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“Sometimes, all a woman needs… is the right voice to find her own.”

Chapter 1: Midnight Recording

Elowen Mercer—Lowie to her closest friends and family—was the kind of woman who carried a quiet fire that warmed those around her without ever blazing out of control. At thirty-two, she had a soft, inviting presence: warm olive skin that flushed easily, long chestnut hair often tied back in a loose braid to keep it out of the way during her shifts at the library, and hazel eyes that sparkled with genuine interest when she recommended a book or listened to a patron’s story. She dressed in cozy layers—oversized cardigans over fitted tees, jeans or skirts that hugged her gentle curves without drawing attention. As a librarian, she spent her days surrounded by words, curating community events and volunteering for local projects that kept her connected to people. But lately, that warmth felt dimmed, like a flame starved for oxygen in her comfortable but predictable life.

Her husband, Nolan Hart, was thirty-four and the steady rhythm to her wandering melody. Tall and broad-shouldered, with short dark hair that curled slightly at the ends, piercing green eyes that saw more than he let on, and a neatly trimmed beard that framed a kind, thoughtful smile. He wore casual button-downs rolled to the elbows, revealing forearms toned from drafting tables and site visits as an architect. Nolan was the man who remembered her favorite tea and left notes in her lunch, who could spend hours debating urban design or just holding her in silence. Their marriage was loving—cozy evenings cooking together, weekends exploring the city—but after seven years, the passion had softened into something reliable, the electric sparks of early days fading into gentle embers.

It was New Year’s Eve, the city alive with festive energy—streets packed with revelers in glittering outfits, bars spilling laughter and music, the sharp scent of roasted chestnuts mingling with cold winter air. Fireworks tests boomed sporadically over the river, promising a midnight spectacle that would light up the skyline.

Lowie had volunteered for a special live episode of the local folklore podcast—a community project run out of a small downtown music studio. The host, a bubbly folklorist named Clara, had needed a last-minute reader for Voices of Renewal, tales of fresh starts and midnight magic to ring in the new year. Lowie loved folklore—stories of transformation were her escape—and Nolan had encouraged her, kissing her goodbye with a promise to tune in from home with a glass of champagne.

The studio was tucked into a converted warehouse in the arts district, its entrance marked by a faded mural of sound waves rippling into mythical creatures. Inside, it was dimly lit and inviting: exposed brick walls hung with vintage microphones and faded concert posters, the faint hum of equipment waiting to come alive, the air carrying a mix of coffee and vinyl records.

Clara greeted her at the door with a hug—thirty-eight, wild blonde curls, dressed in a sparkling top that screamed party.

“You’re a lifesaver! The engineer’s in the booth—Cassian. He’ll get you mic’d up. I’m just finishing the intro script.”

Lowie nodded, nerves fluttering in her stomach. She stepped into the recording booth—a small, cozy space with a padded chair, a microphone on a flexible arm, and a large window looking into the control room. Scripts lay on a music stand, and headphones hung waiting.

Through the glass, she saw him.

Cassian Rowe was thirty-five and looked like he belonged in the shadows of a jazz club—tall and lean with broad shoulders, deep mahogany skin that absorbed the soft booth lights, close-cropped black hair, and a short beard framing full lips that curved in a subtle, knowing smile. His eyes were a striking dark brown, almost black in the low light, framed by faint lines that spoke of long nights and deep focus. He wore a black long-sleeve tee that hugged his arms, sleeves pushed up to reveal toned forearms with faint scars from old audio gear mishaps, and dark jeans that sat low on his hips. He moved with quiet confidence, adjusting knobs on the board like a conductor tuning an orchestra.

He looked up as she entered the booth, eyes meeting hers through the glass. A slow smile spread across his face.

“Elowen?” he said over the intercom, voice pouring through the speakers—deep, velvet-smooth, with a faint rasp that wrapped around her name like a caress. It was the kind of voice that belonged to late-night radio, the type that made listeners feel like they were the only one in the world.

“Lowie,” she corrected with a smile, slipping on the headphones. His voice was even more intimate now—directly in her ears, as if he were whispering just for her.

“Lowie,” he repeated, tasting the name. “I’m Cassian. Clara’s running late—traffic jam with the fireworks setup. We’ll do a sound check while we wait.”

She nodded, settling into the chair, the script crinkling in her hands. The booth was soundproof, but his voice felt like it filled every inch of space.

“Read the first paragraph for me,” he said. “Nice and slow. I’ll adjust levels.”

Lowie began—a tale of a woman whispering her secrets to the winter wind at midnight, only to have them returned transformed in the new year.

His voice interrupted gently.

“Hold there—breathe deeper on that line. Let it linger. Imagine you’re sharing it with someone who’s hanging on every word.”

The direction was simple, but his tone made it feel personal—like he was the one hanging on her words. She tried again, voice dropping lower, softer, the story feeling more intimate, more charged.

“Perfect,” he murmured. “Your voice is incredible—warm, inviting. It pulls you in. Makes you want to listen all night.”

Heat rose in her cheeks. The booth felt warmer, the air thicker. She shifted in the chair, thighs pressing together against a sudden ache.

Clara texted: Stuck bad—can you start the live without me? Cassian can cue the music and intros. I’ll jump in when I arrive!

Panic fluttered, but Cassian’s voice calmed her.

“You’ve got this, Lowie. I’ll be right here—in your ear. Guiding you through every step. We’ll make it magic.”

The live light blinked on at 9 PM sharp. Lowie began—nerves steadying as Cassian’s encouragements whispered through the headphones:

“Slower there—let it build… yes, like that, beautiful… hold the pause, make them wait for it.”

His voice was her anchor—deep, unhurried, that kind of sexy bass that didn’t just speak but settled low in the body. Velvet in her ears, praising her, directing her with an intimacy that made her nipples tighten against her sweater, wetness blooming between her legs. The booth was private, but his words felt like hands—confident, knowing—caressing, teasing, as if he already knew where she wanted to be touched.

“Deeper now,” he murmured during a break for music. “Let your voice drop low, like a secret just for the listener.”

She did—feeling the words vibrate in her chest, imagining his voice dropping even lower, whispering filthier secrets:

Spread your legs for me…
Touch yourself while I listen…
Come for me, Lowie.

By the end of the episode, as fireworks began booming outside signaling midnight, she was breathless, thighs slick, clit throbbing with need.

“Beautiful work,” Cassian said as the feed cut. “You were incredible. Happy New Year, Lowie.”

She met his eyes through the glass—dark, intense, holding hers a beat too long.

“Happy New Year,” she whispered back.

Outside, the city exploded in color—fireworks painting the sky in brilliant bursts.

Inside Lowie, something else had exploded—a spark that would soon become a blaze.

And as she stepped into the cold night, phone buzzing with Nolan’s text—You sounded amazing. Coming home soon?—she knew the new year had already brought its first revelation.

A voice that felt like sex itself.

And she couldn’t wait to hear more.

Chapter 2: After-Hours Echoes

January settled over the city like a soft, heavy blanket—snow muffling the streets, holiday lights still twinkling from windows and trees, the air sharp with cold that made every breath visible. The post-holiday quiet felt intimate, like the world had paused to catch its breath after the frenzy of New Year’s.

Lowie couldn’t stop replaying the recording session.

Every night since New Year’s Eve, she’d listened to the raw files Cassian had emailed her “for feedback.” His voice in her headphones during the live episode had been one thing—intimate, guiding, velvet-wrapped. But alone in bed while Nolan slept beside her, or in the bath with steam rising around her, the unedited takes were something else entirely.

His directions, unfiltered:

“Breathe deeper here, Lowie… yes, like that.”
“Let your voice drop low—make it feel like a secret.”
“Perfect… you have no idea how good you sound.”

Each phrase sent heat pooling between her thighs. She’d touch herself listening—fingers sliding slow through slick folds, circling her clit while his voice filled her ears, imagining it was his mouth instead. She came hard every time, biting her lip to stay quiet, body arching as waves crashed through her—always picturing the sounds he’d make when he came.

Would it be a low, breathless groan against her neck, voice thick with pleasure, her name trembling on his lips as he gripped her hips and held back just enough to make it last? Or would it be needier—his mouth at her ear, whispering don’t stop… please… I’m right there, unraveling inside her with every pulsing throb?

She imagined the tension in his shoulders as he lost control, how his dark eyes would lock on hers, wide and undone. His full lips parted, sweat catching in the faint lines at his temples, that lean body pressing hers deeper into the mattress. And sometimes—God—she pictured the feel of him stretching her: thick, heavy, slick with need, dragging slow and deep, every inch of him making her gasp, clench, melt.

And then she’d stop—just for a moment—heart racing, body flushed, the thought of him suspended like a private secret she wasn’t ready to let go of. She’d smile to herself, shake it off, pretend it was nothing. Just a little fantasy.

But it always came back.
And she never really wanted it to stop.

On January 5th, an email arrived from Cassian.

Subject: Raw takes + a bonus track

Attached were the full unedited recordings—plus a new file labeled “Midnight Test – Lowie’s Voice Only.”

Her heart raced.

She waited until Nolan was asleep—curled on his side, breathing steady—then slipped into the living room, headphones on, lights low. The Christmas tree still glowed softly in the corner, casting-colored reflections across the floor.

She played the bonus track first.

It was just her voice—reading a short folklore piece about a woman who confesses her deepest desire to the winter wind at midnight, only to have it returned as a lover’s whisper in her ear.

But between lines, Cassian’s voice—unscripted, raw.

“Beautiful… keep going.”
“That pause—perfect. Makes me want to hear what comes next.”
“Your voice… it’s doing things to me, Lowie.”

The last line was barely audible, like he hadn’t meant to say it aloud.

She was soaked instantly—thighs pressing together on the couch, nipples tight against her thin tank top.

Her phone buzzed—a text from an unknown number.

Did you listen yet?

Her breath caught. She saved the contact as “C.”

Yes, she typed back, fingers trembling.

Good, he replied. Your voice has been in my head all week. Couldn’t sleep without hearing it again.

Heat flooded her. Not just arousal—recognition. The kind that makes you feel exposed even through a screen.

She glanced toward the bedroom. Nolan still slept, undisturbed, breathing steady.

What did you think of the bonus? she asked, trying to keep the question neutral. Professional. Safe.

A pause. Then:

I think you read that story like you meant every word. Like you know what it feels like to want something you shouldn’t.

Her throat tightened.

Her hand drifted to her thigh—not between her legs yet. Just resting there, grounding herself. The ache was already there, low and insistent.

Maybe, she typed.
Or maybe I just understand the story.

Another pause. Longer this time.

You didn’t sound like you were pretending, he replied.
You sounded like someone who knows exactly what she’s asking for… and who she’s asking it from.

Her pulse skipped.

She swallowed, fingers hovering over the screen. This was the moment she could still pull back. Reframe. Joke it away.

Instead, she typed:

Listening to you… it does something to me.

The response came slower now. Careful.

What kind of something?

Her thighs pressed together again. The pressure sent a sharp throb straight through her.

She closed her eyes.

Then typed:

It makes me feel awake.
Too awake to sleep.

Another infuriating pause.

Do you touch yourself when that happens? he asked.

Her breath hitched. The words sat there, waiting. Not demanded. Offered.

She hesitated—heart pounding, guilt flaring briefly as she pictured Nolan down the hall.

Her clit throbbed. She slid a hand beneath her sleep shorts—finding herself drenched, fingers gliding easily through slick folds.

I do, she admitted.

Another pause—longer.

Tell me, he wrote.

She hesitated, heart pounding. Then:

I touch myself listening to you. Every night.

The reply was instant.

Fuck. Right now?

Yes.

Describe it.

Her fingers circled her clit—slow, deliberate—as she typed one-handed.

I’m on the couch. Headphones in. Your voice in my ears. Fingers on my clit—wet, swollen. Thinking about your mouth there instead.

His response came faster.

Spread your legs wider. Imagine it’s my tongue—slow licks up your pussy, tasting how wet you are for me. Circling your clit, sucking it gently while I slide two fingers inside you.

She moaned softly—hips rocking, fingers moving faster.

Tell me how it feels, he wrote.

So good, she typed. I’m close already.

Don’t come yet, he commanded. Wait for me.

The phone rang—his name on the screen.
She answered, breath ragged.

“Lowie,” he said, voice lower than in the studio, rough with want. “I want to hear you.”

She glanced down the hall—Nolan was still asleep.
“Wait,” she whispered, heart pounding.

She shifted back into the couch, holding the phone close, her other hand sliding between her legs.

“I’m ready,” she said softly.

“Touch yourself for me,” he murmured. “Slow. Tell me everything.”

Her fingers obeyed—sliding through slickness, circling her clit.

“I’m so wet,” she whispered. “Dripping down my thighs. My clit’s throbbing—hard, sensitive.”

He groaned softly. “Slide two fingers inside. Fuck yourself slow. Imagine it’s my cock—thick, stretching you.”

She did—pushing deep, curling, the wet sounds loud in the quiet room.

“Tell me how my cock would feel,” he said, voice dropping to a filthy rasp. “Be honest.”

The way he said cock—low, rough, unapologetic—made her clench around her own fingers. It wasn’t just the word. It was how it landed in her ear, hot and deliberate, like he was already inside her and wanted her to feel every inch.

She whimpered. “Big,” she breathed out, like she couldn’t hold the word back. “So thick…”

Her hips rolled helplessly as two fingers slid deeper—slick and warm, curling just right. “You’d… stretch me,” she whispered. “So deep…”

“Fuck,” he breathed. “I’m stroking myself thinking about it. Hard as hell. Pre-cum leaking just imagining your tight pussy taking me.”

The image sent her higher—her fingers moving faster now, plunging into slick heat while her thumb circled her clit in tight, needy strokes.

“I want to taste you,” he growled. “Spread you open and lick your pussy until you’re squirting on my tongue. Then fuck you slow—deep strokes while I suck your nipples, make you come around my cock.”

She was close—body tensing, breath hitching.

“Come for me,” he commanded. “Let me hear you fall apart.”

She did—hard, sudden—her pussy clamping down around her fingers like a vice, a choked whimper slipping past her bitten lip as the orgasm ripped through her in sharp, shuddering waves.

She curled tighter into the sheets, thighs trembling, wetness flooding her palm in hot pulses.

Every muscle locked to keep the cry locked in her throat—only broken, breathy gasps leaking out, barely audible, ragged and needy.

Her free hand flew to her mouth, pressing hard, muffling the last helpless little “mmph” as aftershocks rolled through her, slick dripping down her wrist, body quaking silently in the dark.

Her orgasm echoed down the line, pulling him over the edge like a tide.

His voice poured through the phone like spilled honey—slow, thick, ruined. Silky and wrecked all at once.

“Fuck… Lowie…”

A low, guttural rumble started deep in his chest, building into a shaky exhale.

“Lowie… ahh—shit—”

His breath hitched hard, turned ragged. Then the groan ripped out—long, deep, animal—his hips jerking with every pulse.

“Nngh… f-fuck… Lowie—”

Her name came out slurred, helpless, stretched on the last syllable like he was begging and breaking at the same time:

“Lowie… Lowieee… fuck—Lowie—”

It dissolved into a choked, shuddering moan—half growl, half plea—before everything went to heavy, uneven panting. Like it hurt to let it go. Low. Broken. Sexy enough to make her come all over again.

Wet sounds of his hand slowing… slowing… then stopping.

Just his rough, satisfied breaths filling the line, still thick with that honeyed rasp.

They breathed together—ragged, shared.

After, silence but for their slowing breaths.

“Happy New Year, Lowie,” he whispered finally.

She smiled in the dark.

It was only January.

But the year already felt endless with possibility.

And sin.


Chapter 3: Holiday Heatwave

January dragged on like a slow, delicious tease.
Outside, the city was locked in a cold snap—sidewalks glassed over with ice, breath fogging thick in the air, and holiday lights still clinging stubbornly to bare branches like a memory no one wanted to let go of.

But inside Lowie and Nolan’s loft, heat pulsed like a heartbeat through every room.

She didn’t tell him everything. Not yet. But he felt it.

Felt how her body had changed. How she was always wet. How her skin flushed hotter, her breath came faster, her moans sounded rawer—like she’d been edging herself for hours before he even touched her. Because she had.

Nights had become her private ritual: headphones in, blanket pulled up, legs spread, fingers slick as Cassian’s voice poured into her ears. Dirty. Deep. Commanding. He’d talk her through it, whisper things no one had ever dared say to her, things she wanted to hear. Needed. Sometimes she’d come twice before midnight, biting her lip to keep from crying out.

By morning, she was soaked again.

Nolan didn’t know what she was listening to—but he knew something was different.

She was different.

They were having sex more than ever. Not in some wild, performative way—just… constantly. Naturally. Like their bodies couldn’t not find each other. Morning, afternoon, middle of the night—it didn’t matter. If he so much as touched her lower back while passing by, she’d lean into it, eyes heavy, breath catching.

Sometimes he’d wake to feel her moving beside him, slow and restless, her thigh sliding over his, hips shifting against him in sleep. Like her body was chasing something even in her dreams.

Other times, he’d walk into the kitchen and find her braced over the counter, cheeks flushed, breathing hard, one hand between her legs like she couldn’t wait—not even two minutes.

And when he reached for her?

She didn’t play coy. She didn’t hold back.
She needed it.

“Please,” she’d whisper, already melting under his touch. “Don’t make me wait.”

It turned him on more than he knew how to say—how open she was now, how hungry. It wasn’t just about sex. It was something deeper. Like she’d tapped into some buried part of herself… and finally stopped hiding it.

And every time he made her come—messy, shaking, whispering his name like a secret—he felt it too.

She was changing.

And taking him with her.

Lowie, who used to be shy about saying what she wanted, now whispered filth like it was a prayer.

“Harder. Fill me. Use me—God, yes, like that.”
Words that curled his toes and made his heart pound, because she wasn’t just wet—she was possessed.

In the shower, she’d drop to her knees, looking up at him with that wild gleam in her eye. Tongue out, ready. He didn’t even have to ask.

They fucked on the couch, against the washer, half-dressed and panting, her head tipped back with eyes glazed over like she was elsewhere—like there was still a voice in her ears, pushing her deeper.

And Nolan?
He didn’t stop her.
He matched her.
He gripped her hips harder, fucked her longer, listened closer.

Because whatever this was…
It was bringing her back to life.

And she was dragging him with her.

Nolan never thought she was cheating.
Not really.

There were no hidden messages. No late-night calls. No names he didn’t recognize. Her phone was boring in the way married phones usually are—emails, reminders, work threads that went nowhere. He’d glanced once, half-ashamed of himself, and found nothing that pointed to another body. Another man.

But her desire—that was unmistakable.

Something about the work she did with her headphones on was changing her. He didn’t know what she was listening to, only that it absorbed her completely. She’d say it was editing, or prep, or voice notes she needed to review. Work-related. Always reasonable. Always calm.

Yet every time she slipped the headphones over her ears, her body betrayed her.

Her posture softened. Her thighs pressed together. Her breathing changed—shallower, then slower, like she was easing herself into something private. Sometimes her hand would drift to her collarbone, fingers resting there as if she needed to ground herself.

And later—much later—she’d come back to bed already warm.

Nolan started noticing the patterns before he noticed the details.

The bed empty when he reached for her after midnight.
The living room dark, but not asleep.
The couch giving a single, quiet creak—as if it had just let her go.

In the morning, her phone would be face-down on the nightstand, screen cool now but unmistakably used. Her skin would still hold a faint heat when she curled back against him, legs tangling with his, breath a little too slow for someone who’d only gone to get water.

And her body—God, her body.

She was wet constantly now. Not just aroused, but ready. As if something had already been said to her before he ever touched her. When he slid a hand between her thighs in the dark, she’d open instantly, hips lifting to meet him with a needy little sound that hadn’t existed before.

That was when it hit him.

Whatever she was listening to wasn’t distracting her from him.

It was feeding her.

She fucked differently now—closer, more vocal, less careful. She whispered things into his neck that felt practiced, confident, like she’d rehearsed them somewhere safe and secret before offering them to him.

“Don’t stop.”
“Like that.”
“I want you inside me—now.”

Lowie had never been crude. Never rushed. But now she sounded hungry in a way that made Nolan’s chest tighten and his cock ache. Like she was already halfway gone when he entered her. Like he was finishing something that had started hours earlier.

And the signs kept stacking up.

The faint, unmistakable scent of her arousal clinging to the sheets.
The throw pillow on the couch always slightly out of place.
The way she’d come back to bed and press herself against him, still trembling, like her body hadn’t fully settled yet.

She never explained.

She didn’t have to.

Nolan lay awake some nights, listening to the quiet after she slipped out, and let the truth form slowly in his chest—not as fear, not as jealousy, but as something darker and more intimate.

She wasn’t being taken from him.

She was being opened.

And sometimes—when the silence stretched too long—he touched himself to the thought of her touching herself. Not with another man’s hands. But with another man’s voice guiding her, heating her up, sending her back to him already undone.

It had been building for weeks.
And Nolan let it.
Because whatever was happening in the dark…
It was coming back to him in the light.
And it unfolded one Wednesday night.

Lowie was sprawled on the couch—knees bent, thighs parted just enough, one foot propped against the cushion, the other lazily hooked over the armrest. Her shorts were tugged down just far enough to give her fingers room to move—slow, rhythmic, deliberate between her slick folds—yet still bunched around her thighs, as if she could pull them back up at a moment’s notice.

Headphones in.

Cassian’s voice, low and coaxing, poured into her ears like velvet smoke.

I’d nuzzle you slow, baby… breathe you in, taste every soft, swollen inch, and stay there until your thighs shook and you forgot every name but mine.

Nolan froze in the hallway, breath caught.

He didn’t hear the name—he didn’t need to.
It had to be him.
Cassian. The one who sent her those late-night “work emails.”
He wasn’t sure, but the only guy she seemed to be in touch with… was him.

She was breathing hard now—chest rising, skin flushed, the heat blooming uncontrollably as slick coated her fingers and tension gathered low in her belly.

She didn’t hear Nolan come in.

Lowie’s hand moved again—slow, soaked, hypnotic. Her fingers slid through her slick folds with practiced ease, tracing circles around her clit, then dipping back down, teasing, building, edging herself with deliberate cruelty. Her hips moved with it—small, searching thrusts that said she wasn’t just touching herself, she was being touched in her mind. Filled. Stretched. Owned.

She was in another place entirely.

Nolan stood frozen in the doorway, half in shadow, breath locked in his chest.

She didn’t see him.
She’d slipped past awareness, past caution—into that narrow, private place where only need survived.

Her headphones were still on, tangled loosely in her hair, Cassian’s voice curling into her like smoke. Her lips moved, soundlessly at first, then caught a whisper that made Nolan’s stomach flip.

“Cassian…”

It wasn’t said like a name.
It was said like a spell.

Her legs shifted restlessly, thighs parting wider. One foot dug into the cushion for leverage, the other falling off the edge of the couch, toes flexing as her hand moved faster now—less teasing, more needy.

A whimper slipped out. Then another.

She was flushed, panting, her chest heaving beneath the cling of her thin tank top, nipples peaked and straining against the fabric. Sweat had gathered along her throat, shimmering in the low lamplight.

“God… yes…” she breathed, voice barely there, “please… say it again…”

Nolan’s cock throbbed in his shorts.

He didn’t move.
Didn’t speak.
He just watched, stunned, devoured, hard as stone—every muscle in his body pulled tight.

She moaned again, higher now. Her brows drew together. Her lips parted wider. Her hand was moving faster, wetter, messier. The couch creaked beneath her. Her whole body was trembling.

She was right on the edge.

“I’m gonna—”

The sound of a glass gently hitting the countertop made her eyes fly open—heart jolting, mouth parted in a startled gasp.

He stood at the edge of the room, a glass of water still in his hand, staring at her.

Her hand froze between her legs.

Nolan’s gaze dropped—slow, searing—trailing from the rise of her chest to where her shorts were shoved halfway down her thighs, fingers glistening in the dim light.

Lowie’s breath caught. Her cheeks burned. She pulled the headphones out, pulse thudding in her throat.

“I—” she started, but the words tangled. She wasn’t sure what she was going to say. Lie? Apologize?

He crossed the room in silence, his jaw tense, eyes unreadable. When he knelt in front of her, she held her breath.

“Don’t stop,” he said softly, voice rougher than she’d ever heard it. Not angry—something deeper. “Let me watch.”

The air cracked between them. Tense. Forbidden. Electric.

Her fingers twitched where they rested against her thigh. Her body, still coiled in arousal, throbbed with the ache of being left mid-climb. Her thumb trembled as she tapped the mute button. The silence was immediate.

“I—Nolan—” she whispered, but her hand was already drifting back, her skin burning under his stare.

“Is it the guy from the studio?” he asked quietly, eyes never leaving hers. “In your ears?”

She nodded once—shaky, aroused, ashamed. “I didn’t plan to…”

“I know,” he said, and something in his voice broke her open.

“Continue,” he said, gesturing toward the mute button.

Lowie’s hand moved again—tentative at first, then deeper, wetter, needier. Her legs trembled as Nolan sat back on his heels, watching—eyes dark, hungry, fixed on the slick slide of her fingers and the flush rising in her cheeks.

He didn’t touch her.
He didn’t need to.
He just watched her come apart.

And she did—fingers trembling, breath breaking, hips rising to meet her own touch, the guilt and heat and release crashing through her like a wave.

She came hard—hips rocking, fingers working faster as Cassian’s voice filled her ears, low and reverent, telling her how good she sounded, how beautiful she must look falling apart like that.

And Nolan watched every second of it.

Then, with a shaky breath and her body still quivering, Lowie reached up and ended the call.

Silence bloomed between them—thick, charged, holy.

Nolan pulled her tank top all the way up, mouth latching onto her nipple—sucking hard, teeth grazing. His hand replaced hers between her legs—two fingers pushing deep, curling, thumb on her clit.

She came hard—pussy clenching around his fingers, moan muffled by the headphones, body arching off the couch.

He didn’t stop—fucked her with his fingers through it, then pulled them out and fed them to her.

“Taste how wet he makes you,” he growled.

She sucked them clean—eyes locked on his—tasting herself sharp and sweet.

Then he flipped her over the arm of the couch—yanking her leggings down, thrusting into her from behind in one deep stroke.

“Tell me what he said,” he demanded, pounding her hard. “Tell me while I fuck you.”

She did—voice breaking with each thrust—repeating Cassian’s words, how his voice made her drip, how she imagined his mouth on her.

Nolan groaned—hips snapping faster.

“You want his cock, don’t you? Want him to fuck this pussy while I watch?”

“Yes—God, yes—”

He came hard—filling her deep, grinding against her ass as he pulsed.

She followed—second orgasm crashing through her, pussy milking him.

After, they lay tangled on the couch—sweat-slick, breathing hard.

Nolan kissed her slow and deep.

“I love seeing you like this,” he whispered. “Alive. Wanting.”

She searched his face—no jealousy, just heat and love.

“You’re not… mad?”

He shook his head, hand sliding between her legs again—fingers tracing where his cum leaked from her.

“I’m turned on,” he admitted. “Harder than I’ve been in years. Knowing another man’s voice makes you this wet… and that you still want me.”

Just then, her phone lit up again—Cassian calling back.
She hesitated for only a second before answering, her voice still breathless.

“My husband woke up,” she murmured.

A pause. Then Cassian’s voice—soft, amused. “All good?”

She swallowed, catching Nolan’s gaze. “Yes. Did you…?”

“I did,” Cassian said, voice thick. “Like always. I couldn’t help myself.”

A beat of silence passed.

“Goodnight, baby.”

She hesitated, then whispered, “Night.”

And then the call ended.

The room fell quiet, save for their breathing.
Nolan leaned forward and slid two fingers inside her—slow, careful, reverent. Her body clenched around him instantly, still wet, still throbbing.

“Keep turning him on,” he said, voice low and steady. “Keep wanting. Just tell me everything.”

The next morning, she couldn’t look at him.

Lowie stood in the kitchen in nothing but his t-shirt, stirring oat milk into her coffee like the silence might fix everything. Her thighs were still sore. Her clit still ached. Her voice felt caught somewhere in her throat.

“I didn’t plan it,” she said finally, barely above a whisper. “Last night. I… I didn’t know how it happened.”

Nolan leaned against the counter, shirtless, coffee mug in hand, his eyes on her over the rim as he took a slow sip.

“You mean coming on the couch while he talked you through it?” he said calmly, like they were talking about groceries.

She winced. Her cheeks flushed. “Yeah.”

He set the mug down.

“Well, it turned you on,” he said simply. “Didn’t it?”

She looked up at him—wide-eyed, guilt blooming under her ribs—but nodded.

“And we’re both benefiting,” he added, voice low, unbothered. “So feel free. Seriously.”

Her mouth parted. “You’re… not upset?”

He shook his head, stepping closer. His fingers brushed her hip.

“If I can jerk off to thoughts of other women I’ll never fuck,” he murmured, “why shouldn’t you get off to someone who turns you on with just his voice?”

Lowie blinked, stunned. Turned on.

“You’re saying I can just…?”

“Masturbate to him?” Nolan’s eyes darkened. “Yeah. God, yes. Especially if you’re coming back to bed soaked for me.”

She shivered.

He reached behind her, palm splaying low on her back as he kissed her—deep, slow, tasting her breath like he already missed it.

“Just don’t hide it,” he murmured against her lips. “I want to know what he says. I want to see what it does to you.”

Her knees nearly buckled.

Something shifted between them in that moment—not just permission, but recognition. Nolan wasn’t threatened by what Cassian stirred in her. He was turned on by it. He wanted her open. Lit up. Needing.

And more than that—he wanted to see it.

From that morning on, something new settled into the rhythm of their days. A current beneath everything. No guilt. No pretending.

Just permission.

And with it, the heat between them exploded.

Some nights, Nolan took her like he used to—rough, raw, relentless.

They’d claw at each other across the bed, breathless, laughing, moaning, rolling until one of them gave in. Lowie would straddle him, hair wild, cunt already dripping, riding him so deep and slow it felt like prayer. She’d whisper the dirtiest lines between gasps—broken, breathless—voice cracking as he fucked her through them, chasing the same ghost they both craved.

Other nights were different.

Quieter.

He’d kiss her forehead, stroke her hip, and say, “Go ahead.”
And she would.

She’d take her phone to the couch, headphones in, and let Cassian’s voice wrap around her like smoke. She’d spread her legs and touch herself slow, the way he told her to, hips rising with every filthy word.

From the bedroom, Nolan would lie still—listening. Imagining. Stroking himself as the couch creaked, as she whimpered softly into the dark.

He gave her that space. Let her have it fully.

But sometimes, when he couldn’t take it anymore—when the silence stretched too long or the sounds drove him mad—he’d get up, find her soaked and trembling, and take her the way she needed.

One night, he pinned her against the bedroom door—her legs locked around his waist, nails raking his shoulders, back grinding against peeling paint with every brutal stroke.

“Imagine it’s him,” Nolan growled, lips pressed to her ear, voice thick with hunger and something darker. “Imagine his cock stretching you open—right here, right now—while I stand outside the door, hard and helpless, stroking myself to the sound of you being ruined.”

The words detonated her.

Lowie shattered—pussy clamping like a fist, a strangled cry swallowed against his shoulder as she came hard, squirting down his thighs in hot, uncontrollable bursts. Her body convulsed, shaking with aftershocks, tears stinging her eyes from the sheer force of it.

Another night, she sprawled on the cold kitchen tiles. He spread her wide, beard rough against the insides of her thighs, tongue relentless.

Above them, her phone lay on the floor—speaker low.

Cassian’s voice poured out like sin.

“You’re such a sexy slut,” he murmured, “I’d fill you until you begged me to stop. Until you forgot your husband’s name.”

Nolan didn’t flinch. He doubled down—tongue plunging deep, fingers gripping her hips as he sucked her clit hard. She came once—then again—sobbing both their names in the same breath, trembling as she rode his mouth like she needed to be emptied completely.

By the end of January, the air between them crackled with something unbearable.

Cassian’s voice wasn’t enough anymore.

Lowie needed more—he could see it in her eyes. The way she bit her lip after coming, unsatisfied. The way she looked past him some nights, body still humming like it was waiting for a different touch. A different weight.

She needed heat.
Skin.
A real cock to do what the voice had only promised.

And Nolan?

He needed to see it.

To feel what it did to him when she gave herself over. When she moaned another man’s name while riding his mouth. When she clenched around him, still tasting someone else’s cum.

The heatwave hadn’t broken.
It had deepened. Turned feral.
And the fire—and the threshold—the one that would take them past the edge and burn them clean, was already at the door.
Waiting to be let in.

Chapter 4: The Point of No Return

January had become exquisite torture.

The kind that made Lowie’s clit throb just from the weight of her phone in her pocket.

Cassian’s voice lived under her skin now—low, velvet command, every syllable designed to unravel her. She’d started wearing loose skirts and soft cotton panties because anything tighter turned the friction into punishment. By noon she was already slick, aching, thighs pressing together every time she remembered how he’d told her last night: “Spread wider, baby. Let me hear how greedy that cunt gets for me.”

Nolan noticed.
Of course he did. And he was in no way helping her quell her lust.

He’d catch the flush climbing her throat when her screen lit up, see her bite her lip, and five seconds later he had her pinned against the nearest surface—kitchen island, hallway wall, bedroom door—skirt shoved to her waist, fingers plunging into her soaked heat without preamble.

“Low baby you’re fucking drenched again,” he’d rasp against her ear, curling those fingers until she whimpered. “Still replaying his dirty little script in your head? The one where he tells you to rub that swollen clit until you’re crying for him?”

She’d arch, shameless, grinding down on his hand.
“Yes—fuck, yes.”

He’d replace his fingers with his cock then—thick, relentless—pounding into her while he kept whispering Cassian’s lines like he’d memorized them.

She’d come screaming, squirting messily over his thighs, muffling the sound against her own forearm so the neighbors wouldn’t hear how completely she was breaking.



Lowie knew her husband was being such a tease.
Letting her have her late-night rituals. Pretending not to notice how she came back to bed soaked and trembling, flushed from a voice that wasn’t his.
He’d touch her just enough to let her know he was hard. Sometimes kiss her shoulder. Say nothing.

So in her own playful manner, she decided to up the ante.

One night, she didn’t slip out to the living room.

She stayed right there in their bed, heart hammering, thighs already trembling.
Headphones in.
Cassian’s voice purring straight into her cunt.

And this time—she hit record. She wanted Nolan to hear every second.

The call connected with a soft chime. Cassian’s voice came through low and warm, like he was leaning against something in the dark.

“Hey, gorgeous.”

Lowie smiled before she could stop herself. “Hey.”

A pause. A shared breath.

“You alone?” he asked, voice casual, but loaded.

She glanced toward the bedroom. Nolan hadn’t said a word, but she knew he was awake. Listening.

“Nolan’s asleep as usual”

Cassian chuckled. “That sounds promising. Bless that man. Such a saint.”

Lowie let out a breathy laugh, eyes flicking towards her sleepy husband.  Thankfully, he didn’t snore.

“He’s… generous,” she said softly. “More than I deserve.”

A pause.

Cassian’s voice dropped half a register. “So… you ready to please that pretty pussy of yours?”

She bit her lip. “It’s late.”

“That didn’t answer my question.”

She laughed again—quieter this time, breath catching on the inhale.

“Then take it as a yes.”

A beat of silence passed between them—warm, stretched tight, dangerous.

“How was your day?” Cassian asked, voice low, unhurried, like he already knew the answer.

“Long,” Lowie whispered. “I couldn’t focus. Kept thinking about you. About… last time.”

“I’ve been thinking about you too.” A pause—slow, deliberate. “Been hard all evening. You’ve become a fetish for me.”

Her breath stuttered. Heat bloomed fast, low, undeniable.

The room was dark, the sheets warm from shared sleep. Nolan lay beside her, chest rising and falling in that deep, steady rhythm she knew by heart. His back was turned. Or so she thought.

One earbud pressed into her ear, the other muffled by the pillow. Her phone rested against her thigh beneath the covers. Her hand slipped down, careful, practiced—she’d learned how to move without shaking the mattress.

Cassian’s voice slid into her like oil.

“Tell me what you’re wearing.”

She swallowed, fingers curling instinctively.

“Just a tank top,” she murmured. “No bra. No panties. Just those soft grey shorts you like.”

“The ones that barely cover your ass?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Fuck,” he breathed. “Are they already wet?”

Her fingers slipped beneath the waistband—found heat, slick and swollen, skin already sticky.

“Yes.”

“Spread yourself,” he said quietly. “Slow. I want you open for me.”

She did. The sheet shifted as her thighs parted, knees bending, one foot sliding up the mattress. Her fingers sank into soaked folds, gathering slick, dragging it up to her clit. Her lips parted on a silent gasp.

“Circle it,” he murmured. “Just the tip of your finger. Tease that greedy little clit.”

Her hips rolled—small, desperate movements. Her body reacted instantly, tightening, pulsing. She had to bite down on her lip to keep quiet.

He kept going ““Good girl… slow circles on your clit, just like that…”

Lowie whispered, “Oh yes, feels. so..good.”

“I wish I could see you,” Cassian said. “That pretty cunt spread open. Dripping all over your fingers.”

Her breath hitched—sharp, helpless.

“I know your thighs are slick by now,” he went on. “Sticky. Probably soaking the sheets. Bet if your husband saw you now, he’d feel it. Smell how fucking wet you are for me. Your pussy marinating for me.”

Lowie whimpered, her voice barely a breath.
“Oh god…”

Her thighs clenched, breath catching as if the words themselves touched her through  velvet-wrapped baritone.

Her heart slammed in her chest.

She didn’t stop.

Two fingers now—pressing, circling, sliding—her clit swollen and aching, begging. Her whole body was tense, coiled tight, every nerve screaming.

Cassian’s voice dropped lower. Rougher.

“You know what I should do?” he said, his leather-wrapped drawl curling through the line like a threat and a promise. “I should hang up. Leave you right here—aching, dripping. Let you fall asleep next to him with my voice still in your head… and that needy pussy still empty.”

Her mouth fell open.

“No,” she breathed, barely sound. “Please—don’t hang up. I need it. I need your voice.”

He groaned. “Then come for me. Right now. I want to hear how good you sound when you lose control. Go on please that pussy with your finger. Deep. Deep. Don’t you stop.”

Her body surged—hips jerking, thighs clamping, fingers frantic as pleasure tore through her. Her mouth opened on a wet, helpless moan she couldn’t stop, couldn’t swallow back.

That was when Nolan moved.

Slow. Silent.

Rolling onto his side.

Facing her.

His eyes opened—dark, steady, burning.

He saw everything.

The earbud. The phone. The way her hips were rocking under the sheet. Her hand buried between her thighs. The slick shine on her fingers when she shifted.

His gaze dropped—unblinking—to the movement beneath the covers.

Lowie froze for half a second.

Then Cassian spoke again.
“Be a good girl,” he said. “Say my name when you come.” 

Her eyes stayed locked on Nolan’s, but her fingers didn’t slow—two knuckles deep, working her slick folds with desperate precision.

Cassian held her there with nothing but his voice—
Hovering.
Shaking.
Ruined.

“Good girl,” he rasped, darker now dripping with sensual authority. “Say my name when you fuckin’ come.”

Lowie whimpered.
Her fingers moved faster, soaking every breathless stroke, her cunt so wet it sounded obscene.
Every thrust a messy, soaked whisper against her swollen flesh—his name already swelling at the back of her throat, aching to spill.

And then it happened.
Primal. Unstoppable.
Her voice didn’t even sound like hers anymore.

Cassian—oh God, Cassian—Oh, Cassian, Cass-siaann.
It broke on his name.
Fractured.
Undone.

Her body took over—hips bucking, thighs trembling, fingers buried deep in the wet heat he’d summoned with nothing but his voice.

She came hard.
Eyes wide.
Locked on her husband’s.

Her pleasure spilled through her—raw, involuntary, honest.
Her body didn’t lie.
Not to Cassian.
Not to Nolan.
Not to herself.

The room filled with the visceral sounds of her release—
The slick, rhythmic glide of fingers parting soaked flesh.
The soft shift of cotton beneath her thighs.
The quiet, desperate suction of a drenched cunt clenching around nothing, begging to be filled.

“Cassian,” she moaned again—filthy, reverent, real—as her body convulsed beside her husband.

Nolan watched it all unfold.
The arch of her back.
The shudder in her hips as she chased the final pulses.
The wet sounds echoing through the room.
The flush spreading across her chest.
The tight line of her jaw.
The exact second her orgasm cracked through her with a full-body twitch.

He said nothing.
Not yet.

But his cock throbbed against his waistband—straining, aching—wrecked by the woman moaning for another man right beside him, so turned on he couldn’t breathe.



The silence afterward was thick. Glowing.

Her body trembled in the aftermath—legs still parted, fingers glistening. Her breath came in shallow waves, nipples pebbled beneath the thin tank top, stomach rising and falling with each pulse of aftershock.

Cassian’s voice was still in her ear.

“Goodnight, baby,” he murmured. “Sleep soaked.”

The line went dead.

Lowie blinked, exhaled, and slowly turned her head.

Nolan hadn’t moved.

He was still lying on his side, watching her with dark, unreadable eyes.

And then she saw it—the tent in his shorts, thick and unmistakable, straining against the cotton.

Her mouth curved. Wicked. Soft. Honest.

“I’m going for a quick pee,” she said, rolling carefully onto her back, legs still loose, soaked between the thighs.

He didn’t respond—just followed her with his eyes.

At the edge of the bed, she paused. Reached for her phone. Flicked the audio from the earbuds to speaker.

She smirked over her shoulder.

“Since you’re up…” she murmured, “how about you listen to this?”

She pressed play as her conversation with Cassian filled the bedroom.

Nolan’s gaze dropped to her ass—barely covered in those clingy grey shorts, still damp with arousal, fabric molded to the curve of her body. He watched her walk to the bathroom, hips swaying, thighs glistening in the dim light.

She closed the door.

She peed, washed her face, tried to steady her breath.
She couldn’t wait to see his expression.
To read what he wasn’t saying.
Was he turned on? Confused? Already imagining her with him again?

By the time she came out—hair pushed back, eyes a little clearer—the room was pulsing.

Nolan was still in bed.

But now—his hand was around his cock, shorts shoved down, his body flushed, jaw tight.

And her voice was playing.

“Please… don’t hang up… I need your voice—”

Cassian groaned through the speaker—low, filthy, gruff, his voice whiskey-soaked and ragged with need.

“Say my name when you come.”

Lowie stood at the foot of the bed, watching her husband stroke himself to the sound of her voice—moaning for another man.
It hit her like a jolt to the chest.
Erotic.
Wild.
Real.

She smiled slowly.
Walked toward him. 

Nolan hit stop on the voice and set the phone on the nightstand, eyes never leaving hers.

“He really does sound sexy,” she whispered, crawling up over his thighs.

Nolan’s eyes burned into hers.
“So do you,” he said.

Then he grabbed her hips—flipped her onto her back, yanked her shorts aside, and slammed into her dripping cunt in one thick, ruthless thrust.

Lowie cried out—sharp, raw.
Her body was still sensitive, still open, still wet from the orgasm she’d had for Cassian.
He didn’t ease in.
He didn’t hold back.
He fucked her like he’d been waiting to.
Watching her fall apart for someone else and letting it live inside him until now—until he snapped.

“Tell me again what he said to you,” Nolan growled, his hips pounding into her, deep and hungry.

Lowie’s eyes flashed. “Didn’t you hear it?”

His hand caught her jaw—not rough, but firm. Holding her there.
“I want to hear it from you,” he said, voice low and dangerous.

She gasped; thighs locked around his waist.
“He… he told me to circle it slow—said I was dripping—fuck—”

“That’s right,” he snarled. “Soaked from his voice. Fucked by your husband.”

She arched into him, another orgasm already building, her body helpless to stop it.

“Come for me again,” he ordered. “Right now.”

She reached for the phone, but Nolan was faster.
He snatched it from the nightstand without missing a stroke, thumbed the screen, and cranked the volume all the way up.

Cassian’s voice filled the room like smoke—low, filthy, commanding.
“ Good girl…Say my name when you fuckin’ come.”

Lowie shattered.
Hard.
Fast.

With Nolan deep inside her.
With her thighs trembling, her cunt soaked and clenching.
With Cassian’s voice echoing through the room like it belonged there.

Her voice broke as her climax tore through her.
“Cassian—oh God—Cassian—”

Nolan’s cock twitched inside her, his body going taut.
But he didn’t stop.
Didn’t slow.

He growled against her neck, each thrust a brutal claim.
“You like that?”
“Hearing how wet he makes you?”
“How you beg like a needy little whore?”

The headboard slammed into the wall.
Her cries mixed with the slick, obscene sounds of her own body.

He deftly hit rewind so that the words Cassian—oh God, Cassian—Oh, Cassian, Cass-siaann”

It echoed around them, louder now.
A chorus.
A memory looped like a chant.

“Say it now,” Nolan snarled. “Say his name while I’m buried in this cunt.”

She did.
Whimpering.
Shaking.
“Cassian…”

Nolan groaned—low, guttural, feral—and drove harder.

“Fuck—you want him here, don’t you?”
“You want me to watch while he stretches you open?”
“You want to come apart on his cock while I sit right here and see exactly what he does to you?”

“Yes—fuck—yes—”

Her voice broke as she said it, hips arching up to meet him, cunt clenching around him like she was already taking both men in her mind.

That was all it took.

Nolan buried himself deep—one final thrust, brutal and shaking—his whole body locked over hers as he came with a raw, helpless sound.
Thick pulses filled her, hot and hard, his cock twitching deep inside her soaked, used cunt.

He didn’t move.
Didn’t breathe for a second.
Just held there—his hands gripping her thighs, his jaw pressed to her shoulder, his release spilling into the same body that had just moaned another man’s name.

His body over hers.
Her voice in his ear.
Cassian’s voice still thick in the air.

And between them—
Something dangerous.
Something new.
Something neither of them could ever take back.

They lay together in the thick quiet of the room, their bodies slick with sweat and release, limbs tangled under rumpled sheets that clung to their skin. The scent of sex still hung in the air—musky, heady, and unmistakably theirs. The phone screen had gone black, the last echo of her moan swallowed into silence, but the memory still pulsed between them.

Lowie rested her head against Nolan’s chest, her cheek rising and falling with the steady rhythm of his breath. Her fingers traced the faint trail of hair down his stomach, the movement lazy and absent, but filled with a quiet kind of closeness.

“How was it?” Nolan asked at last, his voice rough and low.

Lowie smiled into his skin. “Incredible.”

He let out a soft exhale, one hand sliding up her back, anchoring her close.

For a while, they didn’t speak—just let the warmth settle, the adrenaline fade.

Then Nolan shifted slightly, looking down at her. “You really want to meet him?”

Lowie didn’t answer right away. She looked toward the ceiling, her brow furrowing, not from doubt but contemplation.

“I don’t think so,” she said eventually. “I mean, I don’t not want to… but…”

Nolan tilted his head. “But don’t you want to?”

She let out a breath. “I don’t know. I don’t know him, not really. Just… his voice. And what it does to me.” Her lips curved into a sheepish smile. “Which, clearly, is a lot.”

He grinned, eyes soft despite the heat still burning in them.

“He looks hot,” she added. “He’s Black. He’s got this… presence, even in a voice note. And yeah, he’s ridiculously handsome. But beyond that? I don’t know. I’ve never even heard his laugh in real life. Never seen the way he looks at someone across a room. That stuff matters.”

Nolan brushed a lock of hair from her face, eyes studying hers. “Do you think about how he’d fuck you? About his cock?”

Lowie groaned, laughing as she buried her face in his chest. “Don’t.”

“Come on,” he said, smiling. “You’ve thought about it.”

“Of course I’ve thought about it,” she said, lifting her head again. “You know how wet he makes me. You’ve seen it. Heard it. Felt it. All of this—his voice, your reaction, the way we’ve been since it started—it’s made everything between us more intense. More real. It’s like… he unlocked something, and you let it live.”

Nolan’s thumb stroked her side, slow and grounding.

“But I don’t think I’d go further with him,” she said, her voice softening. “Not unless it really felt right. And honestly? I don’t think he’s looking for more either. We met once, just briefly. Since then it’s just been emails, and these calls. Nothing pushy. Nothing suggestive beyond what I invite.”

Nolan was quiet, listening.

“He could’ve said something by now,” she went on. “If he really was interested.”

His voice came quiet but steady. “If he was interested?”

She looked up at him, eyes searching.

“You wouldn’t mind?”

“Not at all,” he said. “At the end of the day… you’re mine. And nothing about that changes just because someone else gets to taste what I already know by heart.”

Lowie’s eyes shimmered, emotion catching her off guard.

“I just don’t want to jeopardize what we have,” she whispered. “You and me—that's the center of all of this. I don’t ever want to forget that.”

Nolan’s hand came to her jaw, tilting her face to his.

“Don’t you trust us?”

“I do,” she breathed. “I really do.”

He kissed her then—slow and deliberate, his lips soft but sure, his mouth tasting like sex and sweat and something deeply tender. She melted into it, letting herself be held, kissed, reassured.

They lingered there, kissing through the afterglow, through the questions and what-ifs, until the only thing left between them was warmth.

And trust.

And the slow, undeniable certainty that whatever came next—they’d meet it together.




Chapter 5: The Invitation
 

The next morning, Lowie stood at the kitchen window, coffee cooling in her hands, the city outside slowly shaking off its early haze. Nolan was still in bed—half-asleep, one arm draped where her body had been an hour ago.

Her phone buzzed.

She expected a calendar notification or something from work.

Instead, it was a message from Cassian.

Hey Lowie. We’re doing an anniversary mixer to celebrate three years of the studio being live. Nothing wild, just a community thing—small stage, chill drinks, a few regulars. You’re invited if you’re around. Would love to finally meet, properly. It’s this Saturday, 6PM, at the Canfield Hotel downtown. —C

Her stomach fluttered. She read the message twice.

Then a third time.

As if summoned, the screen lit up again—this time with an incoming call.

Cassian.

She hesitated just a second before answering.
“Hey,” she said, voice soft.

“Lowie,” he replied. His tone surprised her—it was warmer, lighter. More… professional. Less of the voice that made her come with just a whisper.

“Sorry to call out of the blue,” he said. “I just figured I should follow up directly. You got the invite?”

“Yeah,” she said, tucking her hair behind her ear, glancing toward the hallway. “I did. Congratulations, by the way.”

“Thanks. It’s small, but meaningful.” There was a pause. “You’re welcome to bring someone. Your husband, of course. It’s in the Canfield lobby. Pretty big space. We reserved one of the lounges near the glass atrium.”

She felt the shift in him then—just a sliver. A pause where something unspoken slid in.

“There’s a hotel wing attached,” he added casually. “if you wish to spend the night.”

Lowie’s heart beat a little harder.

“I’ll come,” she said. “And Nolan will too.”

Cassian chuckled lightly. “Wouldn’t dream of separating you two. Still… I hope I get to really see you, Lowie.”

Something about the way he said see you made her thighs press together unconsciously.

She cleared her throat. “You too. We’ll be there.”

As she hung up, she noticed Nolan in the doorway—shirtless, tousled, mug in hand. He raised an eyebrow. “That him?”

She nodded. “Just a regular studio invite. Celebration. He said you can come too.”

“Of course I’m coming,” Nolan said, his voice low but steady.

She smiled. “Good.”

The next few days passed slowly. Almost too slowly.

Cassian didn’t text.
Didn’t call.
Didn’t send a single voice note.

She tried not to overthink it—he was likely busy prepping. Events like this needed rehearsals, gear setups, logistics. She understood.

But that didn’t stop the restless heat from building in her body.

What unnerved her more was Nolan.
He didn’t initiate.
Didn’t reach for her in bed.
Didn’t touch her the way he normally did.

And she noticed.

Each night she lay awake longer, her body lit from the inside with an ache she couldn’t relieve. She wondered if Nolan was trying to see if the desire would bubble up again on its own. Or maybe he was watching her squirm.

Maybe he liked watching her squirm.

By the third night, she found herself checking her phone more than once.
Even re-listening to the last saved voice message Cassian had sent a week ago.
“That’s it, baby… circle it slow for me…”

But now she had his daylight voice in her head too—cordial, professional, warm.
The contrast made everything feel more confusing. More layered.

The Cassian who said "I hope I get to really see you"
Was not the Cassian who whispered, "Say my name when you come."

And yet… both lived in her.

Saturday was coming.
And she had no idea which version of him would show up.
Or what version of herself she was about to become.

Chapter 6: The Meet

The Canfield Hotel loomed downtown like a sleek monolith—glass and steel cutting into the evening sky, lights spilling out from the lobby like an invitation to something more than just a party.

Lowie stood in front of the full-length mirror in their loft, smoothing her hands down the black silk dress she'd chosen after three outfit changes. It was simple on the surface: high neckline, long sleeves, hitting just above the knee. But the fabric clung in all the right places—hugging the swell of her breasts, the curve of her hips, the dip of her waist like a second skin. No bra underneath; the silk whispered against her nipples with every breath, already peaked from the anticipation buzzing under her skin.

She'd paired it with sheer black stockings and strappy heels that made her legs look endless, her dark hair loose in soft waves down her back. A touch of red lipstick—bold, unapologetic. She looked elegant. Professional. But underneath, she felt like a live wire, humming with the kind of heat that had been simmering for days.

Nolan watched her from the doorway, dressed in a crisp white button-down tucked into dark slacks, sleeves rolled to his forearms. He looked effortlessly handsome—hair tousled just so, a shadow of stubble on his jaw. But his eyes were darker than usual, tracing her reflection with a hunger that made her thighs clench.

"You look incredible," he said, voice low and rough. He stepped closer, hands settling on her hips from behind, pulling her back against him. She could feel him already half-hard through his pants. "Cassian is one lucky man."

She met his gaze in the mirror, a small smile playing on her lips. "Maybe I am the lucky one."

He pressed a kiss to the side of her neck, lingering just long enough to make her breath hitch. "Good. Let's go meet your voice."

The drive downtown was quiet, the city lights blurring past the windows. Lowie's pulse thrummed in her ears, her mind replaying Cassian's call—the professional warmth laced with that subtle edge. I hope I get to really see you. What did that even mean?

And Nolan... he'd been distant all week, no touches, no initiations. It left her aching, restless, her body primed but untouched. She wondered if he was doing it on purpose—building the tension like a game. Or maybe testing her. Either way, it worked.

By the time they pulled up to the valet, she was already damp between her thighs, the silk of her dress shifting against her skin like a tease.

The lobby lounge was alive but intimate—soft jazz humming from hidden speakers, clusters of people mingling around high-top tables draped in white linen. String lights hung from the glass atrium overhead, casting a warm glow over the space. The studio crowd was eclectic: voice actors in casual blazers, producers nursing craft cocktails, a few fans who'd won invites through some giveaway. Wine flowed freely—reds and whites in stemless glasses, bottles chilling in ice buckets.

Lowie spotted the small stage at the far end, mic stands and stools set up for what looked like live readings or toasts.

Nolan's hand rested lightly on the small of her back as they entered, guiding her through the crowd. She felt eyes on her—the dress doing its job—but her own gaze scanned the room, heart skipping when she saw him.

Cassian.

He stood near the bar, taller than she’d seen him last time—broad shoulders in a fitted black shirt, sleeves cuffed to show toned forearms, dark jeans hugging his legs. His hair was tousled, a few days' stubble shadowing his jaw, and his smile... God, his smile was easy, disarming, like he owned the room without trying. The man who owned her cunt almost every night with his dirty words.

He was laughing with a small group, glass in hand, but when his eyes landed on her, everything shifted.

The professional mask cracked—just a fraction. His gaze swept over her, slow and deliberate, lingering on the way the silk clung to her curves. Heat bloomed in her chest, spreading downward. She felt exposed, seen, in a way that made her nipples tighten under the fabric.

"Lowie," he said, excusing himself from the group and closing the distance. His voice—that voice—was warmer in person, richer, wrapping around her name like velvet.

Up close, he smelled like clean cologne and something faintly smoky. He extended a hand, but instead of shaking hers, he pulled her into a light hug—one arm around her shoulders, brief but enough to feel the solid warmth of his chest against hers.

"Cassian," she breathed, pulling back with a smile that felt too bright, too eager. "Congratulations on the anniversary. This place is amazing."

"Thanks. Couldn't have done it without voices like yours." His eyes held hers a beat too long, that chemistry crackling like static electricity. It was there—the pull she'd felt through the phone, but amplified, tangible.

Her body responded instantly: a flush creeping up her neck, a deep throb between her legs.

Then Nolan stepped forward, hand outstretched. "Nolan. Her husband."

Cassian's smile didn't falter. He shook Nolan's hand firmly, no hesitation.

"Good to meet you, man. Lowie's told me a bit about you. Glad you could make it."

Nolan's grip lingered just a second, his expression neutral but his eyes sharp. "Wouldn't miss it. Heard a lot about your... work."

The subtext hung in the air, thick and unspoken. Lowie felt a spark of heat low in her belly—jealousy? Arousal? Both?

Cassian chuckled, easy as ever. "All good things, I hope. Grab a drink? On the house."

They followed him to the bar, the conversation flowing surface-level at first. Cassian talked about the studio's growth, the early days of recording in a closet, the breakthrough scripts that put them on the map. Lowie laughed at his stories, her hand brushing his arm once—accidental, but the contact sent a jolt through her.

Nolan stayed close, his presence a steady anchor, but she caught him watching them, his gaze flicking between her flush and Cassian's easy charm.

As the evening wore on, they mingled. Cassian introduced them to a few regulars—a bubbly voice actress named Mia who gushed over Lowie's readings, a producer named Jax who swapped war stories about late-night sessions. Wine glasses were refilled seamlessly; Lowie switched to red after her first white, the bold flavor warming her from the inside.

The crowd was lively—laughter echoing off the glass walls, a few people taking the stage for impromptu toasts or short erotic readings that had the room buzzing with appreciative murmurs. Lowie felt the alcohol loosen her edges, her body humming with the proximity to Cassian.

Every time he leaned in to say something—his breath warm against her ear—the memory of his voice notes flooded back, making her shift her weight, thighs pressing together to ease the ache.

Nolan played the perfect husband: charming, engaged, but always with that undercurrent of observation. He excused himself once to grab more drinks, leaving Lowie and Cassian alone for a moment.

"You clean up nice," Cassian said, voice dropping lower, eyes tracing the line of her neck. "Better than I imagined."

She swallowed, heat pooling between her legs. "Imagined?"

He smirked, casual but loaded. "Voices paint pictures. Yours... painted a hell of one."

The chemistry was electric—his gaze holding hers, the air between them thick with unspoken promises. She felt slick already, panties damp against her skin.

"Yours too," she admitted, voice barely above a whisper.

Before she could say more, Nolan returned, handing her a fresh glass. The moment shattered, but the tension lingered, coiling tighter.

As the night thinned out—people drifting off with hugs and promises to connect soon—the lounge grew quieter. The stage emptied, jazz fading to soft background hum. Bottles of wine dotted the tables, half-empty, and the remaining group—maybe a dozen now—clustered in loose circles, conversations turning more intimate.

Lowie found herself on a plush couch near the atrium, Nolan on one side, Cassian on the other. Wine had loosened tongues; they talked about the industry, the thrill of anonymous voices, the way words could ignite something primal.

Cassian leaned back, glass dangling from his fingers, his knee brushing hers accidentally—or not. "What drew you to this, Lowie? The scripts? The freedom?"

She hesitated, the wine warm in her veins.
“You mean being a voice artist?” she asked. “For me, it’s the escape. Getting the tone right… the texture, the emotion. Slipping into someone else’s fantasy, letting it breathe through me.”

She met his eyes.
“You’re gifted too, aren’t you? It beats my heart, why don’t you start your own show? Your own podcast?”

Cassian’s gaze deepened, the corners of his mouth curving into something darker.


“I am,” he said, voice like velvet on glass. “Late-night romance… quiet hours, raw truths.”

A pause.

“Clara’s helping shape something,” he added, tone unreadable.

Then, lower—closer.

“But it’s not just about talent,” he murmured. “It’s about knowing where people live when they’re alone.”

“I agree,” Lowie nodded, her voice barely above a whisper.

He leaned in slightly, just enough that she could feel the hum of his words against her skin.

“Most of our listeners? They’re in bed. Headphones on. Lights off. Touching themselves to nothing but a voice in the dark.”

His eyes didn’t flinch.
“Tone, rhythm, silence… it’s all foreplay. And when your voice breaks just a little—when you let that gasp slip through the mic—they know.”

He smiled, slow and soft, the kind of smile and voice meant only for her.
“They know you’re touching yourself too.”

Lowie’s breath caught.

Her thighs clenched instinctively, heat flooding her core. Her mind raced through all the nights she’d recorded in her home studio—wet, aching, fingers working between takes. The blurred line between performance and need. Between fantasy and confession.

Nolan shifted beside her on the couch, but didn’t speak.
She could feel the weight of his presence—silent, watching.

She turned back to Cassian, her voice a whisper.
“I’ve done that,” she admitted. “More than once.”

Cassian’s gaze held hers like a hand to the throat.
“I know,” he murmured. “I can hear it.”

The pull between them was impossible to ignore—lingering looks that lasted a second too long, fingers brushing in passing and never quite apologizing. When Nolan excused himself to the restroom, the space beside her felt suddenly exposed, charged in a way it hadn’t been a moment before.

Cassian turned to her fully, voice dropping to that familiar timbre—the one from her headphones. "I've been thinking about our last session. The way you sounded... God, Lowie."

Her breath caught, pussy clenching at the memory. "Me too."

He leaned closer, not touching, but close enough that she could feel his heat.

“I think we should do one session,” he murmured. “Your husband can join… if he wants.”

She blushed, hard—thighs squeezing together beneath her dress.
“Cassian…”

Nolan reappeared then, but didn’t interrupt.
He stood in the shadow of a pillar, watching.
Watching her flush deepen.
Watching the way she shifted in her seat—aroused, conflicted, caught between two truths she no longer wanted to hide.

As Cassian excused himself to say goodbyes to the last stragglers, Nolan slid onto the couch beside her, his hand settling firmly on her thigh.

“I heard that,” he murmured—low, rough, laced with something darker.

Lowie’s breath hitched, her cheeks flushed deep. She didn’t try to deny it.

Nolan’s thumb stroked her through the sheer black of her stocking, slow and steady.

“That voice gets you wet,” he said, eyes on hers. “I could see it in the way you moved. The way you’ve been all week. Wanting.”

Her thighs clenched beneath his hand. She felt soaked—aching.

He leaned in, lips brushing her ear. “And watching you want him like that?”
His voice dropped.
“It makes me hard.”

She exhaled shakily, arousal tightening her every nerve.
“What now?” she whispered.

Nolan’s grip on her leg tightened.
“You’re going to talk to him. Let it keep building. I can see how horny he is for you.”
He glanced across the room toward Cassian.
“I’ve already booked that hotel room.”

She nodded, breathless. “You did?”

He glanced at Cassian across the room, then back to her. "Go on. Talk to him. Flirt. Let it build." His eyes gleamed.

Her heart pounded. "And you...?"

"I'll meet you guys there. Watch what happens when that voice finally touches you for real."

She stared, blushing furiously, but the idea sent a thrill straight to her core.

Nolan kissed her then—deep, claiming—before standing.

"Go," he said, voice rough with desire. "I'll be right behind you."

Lowie rose on shaky legs, the silk dress whispering against her overheated skin, and crossed the emptying lounge toward Cassian, the night about to tip into something irreversible.


Chapter 7: The Unwinding

The lounge had thinned to a intimate haze—string lights casting golden pools on the polished floors, the last clusters of guests nursing their final glasses of wine under the glass atrium. Laughter echoed softer now, conversations winding down like the night itself.

Lowie felt the wine's warmth coiling through her veins, loosening her limbs, sharpening her awareness of every brush of silk against her skin. Her black dress clung like a lover's whisper, nipples straining faintly against the fabric from the cool air and the heat building low in her belly. Nolan's earlier words echoed in her mind: I'll meet you guys there. Watch what happens when that voice finally touches you for real. The promise hung heavy, making her thighs ache with anticipation.

Nolan squeezed her hand once, his touch possessive yet permissive, before leaning in to murmur against her ear.

"I'm grabbing us fresh drinks from the bar. Take your time."

She nodded, watching him weave through the remaining guests toward the glowing bar at the far end of the lounge. His broad shoulders cut a confident path, but she knew he was giving her space—deliberately. A thrill shivered down her spine.

Alone now, she turned her gaze to Cassian, who stood near the stage, wrapping up a conversation with a lingering producer. His black shirt hugged his frame, the top button undone just enough to hint at the smooth skin beneath. He caught her eye across the room, that easy smile curving his lips, and something unspoken passed between them—like a current humming to life.

Lowie crossed the space slowly, heels clicking softly on the tile, her hips swaying with a deliberate grace she couldn't quite suppress. The dress shifted against her stockings, a subtle friction that only heightened the slick heat gathering between her legs.

Cassian excused himself from the producer mid-sentence, turning fully to her as she approached.

"Lowie," he said, voice dipping into that rich, velvety timbre she knew so well from her headphones. Up close, it resonated deeper, vibrating through her chest. "You holding up? Night's been a whirlwind."

She smiled, stepping into his orbit—close enough to smell his cologne, that smoky edge mingling with the faint scent of wine on his breath.

"Better than expected. You've got a great crowd here."

He chuckled, low and warm, gesturing to a nearby group of three—a voice actress with a pixie cut, a sound engineer in a graphic tee, and a scriptwriter clutching a notebook.

"Come meet a few more. These are the unsung heroes."

He made the introductions smoothly, his hand brushing the small of her back as he guided her into the circle. The touch was light, professional on the surface, but it sent a spark straight to her core—her body responding instantly, nipples tightening, a fresh wave of arousal dampening her panties.

"This is Lowie, one of our rising stars," he said, pride lacing his words. "Her reads? Pure fire."

The group welcomed her with easy chatter—compliments on her voice work, shared laughs about botched recordings, the scriptwriter even pulling her aside briefly to gush over a particular erotic line she'd delivered in a recent session. Lowie engaged, her laugh genuine, but her attention kept drifting back to Cassian. His presence loomed beside her, magnetic, every casual glance from him feeling like a caress.

As the minutes ticked by, the guests began to peel away. The pixie-cut actress hugged Cassian goodbye, promising to email about a collab. The engineer drained his glass and clapped Cassian on the shoulder, heading for the coat check. The scriptwriter lingered longest, but even she eventually waved farewell, leaving the lounge echoing with the soft clink of staff clearing tables.

The crowd had dwindled to a handful—stragglers at the bar, a couple deep in conversation by the atrium. Nolan was still there, nursing a whiskey, his eyes flicking toward her occasionally, watching without intervening.

Now, with the space between them empty, Cassian turned to Lowie fully.

"Finally," he murmured, voice dropping an octave, that headphone intimacy creeping back in. "Feels like I've been waiting all night to talk to you properly."

She felt her flush deepen, heart pounding as he stepped closer—close enough that their arms brushed.

Then, boldly, his hand settled on her hip, fingers splaying possessively over the silk.

The contact was electric—a current jolting through her, straight to her clit. She gasped softly, thighs pressing together instinctively, her body thrumming with need. His touch was firm, warm, thumb tracing a subtle circle that made her imagine those fingers elsewhere—sliding under her dress, parting her folds, teasing the wetness he'd inspired so many nights.

"Cassian," she breathed, glancing around to ensure no one was too close. The lounge felt like their private world now, the dim lights cocooning them. "My husband... he booked a room upstairs. In the hotel wing."

His eyes darkened, hand flexing slightly on her hip—enough to pull her a fraction closer, their bodies almost flush.

"Did he now?" His voice was a low rumble, laced with approval and hunger. He leaned in, lips brushing her ear discreetly. "That's wonderful. Message me the room number. I'll wind things up here and... join you."

She nodded, breathless, pulling out her phone with trembling fingers. The text was simple: Room 512. Door's unlocked. She hit send, feeling a rush of adrenaline as his phone buzzed in his pocket.

He didn't check it—just smiled, that slow, knowing curve of his lips making her pussy clench.

"Go on," he said softly, hand sliding off her hip with reluctant slowness, leaving her skin tingling. "Make yourself comfortable. I'll be there soon."

Lowie swallowed hard, the promise in his words igniting a fire low in her belly. She turned, legs unsteady, and made her way back toward the bar.

Nolan was waiting, his expression unreadable but his eyes smoldering as she approached.

"Cassian will wind up soon," she said, voice husky, sliding her hand into his. "Let's go to our hotel room."

He nodded, setting his glass down with a deliberate clink.

"Lead the way."

They crossed the lobby in silence, the elevator ride a tense bubble of anticipation. Nolan's hand rested on her lower back, mirroring Cassian's touch from moments ago, and the duality made her dizzy with want.

The hotel room—512—was a suite on the fifth floor: plush king bed draped in crisp white linens, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city lights, a small sitting area with a velvet couch, and a marble bathroom stocked with amenities. The air smelled faintly of lavender from the diffuser, soft lamps casting a warm, inviting glow. It felt luxurious, intimate—like a stage set for surrender.

Inside, Nolan locked the door behind them, but Lowie knew it wouldn't stay locked long.

She excused herself to the bathroom, heart racing as she freshened up. Standing before the mirror, she touched up her makeup—a fresh dab of red lipstick, the color bold against her flushed cheeks. Her reflection stared back: eyes bright with arousal, lips parted, dress still clinging to her curves like an invitation. She felt exposed, alive, her panties soaked through from the night's buildup.

When she emerged, Nolan was lounging on the edge of the bed, shirt untucked, watching her with raw appreciation.

"God, you look stunning," he said, voice rough with desire. "That lipstick... it's going to look even better smeared."

She blushed, a shy smile tugging at her lips, but before she could respond, the doorbell chimed—soft but insistent.

Her stomach flipped.

Nolan rose, crossing to open it.

Cassian stood there, jacket slung over one arm, that confident smile in place.

"Hope I'm not interrupting," he said, stepping inside as Nolan gestured him in.

"Not at all," Nolan replied, closing the door with a click.

The room felt smaller suddenly, charged with the weight of three bodies, three sets of desires converging.

They made small talk at first—Cassian complimenting the suite, Nolan pouring drinks from the minibar: whiskey for the men, a glass of red for Lowie. They sat on the couch and chairs, the conversation light: the success of the mixer, favorite scripts, the city's nightlife.

But the undercurrent was palpable—stolen glances, Lowie's legs crossing and uncrossing, her body humming with need. Cassian's voice wrapped around every word, that familiar timbre making her clit throb in memory of solo nights.

As the drinks loosened them further, the talk turned flirtatious.

Cassian leaned forward, elbows on his knees, eyes locked on Lowie.

"You've got this glow tonight," he said, voice dipping low. "Like you're lit from the inside."

She shivered, setting her glass down with a tremble.

"It's... the company."

Nolan watched, silent but intense, his own arousal evident in the bulge straining his slacks.

Then, as if sensing the shift, Cassian stood, offering his hand to Lowie.

"Come here."

She took it, letting him pull her to her feet. His hands settled on her waist, thumbs stroking over the silk, and she melted into him—body pressing close, feeling the hard line of his cock against her belly.

He tilted her chin up, capturing her mouth in a slow, deep kiss.

It was everything she'd imagined: his lips firm, tongue teasing hers with expert precision, tasting of whiskey and promise. She moaned softly into it, hands fisting his shirt, the heat between her thighs turning insistent.

Nolan rose quietly, moving behind her.

As Cassian kissed her, Nolan’s hands joined in—unzipping her dress with deliberate slowness, each inch of parted silk revealing more of her flushed, trembling skin. The zipper whispered down her spine like a secret, and Cassian broke the kiss to help—sliding the sleeves from her shoulders with reverent ease, his fingers grazing the curve of her arms as the fabric slipped down.

Her breasts spilled free—full, flushed, nipples stiff from the cool air and the sharp edge of arousal that crackled between them.

“Beautiful,” Cassian murmured, cupping one with his broad, callused hand. “Like ripe mangoes.” His thumb circled the peak slowly, deliberately, until her body arched, helpless and aching under the layered attention.

Nolan peeled the dress lower, easing it past her hips, and let it pool in a soft rustle at her feet. She stepped out of it barefoot, now left in nothing but sheer thigh-high stockings, delicate black garters, and panties so wet they clung to her like second skin—darkened at the center, translucent with desire.

Cassian’s hands roamed her body like a man rediscovering wonder—palms tracing the swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the generous curve of her hips. He dipped lower, squeezing her ass with both hands, thumbs spreading gently over the plushness, then retreating to draw lazy circles at the top of each thigh.

Behind her, Nolan pressed close, his breath hot on her shoulder, his erection rigid and throbbing through the fabric of his slacks. He moved with practiced ease, one hand slipping around to cradle her stomach, the other sliding up to cup her breast opposite Cassian’s grip—two men claiming her body in unspoken rhythm, one from the front, one from behind.

She gasped—caught between them, between hunger and surrender. Their hands mapped her skin like they already knew it. Like they had the right.

And God, she wanted them to take it. All of it.

"Undress me," Cassian said to her, voice a command wrapped in velvet.

Lowie’s fingers trembled as she unbuttoned his shirt, one glossy black button at a time, revealing the body she’d only imagined—broad chest, sculpted pecs dusted with dark hair, abs that flexed with every breath. He was warm under her touch, solid in a way that made her breath catch. She pushed the shirt off his shoulders, watching the fabric slide down his arms and fall to the floor.

Then she dropped her gaze, heart thudding, hands moving to his belt. The clink of the buckle was impossibly loud in the quiet room, her fingers slipping just slightly as she tugged it loose, then undid the button and zipper. His jeans slid down over powerful thighs, pooling at his feet.

And there he was.

Lowie’s breath caught audibly.

His cock sprang free—thick, heavy, proud. The skin was a deep, velvety brown, smooth and glistening, the shaft long and impossibly hard, veins pulsing along its length. The head was flushed and swollen, already leaking pre-cum that glistened at the tip like a promise. He was big—bigger than she’d prepared herself for—and beautiful in the kind of way that made her legs go weak.

She stared for a second too long, lips parting instinctively. The rawness of her reaction flushed across her chest. Her thighs pressed together, the silk of her panties now hopelessly damp.

God, she wanted to taste him. To take him in her mouth, slow and reverent. To feel that weight on her tongue, her throat. Her body ached for it in a way that startled her—hot, sudden, desperate.

She licked her lips without meaning to, already leaning forward.

But Cassian caught her by the wrist—gentle, firm—and pulled her back to her feet.

“Not yet,” he murmured, mouth brushing hers. “First, I want to kiss you like you’ve never been kissed.”

Then he claimed her mouth—deep, unhurried—while his cock pressed against her stomach, hot and thick and impossible to ignore.

Nolan, meanwhile, stripped behind her—shirt tossed aside, slacks kicked off without ceremony, his cock springing free, hard and familiar, heavy with need. It was a little shorter than Cassian’s, but just as ready—pale pink, curved slightly upward in that way that always fit her just right. The contrast struck her all at once: Nolan’s cock she knew like breath, reliable and sweetly insistent… but Cassian’s? Thicker, darker, still sheathed behind denim, but already pulsing in her mind. A promise of stretch and surrender she hadn’t felt in years.

She felt the heat of Nolan before she felt his body—then his chest pressed to her back, solid and grounding, his erection nudging insistently between her thighs. He stepped in close, boxing her in, one hand sliding to her hip, the other anchoring her there as Cassian’s hands explored her from the front. She was held between them—claimed from both sides—her breath turning shallow as her body surrendered to the symmetry of it.

The foreplay unfolded slowly, deliberately, dripping with intention.

Cassian hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and eased them down her thighs inch by inch, pausing just long enough to make her squirm before letting the fabric slip past her knees. Cool air kissed her overheated skin as she stepped free, her pussy fully exposed—glistening, swollen, unmistakably ready.

“So wet,” Cassian growled, his voice thick with approval.

His fingers parted her folds with unhurried confidence, spreading her open as if he wanted her to feel seen—every slick inch of her, every needy tremor. He circled her clit slowly, just enough pressure to make her gasp, then backed off, then returned—maddening, precise, cruel in the sweetest way.

Her head fell back against Nolan’s shoulder, a broken sound slipping from her lips as he kissed the side of her neck. One of his hands cupped her breast from behind, warm and familiar, thumb rolling her nipple until it peaked harder between his fingers. He pinched gently, just enough to pull a sharp moan from her mouth.

Cassian knelt then.

The sight alone made her knees threaten to buckle.

His mouth was hot against her inner thigh, his breath a promise as he kissed his way upward—slow, teasing, unhurried. He dragged his tongue along her skin without touching where she needed him most, letting anticipation do the work. Every inch closer made her body tighten, hips rocking forward in helpless invitation.

“Tell me what you want,” he murmured, his voice vibrating against her flesh.

“You,” she whimpered, words breaking apart as her hips bucked. “Both of you.”

Nolan’s chuckle was dark and approving, his grip on her hips tightening as Cassian finally delivered—his tongue flicking her clit slow and deliberate, exactly where she needed it. The sensation exploded through her, sparks racing up her spine, her body shuddering as if every nerve had been rewired just for this.

Her moans filled the room—soft at first, then louder, spilling out unchecked—layered with the wet sounds of Cassian’s mouth and the rough, hungry breathing of the men surrounding her.

Every touch carried meaning.
Every movement was deliberate.
Trust. Surrender. Want—shared, chosen, undeniable.

They weren’t rushing.
They weren’t finished.

They were just beginning.


Chapter 8: Shared Devotion

Lowie’s legs trembled beneath her, the marble floor cool against her bare feet as Cassian’s mouth worked her relentlessly. His tongue circled her clit with devastating precision—slow, wet spirals that built pressure like a tightening coil—while his stubble scraped the tender skin of her inner thighs in the most delicious way. She was already close, embarrassingly so, her hips rocking forward in tiny, desperate jerks, chasing the edge he kept dangling just out of reach.

Then Nolan moved.

He dropped to his knees beside Cassian without a word, shoulder brushing Cassian’s in silent, easy solidarity. The sight of them together—two strong, aroused men kneeling at her feet, cocks heavy and flushed between their thighs—sent a fresh gush of wetness straight to Cassian’s waiting mouth. Nolan leaned in without hesitation, his tongue sliding alongside Cassian’s, lapping at her entrance in long, languid strokes that pushed deeper, curling inside her while Cassian stayed focused on her swollen clit.

Their mouths met over her pussy in perfect, unspoken coordination. Cassian sucked her clit gently between his lips, flicking the tip with quick, fluttering strokes. Nolan plunged deeper, tongue fucking into her slowly, tasting every inch of her arousal, then dragging lower to circle the tight ring of her ass—teasing, never pushing, just promising. Lowie’s knees buckled; she would have fallen if not for their hands anchoring her.

Fingers interlaced over her thighs—Cassian’s long and elegant, Nolan’s broader and rougher—holding her open like an offering. The simple touch felt profound: two men who could have competed, choosing instead to collaborate, to worship her together. The meaning of it sank into her bones even as pleasure flooded her nerves.

“She’s dripping down my chin,” Cassian growled against her folds, voice vibrating straight through her clit. “Taste how sweet she is for us.”

Nolan hummed in agreement, the sound rumbling deep inside her. “She always tastes like sin when she’s this turned on,” he rasped, hoarse with want. “Like she’s been waiting her whole life for this.”

Lowie’s fingers knotted in their hair—Cassian’s thick and dark, Nolan’s familiar and tousled—pulling them both closer as the coil inside her snapped. She came with a broken cry, thighs quaking violently, back arching so hard her breasts thrust forward. Waves of pleasure crashed through her, sharp and endless, her pussy clenching rhythmically around Nolan’s tongue while Cassian drank every pulse of her release. She sobbed their names—“Cassian—Nolan—fuck—” the sound raw and reverent, like prayer.

They didn’t stop until she was whimpering from overstimulation, legs shaking so badly they had to steady her. Only then did they pull back, lips and chins glistening, eyes dark with shared hunger.

Lowie looked down at them—kneeling, hard, leaking, utterly focused on her—and felt something fierce and feminine rise in her chest. Power. Desire. Love in its most primal form.

She sank slowly to her knees between them, the carpet soft under her shins. Her red lipstick was already smeared across her mouth from earlier kisses; now it would mark them too.

She wrapped her hands around both cocks at once—Cassian’s long and elegantly curved, still slick from her earlier ride; Nolan’s thicker, veined, familiar in her palm yet thrillingly new in this context. She stroked them in perfect rhythm, slow drags from base to tip, thumbs swirling over the heads to spread the pre-cum that beaded there.

Both men groaned in unison, the sound wrapping around her like velvet.

Lowie leaned in first to Cassian. She licked a long, slow stripe from base to tip, tasting herself on him—salty-sweet, intoxicating—before taking him into her mouth. She hollowed her cheeks, sliding down until he hit the back of her throat, eyes watering as she fought her gag reflex just enough to take him deeper. Her hand never stopped moving on Nolan, twisting at the base, thumb pressing against the sensitive underside.

“Fuck, Lowie,” Cassian hissed, fingers threading gently through her hair—not forcing, just holding, reverent. “Your mouth… God, it’s even better than I imagined.”

She pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening cock, then turned to Nolan. She took him in one smooth glide, deeper than she usually did at home, letting him feel the tight heat of her throat as she swallowed around him. Her other hand pumped Cassian in time with her bobs on Nolan, keeping them both on the razor’s edge.

They groaned in stereo—low, guttural sounds that made her clit throb again despite her recent orgasm. Saliva dripped messily down her chin, onto her breasts, mixing with the sweat already beading between them. She looked up at them through damp lashes—Cassian’s head tipped back, throat working; Nolan staring down at her like she was the only thing in the universe—and felt utterly adored.

“You look so fucking perfect like this,” Nolan rasped, voice wrecked. “Covered in us. Taking us both.”

Cassian’s hand tightened in her hair, hips twitching. “Greedy little mouth… don’t stop, baby. Make us come for you.”

She didn’t. She edged them mercilessly—speeding up until their breaths turned ragged, thighs tensing, then slowing to feather-light strokes and teasing licks when they started to buck. She alternated deep sucks and swirling tongues, letting them feel every inch of her devotion.

When they were both trembling, pleading in broken whispers—“Please, Lowie—” “Fuck, I’m so close—” she finally gave them release.

She took Cassian deep one last time, swallowing around him as he came with a guttural groan, hot pulses flooding her throat. She milked every drop, then pulled off just in time to turn to Nolan. She stroked him fast and firm, lips parted, tongue extended—and he spilled across her tongue and breasts in thick, warm ropes, marking her skin while she moaned around the taste of him.

They shuddered through the aftershocks together, chests heaving. Lowie stayed on her knees a moment longer, letting them see her—lips swollen, lipstick smeared, breasts glistening with Nolan’s release, chin wet, eyes bright with satisfaction and something deeper.

Then she rose slowly, graceful despite the tremble in her legs.

Cassian and Nolan reached for her at the same instant—hands gentle now, reverent—pulling her between them onto the bed. Cassian kissed the corner of her mouth, tasting himself there. Nolan licked a slow stripe across her breast, cleaning his own release from her skin with tender swipes of his tongue.

“You’re incredible,” Cassian murmured against her lips.

Nolan pressed a kiss to her temple. “Ours,” he whispered, the word heavy with meaning.

Lowie smiled, boneless and glowing, nestled between the two men who had just worshiped her so completely. Her pulse still thundered in her ears, the aftershocks of her orgasm rippling through her thighs as she looked down at the two men kneeling before her. Cassian’s lips were swollen and glossy with her release; Nolan’s chin glistened in the low lamplight. Their eyes—dark, reverent, ravenous—locked on her like she was the only source of gravity in the room. The sight of them, hard and aching, cocks flushed and leaking just inches from her, ignited something primal and feminine inside her chest.

Power.

She wanted to give it back to them the way they had just given it to her—with worship, with devotion, with no shame and no hurry.

Slowly, deliberately, she sank to her knees between them. The plush carpet cushioned her shins, but the real softness came from the way her body still hummed, liquid and open. Her red lipstick was already ruined—smeared from Cassian’s earlier kisses, from Nolan’s possessive mouth on her neck—but she wore the mess like war paint. A badge of what she had taken. What she was about to take again.

She reached out with both hands.

Cassian’s cock filled her left palm—long, elegantly curved, the head still slick from being buried inside her earlier. Veins stood out along the shaft, pulsing under her fingers. Nolan’s filled her right—thicker, heavier, the familiar weight she had known for years yet felt thrillingly new tonight. Pre-cum beaded at both tips, pearling in the dim light like offerings.

She wrapped her fingers around them and began to stroke—slow, synchronized drags from root to crown, thumbs sweeping over the sensitive frenulum in perfect tandem. Both men hissed through their teeth, hips twitching forward in helpless reflex.

“Fuck,” Nolan breathed, voice gravel-rough.
Cassian’s head tipped back for a second, throat working. “You have no idea what you do to us.”

Lowie smiled—small, wicked, utterly in command—and leaned in.

She started with Cassian.

Her tongue flicked out first, tracing the slit, tasting the salt of his pre-cum mixed with the faint echo of her own arousal still clinging to him. Then she opened wide and took him in one smooth, wet glide—past her lips, over her tongue, until the head nudged the soft back of her throat. She relaxed her jaw, breathed through her nose, and swallowed around him, letting her throat flutter in tight little pulses.

Cassian’s groan was low and broken. “Goddamn, Lowie… that mouth.”

Her left hand never stopped moving on Nolan—firm, twisting strokes that kept him right on the edge while she worked Cassian with her lips and tongue. She hollowed her cheeks, bobbing slowly, letting saliva pool and drip messily down his shaft, coating her fingers, making every glide slicker, louder.

After a dozen deep, luxurious sucks she pulled off with a wet pop—strings of spit connecting her swollen lips to his glistening cock—and turned to Nolan without hesitation.

She took him deeper than she usually did at home—letting him slide past the back of her tongue until her nose brushed his abdomen. Her throat constricted around him in rhythmic swallows; her eyes watered, but she held him there, gazing up at him through damp lashes. Nolan’s hand cupped the back of her head—not pushing, just cradling—his thumb stroking her cheek in tender counterpoint to the filthy stretch of her mouth.

“You look so fucking perfect like this,” he rasped, voice thick with awe and lust. “Covered in us. Taking us both so beautifully.”

She hummed around his cock in agreement, the vibration making him curse under his breath.

Then she switched again—back to Cassian, deep-throating him while her hand pumped Nolan in fast, slippery twists. Saliva dripped in thick strands from her chin, landing on her breasts, sliding between them in cool rivulets. Her nipples were painfully hard, aching for touch, but she ignored them—focused entirely on the two cocks in her hands, in her mouth, in her control.

She edged them ruthlessly.

When Cassian’s thighs began to tremble and his breathing turned jagged, she slowed to feather-light licks along the underside, circling the head with the tip of her tongue until he was whimpering. When Nolan’s hips jerked and his fingers tightened in her hair, she released him with a teasing pop, blowing cool air across the wet tip while stroking Cassian harder.

“Please,” Cassian finally groaned, voice wrecked. “Lowie—baby, please.”
Nolan’s head fell forward, forehead resting against hers for a heartbeat. “You’re killing us. Let us come for you.”

The plea undid her.

She took Cassian deep one final time—deeper than she’d ever dared before—relaxing her throat until the thick head nudged the tight ring at the back, her nose buried against the coarse dark hair at his base. She swallowed deliberately around him, slow, rhythmic contractions that massaged every pulsing inch, milking him with deliberate, obscene greed. Her tongue pressed flat along the underside, tracing the thick vein that throbbed in time with his heartbeat.

Cassian’s control snapped.

A low, animal growl tore from his chest—raw and guttural, the same velvet-dark timbre that had haunted her headphones for months, now vibrating directly against her lips, her tongue, her fucking soul. It wasn’t just sound; it was command made flesh. The growl rolled through her like thunder trapped in his ribs, deepening into a broken, filthy moan that made her clit throb painfully even though she’d already come twice.

“Fuck—Lowie—good girl—take it all—”

The words were shredded, gravel and honey, delivered in that voice she’d come to hundreds of times alone in the dark. Hearing it live, wrecked and desperate because of her mouth, sent a fresh gush of wetness down her thighs. She moaned around his cock—muffled, needy—the vibration pushing him over.

His hips snapped forward once—hard, involuntary—burying himself to the hilt. Then again, shallower, frantic. And then he came.

Hot, thick ropes flooded her throat in heavy pulses. She swallowed convulsively, greedily, throat working in tight, rippling waves to pull every drop deeper. The taste exploded across her tongue—salty, bitter-sweet, unmistakably Cassian, laced with that faint metallic edge of pure male release. It coated the roof of her mouth, slid down her throat in warm waves, and she drank him like wine she’d been dying to taste for months.

All the while her right hand never slowed on Nolan.

Her fingers were slick with spit and pre-cum, flying over his shaft in fast, twisting strokes—tight at the base, loose and teasing at the head. She angled him downward just enough so the swollen tip kissed the upper swell of her breast with every upstroke. Nolan’s breathing had turned ragged, almost pained; his thighs trembled beside Cassian’s.

Cassian was still coming—smaller, aftershock pulses she coaxed out with gentle swallows—when she finally pulled off him with a slow, deliberate drag of her lips. A thick strand of saliva and cum connected her swollen mouth to his glistening cock for one obscene heartbeat before it snapped.

She turned to Nolan instantly.

Her lips wrapped around him mid-stroke—hot, wet, relentless. She took him to the back of her throat in one smooth plunge, cheeks hollowing as she sucked hard. Her tongue swirled around the head on the upstroke, flicking the slit, then flattened again on the downstroke so he could feel every ridge of her palate.

Nolan’s hand fisted in her hair—not pulling, just holding on for dear life.

“Jesus—fuck—Lowie—”

His voice cracked. His hips jerked once, twice. Then he was there.

He pulled out at the last second—guided by her own hand—and came in long, ropy arcs across her breasts. The first thick spurt landed hot and heavy between them, sliding down the inner curve toward her sternum. The second painted her left nipple, making it glisten. The third caught the underside of her chin and dripped slowly toward her throat like molten wax. She opened her mouth wider, tongue extended, catching the final weak pulses on her tongue—salty, familiar, mixed now with the lingering aftertaste of Cassian.

She stayed like that—kneeling between them, chest heaving, breasts and chin streaked with their combined release—while they stared down at her like she’d just rewritten gravity.

Cassian’s voice—still wrecked, still that dark velvet growl she craved—rasped out first.

“Look at you… painted in us… swallowing me down like you were starving for it.”

He reached down, thumb brushing the cum on her chin, then pushing it gently between her lips. She sucked it clean without hesitation, eyes locked on his.

Nolan cupped her face in both hands—tender, trembling—as his cock twitched with the last aftershocks of release.

“You’re fucking perfect,” he whispered, voice hoarse with awe. “Taking both of us… God, baby. What a woman!”

Lowie licked her swollen lips slowly—tasting them both at once—and smiled.

A slow, satisfied, utterly depraved smile.

Because she had.

And she wasn’t done yet.

Then Nolan leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to her temple… then lower. He licked a slow, reverent stripe across her breast, collecting the cum he'd left there, cleaning her with his mouth like it was sacrament.

“Ours,” he murmured against her skin. “Always.”


Chapter 10:  Theirs

Lowie rose between them, legs unsteady but heart full. The carpet was soft under her knees as she pushed herself up, but her thighs quivered like they'd been carved from liquid fire—muscles still twitching from the orgasms they'd wrung from her, skin slick with a fine sheen of sweat that caught the low lamplight like dew on petals. Her stockings clung to her legs, garters digging faintly into her flesh, a delicious reminder of how exposed she felt, how utterly claimed. Cum streaked her breasts in cooling trails, Nolan's release mixing with the faint residue of Cassian's earlier, marking her like a canvas of their shared desire. Her lips throbbed, swollen and sensitive from the stretch of their cocks, tasting of salt and heat and the unique blend of both men that now lived on her tongue.

She swayed slightly as she stood, and they were there—Cassian and Nolan, rising with her in perfect, unspoken sync. Their hands found her waist, her hips, steadying her with touches that were equal parts tender and possessive. Cassian's fingers, long and elegant, splayed across her lower back, his palm warm against the curve of her spine. Nolan's grip was firmer, thumb tracing the dip of her hipbone, grounding her in the familiar strength she'd known for years. Together, they lifted her as if she weighed nothing—effortless, reverent—carrying her the few steps to the king-sized bed like she was something precious, something to be savored.

The sheets were crisp and cool under her back as they laid her down in the center, the white linens a stark contrast to her flushed, marked skin. The city lights filtered through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting a silvery glow over the room, turning their bodies into shadowed sculptures of muscle and need. The air smelled of lavender from the diffuser, but underneath it lingered the heady musk of sex—sweat, cum, her own arousal thick and sweet like ripe fruit.

Cassian moved first, his dark eyes locked on hers with that intense, velvet gaze that made her stomach flip. He positioned himself between her thighs, knees sinking into the mattress, the bed dipping under his weight. His cock—still half-hard from her mouth, glistening with her saliva—brushed against her inner thigh as he leaned in. "You ready for more, baby?" he murmured, voice that low, rumbling growl she fetishized, the one that had unraveled her so many times through headphones. Now it vibrated through the air between them, live and electric, sending a fresh wave of heat straight to her core.

She nodded, breathless, parting her legs wider in invitation. Her pussy was already slick and swollen, lips puffy from their earlier worship, inner folds glistening with her release and the faint traces of Cassian's earlier cum. "Yes," she whispered, voice husky. "Need you inside me."

He didn't make her wait.

With one slow, deliberate thrust, he slid back into her cum-slick pussy—inch by thick inch, stretching her walls in that perfect, burning way that made her arch off the bed. The sensation was overwhelming: the velvety heat of him filling her completely, the faint drag of his shaft against her sensitive inner walls, still fluttering from her last climax. He bottomed out with a low groan, hips flush against hers, pubic bone grinding against her clit in a spark of friction that made her gasp. "God, you're so wet… so tight around me," he rasped, that voice wrapping around her like silk ropes, tying her tighter to the edge.

Nolan knelt at her head, his presence a steady anchor amid the rising tide of sensation. He was on his knees beside her face, cock softening but still sensitive—thick and flushed, the head shiny with the remnants of his release and her saliva. He cupped her cheek gently, turning her face toward him. "Clean me up, baby," he said softly, voice rough with love and lust. "Taste us on me while he fucks you."

She opened her mouth eagerly, lips parting in a soft 'o' as he fed her his cock—slow, careful, not thrusting but letting her take what she wanted. The taste bloomed across her tongue immediately: salty skin, the bitter edge of his cum, mingled with the faint sweetness of her own arousal from earlier. She sucked lazily, tongue swirling around the head in gentle laps, cleaning him with tender care. It was intimate, almost worshipful—the way his softening length filled her mouth without demand, sensitive enough that every flick of her tongue made him hiss and twitch.

Cassian started to move then—slow, deep rolls of his hips that dragged his cock along every nerve inside her. Each thrust was deliberate, the wet, obscene slide of him through her slickness filling the room with soft, rhythmic sounds. He braced one hand beside her head, the other gripping her thigh to pull her closer, opening her wider. His body hovered over hers—toned chest brushing her nipples with every push, stubble scraping her collarbone as he leaned down to kiss her neck. "Feel that?" he growled against her skin, voice vibrating through her like a live wire. "My cock stretching you… filling you up while you suck him clean."

The words—delivered in that fetishized timbre, low and commanding—sent shivers racing down her spine. Her pussy clenched around him involuntarily, making him groan deeper, the sound rumbling through his chest into hers. She moaned around Nolan's cock, the vibration making him curse softly, his fingers tightening in her hair—not pulling, just holding, anchoring her as pleasure built again.

Nolan's free hand roamed her body—tracing the cum-streaked curve of her breast, pinching her nipple lightly until she arched. "You're so beautiful like this," he murmured, eyes dark with possession and adoration. "Taking us both… letting us use you, love you." His words layered meaning over the heat: this wasn't just sex; it was trust, surrender, the raw beauty of sharing without loss. Polyamory in motion—three hearts beating in sync, bodies entwined in a dance of give and take.

Cassian picked up pace slightly—thrusts turning firmer, deeper, the head of his cock nudging that spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids. Her oversensitivity amplified everything: the drag of him through her walls, the wet slap of skin on skin, the faint ache from being so thoroughly used already. She felt full, cherished, on the brink of shattering again. Her tongue worked Nolan with lazy devotion—sucking gently, lapping at the underside, cleaning every inch until he was soft and spent in her mouth, his breaths coming in shaky waves.

"God, your pussy's gripping me so tight," Cassian growled, hips snapping harder now, the bed creaking under them. His hand slid between their bodies, thumb finding her clit—circling it in slow, firm strokes that matched his thrusts. The dual sensation—him filling her below, Nolan in her mouth above—pushed her higher, her body a live wire of need.

She released Nolan with a soft pop, turning her head to gasp against his thigh as the pleasure crested. "Cassian—Nolan—please—" Her voice broke, hips bucking up to meet Cassian's thrusts, chasing the edge.

Nolan leaned down, capturing her mouth in a deep, claiming kiss—tasting himself on her tongue, then whispering against her lips, "Come for us, baby. Let go."

Cassian’s growl deepened—velvet thunder—as he drove into her one last time, thumb pressing hard on her clit. "That's it… come on my cock… let me feel you milk me—"

She shattered.

The orgasm hit like a wave crashing over rocks—sharp, endless, her pussy clenching around Cassian in rhythmic spasms that pulled a guttural moan from him. Pleasure flooded her veins, white-hot and blinding, her back arching off the bed, nails digging into Nolan's thigh as she cried out both their names in a broken sob. Cassian followed her over—hips stuttering, cock pulsing deep inside her as he spilled again, hot and thick, filling her with fresh heat that leaked out around him in slick rivulets.

They collapsed together—bodies tangled, breaths mingling in the quiet afterglow.

They guided her to the center of the bed—two sets of hands, tender and possessive—laying her back against the pillows. Cassian kissed the corner of her mouth, tasting himself and Nolan there. Nolan nuzzled her neck, whispering how beautiful she looked painted in their release.

She lay between them, glowing, still trembling faintly, and smiled into the quiet.

The night stretched ahead—hours of possibility, of more giving and taking, of discovering every way three bodies could become one.

And for the first time, she felt no fear. Only hunger. Only trust. Only love in its rawest, most generous form.

But the night burned on, flames licking higher. Lowie shifted, still trembling, and whispered, "More."


Chapter 11: Slow Burn

They lay tangled for long minutes, breathing slowing, skin cooling where sweat had pooled. Lowie rested between them, one leg hooked over Cassian’s thigh, her head pillowed on Nolan’s chest. The room smelled of sex and faint lavender—thick, intimate, comforting. No one spoke. There was no need. Fingers traced idle patterns: Nolan’s thumb circling her shoulder blade, Cassian’s knuckles grazing the soft skin under her breast. The city lights flickered through the curtains, painting shifting silver stripes across their bodies.

Lowie felt Cassian harden again first.

It started as a subtle thickening against her hip—slow, insistent—then grew until the full length of him pressed hot and heavy along her thigh. She shifted slightly, testing, and he let out a low, lazy hum of approval. No rush. No demand. Just the quiet fact of his body wanting hers again.

She lifted her head, met his eyes. They were dark, heavy-lidded, still glazed from earlier but sharp with renewed hunger. He didn’t smile—just watched her with that steady, velvet intensity that always made her stomach flip.

“You’re not done,” she whispered, half question, half wonder.

Cassian’s hand slid down her side, cupping her ass, squeezing once. “Not even close.”

Nolan stirred beside her, propping himself on one elbow. His cock was only half-hard now, resting thick against his thigh, but his gaze was alert, interested. He reached over, brushed a damp strand of hair from her cheek.

“Show him how you ride,” Nolan said quietly, voice rough from earlier groans. “Let me see every inch disappear inside you.”

The words landed low in her belly, warm and heavy.

Lowie rolled onto her stomach, then pushed up to her knees. Cassian moved behind her without hurry—settling on his back, pillows propped under his shoulders so he could watch. His cock stood rigid against his abdomen now, flushed dark, veins prominent along the shaft like raised ridges under smooth skin, the head slick with fresh pre-cum that gleamed in the low light. He wrapped one hand around the base, gave himself one slow stroke—fingers sliding up the length, thumb brushing over the tip to spread the wetness—eyes never leaving her face.

She straddled him reverse, facing Nolan.

The position felt obscene and perfect at once—her ass presented to Cassian, cheeks parting slightly as she settled over him, her breasts and flushed face on full display for Nolan. She hovered over him, feeling the heat radiating from his cock as she positioned the head at her entrance. Her pussy was still swollen from before, lips puffy and pink, slick with their combined release—warm, slippery, a faint creamy sheen coating her inner thighs where it had leaked earlier. She sank down an inch, then another, feeling the thick stretch, the slow burn of him parting her walls again. The head breached her easily, but the girth made her bite her lip, a soft, involuntary whimper escaping as her body adjusted to the intrusion.

“Fuck,” Cassian breathed behind her, hands settling on her hips—not guiding yet, just holding, fingers pressing into the soft flesh where hip met thigh. “Look at that pretty pussy taking me again.”

Nolan’s gaze was fixed between her legs, watching the exact point where Cassian’s shaft disappeared inside her. His hand drifted to his own cock, stroking lazily, keeping himself hard while he directed. The visual for him was raw: her folds stretching around the thick base, inner lips gripping him tightly, a fresh bead of her arousal trickling down the exposed part of his shaft as she lowered further.

“Deeper, baby,” he said, voice low and steady. “Sit all the way down. Let him fill you up.”

Lowie obeyed.

She sank the rest of the way in one long, controlled glide until her ass met his hips, his cock buried to the hilt. The fullness was overwhelming—deeper than before, pressing against places that made her toes curl, the curve of him nudging her G-spot with every subtle shift. She could feel every vein, every ridge dragging along her inner walls, the heat of him throbbing inside her like a second heartbeat. Her clit brushed his pubic bone, sending a spark of friction that made her gasp, nipples tightening into hard peaks that ached in the cool air.

She paused there, rocking in tiny circles, feeling him throb inside her, feeling her own walls flutter around him in response. The motion ground her clit against him—slow, teasing pressure that built warmth low in her belly. Her breasts swayed gently, heavy and sensitive, the faint stickiness of dried cum from earlier pulling at her skin.

Cassian groaned—long, low, that velvet growl she craved vibrating through her back where her ass pressed against his abdomen. “So fucking tight… even after everything. Your pussy’s still gripping me like it doesn’t want to let go.”

His stamina was unreal.

He hadn’t softened at all—his cock stayed rock-hard inside her, pulsing faintly but steadily, as if the earlier rounds had only primed him for more. She could feel the coiled strength in his thighs under her palms when she braced there, the way his abs flexed with each breath, the heat radiating from his skin where their bodies touched. He was built for this—long, relentless sessions that left her body quivering long before he showed any sign of tiring.

Nolan’s eyes darkened further, hand moving slower on himself now, savoring the view. “Start moving. Slow. Let me see how you grind on him.”

She did.

She rolled her hips in lazy figure-eights, grinding her clit against his pubic bone on every forward motion. Each circle sent sparks up her spine—slow-building, delicious friction that made her inner walls clench tighter around him. The motion was visual: her ass cheeks flexing with each roll, the base of his cock visible only in glimpses as she moved, her arousal coating him in a shiny layer that caught the light. Wet sounds accompanied every shift—soft, slick glides that filled the quiet room.

“Faster,” Nolan murmured. “Bounce a little. Show him how much you love being filled.”

Lowie lifted slightly—maybe two inches—then dropped back down. The slap of skin on skin was soft at first, then louder as she picked up rhythm. Up and down, slow bounces turning into firmer drops. Each descent drove Cassian deep, the head nudging that sensitive spot inside her over and over. She could feel the drag of him—thick and unyielding—stretching her with every lift and fall, her pussy lips clinging to him on the upstroke, pulling taut and pink around his girth.

Cassian’s hands tightened on her hips, thumbs pressing into the dimples at the base of her spine to pull her down harder on the next drop. “Goddamn… look at you riding me like that… taking every inch. Your ass looks so good bouncing on me.”

His voice was rough, laced with that growl, but his body stayed controlled—hips lifting to meet her on every downstroke with just enough force to make her gasp, but not enough to take over. He was letting her set the pace, savoring the slow build, his stamina shining through in the way he held back, drawing it out for her pleasure.

She lost track of time.

Minutes blurred into a haze of sensation: the drag of his cock inside her, the wet glide as her arousal coated everything, the building pressure in her clit from the friction, the ache in her thighs from riding him so steadily. Sweat beaded between her breasts, trickled down her spine in slow rivulets that Cassian’s fingers smeared across her skin. Her hair stuck to her neck in damp strands. She was loud now—moans, whimpers, broken little cries every time he bottomed out, the head pressing firm against her G-spot.

Nolan stroked himself faster, matching her rhythm, his cock fully hard again, pre-cum slicking his fist. “Tilt forward,” he ordered quietly. “Let him see how deep he’s going.”

She leaned forward, hands braced on Cassian’s knees for leverage, ass lifted higher. The new angle changed everything—Cassian’s cock dragged along her front wall with every thrust, hitting that spot relentlessly. She cried out, sharp and needy, her breasts hanging heavy, nipples brushing the sheets with each bounce.

“Fuck—right there—”

Cassian’s growl answered her. “Yeah? Right there?” He snapped his hips up harder—once, twice—driving deep enough that her vision blurred for a second. “Keep going… ride me just like that… feel how deep I am?”

Nolan’s voice cut through the haze. “Touch yourself. Rub your clit while you ride him.”

Her fingers flew between her legs—circling fast, slick with her own wetness, the nub swollen and throbbing under her touch. The added stimulation tipped her over—the orgasm building fast, sharp, almost painful in its intensity.

She came with a keening cry, body convulsing, pussy fluttering wildly around him in rhythmic spasms that gripped him like a fist. Pleasure exploded through her—white-hot, blinding, waves crashing from her core outward, toes curling, back arching so sharply her breasts thrust toward Nolan. Slick gushed around his cock, dripping down his shaft in warm trails, soaking his balls and the sheets beneath.

Cassian groaned—long, low, triumphant—but he didn’t come.

He rode her through it, thrusts slowing but never stopping, drawing out every aftershock until she was trembling, oversensitive, gasping. His hands soothed her hips now, rubbing in slow circles as she slumped forward, still impaled on him.

Nolan moved closer, stroking her hair, pressing soft kisses to her temple. “You’re incredible,” he murmured.

Cassian’s arms wrapped around her from behind, lips brushing her shoulder. “Still with me?” he asked, voice rough but gentle.

She nodded against his chest, too wrecked to speak.

They stayed like that—bodies locked together, breathing in sync—until her heart rate slowed, until the trembling eased.

Cassian was still inside her.
Still hard.
Still ready.

Lowie lifted her head, met his eyes, and smiled—slow, dazed, utterly satisfied.

“Rest,” she whispered. “Then more.”

Nolan chuckled softly, pressing a kiss to her mouth.
Cassian’s hand stroked down her spine.
“Plenty of night left,” he murmured.

They settled in—limbs tangled, skin cooling, hearts beating in quiet rhythm—waiting for the next wave of want to rise.


Chapter 12: Quiet Hours

They stayed like that for what felt like forever—bodies still joined in lazy, half-hearted connection, Cassian’s cock softening slowly inside her while Lowie rested back against his chest, her head on his shoulder, Nolan’s arm draped across her waist from the side. No one moved to separate. The sheets were a tangled, damp mess beneath them, but the room felt warm, cocooned, the city hum distant and unimportant.

Eventually Cassian shifted first. He eased out of her with a soft, wet sound that made her shiver—his release leaking in a slow, warm trickle down her inner thigh. She felt empty without him, but the ache was pleasant, a reminder rather than a loss. He reached for the bedside phone without getting up, long arm stretching across the mattress.

“Room service,” he said quietly, voice still rough around the edges. “Something to drink?”

Lowie nodded against his shoulder. Nolan murmured agreement.

Cassian ordered—two bottles of chilled white wine, a bottle of sparkling water, a small plate of fruit and cheese. Simple. Unhurried. When he hung up he settled back, pulling her closer so her back pressed fully to his chest again. Nolan mirrored the motion from the other side, their legs tangling with hers in the middle.

The knock came twenty minutes later. Cassian slipped on a hotel robe—black, loosely tied—signed for the tray, rolled it inside, then shut the door. He poured three glasses of wine, handed one to each of them, and settled back onto the bed, robe falling open to expose the lean plane of his chest, the dark trail of hair leading down.

They drank in comfortable silence at first. The wine was crisp, cold, cutting through the lingering salt on her tongue. Lowie sipped slowly, letting the chill spread through her chest while she watched them.

Nolan sat cross-legged against the headboard, robe open too, thighs spread casually. Cassian leaned back on one elbow, legs stretched out. The differences were everywhere, subtle and striking at once.

Nolan’s body was broader—solid shoulders, thicker arms, the kind of build that came from years of consistent gym time and real-world work. His chest hair was light brown, scattered across defined pecs, trailing down to a neat line over his abdomen. His cock rested soft against his thigh now, thick even at rest, the head flushed a deep pink from earlier use.

Cassian was longer-limbed, leaner—more runner than lifter. His skin was a shade darker, smooth where Nolan’s was textured with faint scars and freckles. His chest was mostly bare except for a thin line of black hair that arrowed down past his navel, disappearing into the dark thatch at the base of his cock. Even soft, it hung heavy between his thighs—longer than Nolan’s, slightly curved, the head still glossy from being inside her.

Their laughs were different too.

When Nolan chuckled at something Cassian said about a disastrous recording session from last year, it was a low, warm sound—grounded, familiar, the laugh she’d heard in the kitchen at 2 a.m. over burnt toast or bad movies. Cassian’s laugh was quieter, more breathy, ending on a soft growl that made her thighs press together instinctively. It was the same timbre that had lived in her headphones, now real and close enough to feel in her bones.

She watched how they looked at her.

Nolan’s gaze was steady, possessive in the gentlest way—eyes tracing her face, her breasts, the faint red marks his fingers had left on her hips earlier. There was history in that look: years of mornings tangled in sheets, late-night confessions, the quiet certainty of knowing someone’s body and soul inside out.

Cassian’s gaze was hungrier, newer—still learning her, cataloging every reaction. When she shifted and a drop of his cum slid down her thigh, his eyes followed it, darkening. When she licked wine from her lips, his cock twitched visibly against his leg.

They were both into her—completely, unapologetically—but in different keys. Nolan’s desire felt like home. Cassian’s felt like discovery.

The TV was on low—some late-night talk show rerun, volume barely audible. None of them were really watching. Cassian reached for the remote eventually, flipped to a music channel playing soft jazz instrumentals. The saxophone notes drifted through the room like smoke.

Conversation turned to work—easy, unforced.

Cassian talked about a new script he’d been developing—something darker, more psychological than the usual studio fare. Nolan asked questions, genuinely curious: pacing, character motivation, how Cassian layered sound design to heighten tension. Lowie listened, sipping her wine, legs still draped over both of theirs.

As they spoke, hands wandered.

Nolan’s fingers traced idle patterns on her inner thigh—slow, absent circles that inched higher with each pass. Cassian’s hand rested on her hip, thumb stroking the bone there in long, soothing sweeps. Eventually their own hands drifted lower—Nolan wrapping loose fingers around his cock, stroking himself back to half-hardness while he listened. Cassian did the same—long, lazy pulls along his length, eyes flicking between Lowie’s face and Nolan’s hand.

She watched them touch themselves—casual, unhurried, the way men do when arousal is a low simmer rather than a blaze. The sight made her breath catch: two cocks in the same frame, different shapes and colors, both thickening again under their own hands. Nolan’s was thicker, veins more prominent when hard; Cassian’s longer, curving slightly upward, the head flaring wider when aroused.

She finished her wine, set the glass aside.

Then she moved.

First to Nolan—leaning over to kiss him slow and deep, tasting the crisp wine on his tongue, feeling his hand slide into her hair to hold her there. When she pulled back his cock was fully hard again, resting heavy against his stomach.

Then to Cassian—turning to straddle his lap facing him this time, knees bracketing his hips. She kissed him slower, more exploratory—lips brushing, tongues sliding, his growl vibrating against her mouth. His hands settled on her ass, squeezing gently while she rocked against his cock—not taking him inside yet, just sliding her slick folds along his length, coating him in fresh arousal.

Nolan watched, stroking himself slowly, eyes dark.

When she finally broke the kiss with Cassian, her lips were swollen again, breath short.

She looked between them—two men, hard and waiting, gazes fixed on her with matching heat.

She smiled—small, knowing—and reached for both of them at once.

One hand wrapped around Nolan’s cock, the other around Cassian’s.

She stroked them in tandem—slow, firm pulls—feeling the differences in her palms: Nolan’s girth filling her hand completely, Cassian’s length requiring more glide.

They groaned in near-unison.

She leaned forward, kissed Nolan again while her hands kept moving.

Then turned, kissed Cassian while her hands kept moving.

Back and forth—kissing one, stroking both—until their breathing turned ragged and the room filled with the soft, wet sounds of skin on skin.

No rush.

No finish line.

Just the slow, simmering build of three bodies rediscovering each other in the quiet hours before dawn.


Chapter 12: Deep Surrender

The quiet stretched, but the air between them hummed with unspoken promise. Lowie lay nestled between Nolan and Cassian, her body still humming from the last wave, skin sticky where sweat and release had dried in faint patterns. The sheets clung to her thighs, damp and rumpled, the faint scent of their mingled arousal hanging heavy in the room like a perfume she couldn't get enough of—musky and sweet, with notes of salt and skin that made her inhale deeply, savoring it.

Her pussy ached in that sweet, used way—swollen lips sensitive to every shift, inner walls still fluttering faintly from Cassian's earlier thrusts, a warm trickle of his cum leaking slowly between her folds to pool on the sheet beneath her. But the rest had rekindled something deeper, a restless heat pooling low in her belly again, making her clit throb with quiet insistence.

Cassian felt it first. His hand, resting on her hip, slid lower—fingers tracing the curve of her ass, dipping between her cheeks in a light, teasing caress that made her breath hitch, the pad of his thumb brushing the tight pucker there just enough to send a spark up her spine.

"Ready for more?" he murmured, voice that low growl she craved, vibrating against her ear as he pressed closer from behind. His cock—half-hard already—nudged her thigh, thickening with each subtle rock of his hips, the velvety skin hot against her cooler flesh.

Nolan, facing her, caught her eye. His fingers brushed her nipple, circling the peaked tip until it hardened further under his touch, the rough pad sending tiny jolts straight to her core.

"What do you want this time?" he asked quietly, voice rough, his own cock stirring against her belly, the head brushing her skin in lazy twitches as it filled out.

Lowie swallowed, the words forming on her tongue before she could second-guess. "Both of you. Inside me. At the same time."

The room seemed to thicken with tension—good tension, the kind that made her clit throb harder, her inner thighs slick with fresh arousal. Cassian's breath warmed her neck; Nolan's gaze darkened, a slow smile curving his lips.

No questions. No hesitation. Just quiet agreement as they moved.

Cassian took the lead on prep—he always seemed to sense what she needed without words. He eased her onto her side, facing Nolan, his body spooning hers from behind, his chest pressing warm and solid against her back. His hand slid down her back, over the curve of her ass, fingers spreading her cheeks gently to expose her to the cool air of the room.

"We'll take it slow," he said, voice steady but laced with heat. "Let me get you ready."

He glanced at the bathroom door, then slipped from the bed for a moment—padding across the marble floor, his bare feet silent, cock bobbing half-hard between his thighs. He returned with a small bottle of hotel body lotion from the countertop amenities—thick, creamy, scented with faint vanilla and shea butter.

He squeezed a generous dollop into his palm, warming it between his hands with slow rubs until it was silky and tepid, the scent blooming softly in the air like a sweet whisper.

Lowie relaxed against him, her leg hooked over Nolan's hip to open herself more, the position parting her cheeks naturally, the cool air kissing her exposed skin and making her shiver. Nolan kissed her softly—lips brushing hers, tongue slipping in for a slow tangle that tasted of wine and him—distracting her with gentle heat while Cassian worked, his free hand rubbing soothing circles on her lower back.

The first touch was light—a single finger coated in the warmed lotion circling her tight ring, tracing the puckered skin without pushing. The sensation was electric: the lotion's creamy glide warming quickly against her heat, the faint vanilla scent mixing with her own musky arousal, the pressure building anticipation like a slow-building storm.

She gasped into Nolan's mouth, her body tensing then softening as Cassian murmured encouragements behind her, his breath hot on her neck.

"That's it… just relax for me." His voice wrapped around her like silk, that growl turning soothing, making her melt, her pussy clenching emptily in response.

He pressed in slowly—one knuckle, then two—the stretch burning at first, sharp and unfamiliar as the lotion eased the way, its creamy texture making the slide smooth but thick, clinging to her skin like a lover's touch. She could feel every detail: the warmth of his finger, the faint ridges of his knuckle dragging against her inner walls, the way the lotion coated everything in a slippery sheen that made soft, wet sounds with each gentle push.

He paused, letting her adjust, his finger curving slightly to stroke her inner walls in gentle circles that sent unexpected sparks through her core, nerves awakening in waves that made her toes curl and her breath come in short pants.

The fullness was strange but good—nerves lighting up she hadn't known were there, blending with the lingering throb in her pussy. He added more lotion, squeezing another dollop directly onto his finger and her entrance, the cool cream warming instantly against her heat, dripping slightly down her crack in a slow, teasing trail that Nolan's fingers caught from the front, smearing it over her clit for extra slickness.

Cassian worked her open with patient pumps, scissoring his finger slightly to loosen her, the wet slide audible in the quiet room—squishy, intimate sounds that made her cheeks flush with arousal rather than embarrassment.

Nolan's hand joined in fully now—sliding between her thighs to circle her clit with lotion-slick fingers, keeping her arousal simmering on high. His touch was rougher, callused from work, contrasting Cassian's smooth, deliberate strokes. The dual sensations—Nolan's firm pressure on her clit, sending jolts through her front, and Cassian opening her ass from behind—had her trembling, slick dripping down her thighs in fresh, warm waves that coated Nolan's hand and made his fingers glide even easier.

"You're opening up so nicely," Cassian growled, voice dropping lower as he added a second finger, the burn intensifying as he pushed past the tight ring, the lotion making the stretch slick and messy, cream coating his knuckles and her skin in a shiny layer.

She moaned, the sound muffled against Nolan's shoulder, her body rocking back instinctively to take more. He twisted his fingers, curling them to brush a spot deep inside that made her gasp sharply, her pussy clenching in response, fresh arousal gushing out to mix with the lotion. The wet sounds were obscene now—squishy, rhythmic pumps filling the room alongside her soft whimpers, the vanilla scent thickening the air like an erotic haze.

He added more lotion again—squeezing it directly between her cheeks this time, the cool drip landing on her pucker before his fingers worked it in, making everything even slippier, messier. A third finger joined after a moment, the stretch pushing her limits—the burn sharp at first, her ring clenching tight around him—but he was careful, patient, his free hand rubbing soothing circles on her hip, thumb pressing into the dimple there to distract her with pressure points of pleasure.

The fullness built, nerves firing in hot waves that blended pain and bliss, her body adjusting, opening, craving more as the lotion's creamy glide turned the intrusion into something decadent, indulgent.

By the time Cassian withdrew his fingers—slowly, letting her feel the drag—Lowie was panting, body loose and ready, the ache in her ass now a hungry throb that mirrored the one in her pussy. He coated his cock generously with the lotion—hand sliding up and down the length in long, slick strokes, making it shine under the lamplight, the vanilla scent clinging to him—then positioned himself at her entrance from behind, the head nudging her slick, prepared hole.

Nolan did the same for his own cock, slicking it up with lotion while he held her gaze, his fingers still circling her clit to keep the fire stoked. Cassian entered her ass first—slow, inch by inch.

The head breached her with a sharp burn—thicker than his fingers, stretching her wide, the lotion easing the way but not dulling the intensity. She could feel the flare of the head popping past the ring, the veined shaft following in a slow, relentless slide that made her breath catch in her throat.

He paused after the tip, letting her breathe, his hand stroking her hip.

"Push back when you're ready," he said, voice strained but controlled, the growl edging into it making her pussy flutter.

She did—rocking her hips slightly, taking more of him, the lotion's creamy texture making the glide smooth, clinging to every inch. The fullness was intense, overwhelming—nerves firing in waves that made her clit pulse without being touched, the stretch burning hot but turning to pleasure as her body adjusted.

He slid deeper, the veined shaft dragging along her inner walls in a slow, visual push—her ass cheeks parting around him, skin shiny with lotion and sweat—until he was fully seated, hips flush against her ass, his balls pressing warm against her perineum.

"Fuck," she whimpered, the stretch bordering on too much, but the pleasure was right there, coiling tight in her belly, her pussy clenching emptily in response.

Nolan moved then—lifting her leg higher over his hip to open her further, the motion parting her slick folds visibly, her arousal glistening in the lamplight. He positioned his cock at her pussy—thicker than Cassian, the head broad and flushed—and pushed in slowly. The lotion on him mixed with her natural slickness, making the slide easy but tight, filling her front while Cassian held still behind.

She felt the head part her lips, the shaft following in a thick glide that stretched her pussy walls, the dual fullness making her gasp as he bottomed out, his pubic bone grinding against her clit in a spark of friction.

She felt them both—separated by that thin wall, cocks pressing against each other through her, the sensation so full it bordered on pain but tipped into ecstasy, nerves in her ass and pussy firing in tandem.

The visual was vivid: her body sandwiched between them, breasts pressed to Nolan's chest and heaving with each breath, Cassian's hands on her hips holding her steady, their cocks buried deep, lotion and arousal shining where they joined her.

Sweat slicked where skin met skin; the room smelled of vanilla lotion and arousal now, cherry notes fading into the musky undercurrent of bodies in heat. They stayed like that a moment—bodies locked, breaths mingling—letting her adjust, the fullness throbbing inside her like a second pulse.

Then they moved.

Cassian started—slow pulls back, then thrusts forward, his cock dragging through her ass in long, measured strokes, the lotion making the glide smooth but tight, every ridge and vein felt against her inner walls. The burn lingered but sweetened, pleasure building with each push.

Nolan matched him from the front—counter-rhythm at first, one pulling out as the other pushed in, creating a constant fullness that made her moan nonstop, the alternating pressures making her body rock between them like a wave.

The friction was insane: nerves lighting up in her ass from Cassian's curve hitting deep, her pussy clenching around Nolan's thickness as he dragged along her front wall, the two sensations bleeding into each other until she couldn't tell where one ended and the other began.

The wet sounds were filthy—slick glides, soft squelches from the lotion and her arousal mixing, the slap of skin as their thrusts gained rhythm.

"Faster," she gasped, hips rocking between them, chasing more, her breasts bouncing against Nolan's chest with each motion.

They obliged.

Cassian gripped her ass harder, spreading her cheeks to thrust deeper—snaps of his hips that made her cry out, the lotion-coated slide turning messy, excess dripping down her crack to mix with the cum leaking from her pussy.

Nolan drove into her with firm, rolling thrusts, grinding his pubic bone against her clit on every in-stroke, the pressure making her vision blur with sparks. They synced eventually—both pushing in together, pulling out together—the double penetration stretching her to her limits, the thin wall between them compressing, making her feel every pulse, every throb as their cocks rubbed against each other through her.

She felt every detail: the vein on Nolan's cock pulsing against her G-spot, Cassian's head nudging deep in her ass with each snap, their balls slapping lightly against her perineum and thighs with each thrust. Sweat dripped down her back in warm trails; Nolan's mouth found her nipple, sucking hard while rolling the other between his fingers, the wet suction and pinch sharpening the bliss.

Cassian bit her shoulder lightly, teeth grazing skin, his breath hot and ragged against her neck.

The words—combined with the relentless thrusts—pushed her over. The orgasm hit like a freight train—whole-body convulsions, her pussy and ass clenching in alternating spasms that milked them both like tight, rippling fists.

She screamed, vision whiting out, pleasure so intense it bordered on too much, waves crashing through her until she was sobbing, trembling, her nails digging into Nolan's back as slick gushed from her pussy around him.

Nolan came first—hips stuttering, cock pulsing hot inside her pussy, filling her with thick spurts that leaked out around him in warm, creamy trails down her thighs.

Cassian followed seconds later—thrusting deep into her ass one last time, groaning low as he spilled, the warmth spreading deep inside her, lotion and cum mixing in a slick mess that dripped from her stretched hole.

They held her through the aftershocks—bodies still joined, hands soothing her skin in slow strokes, breaths ragged against her neck and chest. When they finally eased out—the slow drag making her whimper from the emptiness—the connection lingered in every touch, every glance, the room filled with the visual of their spent bodies, shiny with lotion, sweat, and release.

They rested again—bodies sticky, hearts racing—knowing the night held more if they wanted it.


Chapter 13: Afterglow & Dawn

They drifted into sleep like that—bodies heavy, limbs entwined, the room quiet except for the soft rhythm of three sets of breathing slowly syncing. Lowie lay in the center, one leg draped over Nolan’s thigh, her head tucked under Cassian’s chin. His arm curled around her waist from behind, hand resting open-palmed on her belly; Nolan’s fingers were laced loosely with hers against his chest. No one spoke. No one needed to. The night had said everything.

She woke once in the small hours—disoriented, wrapped in heat and shadows, her body tender in every place that mattered. The dull, delicious ache between her legs pulsed in quiet echoes, a throbbing reminder of how thoroughly they’d taken her, how utterly she'd surrendered. Her pussy felt stretched, the inner walls swollen and fluttery, still leaking traces of them both. Her ass was sore in that deep, slow-blooming way—an ache laced with satisfaction, the kind of pain that meant something.

Cassian was pressed up behind her, the heavy ridge of his cock nestled against the curve of her lower back. Hard, even in sleep. His arm was banded tight around her waist, possessive even now, fingers splayed open against the soft give of her stomach. He didn’t thrust. Didn’t rut. Just breathed against her neck—hot and shallow—then let out a low, unconscious sound, half-growl, half-sigh, that rumbled through his chest and into her spine. The sound curled around her like a thread, tugging something deep inside her.

Nolan stirred in front of her, shifting slightly. One hand—his hand—still rested against her ribs, where it had fallen hours earlier, and now slid upward in a sleepy gesture to brush the underside of her breast. Not intentional. Just instinct. He leaned forward without opening his eyes, lips brushing her forehead in a kiss so gentle it felt like a blessing. Then he settled again, sighing, his face slack with peace.

Lowie lay between them, utterly surrounded, the center of their heat and gravity. She didn’t move. Didn’t speak. Just lay there in the thick silence of the dark, the sheets damp and clinging to her thighs, the room still rich with the scent of sex—salt and lotion and something raw and honest. Her heart felt impossibly full, stretched in a new way, not just from the night they’d shared, but from the knowing.

She had been seen.

Wanted.

Claimed.

And loved, maybe—not in the neat, tidy ways the world asked for, but in the mess and sweat and trust of three bodies tangled and spent.

She closed her eyes again, her lips curving into a quiet smile in the dark.

And slipped back under.

When she woke properly, gray dawn light filtered through the heavy curtains. Nolan was still asleep beside her, face relaxed, mouth slightly open. Cassian was gone.

She felt the absence immediately—cool sheets where his body had been, the faint indentation in the pillow still holding the shape of his head. A note rested on the nightstand, written in his sharp, slanted handwriting on hotel stationery:

Had to catch an early flight.
Didn’t want to wake you.
Last night was… fuck.
Call me when you’re home.
—C

A small smile tugged at her lips. She traced the C with her fingertip, feeling the ghost of his growl in her memory.

Nolan woke a few minutes later, blinking sleepily, reaching for her automatically. “He left?”

“Yeah.” She handed him the note. He read it, chuckled low, then pulled her into his chest, kissing the top of her head.

“Good,” he murmured against her hair. “Means we get you to ourselves for the drive home.”

They showered together—slow, languid, hands gentle on tender skin. Soap suds slid over bruises and bite marks; Nolan’s fingers massaged shampoo into her scalp while she leaned against him, eyes closed. No sex. Just closeness. Warm water, quiet laughter when soap got in someone’s eyes, soft kisses under the spray.

They checked out, drove home in comfortable silence broken by soft music and occasional glances. Lowie’s thighs were still sensitive against the leather seat; every bump in the road reminded her of them. She caught Nolan watching her in the rearview mirror once, eyes soft, and reached back to squeeze his hand.

Home felt different when they walked through the door. Same loft, same furniture, same view of the city—but the air carried a new weight. A good weight.

She showered again—alone this time—letting hot water ease the last of the soreness. When she emerged in an oversized T-shirt, hair damp, Nolan was in the kitchen making coffee. She wrapped her arms around him from behind, pressing her cheek to his back.

“He should have called, at least. I wonder if he…” she said quietly, the sentence trailing off into the hum of the kitchen.

Nolan turned, drying his hands on a towel before stepping close. He cupped her face gently, thumbs brushing the softness of her cheeks, anchoring her.

“Don’t overthink it,” he said, voice low but steady. “He’ll be back.”

Her breath caught for a second. Not from doubt. From how much she wanted to believe it—and how much she already did.

She smiled, eyes soft. “I know.”

They spent the day lazy—napping on the couch, ordering takeout, watching mindless TV. No rush to talk about it. It didn’t need dissecting yet.

That evening, her phone buzzed.

An Instagram notification.

Cassian had posted a photo: him and a stunning brunette—Clara, arms linked, laughing at some rooftop bar. Caption: “Catching up with my favorite troublemaker.”

Lowie stared at the screen longer than she meant to.

Nolan glanced over from the couch. “What’s up?”

She turned the phone toward him. He looked, raised a brow, then smirked.

“You’re jealous.”

“Not at all,” she said immediately, too fast. Then softer: “Not at all.”

He pulled her onto his lap, arms around her waist. “Baby. You’re literally sitting here wearing my shirt, still sore from both of us fucking you senseless last night, and you’re telling me you’re not even a little jealous?”

She huffed, but her lips twitched. “I have the best parts of Cassian,” she said, voice low, teasing but edged with truth. “I don’t think he can resist me.”

Nolan laughed—low, warm—then kissed her slow and deep, tongue sliding against hers like he was claiming her all over again.

Her phone rang during dinner.

Cassian.

She answered on speaker without thinking.

“Hey,” his voice came through—that growl, unmistakable even over the line. “You home safe?”

“Yeah.” She glanced at Nolan, who was watching her with dark, amused eyes. “Having dinner.”

“Good. I was with Clara earlier,” Cassian said. “Had lunch with her.”

Lowie’s hand stilled around her fork. She wondered if he was fucking her too. The thought made her chest tighten—more heat than hurt.

“Yes,” she said quietly. “I saw on Instagram.”

There was a pause, then his voice again, casual but edged: “She has a better pitch for the podcast, by the way. Less polished, more raw. Wants to talk about it with you.”

Lowie’s throat tightened, unsure if it was jealousy or curiosity—or something more layered and murky beneath.

“Listen…” Cassian’s tone shifted, lower now. “I’m in town tomorrow. Lunch? Just us?”

Lowie’s pulse kicked up. She looked at Nolan.

He nodded once—slow, deliberate—then leaned in, kissed the corner of her mouth, then her jaw, and whispered against her ear, loud enough for Cassian to hear:

“Tell him yes.”

She smiled, eyes fluttering closed as Nolan’s lips moved to her neck.

“Yeah,” she said into the phone, voice breathy. “Lunch sounds good.”

Cassian’s chuckle was low, filthy. “Perfect. I’ll text you the spot. Wear something easy to take off.”

The line went dead.

Nolan took the phone from her hand, set it aside, then pulled her down onto the couch beneath him. He kissed her again—deeper this time, possessive, hands sliding under her shirt to trace the marks they’d left.

“Tell me what you’re going to do to him tomorrow,” he murmured against her mouth.

She arched into him, already wet again, already aching. “He says lunch,” she breathed, eyes half-lidded. “But it sounds like he didn’t get enough of me.”

Nolan’s hand gripped her hip, his cock stirring against her thigh. He pulled her tighter, growled against her ear.

“As if you had enough of him.”

She smiled, slow and knowing. “I didn’t.”

He teased her, eyes glinting with that mix of mischief and heat that always undid her.
“So what do you like about your new boyfriend?”

Lowie tilted her head, pretending to consider it, though her smile was already giving her away. Her fingers traced lazy lines across his chest, feeling the warmth of his skin, the rise and fall of his breath.

Then, softer—almost reverent, almost surprised by the truth of it as it left her mouth:
“Everything,” she whispered.

The word landed like a confession. A promise.

And then she kissed him back—slow, hungry, certain.

The night was theirs.

And tomorrow belonged to all of them.
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