where moments before she had been so completely filled. She whimpered around Joel’s length, a sound of pure loss.

“My turn,” Joel’s voice was raw, stripped of its usual control, a voice she’d only ever heard at the very edge of his own restraint. She felt his weight shift on the bed, the mattress dipping as he moved. His hands, his hands, gripped her hips, turning her onto her back. The blindfold stayed, a blessing, allowing her to just feel. He didn’t hesitate. He positioned himself and drove into her in one smooth, powerful stroke.

It was different. Viktor’s fucking had been calculated, expert, a lesson in precision. Joel’s was pure, wild possession. He filled the emptiness violently, beautifully, his rhythm furious and claiming from the first thrust. This was her husband. This was the man who owned her.

“Fuck, Scarlett,” he grunted, his body slapping against her slick flesh. “You’re so fucking wet for me.”

He leaned over her, his mouth finding her ear. “I watched him fuck you. I watched you come on his cock. And now you’re mine.”

His words sent a fresh jolt through her oversensitive system. He wasn’t gentle. He was reclaiming, marking what was his, and the feral rightness of it made her cry out. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his frantic pace.

From the side of the bed, she heard the low, slick sound of skin on skin. A soft, rhythmic stroking. Viktor’s voice cut through Joel’s ragged breathing. “Look at her take you, Joel. Look how she fucks back on your cock. She’s a masterpiece of greed.”

Scarlett’s head thrashed on the pillows. Knowing Viktor was there, watching them, his own cock in his hand, was a potent, dirty fuel to the fire consuming her. She was the center of the entire universe, the focus of two powerful men’s absolute attention and desire.

“Tell him, Scarlett,” Joel demanded, pistoning into her. “Tell Viktor what my cock feels like.”

“It’s... it’s so deep,” she gasped, the words torn from her. “You’re so deep, Joel. Filling me up. Stretching me. God, it’s so good.”

“Whose is it?” he growled, his pace never faltering.

“Yours! It’s yours, Joel! Always yours!” she cried out, the confession wrenched from the very core of her being.

Joel’s control shattered. His thrusts became a single-minded pursuit of his own end, a glorious, brutal fucking that shook the very bed. She could feel the tension coiling in him, the way his muscles tightened under her hands. The obscene, wet sound of their joining filled the room, a counterpoint to Viktor’s controlled masturbation.

“I’m going to come inside you, Scarlett,” Joel snarled, his voice thick. “I’m going to fill this perfect, well-fucked pussy with my come.”

The promise, so crude and so perfect, was all it took. A second, shocking orgasm ripped through her, shorter but just as intense, a series of sharp, clenching spasms that milked Joel’s cock. He shouted, a raw, uninhibited sound, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release deep inside her, branding her, a final, possessive claim.

He collapsed on top of her, his weight a comforting anchor, his heart hammering against her chest. They were both slick with sweat, breathing in ragged, synchronized gasps.

In the heavy silence, the only sound was Viktor’s low, approving hum. “A spectacular show,” he said, his voice a study in cool amusement. “The transfer of power was... exquisitely performed.”

Joel, still buried deep within her, lifted his head. His voice was a spent, husky whisper against her neck. "Scarlett," he murmured, his breath hot and ragged, "you were incredible." His lips brushed against her skin, leaving a trail of warmth that made her shiver despite the heat between them. 

He shifted slightly, his body still connected to hers, and she felt the soft throb of his spent cock inside her. It was a reminder of their bond, a physical testament to the passion they had just shared. Joel's hands moved to her face, cupping her cheeks as he looked into her eyes. The blindfold was long forgotten now, and the intensity of his gaze held her captive.

"You took everything I gave you," he said softly, his voice filled with a mix of awe and pride. "And more." His thumb traced the curve of her lower lip, and she could still taste the saltiness of his skin on her tongue. The weight of his body pressed her into the mattress, grounding her in the moment. 

From the side of the bed, Viktor's low chuckle broke the silence. "Indeed," he drawled, his voice laced with admiration. "You both put on quite the performance." Joel glanced over at Viktor, who was still lazily stroking himself, clearly enjoying the aftermath of their shared experience.

Joel's attention returned to Scarlett, his expression softening. "Thank you," he whispered, his voice barely audible. "For trusting me. For trusting us." The vulnerability in his tone was unexpected, and it made her heart swell with affection. 

She reached up to touch his face, her fingers tracing the stubble along his jawline. "Always," she replied, her voice equally soft but filled with conviction. In that moment, she felt an unspoken understanding pass between them, a silent acknowledgment of the depth of their connection and the new boundaries they had just explored together.

The room seemed to hold its breath, the air thick with the lingering scent of their passion. Joel finally pulled away from her, reluctantly disconnecting their bodies, but his hand found hers immediately, intertwining their fingers. He lay down beside her, pulling her close as they both caught their breath. 

Viktor, ever the observer, leaned back in his chair, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips. "Rest now," he said, his tone almost soothing. "There's plenty more where that came from." His words hinted at future possibilities, but for now, Scarlett was content to lie there, wrapped in Joel's arms, savoring the afterglow of their intense connection. 

The room eventually quieted down, save for the soft sound of their breathing. Joel's chest rose and fell steadily beneath her cheek, and she closed her eyes, letting the exhaustion and euphoria wash over her. Despite all that had transpired, she felt a sense of peace and fulfillment that she hadn't expected. Their love had been tested and deepened in ways she couldn't have imagined, and she knew that this was only the beginning.
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Book 6 - Raw Pleasure
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The scent of worn leather and citrus cleaner hung in the air, a familiar perfume in their shared sanctuary. Grant’s palm was a warm, steady weight on the small of Ivy’s back as they rinsed the dinner plates together, his thumb tracing a slow, absent-minded circle against her spine through the thin cotton of her shirt. She leaned into the touch, a soft hum of contentment vibrating in her throat.

This, she thought, this quiet, knowing intimacy. It was the bedrock of everything.

Later, in the soft, shadowed glow of their bedroom, the dynamic shifted. The air grew thicker, charged with a different kind of energy. Grant’s voice, usually warm and teasing, took on a lower, more resonant timbre. The Voice, she called it privately. The one that made her stomach do a slow, delicious flip.

He stood before her, holding up the familiar set of supple leather cuffs. “Your color, Ivy?”

A flush warmed her cheeks. “Green, Sir.”

He smiled, a flash of white in the dim light. “Good girl.”

The ritual was a well-worn path, a dance they both knew by heart. The cool kiss of the leather as he secured the cuffs to her wrists, the gentle pull as he fastened them to the wrought-iron headboard. The surrendering sigh that escaped her as she lay back against the pillows, completely his. He worshipped her bound form with his hands and mouth, his touch starting tender, then growing more possessive, more demanding. He mapped her body with a conqueror’s familiarity, drawing gasps and moans from her lips until she was writhing against the sheets, a prisoner of her own pleasure.

Just as the coil of tension in her belly began to tighten unbearably, he stopped. He stilled his hands, his mouth leaving her skin. He knelt between her sprawled legs, his own breathing ragged, and just... watched her. His gaze was intense, dark with a hunger she couldn’t quite name.

“Ivy,” he said, her name a rough sound in the quiet room. “There’s something else. A fantasy. It won’t leave me alone.”

Her arousal, a moment ago so all-consuming, receded just enough for curiosity to surface. She tilted her head, the leather cuff flexing around her wrist. “Tell me.”

He looked down, his fingers tracing the line of her inner thigh, making her muscles jump. “It’s about you. It’s always about you. But... it involves someone else.”

The air in the room seemed to chill. Ivy’s breath caught in a way that had nothing to do with pleasure. A cold trickle of dread seeped into the warmth he’d built in her. Someone else? The words hung there, ugly and alien. Her mind raced, a panicked flutter. Is he bored with me? Does he not want me anymore? The secure feeling of being his, of their perfect, contained world, suddenly felt fragile.

“Grant,” she started, her voice tighter than she intended. “What are you saying? I don’t... I don’t understand.”

“Look at you,” he murmured, his eyes drinking her in, her body displayed and vulnerable. “You are fucking exquisite. A masterpiece. And the thought of you... the thought of watching you, of seeing someone else completely undone by you, completely lost in how perfect you feel...” He dragged a hand through his hair, the gesture uncharacteristically nervous. “The idea of you taking another man’s cock, right here in our bed, with my permission... with my encouragement... it fucking consumes me.”

Ivy’s heart hammered against her ribs. She tried to pull her arms down, an instinctual need to cover herself, but the cuffs held her fast. The vulnerability she usually craved now felt terrifying. “You want to share me?” The question was a whisper, laced with disbelief and a sharp edge of hurt.

“No. Fuck, no. Not ‘share’.” He leaned forward, his face earnest, his eyes burning with a fierce light. “It’s not about giving you away. It’s about... ownership. It’s the ultimate display of it. Knowing you are so completely mine that I can offer this incredible gift and you will always, always come back to me. That I get to watch my beautiful, sexy wife being desired and pleasured, and it’s all happening because I willed it. Because we chose it.”

He unlocked one of her cuffs, then the other, not to release her, but to gather her into his arms. He held her tightly, his face buried in her neck. “Forget it,” he murmured against her skin. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have—”

“Wait.” The command was soft, but it stopped him. Her mind, once clouded with fear, was now clearing, making room for a new, startling sensation. Curiosity. She replayed his words. A masterpiece. The ultimate display. My permission. It wasn’t about rejection. It was about... possession. A darker, deeper, and impossibly more thrilling level of the very dynamic they already cherished.

A strange, slow heat began to spread through her, something entirely separate from the physical arousal of moments before. This was cerebral, illicit. The image flickered in her mind, hazy and shocking: a stranger’s hands on her, Grant’s intense gaze watching from the corner, approving, wanting, owning.

She pulled back just enough to look into his eyes. The nervousness was still there, but so was a raw,Naked desire that mirrored the new feeling unfurling within her. Her voice was barely a whisper, a thread of sound in the charged silence. “You’d really want to watch?”

The relief that washed over his face was palpable. He nodded, once, a sharp, decisive movement. “More than I’ve ever wanted anything in my fucking life.”

She took a deep, shaky breath. The fear wasn’t gone, but it was now entwined with a potent, addictive thrill. “Show me,” she said, her voice gaining a sliver of strength. “Show me what you’re thinking.”

A grin, brilliant and relieved, broke across his face. He reached for his laptop on the nightstand, the screen flaring to life and casting a blue glow on his determined features. His fingers flew across the keyboard, decisive and sure. “There’s a site... private, very discreet. I’ve... looked before.”

Ivy watched, her heart still pounding a frantic rhythm, as profiles flashed on the screen. Men of all types. Then he stopped. The photo showed a man, probably their age, with dark, intense eyes and a confident, easy smile. He was leaning against a brick wall, his physique evident even through a simple t-shirt.

“This one,” Grant said, his voice dropping back into that commanding tone that liquified her insides. “His name is Miguel. Read his profile.”

Ivy leaned in, her skin humming. The profile spoke of respect, discretion, and a deep understanding of the dynamic he’d be walking into. It mentioned a preference for couples and a focus on the husband’s pleasure as much as the wife’s.

Grant’s hand found her thigh, his grip firm, anchoring her to the moment. “Look at him, Ivy. Imagine his hands on you. Imagine his mouth on you. While I watch.” His fingers dug in slightly, a possessive punctuation. 

His thumb stroked the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, a silent command that demanded her full attention. The laptop glowed between them, Miguel’s photograph a silent, potent promise.

“Tell him,” Grant murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her bones. “Tell him what you want him to do to you.”

Ivy’s mouth went dry. The fantasy, from a moment ago, had been a shared secret in their dim room. Now it was a threshold, and Grant was asking her to step over it. She could feel the weight of his gaze, heavy with expectation and a dark, thrilling possessiveness. This wasn’t about relinquishing control; it was about exercising it for him, under his command.

“Grant,” she whispered, a final, faint protest.

“Now, Ivy.” The command was absolute, leaving no room for debate. It was the voice he used when he tied her wrists, the voice that made her core clench with immediate, wet heat. His voice.

A new kind of shiver went through her, one of pure, unadulterated transgression. She picked up her phone, her fingers trembling only slightly. Grant’s hand remained on her leg, a brand of ownership as she typed a message to a stranger.

She started slowly, her thumb hovering over the screen. I can’t stop thinking about your hands. She showed it to Grant.

“Deeper,” he instructed, his eyes gleaming in the screen’s light. “Be specific. He needs to know exactly what he’s walking into.”

She swallowed, the pulse in her neck fluttering like a trapped bird. She deleted the line. She thought of Miguel’s picture, his confident smile, his lean strength. She thought of Grant watching. A startling, fierce need surged up from that deep, submissive place within her. The need to perform. The need to be his perfect, filthy instrument.

Her thumbs flew across the screen now, the words coming in a hot, urgent rush. I keep imagining those strong hands of yours pulling my hair, bending me over, and spreading my cheeks apart. I want to feel your fucking cock, Miguel. I want to feel how hard you get for me while my husband watches you stretch me open. I want you to fuck me so deep I forget my own name, and I want Grant to see every second of it, see how wet his wife gets for a stranger’s dick.

She hit send before she could reconsider.

The silence in the room was deafening, thick with anticipation. Grant’s grip on her thigh tightened, his breath a warm puff against her neck. She could feel the rigid outline of his erection pressed against her hip. He was so hard. The realization sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing through her.

Then, her phone buzzed. Once. A single, violent vibration.

A preview of the response lit up her screen. I’m on my way. Don’t move a fucking inch.

A sound escaped Ivy, something between a gasp and a moan. The raw immediacy of it, the sheer audacity, left her dizzy. This was real. He was coming. Now.

Grant took the phone from her limp hand, read the message, and a slow, predatory smile spread across his face. It was the most beautiful and terrifying thing she had ever seen. “It seems our evening has a new itinerary,” he said, his voice velvet-wrapped steel.

The carefully laid-out tools of their planned BDSM session—the silk ropes, the blindfold, the flogger lying across the ottoman—suddenly seemed like toys. The real game was already in motion.

He stood, pulling her up with him. “He’ll be here soon. I want you ready.” He guided her to the center of their bedroom, right where the rug met the hardwood floor. “Stand here.”

The doorbell rang, a crisp, mundane chime that sounded like a gunshot in the charged silence. Ivy jumped, her heart slamming against her ribs. Grant didn’t flinch. He just looked at her, his blue eyes burning with an intensity that held her in place.

“Go answer it,” he commanded softly.

She walked to the front door on legs that felt like water, every step an eternity. She could feel Grant’s presence behind her, a shadow in the dim hallway, watching. She unlocked the door and pulled it open.

Miguel stood on their welcome mat. The photo hadn’t done him justice. He was taller, his shoulders broader, his dark eyes even more intense. They didn’t dart past her to take in the house or look to Grant for confirmation. They locked directly on her, sweeping from her eyes down to her bare feet and back up, a visual caress that felt more intimate than any touch. A confident, appreciative smile played on his lips.

Miguel didn’t say a word. His silence was a statement itself, a quiet confidence that filled the space between them as he stepped inside. Ivy could feel the weight of his presence, a tangible force that made her breath hitch. His dark eyes never left her, tracing her every movement with an intensity that sent a shiver down her spine. She turned, her bare feet padding softly against the hardwood floor, and began to lead him toward the bedroom. Each step felt like a drumbeat, echoing the thrum of her racing heart.

Behind her, she could hear the soft scrape of his shoes against the floor, the sound unnervingly deliberate. His presence loomed, not oppressive but commanding, as if the air around him had shifted to accommodate him. She glanced over her shoulder, catching the curve of his lips—a faint, knowing smile that made her stomach tighten. He wasn’t just following her; he was claiming the moment, the space, her. 

The hallway seemed longer than usual, each second stretching out in slow motion. Ivy’s pulse quickened as they approached the bedroom door, her mind racing with a mix of anticipation and anxiety. She could feel Grant’s gaze from the doorway, watching silently, his presence a steady anchor amid the storm of emotions swirling inside her. Miguel paused just behind her, his chest inches from her back, and she could feel the heat radiating off him. It was intoxicating, overwhelming.

“Open the door,” Grant’s voice cut through the tension, calm yet firm. Ivy hesitated for a split second before obeying, her hand trembling slightly as she turned the knob. The room beyond was bathed in soft light, the tools of their BDSM session laid out like props for a performance that had already been rewritten. She stepped inside, Miguel following closely, his presence dominating the space the moment he crossed the threshold. He surveyed the room with a slow, deliberate gaze, taking in the silk ropes, the blindfold, the flogger, before his eyes settled back on Ivy.

The air between them crackled with unspoken desire, a tension so thick it felt like she could reach out and touch it. Miguel took a step closer, his movements unhurried, deliberate. “You’re exactly as I imagined,” he said finally, his voice low and smooth, like velvet over steel. The words sent a jolt through her, her body responding instinctively to the raw magnetism in his tone. He didn’t need to move another inch; his words alone were enough to make her knees weak.

Ivy glanced at Grant, who stood by the wall, his arms crossed, his expression unreadable except for the fire burning in his eyes. He gave her a slight nod, a silent command that echoed in the depths of her soul. This was for him. This was always for him. She turned back to Miguel, her chin lifting slightly as she met his gaze head-on. The challenge in her eyes was unmistakable, a silent dare for him to take what he wanted—and what she secretly craved.

The silence in the room was a physical thing, thick and expectant, broken only by the sound of their breathing. Miguel’s dark eyes held Ivy’s, a silent conversation passing between them that was both a question and an answer. Then, Grant’s voice cut through, calm and absolute, pulling the strings of the scene.

“Miguel.” The single word was a command. “Undress. Now.”

Miguel’s gaze didn’t leave Ivy’s as his hands went to the buttons of his shirt. Each movement was efficient, unhurried, revealing a torso of taut, lean muscle defined by shadow and candlelight. His pants followed, pooling at his feet until he stood before them, magnificently naked and fully erect. His cock was a hard, proud line against his thigh.

“Now undress her,” Grant commanded, his voice low and edged with authority. The words hung in the air, heavy with intent, as Miguel turned his attention fully to Ivy. His dark eyes swept over her, a predatory glint that sent a shiver down her spine. She stood still, her breath shallow, her body alight with anticipation.

Miguel stepped closer, his movements deliberate, almost reverent. His hands reached for the hem of her lace top, lifting it slowly, allowing the fabric to glide over her skin like a whisper. The cool air kissed her exposed stomach, and she felt a flush of heat rise to her cheeks. He paused, his gaze locking onto hers, as if seeking permission or perhaps savoring the moment. Ivy’s lips parted, but no words came—only the faintest exhale of longing.

With practiced ease, he slid the top over her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. Her breasts were cupped by a delicate black bra, the lace only barely containing their fullness. Miguel’s fingers traced the edge of the fabric, his touch feather-light yet electric. He unhooked the clasp with a single, deft motion, and the bra slipped away, leaving her bare before him. His hands hovered for a moment, then he cupped her breasts, thumbs grazing her hardening nipples in a way that made her gasp.

Next, his fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties. He knelt before her, his face level with her hips, and pulled them down with agonizing slowness. The soft fabric brushed against her thighs as it pooled at her feet, leaving her utterly exposed. Miguel’s gaze roamed over her body, taking in every curve, every dip, as if committing her to memory. His breath warmed her skin, and she trembled under his scrutiny.

“Perfect,” he murmured, his voice thick with admiration. He rose to his feet once more, towering over her, his presence overwhelming. “You’re absolutely breathtaking.”

Grant’s voice cut through the charged silence. “Good. Now bind her.” Miguel nodded, his focus not wavering from Ivy as he reached for the red silk ropes. She didn’t resist, couldn’t resist, as her wrists were lifted and secured to the headboard. The cool silk bit into her skin just enough to remind her of her submission, of the control she had willingly relinquished. Her ankles followed, spread wide and tied firmly to the bedposts. Completely open. Completely vulnerable. Completely his.

Miguel moved with a practiced grace, taking the lengths of scarlet silk. Ivy’s heart hammered against her ribs, a wild bird trapped in a cage of her own making. This was their game, hers and Grant’s, but the pieces had been rearranged. Grant’s presence by the wall was a constant, a watcher in the shadows, and it was his authority that fueled every second.

“Look at me, Ivy.” Grant’s voice was softer now, meant only for her. “Just me.”

She turned her head, her green eyes finding his blue ones. They were blazing with an intensity she had never seen before, a possessive fire that both terrified and electrified her. In that look, she saw his love, his trust, and his deepest, most hidden desire laid bare. It steadied her.

Grant stepped closer, his towering frame casting a shadow over the bed. “The rules are simple, Miguel. You will worship her. You will use your mouth, your hands. You will make her feel things, but you will not fuck her. Not yet. Not until I tell you to. Understood?”

“Perfectly,” Miguel said, his voice a husky promise. He looked down at Ivy, trussed and waiting, her chest rising and falling with shallow breaths. “Where would you like me to start?”

A slow, predatory smile spread across Grant’s face. “Everywhere.”

Miguel needed no further instruction. He knelt between her splayed legs, his dark head hovering over her core. He didn’t touch her. Instead, he leaned down and pressed his mouth to the inside of her knee. The contact was a brand, hot and unexpected. His lips were soft, his tongue a fleeting, wet heat against her sensitive skin. A low gasp escaped her, and her fingers curled into fists around the silk bonds.

He kissed a slow, deliberate path upward. The soft skin of her inner thigh, the subtle curve of her hip, the dip of her navel. Each kiss was a tiny, focused inferno, each one pulling a thread of tension tighter within her. He was mapping her, learning the landscape of her body with an artist’s devotion. His stubble scratched gently, deliciously, against the smoothness of her stomach.

His mouth found the underside of her breast, his tongue tracing a slow, wet circle before he drew one taut nipple into the heat of his mouth. He sucked, hard, and Ivy cried out, her back arching off the bed as much as the ropes would allow. Oh god. The sensation was blinding, a direct line of pure pleasure coiling deep in her belly. He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, his teeth grazing, his tongue soothing, until her nipples were hard, aching peaks.

All the while, Grant watched. Ivy could feel his gaze like a physical touch, possessive and hungry. Her eyes were locked on his, and in that shared look, she was giving herself to him completely, even as another man’s mouth was on her body.

Miguel’s journey continued downward, his lips and tongue tracing a path through the valley between her breasts, down the quivering plane of her stomach. He reached the junction of her thighs, and he paused, his breath a warm caress against her wetness. The anticipation was a living thing, twisting inside her.

“Please,” she whispered, the word torn from her.

With a groan that vibrated through her entire body, he buried his face in her. His tongue was a flat, demanding pressure against her clit, and Ivy saw stars. He didn’t just lick; he devoured. He licked into her with long, slow strokes that made her toes curl, then focused on her clit with a ruthless, circling precision that had her moaning, a continuous, broken sound.

His hands came up to hold her hips down, pinning her in place for his onslaught. He fucked her with his tongue, delving deep into her soaking entrance before returning to her throbbing center. The wet, filthy sounds of his feast filled the room, a soundtrack to her unraveling.

“That’s it,” Grant murmured, his voice rough with desire. “Make her come on your tongue.”

Miguel redoubled his efforts, sucking her clit into his mouth, and the coil inside her snapped. Pleasure, white-hot and devastating, ripped through her. Her body convulsed against the ropes, a silent scream on her lips as the waves crashed over her, again and again, pulled from her by the relentless skill of his mouth.

As the last tremors subsided, Miguel didn’t stop. He slid two fingers into her, his palm grinding against her sensitized clit. She was so wet, so open for him. He pumped his fingers slowly, deeply, curling them inside her, finding a spot that made her gasp.

“Look at how well he fucks you with his hand, Ivy,” Grant said, his voice closer now. He was standing right beside the bed, his own need evident in the tight clench of his jaw. “Look at how beautiful you are, taking it.”

Miguel’s thumb began to rub tight, insistent circles on her clit while his fingers continued their deep, rhythmic thrusting. The overstimulation was a sweet agony, building a new fire in the ashes of the last. Ivy’s head thrashed on the pillow, her moans turning into pleas.

“More,” she begged, not knowing who she was begging anymore. “Don’t stop. Fuck me with your fingers. Please.”

Miguel grinned against her thigh, a dark, wicked thing. “Your wish,” he growled, “is my command.” He added a third finger, stretching her exquisitely, the pace of his thrusts becoming harder, faster, a relentless piston that was driving her right back toward the edge.

The command sliced through the humid air of the room, a stark contrast to Miguel’s low growl. “Enough with your fingers. I want to see your cock in her mouth, Miguel. Now.”

Miguel didn’t hesitate. He withdrew his slick fingers from Ivy’s heat with a soft, wet sound that made her whimper at the sudden emptiness. He shifted his weight, his lean frame moving with a predatory grace as he knelt over her, his knees framing her shoulders, the dark intensity of his eyes locking onto hers.

Ivy’s breath faltered. The head of his cock, flushed and hard, brushed against her lower lip. It was a foreign pressure, a stark invasion of her personal space that sent a conflicting jolt through her system. Her wrists pulled instinctively against the silken bonds above her head, a futile, reflexive test of their strength. The soft restraints held firm, a constant reminder of her surrender.

“Open for him, Ivy.” Grant’s voice was closer now, a low, steady hum from his perch by the bed. It wasn’t a request. It was the bedrock of their entire world, the reason she was here, bound and exposed. This is what he wants. This is for him. The thought was a lifeline.

She parted her lips, a silent, trembling invitation.

Miguel needed no further encouragement. He guided himself forward, the smooth crown of his cock sliding past her lips and onto her tongue. The taste of him was musky, salty, purely male, and utterly unfamiliar. Her jaw strained immediately at the intrusion, the size of him threatening to overwhelm her. A guttural sound, half-protest, half-acceptance, caught in her throat.

“That’s it,” Miguel murmured, his voice thick with his own desire. He cupped the side of her face, his thumb stroking her cheek as he began to move. “Just relax that pretty mouth for me.”

He started with a shallow, teasing rhythm, sliding in just a few inches before withdrawing. Each time he pushed back in, he went a little deeper, stretching her lips wider, forcing her to accommodate his length. Ivy’s eyes watered, her gaze flicking to Grant, seeking his, needing the anchor of his blue, commanding stare.

He was watching, his muscular frame taut, his expression a mask of fierce concentration and raw hunger. “Look at me, Ivy. Don’t look away from me while he fucks your mouth.”

She focused on him, on the love and the dark, thrilling possessiveness in his eyes. The psychological shift was immediate and profound. This wasn’t some random violation; it was a performance for her husband, an act of profound submission that was binding them together even as another man moved inside her.

Miguel read the silent permission in her body, the subtle yielding as her focus returned to Grant. His hips snapped forward, burying his entire length down her throat in one smooth, shocking motion.

Ivy’s body jerked against the bonds, a muffled cry strangling in her throat as her gag reflex triggered violently. Tears welled in the corners of her eyes, blurring her view of Grant. She fought for air through her nose, the sensation of being so completely filled, so utterly used, was terrifying and electrifying.

“Fuck, that’s a beautiful sight,” Grant breathed, his own hand stroking the hard line of his cock through his pants. “Look at her take it. Look at her struggle for you, Miguel. She’s fucking perfect.”

Emboldened, Miguel set a brutal, punishing pace. He gripped the headboard for leverage, his lean muscles corded with effort as he pistoned his hips, fucking her throat with deep, measured strokes. The wet, obscene sounds of his movement filled the room, a symphony of their debauchery. Spit gathered at the corners of her stretched lips, dripping down her chin onto her neck.

Each thrust was a conquest. Each withdrawal a fleeting moment of relief before the next invasion. The struggle became part of the rhythm, a dance of control and surrender. The initial panic began to transmute into something else, something dark and addictive. The sheer helplessness, the complete loss of control, was a potent aphrodisiac. Her hips began to move in tiny, involuntary circles against the empty air, a desperate search for friction, for release.

“She’s craving it now,” Miguel observed, his voice ragged. “Her body is begging for it even while her mouth is being ruined.”

“She’s a good girl,” Grant said, his praise washing over her like warm oil. “She knows her purpose. She exists for our pleasure. Fuck her throat harder. Make her feel it.”

Miguel grunted in acknowledgment, doubling down his efforts. The pace became relentless, a steady, deep drilling that left no part of her mouth untouched. Ivy’s world narrowed to the scent of sex and sweat, the taste of him, the burning in her jaw, and the unwavering gaze of her husband, who was drinking in every second of her debasement.

A strange, deep warmth was spreading through her, coiling low in her belly with each brutal thrust. The struggle was becoming its own kind of pleasure, a masochistic counterpoint to the thrumming need between her legs. She was a vessel, an object of their shared desire, and the purity of that purpose was the most liberating feeling she had ever known.

Miguel’s rhythm began to falter, his thrusts growing more erratic, more desperate. A deep groan rumbled in his chest. “I’m close... fuck, her mouth is too good...”

"Don’t you dare come yet," Grant commanded, his voice a blade of pure authority. The words sliced through the heavy air, sharp and unyielding, demanding immediate compliance. Miguel froze mid-thrust, his hips jerking to a halt as he fought to obey, his chest heaving with the effort. Grant’s gaze was unwavering, piercing through the haze of arousal that clung to the room like a second skin. "You don’t get to come until I say so. This isn’t about you yet."

Miguel’s jaw tightened, his nostrils flaring as he struggled to rein in his urgency. He clenched his fists against the headboard, his knuckles whitening under the strain. Ivy could feel his cock twitch inside her mouth, a testament to how close he was, but he held himself in check, his discipline a mirror of Grant’s dominance. "Y-yes, Sir," he gritted out, the words trembling with barely contained need.

Grant stepped closer, his presence a palpable force that seemed to radiate control. He leaned down, his lips brushing Ivy’s ear as he murmured, "You’re doing so well, baby. Look at him. He’s desperate for you, but he’ll wait. He’ll wait because I told him to." His hand stroked her cheek, his touch a stark contrast to the harshness of his command moments earlier. "You’re going to take him in your pussy next. Show him who you belong to."

Ivy’s breath hitched, her body trembling with anticipation. She could feel the weight of Miguel’s desire pressing down on her, but it was Grant’s words that sent a shiver of electric heat through her core. This is for him. The reminder anchored her, even as her mind swam in the intoxicating fog of submission.

Miguel pulled back slowly, his cock sliding out of her mouth with a wet pop that sent a jolt through her. He knelt between her legs, his hands gripping her thighs as he positioned himself at her entrance. Ivy’s hips instinctively arched toward him, her body craving the fullness only he could provide. But Grant’s voice stopped him again, cold and commanding. "Not yet. Make her beg for it."

Miguel’s eyes darkened with arousal, his lips curling into a slow, predatory smile. He leaned forward, his breath hot against her neck as he whispered, "Ask for it, Ivy. Tell me how much you want me inside you." His fingers trailed up her inner thigh, teasingly close but not touching where she needed it most. 

"I... I want it," she breathed, her voice trembling with need. 

"Louder," Miguel demanded, his tone hardening. "Say it like you mean it."

"I want you inside me!" she cried, the words tearing from her throat as her body writhed against the restraints. 

Grant’s hand cupped her face, forcing her to meet his gaze. "Good girl," he murmured, the pride in his voice sending a surge of warmth through her. "Now, fuck her."

The word was a lightning strike, a command that shattered the last remnants of hesitation. Miguel didn’t need to be told twice. He moved between her splayed legs, his own need a palpable force in the room. His gaze locked with hers for a fraction of a second, a silent question met by her desperate, pleading eyes.

He positioned himself, the blunt, wet head of his cock pressing against her soaked entrance. A sharp, guttural sound ripped from Ivy’s throat, part gasp, part sob of pure, unadulterated need. Fuck, he’s so much thicker than his fingers. The initial pressure was immense, a sweet, burning stretch that made her toes curl.

“Please, Miguel,” she begged, her voice ragged. “Don’t make me wait. Fuck me. Please fuck me.”

With a low groan that seemed to vibrate through the floorboards, Miguel thrust forward, burying himself inside her to the hilt in one smooth, devastating motion.

Ivy’s world exploded into pure white sensation. Her back arched off the bed, a wordless scream caught in her throat. The feeling of being so utterly, completely filled was overwhelming. He was everywhere, stretching her, claiming the deepest, most sensitive parts of her. Every nerve ending was on fire, singing a chorus of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Fuck, fuck, fucking hell.

He didn’t move for a long moment, letting her adjust, letting them both drown in the feeling. She could feel the throb of his cock inside her, the tight clench of her own body around him. The air was thick with the scent of their sweat and her arousal.

“Look at me, Ivy.” Grant’s voice cut through the haze, calm and absolute.

Her eyes, which had been clenched shut, flew open to find him. He was still in his chair, one hand casually stroking himself, his blue eyes burning with an intensity that seared her soul. He owned this. He owned her. And in this moment, there was no safer place to be.

“Do you feel him?” Grant asked, his voice a low rumble.

“Yes,” she whimpered, her body trembling around Miguel’s still form.

“Tell me what you feel.”

“I feel... I feel him so deep, Grant. He’s so fucking big. He’s filling me up. God, I feel so full.” The words were a desperate confession, each one heightening the sensitivity coiling in her core.

A possessive smile touched Grant’s lips. “Now, Miguel. Fuck my wife. Fuck her the way I told you to. Hard. Don’t hold back.”

The command unleashed something in Miguel. He pulled out almost all the way, a torturous, slow drag that made Ivy cry out at the loss, before slamming back into her with enough force to jolt the bed frame. A brutal, perfect rhythm began. Each powerful thrust was a punctuation mark of pleasure, driving the air from her lungs. The wet, slapping sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, a filthy, erotic music conducted by Grant’s unwavering gaze.

Miguel’s hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he pistoned into her. Every nerve in Ivy’s body was alight, focused entirely on the point where they joined. With each drive of his hips, a new wave of electric pleasure crashed over her. She was mindless, reduced to a writhing, moaning creature of pure need. Her breasts bounced with the force of his fucking, and the leather cuffs bit into her wrists as she strained against them, wanting more, needing more.

“Yes! Right there! Don’t stop, don’t you fucking stop!” she screamed, her head thrashing on the pillow.

Miguel was a machine of pure, dedicated sensuality, his athletic body flexing with each movement, his own groans mingling with hers. He was following his orders with perfect, beautiful precision.

“You look so good taking his cock,” Grant said, his voice rough with his own arousal. “Look at you. My perfect, filthy girl. You love this, don’t you? You love being his fucktoy for me.”

“I love it! I love it for you! Only for you!” The confession was ripped from her, a truth she felt in the marrow of her bones. This was for him. This ecstasy, this debauched surrender, was her ultimate gift to his fantasy.

The pace became frantic, frenzied. Miguel’s control was fraying, his thrusts becoming more erratic, harder, deeper. Ivy could feel the telltale tension building in her own body, a familiar coil tightening to its breaking point. She was so close, teetering on a precipice.

“Grant... I’m gonna... I’m going to come,” she sobbed, her vision blurring. “Please, can I come?”

Grant stood up, moving closer to the bed, his presence dominating the space. He leaned down, his lips close to her ear, his voice a dark, delicious promise. “Come for me, Ivy. Come all over his cock. Show me how good he makes you feel.”

The permission was the final key. The coil snapped. Her orgasm detonated, a nuclear blast of pleasure that wiped her mind clean. Her body seized, convulsing around Miguel’s pounding length, milking him, pulling him deeper into the violent, shattering waves. A raw, broken scream tore from her throat as the sensations ripped through her, endless and absolute.

Through the blinding haze, she felt Miguel’s rhythm stutter, his own groan turning into a ragged shout. “Fuck! I’m there... I’m going to...”

“Not inside her,” Grant’s voice was a whip crack, cold and immediate. “On her. Now.”

With a Herculean effort, Miguel ripped himself out of her, his cock glistening and pulsing. He stood over her, his hand working his length furiously, and with a final, guttural groan, he came. Hot streaks of his release painted her stomach and breasts, each splash a final, dirty mark of their shared sin.

Ivy lay there, bound and utterly spent, gasping for air, her body humming with the aftershocks. The room was silent except for their heavy breathing. Miguel stepped back, his own chest heaving.

Grant looked down at her, at the evidence of another man’s pleasure on her skin, and a slow, deeply satisfied smile spread across his face. He reached out, dipping a single finger into the warmth on her stomach, and brought it to his lips.

“Perfect,” he murmured, his blue eyes holding hers. “You are so fucking perfect.”

The silence in the room was thick with the scent of sex and sweat. Miguel moved first, his movements economical and respectful as he found his clothes. The soft rustle of fabric was the only sound as he dressed, not rushing, not lingering.

Ivy’s breathing began to steady, the frantic tempo of her heart finally slowing to a deep, resonant thrum. Grant’s finger, tasting of Miguel on her skin, was a brand of possession that sent a fresh, dizzying wave of heat through her drained body. She watched Miguel, this handsome stranger who had just been inside her, and felt a bizarre, disconnected gratitude.

He finished buttoning his shirt and approached the bed, his dark eyes meeting Grant’s, then hers. “Thank you,” he said, his voice a low, pleasant rumble. “That was... an incredible honor.” His words were for both of them, acknowledging the shared dynamic. He didn’t touch her again, merely gave a slight, respectful nod before turning to leave. The soft click of the bedroom door closing behind him felt like the period at the end of a shocking, illicit sentence.

The moment the door clicked shut, the energy in the room shifted, compressing in on itself until it contained only the two of them. Grant’s penetrating gaze was locked on her, on the glistening proof of the evening that still painted her stomach and breasts. The ropes around her wrists and ankles were a stark reminder of her submission, of his absolute control.

“Well?” His voice was a low gravel, scraping over her raw nerves. “What’s going on in that beautiful head of yours, Ivy?”

She swallowed, her throat dry. “I... I don’t know where to start.” A shaky laugh escaped her. “It was so much. So intense. I felt... God, Grant, I felt so owned.”

“You are owned,” he stated, the words leaving no room for argument. He finally moved, his large hands going to the knots at her wrists. He didn’t fumble; each loop of rope gave way under his precise touch. The blood rushed back into her freed hands with a pleasant sting. “But tell me. Were you afraid? Even for a second?”

He moved to her ankles, untying her, his fingers stroking the faint marks the ropes had left on her skin. The care in the gesture contrasted violently with the filth of the scene moments before.

“Not afraid of him,” she murmured, her voice gaining strength as she flexed her freed limbs. “Never of him. You were there. I was only afraid of... of how much I wanted it. Of how fucking good it felt to have him inside me while you watched.” She met his eyes, her green ones wide and gleaming with a new, shocking honesty. “I could feel your eyes on me like a physical touch. It was for you. All of it was for you.”

A low, approving sound vibrated in Grant’s chest. He finished untying her and then his hands were on her, smearing Miguel’s release across her skin, painting her with it. He gathered the warmth and slickness on his palms and slid them up her torso, over her sensitive breasts, marking her anew as his.

“It was the hottest thing I have ever fucking seen,” he growled, leaning over her, his powerful frame caging her in. “Watching you take him. Watching your face when you came for him. Knowing it was my command that made it happen. That your pleasure, even with another man’s cock buried inside you, belonged to me.”

His words were a catalyst. The last remnants of her nervous energy evaporated, replaced by a pure, undiluted hunger. The psychological high of what they’d just shared crashed over her, merging with a sharp, renewed physical need. For him. Only for him.

“I need you,” she breathed, her hands coming up to clutch at his shoulders, her nails digging into the hard muscle. “Right now, Grant. I need to feel you. I need you to fuck me and make everything just us again.”

A feral grin spread across his face. He didn’t need to be told twice. He stripped his clothes off with a brutal efficiency, his cock springing free, already thick and rock-hard, a blatant testament to his own arousal. He positioned himself between her legs, which fell open for him without a thought, a natural, welcoming homecoming.

He didn’t enter her slowly. He drove into her with a single, powerful thrust that stole the air from her lungs. She was still slick and stretched from Miguel, and the sensation of her husband filling her so completely, so familiarly, unleashed a moan so deep it felt ripped from her soul.

“This is what you needed, isn’t it?” he grunted, his hips setting a relentless, possessive rhythm. “This is what all of that was for. To bring you right here. To me. To this.”

“Yes!” she cried out, her back arching off the bed. Every nerve ending was on fire. The memory of another man’s body was a ghostly echo, instantly overwritten by the overwhelming reality of her husband’s. This was different. This was connection. This was claiming. “It’s only you, Grant! It will always only be you!”

He fucked her with a focused intensity that left no room for anything else. His hands gripped her hips, holding her in place for the brutal, perfect penetration of his cock. The wet, slapping sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, a sweeter, more intimate music than before. He was everywhere—his scent in her nose, the taste of his sweat on her lips, the incredible, stretching fullness of him inside her, the sound of his guttural promises in her ear.

“You’re mine,” he snarled, each word punctuated by a deep thrust. “Every fucked, wet inch of you. That show was for me. This incredible, dirty body is for me. That perfect fucking cunt is mine to fill.”

The coil of pleasure, which had never fully unwound, tightened again with a shocking speed. The dual sensations—the psychological thrill of what they’d done and the physical mastery of how he was fucking her now—collided. Her climax didn’t build; it detonated. It ripped through her without warning, a silent, screaming nova of pleasure that clenched around him, milking his cock with violent, rhythmic spasms.

Her cry was a raw, broken thing. He watched her come apart beneath him, his blue eyes blazing with a triumphant fire, and with a final, deep grind of his hips, he followed her over. He poured himself into her, his own release a hot, pulsing flood that felt like the final, absolute seal on their night. 

He collapsed onto her, his weight a comforting anchor, their sweat-slicked bodies glued together. The room was still thick with the scent of their shared passion, a heady mix of sweat, sex, and the faint metallic tang of the ropes that had bound her just moments ago. Grant’s chest rose and fell in rhythm with hers, his breath warm against her ear as they lay entangled, their hearts beating in sync. She could feel the rapid pulse of his heartbeat against her skin, a reminder of the raw intensity they had just shared.

His hands, still slightly trembling from the release of tension, moved to cradle her face, his thumbs brushing gently over her flushed cheeks. “You were perfect, Ivy,” he murmured, his voice low and hoarse, a stark contrast to the commanding tone he’d used earlier. “Every second of it. Watching you, hearing you—it was like nothing I’ve ever experienced before.” His words wrapped around her like a blanket, soothing yet electrifying, pulling her deeper into the afterglow of their shared fantasy.

She turned her head slightly to catch his gaze, her green eyes soft but still burning with the embers of desire. “I don’t know how to describe what I’m feeling,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “It was... so much, Grant. So intense. But being here with you now, like this—it feels like everything is right where it should be.” Her fingers traced idle patterns on his back, feeling the dampness of his skin and the faint scars that marked him as hers.

He shifted slightly, propping himself up on one arm to look down at her, his blue eyes dark with a mixture of exhaustion and adoration. “You’re my everything,” he said simply, the words heavy with meaning. “What we did tonight—it didn’t change that. If anything, it only made me more certain. You’re mine, Ivy. In every possible way.” His hand moved to her hip, gripping her possessively as if to emphasize his point. The touch sent a shiver through her, reminding her of just how deeply connected they were in this moment.

For a long while, they stayed like that, tangled in each other, their breathing slowly returning to normal. The silence between them was comfortable, filled with unspoken words and shared understanding. Ivy felt a strange mix of vulnerability and power, knowing that while she had been bound and exposed earlier, it was this—their connection, their trust—that truly held her captive. And as she let herself sink into the warmth of his body, she knew there was nowhere else she’d rather be.
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