

Chapter 1

The Shaw mansion loomed over the city like a silent sentinel, its marble façade gleaming under the moonlight, the wrought-iron gates groaning as they swung open to admit another car, another guest. Inside, the air was thick with the scent of expensive whiskey, jasmine perfume, and something darker—something hungry. The flickering light of crystal chandeliers cast dancing shadows across the walls, creating an atmosphere of opulence and mystery that Kacey had grown accustomed to but never tired of. The grand staircase swept upward, a magnificent curving monument to wealth and status, its polished banister gleaming like silver in the ambient light.

Kacey Shaw stood in the foyer, her emerald-green gown clinging to her like a second skin, the deep V-neckline daring anyone who looked to linger. The fabric, a whisper-thin silk that seemed defiantly delicate against her curves, would shift with every breath, betraying the way her nipples hardened beneath it, the way her body ached for something more than the polite smiles and hollow conversation of their usual soirées. She could feel the coolness of the marble floor beneath her bare feet, a stark contrast to the warmth radiating from the crowded ballroom just beyond. The low hum of conversation and the clink of crystal glasses created a mesmerizing rhythm that seemed to pulse through her veins.

Her husband, Tim, adjusted his cufflinks for the third time, his fingers trembling slightly as they fumbled with the silver clasps. His face was flushed, his eyes darting nervously around the room. "You look incredible," he murmured, his voice barely audible over the crescendo of arriving guests, but his eyes kept flicking toward the grand staircase, where the first of their guests had begun to descend.

Kacey smirked, pressing her thigh against his, the heat of her body seeping through the fabric of his trousers. She felt the immediate response against her hip—his cock twitching, already stirring with anticipation. "Stop fidgeting," she whispered, her voice low, her breath warm against his ear, sending a visible shiver down his spine. The scent of his cologne mixed with the subtle musk of his arousal, creating an intoxicating bouquet that made her mouth water.

"I'm not nervous," he lied, his voice rough with an edge of desperation as he cleared his throat. "Just... excited."

She laughed then, the sound rich and knowing, and leaned in just enough to nip at his earlobe, the sharp sting causing him to inhale sharply. "Mmm. For the party," she purred, her fingers tracing the lapel of his jacket, "or for the fact that we're about to be outnumbered by men who know how to use their hands?" Her voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper that seemed to wrap around him like a physical touch.

Tim swallowed hard, the motion visible in his throat. He knew what she was getting at. The way her voice dropped when she spoke of other men. The way her pupils dilated when she described what she wanted. And God help him, he loved it. His heart hammered against his ribs like a trapped bird, his palms sweating against the cool fabric of his trousers. The thin material of his boxers did little to contain the growing bulge that strained against his zipper, a physical manifestation of the conflicted desires warring within him.

The first guest to arrive was Cedric Brown—tall, broad-shouldered, his dark skin gleaming under the soft golden light of the chandelier. His tailored suit clung to his muscular frame, the fabric stretched tight over his chest, his arms, the way his thighs strained against the seams with every step. His presence was commanding, a physical force that seemed to suck the air from the room as he moved. His gaze, when it landed on Kacey, was slow, deliberate, predatory, sweeping over her body with an intensity that made her feel both exposed and exquisitely alive.

She felt it like a physical touch, as if invisible fingers had traced the same path his eyes were following, sending heat flashing across her skin and tightening her nipples to aching points beneath her gown. The emerald silk seemed to caress them in response, the sensation almost painful in its pleasure.

Tim stiffened beside her, his body becoming rigid as a statue. "That's him," he muttered, his voice tight, barely a whisper as he leaned closer to Kacey. "The guy from the—"

"Shh," Kacey hissed, her hand lightly touching his arm in a warning gesture, but she didn't look away. She let Cedric look. Let his eyes drag over her body, lingering on the swell of her breasts, the way her hips flared beneath the gown, the way her thighs pressed together just slightly in response to the heat of his gaze. Her own breath caught in her throat as she watched his perusal, a flush spreading across her chest and up her neck.

Cedric's smirk deepened as he stepped closer, closing the distance between them with predatory grace. "Evening, Tim," he rumbled, his voice smooth as aged bourbon, a deep timber that seemed to vibrate through Kacey's entire being. "Kacey." His gaze flicked back to her, bold, unapologetic, as if he had every right to stare, as if her body were a public display put there for his enjoyment alone.

She felt her pulse quickening, a delicious flutter in her stomach that spread warmth throughout her body. "Mmm. You too," she responded, sipping her champagne, her fingers tracing the rim of the glass in a slow, deliberate motion that drew his eyes to her lips.

Cedric stepped closer still, close enough that she could smell his cologne—something dark, spicy, masculine, like leather and sandalwood, mixed with the clean scent of his skin. The combination was intoxicating, making her head spin slightly. "You know," he said, his voice dropping to a murmur, intimate and for her ears alone despite the presence of others in the room, "I was just telling someone earlier how I hate small talk." His hand hovered near her waist, fingers brushing the bare skin just above her hip, the touch sending a jolt of electricity through her entire body.

Kacey arched a brow, her pulse roaring in her ears, every nerve ending suddenly alive and tingling. "Oh? And what's that?" she managed to say, her voice husky with desire.

His fingers grazed her nipple then, just for a second—just enough—through the thin fabric of her dress. The touch was firm, possessive, his thumb pressing just hard enough to make her breath hitch, to make her body tremble despite herself. The silk of her gown did nothing to muffle the sensation, and she felt the heat of his hand through the material, a brand against her sensitive flesh.

"Tell me, Kacey," he murmured, his lips curling into a smirk that was both challenging and inviting, "do you ever let a real man handle these?" His thumb circled her nipple once more, a slow, deliberate motion that made her gasp softly, her fingers tightening around her champagne flute.

The air between them crackled, charged with something electric, something dangerous. It was as if the entire room had faded away, leaving only the two of them and the intoxicating tension that hummed between their bodies.

Tim's breath hitched beside her, his body becoming rigid with a mixture of shock and arousal. His cock ached, trapped in his slacks, throbbing with every word Cedric spoke. Every sensual threat, every bold caress sent waves of heat through him, making him feel both exposed and exhilarated. His hands were clenched into fists at his sides, the nails digging into his palms as he fought to maintain some semblance of composure. The fabric of his trousers felt unbearably tight, restricting the growing bulge that pressed uncomfortably against his zipper. He adjusted himself subtly, his fingers stroking through the fabric of his trousers in a desperate attempt to relieve the pressure, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

Kacey's nipples pebbled beneath the silk, her body betraying her in the most delicious way. She should've pulled away. Should've scolded him for his forwardness. But instead, she leaned into his touch, a small surrender that neither acknowledged but both felt deeply. Her breath came in shallow pants as his fingers traced the curve of her breast, his thumb circling her nipple with maddening slowness, each rotation sending waves of pleasure through her body. The tension built between them, a palpable force that seemed to hum in the space where their bodies almost touched.

"Cedric," she purred, her voice dripping with warning but also with something else—a hunger that matched his own, "you're playing with fire."

His grin was all teeth, his eyes dark with promise and something more primitive. "And you," he murmured, his voice a velvet growl that seemed to resonate in her bones, "are begging for it."

Tim's face burned with a mixture of embarrassment and excitement. His cock pulsed, his body betraying him in the worst, most delicious way. He should've been angry. Should've grabbed Cedric by the collar and thrown him out for speaking to his wife that way. But instead, he whimpered, the sound barely audible but unmistakable, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps, his body aching for something he couldn't name but desperately wanted to experience.

Because God help him—he loved this.

---

The night wore on, the party filling the grand ballroom with laughter and clinking glasses. But Cedric never took his eyes off Kacey. Every time she moved, his gaze followed, tracking her like a predator stalking its prey. Every time she laughed, his smirk deepened, his eyes darkening with appreciation and something more primal. Every time she reached for a glass, his fingers brushed hers, just for a second, just enough to make her skin prickle with awareness and anticipation.

Kacey was acutely aware of his attention throughout the evening. It was like a physical presence, a warm pressure against her skin that never faded, no matter how many other people surrounded them. She could feel his eyes on her as she circulated through the room, speaking with other guests, laughing at jokes she barely heard. She found herself performing for him, her movements becoming more graceful, her smiles more genuine, her posture more confident, all to attract and hold his gaze.

Tim watched from across the room, his heart pounding in his chest as he observed the silent exchange between his wife and the tall, powerful man who seemed to have claimed her attention. He could see the way Cedric's eyes followed Kacey's every movement, the way his body tensed slightly whenever she was near other men. Tim's cock was hard, trapped and throbbing in his slacks, an almost painful reminder of the arousal that coursed through him. His body burned with a need he couldn't ignore, a desperate desire that made his palms sweat and his breath come in short, sharp gasps. He adjusted himself subtly under the table, his fingers stroking through the fabric of his trousers in an attempt to relieve the pressure, but the friction only served to intensify his arousal, making his cock pulse with renewed vigor.

Kacey caught his eye from across the room, her lips parting in a slow, knowing smile that seemed to wrap around him like a physical caress. "See, baby?" she murmured, just for him, her voice husky and low, carrying across the distance despite the noise of the party. "This is what a real man looks like."

Tim's face burned with a combination of shame and excitement. He should've been jealous. Should've been furious that another man was so brazenly flirting with his wife, that he was claiming her attention with such ease. But instead, he whimpered, the sound escaping him before he could stop it, his cock twitching violently in his pants, his body betraying him in the most exquisite way. The visible bulge in his trousers seemed to throb with a life of its own, a physical manifestation of the conflicted desires that warred within him.

Because God help him—he wanted this.

---

When the party finally began to thin, Cedric cornered her near the fireplace, his body crowding hers against the marble mantle. The heat of him was intense, a wall of solid muscle that trapped her in place, his presence overwhelming in its intensity. She could feel the warmth radiating from his body, a stark contrast to the cool marble against her back. The fire crackled and popped nearby, casting dancing shadows across his face and highlighting the predatory gleam in his eyes.

"Come here often?" he asked, his voice a deep rumble that seemed to vibrate through her entire being.

Kacey laughed softly, a sound that was equal parts amusement and anticipation. "Only when I want to watch people make fools of themselves."

"Is that what I am?" he asked, stepping even closer, his body pressing against hers in a way that left no room for misinterpretation. "A fool?"

"Depends on what you're planning," she replied, her breath hitching slightly as she looked up at him, her heart racing.

"Dangerous," he murmured, his lips brushing her ear, his breath hot against her skin. She could smell him again—the dark, spicy scent of his cologne mixed with the clean smell of his skin, a combination that made her head spin and her body ache with need. "And you," he continued, his voice a velvet growl that sent shivers down her spine, "are mine."

Her breath hitched at his words, a shiver of excitement and fear running through her body. The word mine resonated with something deep within her, a claim that she both resisted and craved. It was a promise, a threat, something she had fantasized about but never truly expected to hear. She could feel the heat of his body through their clothes, the solidness of his chest against hers, the hardness of his thighs pressed against her own.

Tim, watching from across the room, was stroking himself under the table, his fingers working his cock through the fabric of his slacks in a desperate attempt to find relief from the intense arousal that had been building throughout the evening. His breath came in short, sharp gasps, his body trembling with excitement and anticipation. He could see the way Cedric crowded Kacey against the fireplace, the way his hands rested on her hips, the way they leaned in close to speak to each other. The image was both erotic and torturous, a reminder of the dynamic that had developed between them and the desires that it stirred within him.

Cedric pulled back just enough to meet her eyes, his gaze holding hers captive with its intensity. "You're dangerous," he murmured, his voice low and rough, his thumb tracing her lower lip in a gesture that was both tender and possessive.

"And you," she breathed, her pulse racing, her body aching with a need that was both familiar and terrifying, "are mine."

He laughed then, a deep, rich sound that seemed to vibrate through her entire being. "We'll see about that, darlin'."

Tim's fingers worked more urgently against his cock, the friction through the fabric of his trousers providing some relief but not enough to satisfy the intense need that burned within him. His face was flushed, his eyes dark with desire as he watched the scene unfolding across the room, unable to look away even as he knew he should.

Cedric's hand moved then, sliding from her hip to cup her breast through the thin silk of her gown. His touch was firm, possessive, his thumb brushing over her nipple in a slow, deliberate circle that made her gasp softly. "Next time, darlin'" he murmured, his voice a promise that sent shivers of anticipation down her spine, "I'm gonna show you what happens when a real man gets his hands on you."

Kacey's thighs clenched in response, her body aching with a need that was both physical and emotional. The tension that had been building throughout the evening reached a crescendo, a palpable force that seemed to hum between their bodies. Her mind reeled with the implications of his words, with the possibilities that they suggested, with the desire that they ignited.

And when Cedric slipped a card into her palm, his fingers lingering just a second too long, a promise of things to come, she didn't stop him.

"Call me," he said, his voice a velvet command that she knew she would obey.

She smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips that seemed to promise everything and nothing at all.

And when she looked at Tim, his face flushed, his eyes dark with need, she knew.

This was only the beginning.




Chapter 2

The elevator ride up to Cedric's penthouse was a blur of polished chrome and the scent of expensive leather. Kacey's fingers traced the edge of the black card he'd slipped her earlier, the one with no address, no phone number—just a time and a location. 10 PM. Don't be late. The words had burned into her mind like a brand, her pulse still thrumming in her throat as she stepped out into the dimly lit foyer. The marble floor beneath her heels was cool against her skin, the city lights beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows casting long shadows that danced across the pristine white surface, creating an ever-shifting tapestry of light and dark.

The door clicked shut behind her, sealing them in silence. Cedric stood in the center of the foyer, his broad frame silhouetted against the windows. He was the embodiment of power and control, tall and imposing, his presence filling the space like a storm brewing on the horizon. He didn't speak, just watched her with an intensity that made her skin tingle and her breath catch in her throat. His eyes, a deep shade of blue that seemed almost black in the dim light, followed her every move, taking in the way the emerald green dress clung to her curves, the way her hips swayed with each step.

"I'm sorry I'm late," Kacey finally whispered, breaking the silence between them. "Traffic was terrible."

Cedric's lips curved into a slow, sensual smile that sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine. "Had to make sure you looked good for me, didn't you?" he murmured, his voice rough with approval as he took a step closer. The scent of his cologne, expensive and masculine, wrapped around her, making her head spin.

Kacey let her gaze wander slowly over his body, taking in the way his tailored suit whispered of money and power, the way it lovingly outlined every muscle, every hard plane of his chest and broad shoulders. Her eyes traced the strong line of his jaw, the hint of stubble already darkening his chin, and the fullness of his lips that looked both cruel and inviting. His hands were buried in his pockets, but she could see the way his fingers flexed, as if he were restraining himself, holding back the predatory energy that radiated from him.

"I couldn't exactly wear jeans to meet you, could I?" she replied, her voice dripping with mischief as she lifted her chin and met his gaze head-on. "Besides, I knew you'd appreciate the effort."

His eyes darkened, the blue nearly swallowed by his dilated pupils. He took another step closer, closing the space between them until only a breath separated their bodies. "You always do," he agreed, his voice dropping to a low growl that vibrated through her chest. "But this... this is something else."

Kacey held his stare, her heart hammering against her ribs as she turned slowly, allowing him to drink in the sight of her. The emerald green fabric of her dress clung to her like a second skin, the neckline dipping low enough to offer a tantalizing glimpse of her breasts, while the hem flounced just above her knees, swaying with each deliberate movement. The thin material did little to hide the fact that she wore nothing underneath, the outline of her nipples visible through the fabric, the heat between her thighs warming the cool silk against her skin.

Cedric's breath hitched, the sound audible in the silent room. His gaze dropped to her chest, watching as her breasts rose and fell with each ragged breath she took, the hard peaks of her nipples pressing against the emerald fabric, begging for his touch. A muscle ticked in his jaw, and she could see the tension radiating from him, the barely leashed control he maintained as he drank in the sight of her.

"You're not wearing anything underneath," he observed, his voice thick with approval and desire. "Didn't think I'd need to."

Kacey bit her lower lip, her teeth sinking into the soft flesh as she watched him react to her. She reached up and curled her fingers around the lapels of his expensive suit jacket, pulling herself closer to him until the heat of his body radiated against hers. "I didn't," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. "I knew what you had planned for me."

His hands found her waist, his long fingers wrapping around her curves and pulling her flush against him. She could feel the hard length of his erection pressing against her belly, thick and insistent even through the layers of their clothing. "Fuck," he groaned, his lips brushing against her ear as he spoke, sending a cascade of shivers down her spine. "You're begging to be ruined, aren't you?"

Kacey arched into his touch, a small gasp escaping her lips as his fingers dug into her soft flesh, the perfect edge of pain mixing with pleasure. "Maybe I am," she whispered, her nails digging into his shoulders as she held onto him for dear life. "Is that what you want?"

His response was a low, dark chuckle that rumbled through his chest and vibrated against her breasts. "I want to hear you scream my name," he murmured, his hot breath fanning across her neck. "I want to feel you tremble beneath my hands. I want to watch your eyes glaze over when you come for me."

She moaned, his words painting vivid images in her mind as his hands began to explore her body. He traced the curve of her hip, his thumb brushing against the sensitive skin just above the hem of her dress, sending jolts of electricity coursing through her veins. His touch was firm and possessive, claiming what he felt was his, and she melted against him, her body betraying her with the evidence of her desire already dampening the fabric between her thighs.

The air in the foyer grew thick, heavy with the tension that crackled between them like static electricity. Kacey could feel her pulse pounding in her ears, her breaths growing shallow and erratic as Cedric's hands moved with purpose, his fingers finding the zipper of her dress and slowly, deliberately, pulling it down. The sound of the zipper was loud in the silent room, matching the frantic beat of her heart as the fabric parted, revealing more of her skin to his hungry eyes. His gaze followed the path of the zipper, his lips parting slightly as the emerald green fabric slipped from her shoulders and pooled at her feet, leaving her standing before him in nothing but her sky-high heels and the desire that radiated from every inch of her exposed flesh.

His eyes roamed over her body, taking in the way her breasts rose and fell with each breath, the pink nipples already hard and straining for his touch. His gaze trailed lower, down the flat plane of her stomach to the neatly trimmed triangle of dark hair between her legs, already glistening with the evidence of her arousal. A low growl rumbled from his throat as he took in the sight of her, his hands reaching out to cup her breasts, his thumbs brushing against her nipples and eliciting a soft gasp from her lips.

"You're beautiful," he murmured, his voice rough with need as he leaned down to capture her mouth with his. His lips were firm and demanding, parting hers and slipping his tongue inside to dance with hers in a sensual tango that left her dizzy and gasping for breath. Kacey melted against him, her hands wrapping around his neck and pulling him closer, her body arching into his touch as his thumbs continued to tease her sensitive nipples, sending waves of pleasure radiating through her.

Without breaking the kiss, Cedric guided her toward the study, his hands never leaving her body as he moved them through the darkened penthouse. The flickering flames of the fireplace in the study cast long shadows across the room, creating an atmosphere of sensuality and mystery that matched the pounding of her heart. He led her to a leather armchair, its dark surface gleaming in the firelight, and positioned her before it, his hands resting on her hips as he stepped behind her. Kacey could feel the heat of his body radiating against her back, the hard length of his erection pressing into the curve of her ass, a promise of things to come.

"Spread your legs," he commanded, his voice a low growl that sent shivers of anticipation down her spine. Kacey obeyed without hesitation, her thighs parting to reveal the glistening flesh between them. Cedric's hands gripped her hips, pulling her back against his chest as his fingers trailed down her stomach, his touch light and teasing as he approached the spot that ached for his attention. His fingers skimmed the sensitive skin of her inner thighs, brushing against the damp folds of her flesh, making her gasp and shift her weight against him.

He took his time, drawing out the moment, his fingers tracing the outline of her lips before finally dipping between them to find the wet heat within. Kacey whimpered as he slid one long finger inside her, her walls clenching around him as he began to slowly pump in and out, his thumb circling her clit in lazy, deliberate motions that had her seeing stars. His other hand moved to cup her breast, his thumb brushing against her nipple in time with the movements of his fingers, creating a symphony of pleasure that left her breathless and trembling.

"Oh God," she gasped, her head falling back against his shoulder as his fingers worked their magic inside her. "That feels so good."

"Shh," he murmured, his lips brushing against her ear as he continued to torture her with pleasure. "Let me hear you scream."

His fingers curled inside her, finding that spot that sent sparks of electricity shooting through her body, his thumb pressing down on her clit in short, sharp strokes that made her gasp and moan with each touch. He slipped a second finger inside her, then a third, stretching her and filling her as he continued to work her clit, his movements growing more insistent, more demanding as he brought her closer and closer to the edge of release.

Kacey's breath came in ragged gasps, her body trembling with the effort of holding back the orgasm that threatened to consume her. "Cedric," she whimpered, her voice breaking as she struggled to hold onto the precious thread of control he was systematically unraveling. "Please."

"Beg for it," he growled, his voice rough with desire as he slowed his movements, teasing her with the promise of release that he withheld. "Beg me to make you come."

Kacey's eyes fluttered closed, her body arching into his touch as she surrendered to the moment, to the pleasure that washed over her in waves. "Please," she gasped, her voice barely a whisper as she pleaded for the release only he could provide. "Please make me come, Cedric. I need to come so badly."

His response was immediate, his fingers plunging back into her with renewed vigor, his thumb circling her clit with determined strokes that sent her soaring toward the edge of ecstasy. "That's it," he murmured, his voice low and approving as he felt her body tense around his fingers. "Come for me, Kacey. Let me feel you fall apart."

And with one final, expert touch, he sent her tumbling over the edge. Her orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing with the force of it as she cried out his name, her walls clenching around his fingers as waves of pleasure washed through her. Cedric held her through it, his fingers gentle as he brought her down from the high, his thumb continuing to circle her sensitive clit, drawing out every last spasm of pleasure until she was limp and boneless in his arms.

For a long moment, they stood there in the flickering firelight, her body still pressed against his, their breaths mingling as they both recovered from the intensity of the moment. Cedric's fingers finally slipped from her, leaving her feeling empty and aching for more of the pleasure he had only begun to show her. He turned her to face him, his hands cupping her cheeks as he leaned down to capture her lips in a tender, reverent kiss that contrasted sharply with the fierce passion that had just consumed them.

"That was just the beginning," he murmured, his voice soft as he pulled away from the kiss, his eyes dark with promise. "We have all night, and I have so much more to show you."

Kacey looked down at herself, at the cumulative evidence of their encounter—the flushed skin, the dampness between her thighs, the way her body still hummed with the aftershocks of her orgasm. A small smile played on her lips as she met his gaze, the challenge in her eyes clear and unmistakable.

"Don't disappoint me," she whispered, her voice dripping with desire and anticipation.

Cedric's answering smile was wolfish, predatory, and utterly promising. "Never," he growled, reaching for the buttons of his shirt as he began to undress, baring his sculpted chest to her hungry gaze. "In fact, I think you've earned another lesson in pleasure, don't you?"

Kacey's eyes followed his every movement, taking in the hard planes of his chest and the dusting of dark hair that traveled down his stomach and disappeared beneath the waistband of his trousers. She lifted a hand, her fingers tracing the lines of his muscles, feeling the warmth of his skin beneath her touch, the way his breath hitched as she explored his body.

"What kind of lesson?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper as she leaned in to press a gentle kiss to his chest, her tongue flicking out to taste the saltiness of his skin.

"One where I'm inside you," he replied, his voice an octave lower as he reached for her, lifting her effortlessly and carrying her to the large desk that dominated one wall of the study. He set her down on the cool marble surface, his hands spreading her thighs wide as he stepped between them, his body a solid wall of muscle that blocked out everything but him and the firelight that danced across his skin.

"I thought that was the plan all along," Kacey teased, her fingers working to unbuckle his belt, her eyes never leaving his as she worked to free him from the confines of his clothing. "But I'm certainly not complaining."

Cedric reached down, his fingers tangling in her hair as he tilted her head back, forcing her to look up at him as he leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a whisper of a kiss that promised so much more. "You won't be," he murmured against her lips, his free hand reaching down to stroke himself, his cock already hard and throbbing with need. "Because by the time I'm done with you, you won't remember your own name, let alone anything but the feeling of me inside you."

Kacey's breath caught in her throat at his words, her body responding to the promise of the pleasure he had in store for her. Her fingers found his cock, wrapping around the thick shaft and stroking him gently, her thumb brushing against the drop of precum that already glistened at the tip. Cedric groaned, his hips jerking in response to her touch, his fingers tightening in her hair as he fought to maintain control.

"Please," she whispered, her voice thick with desire as she guided him toward her entrance, the tip of his cock brushing against her sensitive flesh. "I need you inside me, Cedric. Now."

His response was immediate, his hips surging forward as he slid into her in one smooth, powerful motion, his cock stretching her and filling her completely as he buried himself to the hilt. Kacey cried out, her back arching off the desk as the sensation overwhelmed her, her walls clenching around him as he began to move, his hips snapping against hers in a rhythm that was both primal and perfect.

"Fuck," he groaned, his voice rough with pleasure as he looked down at her, his eyes dark with desire. "You feel so good, Kacey. So tight. So wet."

She could only gasp in response, her body completely consumed by the feeling of him inside her, the way he filled her so completely, his every thrust sending sparks of pleasure radiating through her. Her nails dug into his shoulders, her legs wrapping around his waist as she met him thrust for thrust, her body moving in perfect harmony with his as they chased the pleasure that built between them like a storm gathering strength.

"You like that?" he grunted, his voice low and guttural as he increased the pace, his cock pistoning in and out of her with bruising force. "You like being fucked like a slut?"

"God, yes!" she gasped, her voice breaking as she struggled to form words, her body too consumed by the pleasure he was giving her to speak coherently. "Fuck me, Cedric. Fuck me harder!"

His hand moved to cup her breast, his fingers pinching her nipple until she cried out, the sharp sting of pain mingling with the pleasure to create a sensation that was almost too intense to bear. "Then take it," he growled, his voice rough with need as he slammed into her with even greater force, his hips snapping against hers in deep, brutal strokes that threatened to split her in two. "Take every inch of me."

Kacey's vision blurred, her body trembling with the force of his thrusts, her orgasm building at an alarming rate, the pressure coiling tighter and tighter within her until she felt like she might explode. Every nerve ending was alive with sensation, every touch sending her spiraling higher and higher until she could barely stand it, until the need for release was so intense it borderlined on pain.

"Please," she begged, her voice breaking as she felt the orgasm approaching, felt the pressure building for the second time that night. "Please, Cedric, I need to come. I need to come for you."

His response was a dark chuckle that rumbled through his chest and vibrated against her breasts. "Not yet," he growled, his hips continuing their relentless assault on her body, his cock pounding into her with a force that left her breathless and gasping. "I want to feel you come around me. I want to feel you milk me dry."

Kacey's eyes fluttered closed, her body trembling with the effort of holding back the orgasm that threatened to consume her. "I can't," she whimpered, her voice barely a sound as she struggled to form words, her mind too clouded with pleasure to think straight. "I can't hold on much longer."

"Beg for it," he demanded, his voice low and commanding as he finally slowed his pace, teasing her with the promise of release that he withheld. "Beg me to let you come."

"I'm begging you," she gasped, her body writhing beneath him, her walls clenching around him in desperate, rhythmic pulses that sought to pull him deeper, to force him to give her the release she craved. "Please, Cedric, please let me come. I need to come for you. I need to feel you fill me up."

And with a final, expert touch, Cedric gave her what she begged for. His hips snapped forward, his cock plunging into her with a force that sent her crashing over the edge. Her orgasm hit her like a freight train, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure washed through her, her walls clamping down on him as she screamed his name, her nails digging into his shoulders as she rode out the storm of her release. Cedric groaned, his own orgasm following close behind as he buried himself deep inside her, his cock pulsing and throbbing as he spilled his seed in hot, sticky ropes that filled her completely and overflowed, dripping down her thighs and onto the cool marble of the desk beneath them.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, their bodies still joined, their breaths coming in ragged gasps as they both came down from the high of their shared pleasure. Cedric's forehead rested against hers, his eyes closed as he savored the feel of her body wrapped around him, of the aftershocks of their orgasms still rippling through them both. His hands moved to cup her face, his thumbs brushing gently against her cheeks as he looked down at her, his eyes soft with affection and satisfaction.

"That was incredible," he murmured, his voice low and intimate as he spoke, the rough edge of desire replaced by something warmer, something more tender. "You are... incredible."

Kacey's lips curved into a lazy, satisfied smile, her fingers tracing idle patterns across his shoulders as she basked in the afterglow of their passionate encounter. "You're not so bad yourself," she teased, her voice soft and breathless as she leaned in to press a gentle kiss to his lips, her tongue dipping out to taste the saltiness of his skin. "Although I do believe you promised me more than just that."

Cedric's answering chuckle was low and rumbling, his hands moving to her hips as he pulled her slightly closer, his cock still half-hard inside her as he began to stir once more. "Did I?" he murmured, his eyes darkening with renewed desire as he looked down at her, his gaze roaming over her flushed face and heaving breasts with evident appreciation. "My memory must be failing me. But I do believe I promised you a night you wouldn't soon forget. And I always keep my promises."

Kacey's breath caught in her throat at his words, her body responding to the promise of more pleasure, to the feeling of him already beginning to harden inside her, his body ready for another round even as they both caught their breath from the first. "Is that so?" she whispered, her voice dripping with desire as she wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, urging him on. "Then I suggest you get started. After all, we have all night."

Cedric's only response was a low growl that rumbled through his chest as he began to move once more, his hips finding a slow, steady rhythm that promised to be every bit as pleasurable as the last. And as the firelight danced across their skin and the city lights glittered behind them, they lost themselves in each other, their bodies moving in perfect harmony as they chased the pleasure that awaited them in the long night ahead.




Chapter 3

Kacey’s fingers trembled over the keyboard, the blue glow of the screen reflecting off her face like a fractured mirror of desire. The words she had sent to Cedric burned in her mind, an incandescent promise that hung between them, palpable and electric. Meet me at my place. 9 PM. Come alone. She had sent it with a recklessness that surprised even her, a boldness that bordered on self-destruction. Now, in the quiet of her bedroom, with the hum of the heating system the only witness to her turmoil, she questioned whether her courage would hold fast.

The dress she had selected—a masterpiece of sensuality in black silk that clung to every curve like a second skin—lay discarded on the floor beside her. She had placed it there deliberately, a silent testament to her decision to abandon all pretense of modesty. No panties. No bra. Just her bare skin, the warmth of her body, and the delicious ache that had taken up residence between her thighs. Her breath hitched as her fingers traced the sensitive skin of her collarbone, slowly traveling downward, mapping the landscape of her need. Her nipples, already hardened into tight buds, ached for attention. She circled one with her thumb, drawing a soft gasp from her lips as pleasure radiated outward. God, she was soaked. The mere thought of Cedric’s hands on her, his mouth, the thick length of him inside her—it was almost enough to send her over the edge right then and there.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand, vibrating against the wood with a persistence that matched the throbbing between her legs. She didn’t need to look to know it was him. There was something in the vibration, a frequency that sang directly to her hunger.

I’ll be there.

The message was stark, devoid of the playful teasing that had characterized their previous exchanges. This was raw, unfiltered promise, and it sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine.

Kacey exhaled a shaky breath, her fingers continuing their exploration, dancing across her stomach, dipping lower into the wet heat awaiting them. She was already so close, already teetering on the brink of something delicious. The thought of Cedric watching her touch herself, of his knowing eyes tracking her every movement, was almost enough to push her over. She imagined his hands replacing hers, his fingers sliding inside her, his thumb pressing against her clit just right.

God, he was going to ruin her. Completely.

---

Tim wasn’t supposed to be listening. The mantra repeated in his mind like a broken record as he sat hunched over the desk in his home office, the glow from the computer screen casting long shadows across his face. The quarterly reports were due by close of business, yet the figures and projections on the screen might as well have been ancient Greek for all the comprehension they required. His mind was elsewhere—specifically, one floor above, where his wife was currently getting ready for a "girls' night" that Tim knew, instinctively, was anything but.

His ears strained against the silence, hyper-aware of every creak of the floorboards, every rustle of fabric, every soft exhalation that drifted down the staircase. His body had betrayed him long ago, his cock hardening to an uncomfortable degree against the rough fabric of his slacks. With each sound from upstairs, his imagination ran wild, painting vivid, explicit pictures of Cedric and Kacey together. He could see it in his mind’s eye—the way the younger man would look at her, with that predatory hunger they’d shared at the party. The way Kacey would respond, her body arching, her eyes glazing over with need for someone who wasn’t her husband.

The unexpected sound of the doorbell jolted him from his thoughts. His entire body tensed, his hand freezing mid-motion over the keyboard. He could hear Kacey’s footsteps now, soft and deliberate, crossing the foyer. The distinct click of the lock turning echoed through the silence of the house. Voices, low and intimate, drifted up to him—Cedric’s deep timbre and Kacey’s breathless whispers, punctuated by a soft, wet sound that made Tim’s cock twitch in his pants.

"You sure you want to do this?" Cedric’s voice was barely more than a growl, yet it carried the weight of a command that sent a shiver down Tim’s spine.

"Shut up and kiss me," Kacey’s reply was breathless, almost desperate, dripping with an enthusiasm that simultaneously excited and terrified him.

Tim’s hand slid down from the desk, his fingers trailing over the prominent bulge in his trousers. He shouldn’t. He knew he shouldn’t. Yet his body had taken on a life of its own, responding to the sounds from upstairs with an intensity that was both embarrassing and thrilling. He could hear Kacey’s soft moan, the way her body must be arching into Cedric’s. The zipper of Cedric’s pants being pulled down made Tim’s breath catch in his throat, his own zipper feeling suddenly too tight, too constrictive against his swelling erection.

"Fuck, Kacey," Cedric’s voice was rough with need, a guttural sound that Tim felt in his own chest. "You’re killing me."

Kacey’s breathless laughter was like music, a melody that spoke of pleasure and anticipation. Tim could hear the soft slide of her fingers down Cedric’s chest, following the path he’d once taken himself, before she descended lower still. "I haven’t even started yet," she promised, her voice thick with desire.

The bed upstairs groaned under their combined weight, the soft rustle of fabric against fabric and skin against skin creating a symphony of anticipation that Tim couldn’t ignore. His hand wrapped around his own cock through the fabric of his slacks, squeezing lightly as pre-cum already beaded at the tip. The sound of Kacey’s fingers sliding through her own wetness was obscenely clear, a soft, squelching rhythm that made Tim’s hips buck involuntarily.

"Touch yourself," Cedric commanded, his voice dropping to a velvety rasp that Tim swore he could feel in his own balls. "Let me hear you."

A brief pause, broken only by the sound of hurried breathing, followed by the unmistakable wet sound of Kacey’s fingers working her clit. Tim’s grip tightened on himself, his thumb swiping over the head of his cock, spreading the pre-cum that had already leaked out. He could imagine it clearly—the way her fingers would glisten with her arousal, the flush that would spread across her chest, the way her lips would part on a silent gasp of pleasure.

"That’s it," Cedric encouraged, his voice rough with approval. "Play with that pretty little pussy for me. Show me how bad you want my cock."

Kacey’s response was a whimper that sent a jolt of electricity straight to Tim’s groin. "I need you," she gasped, her voice breaking on the last word. "Right now. Please."

The bedframe creaked as Cedric shifted his position, the telltale sound of a condom wrapper being torn open sending a fresh wave of arousal through Tim. He imagined Cedric, his thick, veined cock standing proudly from his body, glistening with pre-cum as he prepared to take what he so clearly desired. Tim’s own cock ached with a ferocity that was almost painful, his balls already drawing up tight with anticipation.

"Look at me," Cedric demanded, his voice a growl that Tim felt in his bones. "Keep playing with that pretty cunt while I watch."

Kacey’s breathing hitched, becoming sharper, more desperate. The wet sounds of her self-pleasure grew more frequent, more insistent. Tim’s own hand moved in rhythm with her imagined strokes, his thumb circling the head of his cock in time with her pleasure. He could almost smell her arousal, sweet and musky, filling the air between them.

"Fuck, you’re so soaked," Cedric groaned, his voice thick with appreciation. "Already dripping for me."

"I can’t—" Kacey’s voice was a breathless plea. "I need—"

"You’ll take it," Cedric interrupted, his voice dropping to a commanding tone that sent a shiver down Tim’s spine. "Every inch. And you won’t come until I say so."

The bed creaked again, signaling that Cedric was positioning himself at her entrance. Tim’s entire body tensed, his free hand gripping the armrest of his chair so tightly that his knuckles turned white. He could imagine the sight—the swollen head of Cedric’s cock poised at Kacey’s glistening entrance, her body trembling with anticipation. The moment of penetration was announced by Kacey’s sharp intake of breath, followed by a gasp that was almost a cry.

"Fuck—!" she gasped, her voice breaking. "You’re huge."

Cedric’s groan was one of pure pleasure, a sound that Tim felt in his own tightening balls. "And you’re perfect," the younger man growled, his fingers digging into Kacey’s hips. "So tight. So fucking wet."

Tim’s hand moved faster now, his grip tightening as he imagined the way Cedric’s cock would be stretching his wife, filling her completely, claiming her in a way that Tim hadn’t in years. The thought sent a fresh wave of pre-cum leaking from his tip, making the friction of his hand against his slacks even more intense.

"Ride me," Cedric commanded, his voice rough with need. "Show me how good you take my cock."

The sound of Kacey shifting her position was followed by the slow, wet drag of her body moving against Cedric’s. Tim’s breathing grew ragged, his hips bucking in time with their imagined movements. He could picture it so clearly—the way Kacey would be moving, her hips rolling, her tits bouncing with each thrust, her head thrown back in ecstasy.

"Jesus," Cedric groaned, his voice strained. "Your pussy is milking my cock. Fuck, Kacey—"

Kacey’s breathing was becoming more frantic now, her gasps punctuated by soft moans that made Tim’s cock twitch with need. "I’m gonna—" she whimpered. "I can’t—oh god—"

"Not yet," Cedric growled, his voice leaving no room for argument. "Not until I tell you."

The bedframe groaned in protest as Cedric’s hands gripped Kacey’s ass, pulling her down hard onto his cock. "Now," he commanded, his voice rough with need. "Come for me."

The sound that followed was a choked-off scream, followed by the wet, obscene sounds of Kacey’s orgasm. Tim could imagine it vividly—the way her pussy would clench around Cedric’s cock, the way her body would shudder with pleasure, the way she’d cry out his name in ecstasy. His own cock was throbbing in his hand, the pressure building to an almost unbearable degree.

"Good girl," Cedric murmured, his voice dark and pleased. "Now take my cock again. Harder."

The sounds of their bodies slamming together grew louder, more insistent, a primal rhythm that Tim found himself unable to resist. His hand moved faster, his grip tightening as he brought himself closer to the edge. He could hear Kacey’s moans becoming more frequent, more desperate, matching the tempo of Cedric’s thrusts.

"Fuck—!" Cedric groaned, his voice rough with climax. "I’m gonna—fuck—"

The sound of his release was muffled by the condom, but Tim could imagine it clearly—the hot, pulsing jets of cum filling his wife, triggering another wave of her own pleasure. Kacey gasped, her body shuddering around Cedric as she came again, her orgasm echoing through the silence of the house.

Tim’s own orgasm hit him like a freight train, his cock jerking in his hand as thick ropes of cum painted his shirt and pants. He bit back a groan, his body shuddering with the intensity of his release. For a moment, he just sat there, panting, his hand still wrapped around his softening cock, cum dripping onto his thigh.

Then, silence.

Tim remained frozen in his chair, his heart pounding, his body still humming with the aftershocks of his orgasm. The door to his office creaked open, and there stood Kacey, her dress pulled on in a hurry, the fabric clinging to her sweat-slicked body. Her lips were swollen from kissing, her hair tousled, her eyes dark with satisfaction. Behind her, Cedric leaned against the doorframe, his cock still out, glistening with Kacey’s arousal, a smirk playing on his lips.

Tim’s cock, which had barely begun to soften, twitched in his hand at the sight. He quickly adjusted himself, trying to make it less obvious that he had been jerking off to the sounds of his wife and another man.

"Miss me?" Cedric asked, his voice a low purr as his gaze flicked to Tim where he sat, half-hidden in the shadows.

Kacey licked her lips, her eyes meeting Tim’s for just a second before drifting back to Cedric. "Not enough," she whispered, her voice husky with desire.

Cedric chuckled, a low, amused sound that sent a shiver down Tim’s spine. "Good," he murmured, stepping forward and reaching out to cup Kacey’s face. "Because I’m not done with you yet."

Tim watched, transfixed, as Cedric leaned in, his lips brushing against Kacey’s ear. "Tomorrow night," he whispered, his voice barely audible. "Same time. And this time?" His voice dropped even lower, becoming a growl that Tim could hear across the room. "You come alone. And you beg for it."

Kacey shivered, her fingers curling into Cedric’s shirt. "Yes," she breathed, her voice barely a whisper.

Tim’s cock, which had been softening, now swelled to full attention in his pants. He couldn’t look away as Cedric’s fingers traced the curve of Kacey’s waist, the way her breath hitched when he slid his hand between her thighs.

"Dirty girl," Cedric murmured, his voice thick with approval. "Already wet for me again."

Kacey moaned softly, her head falling back against Cedric’s shoulder. "Only for you," she gasped.

Tim’s hand moved to his crotch, adjusting his now painfully hard cock through his trousers. He should have been furious. He should have put a stop to whatever was happening right then and there. But all he could think about was the way Cedric’s cock looked, the way his wife had looked when she came, the way her body had responded to another man’s touch. And tomorrow night?

He’d be waiting.

With his cock in his hand, his wife’s secrets laid bare before him, and the burning desire to know just how far this could go.




Chapter 4

The study door clicked shut behind Cedric, the sound echoing like a gunshot in the oppressive silence of the Shaw household. Tim didn't move. He barely breathed. His fingers remained wrapped around the stem of his bourbon glass, the ice having long since melted to water, the liquid now warm and bitter in his throat. The heavy air in the room was thick with the scent of cedar and leather, the familiar perfume of old money and something far more primal—something alive and breathing with possibility.

Kacey had left them alone.

Not because she was ashamed. Not because she regretted it.

Because she wanted him to hear.

That thought should have been enough to ignite a firestorm of rage within him. To propel him from his chair, to storm upstairs, to demand answers, to put an immediate end to whatever game they were playing. But his body had other plans entirely. His cock, still thick and aching from the muffled sounds of pleasure that had seeped through the walls, twitched against the restrictive fabric of his expensive slacks. His pulse hammered in his ears, a steady, insistent rhythm that was a perfect match to the way his fingers traced the edge of the polished mahogany desk, his knuckles now white with tension.

He should have been disgusted with his body's treasonous reaction. Should have been appalled at his own mind for betraying his marriage, his values, his very self. Instead, he was achingly, embarrassingly hard, a physical manifestation of his internal conflict that he couldn't ignore.

The doorbell rang again—sharp, insistent, jarring him from his thoughts. Tim's head snapped up. He didn't recognize the number flashing across the screen of his phone, some unknown contact that had appeared while his attention had been elsewhere. The message was breathtakingly simple:

" You're invited. Midnight. Don't be late. "

No name. No explanation. Just the tantalizing promise of something more. Something that existed beyond the boundaries of his ordinary life, beyond the constraints of his marriage, beyond the limits of what he had previously believed himself capable of.

Tim's breath caught in his throat. He knew without a shadow of doubt who had sent that message. Knew, with the certainty of a man who had spent years studying the chessboard of his business life, that this was Cedric's doing. A test. A challenge. A bold invitation to see how far he would let this particular game proceed.

He should have deleted that message. Should have thrown his phone across the room in a fit of indignation. Instead, his thumb hovered over the notification, his mind racing with possibilities that both terrified and exhilarated him.

---

The clock on the mantelpiece had ticked past eleven when the front door creaked open, its sound splitting the silence of the house like a gunshot. Tim's pulse spiked, a jolt of adrenaline coursing through his veins as he waited for Kacey to make her entrance. His mind had been a whirlwind of conflicting emotions for the past hour—jealousy burning hot in his stomach, arousal tightening in his groin, and beneath it all, a dark, gnawing sense of possessiveness that he couldn't quite understand.

Kacey stepped into the hallway, her blonde hair cascading freely over her shoulders, framing a face glistening with a light sheen of perspiration. Her lips were swollen, kiss-swollen, and she wore the same black dress she'd had on earlier, though now it clung to her curves in a way that suggested she had recently been handled with enthusiasm. The neckline, deep enough to offer tantalizing glimpses of her skin, revealed the faint outline of her nipples pressing against the fabric, hard and visibly aroused. Her complexion glowed, flushed with the aftermath of pleasure, her hazel eyes dark with something that Tim couldn't quite name—perhaps anticipation, perhaps satisfaction, perhaps both.

" You came, " he said, his voice rough with emotion, barely above a whisper.

Kacey offered him a slow, deliberate smirk as she sauntered closer, the sway of her hips exaggerated with each step, a predator stalking her prey. " Did you think I wouldn't? " she replied, her voice a low purr that sent a shiver down Tim's spine.

Tim's breath hitched as she reached out, her slender fingers tracing the lapel of his expensive suit jacket with a feather-light touch. " You're hard, " she murmured, her voice barely audible, yet cutting through the tension like a knife. " Did you listen to us? "

His cock, already straining against his trousers, throbbed in response to her words, to the memory of the sounds he had indeed listened to. " I heard you, " he admitted, his voice hoarse with desire. " I heard every... single... sound. "

Kacey's smile turned wicked, her eyes locking onto his with a predatory intensity that left him momentarily breathless. " And? " she prompted, her fingers now sliding up his chest with maddening slowness, each touch sending jolts of electricity straight to his groin. " Did you enjoy the show? "

" I did, " he confessed, his hands finding their way to her hips, pulling her closer until their bodies were pressed together, the heat radiating from her seeping through the layers of their clothing. " God help me, I did. I wanted you to continue. "

Her breath hitched audibly, her fingers traveling up his neck and to his face, where she traced his bottom lip with her fingertip, leaving a trail of fire in her wake. " You did, huh? " she whispered, her voice thick with arousal. " You're full of surprises, Mr. Shaw. "

Tim nodded, his lips brushing hers as he spoke, the contact sending a jolt of electricity through his entire being. " I am, " he agreed, his voice a low growl. " And I want to know what else you have in store for me tonight. "

Kacey moaned softly, her body molding against his, her hardened nipples pressing into his chest through the fabric of her dress and his shirt. " Then what are you waiting for, baby? " she challenged, her voice taking on a commanding tone that sent a fresh wave of desire coursing through him. " The invitation was for both of us. "

Tim didn't need to be told twice. With a growl that was part frustration, part desire, he captured her lips in a possessive kiss, his hand sliding up her back to tangle in her hair, holding her in place as he plundered her mouth with his tongue. Kacey responded with equal fervor, her hands gripping his shoulders, her nails digging into the expensive fabric of his suit jacket as she pressed her hips against his, the friction sending sparks of pleasure through both of them.

When they finally broke apart, both were breathing heavily, their eyes locked with an intensity that bordered on desperate. " Your turn to drive, " Kacey whispered, her voice thick with promise. " Don't keep him waiting. "

---

The car ride to Cedric's penthouse was a blur of mounting tension and anticipation that made the short drive feel interminable. Tim's hands gripped the steering wheel so tightly that his knuckles had turned white, his knuckles aching with the effort. His cock, already hard from the events in the hallway, pressed insistently against the zipper of his slacks, the friction a constant, maddening reminder of his desire. Beside him, Kacey sat with her thigh pressed against his, her fingers tracing idle, intoxicating patterns on his thigh, each touch sending fresh waves of electricity straight to his groin.

" You're nervous, " she observed, her voice a low purr that seemed to vibrate through the intimacy of the car's confines.

Tim exhaled sharply, the controlled breath doing little to ease the tension coiling in his gut like a spring about to release. " I'm not nervous, " he lied, his voice strained even to his own ears.

Kacey laughed softly, a bright, carefree sound that somehow managed to make the sexual tension in the car even more palpable. " Liar, " she teased, her fingers now drawing slow circles on the inside of his thigh, dangerously close to where his cock strained against his trousers. " Your heart is racing. I can hear it. "

Tim swallowed hard, trying to focus on the road ahead, but his gaze kept drifting to where her hand rested on his thigh, her touch both torturous and intoxicating. " I'm just... focused on driving, " he managed, his voice barely above a whisper.

Kacey leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear, her lips brushing the sensitive skin just below his earlobe. " Focus on me instead, " she whispered, her voice dripping with suggestion. " On what we're about to do. On what he's going to do to you. "

At her words, Tim's cock throbbed with renewed vigor, the thought of Cedric's hands on him, his mouth, his body, sending a fresh wave of heat through his veins. " Fuck, Kacey, " he groaned, his hands tightening their grip on the steering wheel until the leather creaked in protest.

Kacey straightened in her seat, a satisfied smile playing on her lips as she watched the effect her words had on her husband. " Just a taste of what's to come, darling, " she purred, her fingers now resting lightly on his thigh, no longer tracing patterns but remaining still, the promise of their return hanging in the air between them.

The penthouse, when they finally arrived, was everything Tim had expected and more. Sleek, modern, and imposing, it dominated the skyline from its perch on the top floor of the building. The entrance was a statement of understated elegance, with polished marble floors reflecting the soft lighting and floor-to-ceiling windows offering breathtaking views of the city below. Cedric stood waiting in the open doorway, his broad frame filling the space, his expensive dark suit perfectly tailored to his muscular physique. His eyes, the color of dark whiskey, raked over them with slow, deliberate appreciation, starting with Kacey's bare feet and traveling up her body, lingering on the way her dress clung to her hips before meeting Tim's gaze with an intensity that made him feel both exposed and desired.

" Tim, " Cedric said, his voice as smooth and rich as the whiskey he was named after, a small smile playing on his lips. " Kacey. "

Kacey stepped forward first, her fingers brushing against Cedric's arm in a gesture that was both casual and intimate. " Cedric, " she acknowledged, her voice low and seductive.

Tim's jaw clenched involuntarily, a complex mixture of emotions warring within him—anger at himself for his body's reaction, jealousy at seeing his wife touch another man, and beneath it all, a dark, undeniable arousal that he couldn't suppress.

" Drink? " Cedric offered, gesturing toward a fully stocked bar that took up one entire wall of the expansive living area. " I've got just about everything one could want. "

Tim nodded, his voice coming out rough and gravelly. " Bourbon. Neat. "

Cedric smirked, moving to pour the drink with practiced ease, the amber liquid pouring into the crystal glass with a satisfying gurgle. He slid the glass across the polished surface of the bar toward Tim, the smooth surface catching the light and making the bourbon glow like liquid gold. " You look like you need it, " Cedric observed, his eyes never leaving Tim's face.

Tim downed the drink in one smooth motion, the burn of the high-quality bourbon doing little to ease the tension coiling in his gut like a serpent ready to strike. " What do you want? " he asked, his voice low and dangerous, his eyes narrowed as he set the empty glass down with a thud that reverberated through the room.

Cedric's smirk deepened, transforming from pleasant to knowing in an instant. " What do you want, Tim? " he countered, his voice a soft challenge that hung in the air between them, thick with unspoken implications.

Kacey's breath hitched audibly, her fingers tightening around her own glass as she watched the exchange between the two men, her eyes wide with anticipation. " Tim? " she prompted softly, her voice barely above a whisper.

Tim's gaze locked onto his wife's, dark and intense, as he processed Cedric's question. " I want to know what the fuck is happening here, " he growled, his voice a low rumble that vibrated with barely contained emotion. " I want to know why you're here. "

Kacey licked her lips, her eyes never leaving Tim's as she answered. " Because I wanted to be, " she confessed, her voice dropping to a whisper that was somehow more potent than a shout. " Because I chose this. Because I chose you. And I chose him. "

Tim's breath caught in his throat, his mind racing to process her words. " You chose this? " he repeated, disbelief and arousal warring in his voice.

She nodded slowly, deliberately, her eyes dark with desire as she confirmed his question. " I did, " she breathed, taking a small step closer to where he stood. " I chose you. And I chose him. "

Tim's cock throbbed in response, his body betraying him with its physical reaction to her declaration. " Fuck, " he groaned, running a hand through his hair in a gesture of frustration and desire. " Fuck, Kacey. "

Cedric chuckled, a low, dark sound that seemed to wrap around them like a physical presence. " You're both here, " he murmured, his gaze flicking between them with predatory interest. " So let's not pretend this is a surprise. "

Tim's breath came in ragged gasps, his chest rising and falling with the effort, his eyes locked onto Cedric's, searching for answers he didn't know he wanted to find. " What do you want from us? " he demanded, his voice a mixture of anger and something else—something that sounded suspiciously like desperation.

Cedric's smirk turned wicked, his eyes gleaming with amusement and arousal. " Everything, " he pronounced simply, the word hanging in the air between them like a promise. " I want everything you're willing to give. "

---

The air in Cedric's penthouse had grown thick with tension, so palpable that Tim could almost taste it on his tongue. It was the kind of tension that precedes a storm, charged with electricity and possibility, making every breath feel like an act of recklessness. His hands trembled slightly as he set his empty bourbon glass down on the bar, the clink of crystal against marble sounding unnaturally loud in the charged silence. His gaze remained locked onto Cedric's, unable to look away from the intensity in those dark whiskey eyes.

" You're playing with fire, " Tim growled, his voice low and dangerous, the words sounding more like a threat to himself than to Cedric.

Cedric's eyes darkened, the irises seemingly swallowing the pupils as his expression grew more serious. " No, " he murmured, taking a step closer so that they stood barely a foot apart, the heat radiating from his body palpable even through the layers of their clothes. " I'm stoking it. I'm building it into something neither of you can ignore. "

As if on cue, Kacey's breath hitched audibly, her fingers sliding up Tim's chest with a feather-light touch that contrasted sharply with the heavy tension in the room. " You like this, " she whispered, her voice low and playful, almost hypnotic in its delivery. " Admit it. "

Tim's breath caught in his throat, his body betraying him once again as his cock strained against his slacks, aching for release, hungry for what only these two could provide. " I hate it, " he lied, the words tasting bitter on his tongue, a falsehood so transparent that even he didn't quite believe it.

Kacey laughed softly, the sound like the tinkling of crystal bells, bright and carefree in the face of the heavy atmosphere. " Liar, " she accused gently, her fingers continuing their torturous journey up his chest, her touch searing his skin even through the fabric of his shirt. " You can't lie to me, darling. I can feel it in your body. I can see it in your eyes. "

Cedric's hand slid around Kacey's waist, pulling her back against his chest in a possessive gesture that sent a fresh wave of jealousy and arousal coursing through Tim. " You're both liars, " Cedric murmured, his lips brushing against Kacey's ear, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through both of them. " Because you know what you really want, even if you're too afraid to admit it. "

Tim's cock throbbed in response to Cedric's words, his mind racing with possibilities that both terrified and exhilarated him. " Fuck, " he groaned, running a hand through his hair in a gesture of frustration, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps that made his chest heave with the effort. " Fuck, Kacey. Cedric. "

Kacey's smile turned wicked, her eyes gleaming with mischief and desire as she looked up at her husband. " Let's find out, " she purred, her voice dropping to a whisper that promised delights beyond their wildest imaginings. " Let's stop talking and start doing. "

---

The bedroom was shrouded in darkness, the only illumination coming from the silvery light of the full moon spilling through the floor-to-ceiling windows that dominated one wall. The space was vast and luxurious, dominated by a massive bed that seemed to float in the darkness, its black silk sheets and plush pillows inviting and sinful. Tim hesitated in the doorway, his pulse hammering in his ears as he took in the scene before him, his mind racing with possibilities that made his head spin.

Cedric was already waiting for them, standing beside the bed, his tall frame silhouetted against the moonlight. He had removed his jacket and tie, his white dress shirt open at the collar to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of muscular chest. His eyes were fixed on Tim, a predatory intensity in their dark depths that made the older man feel both vulnerable and desired.

" You first, " Cedric murmured, his voice rough with need, the words hanging in the air between them like a challenge.

Tim's breath hitched, his mind racing to understand what exactly was being asked of him. " What? " he managed to choke out, his voice barely above a whisper.

Cedric's smirk turned more pronounced, more wicked, his gaze never leaving Tim's face. " You heard me, " he confirmed, taking a deliberate step closer, the moonlight catching the gleam in his eyes. " Show me what you're made of. Show me what you've been thinking about since you first saw me with Kacey. "

Kacey's breath hitched softly from where she stood beside Tim, her fingers sliding up his chest with that familiar, torturous lightness that seemed to ignite every nerve ending in his body. " Do it, baby, " she whispered, her voice low and encouraging, a contrast to the tension in the room. " Show him what you really want. "

Tim's breath caught in his throat, his hands trembling slightly as he reached for the zipper of his slacks, the sound of the metal teeth parting seeming unnaturally loud in the charged silence. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, already glistening with pre-cum at the tip, a physical manifestation of his desire that he could no longer deny. He wrapped his fingers around his shaft, his touch tentative at first, then more confident as he began to stroke himself, his gaze locked onto Cedric's, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps that made his chest heave with the effort.

" Fuck, " Cedric growled, his voice rough with arousal, his eyes dark with desire as they tracked Tim's movements. " You're so fucking hard. I can see it in your eyes. I can smell it on your skin. "

Kacey moaned softly, her fingers continuing their exploration of Tim's chest, her touch sending shivers of pleasure down his spine. " He loves it, " she whispered, her voice thick with her own arousal. " He wants you to touch him, Cedric. He wants to feel your hands on him. "

Tim's breath hitched at her words, his stroke becoming more insistent, more urgent, his body trembling with the effort of holding back his release. " Kacey—" he began, his voice strained with need.

" Touch him, " she commanded softly, her voice taking on a note of authority that sent a fresh wave of desire coursing through him. " Make him beg for it. "

Tim nodded, his free hand reaching for Cedric's belt, fingers fumbling slightly with the buckle in his haste, his body aching with the need for contact. He managed to free the buckle, the button and zipper following with a satisfying click, and Cedric's cock sprang free, thick and hard, matching Tim's in size and arousal, both glistening with pre-cum. Tim wrapped his fingers around Cedric's shaft, his touch tentative at first, then more confident as he began to stroke the other man, his gaze locked onto Cedric's, watching with fascination as desire transformed his features.

" Fuck, " Cedric groaned, his head falling back slightly, his eyes closed in ecstasy. " You're so fucking good at that. Your hands are magic. "

Kacey moaned softly, her fingers sliding up Tim's chest once more, her touch feather-light against his skin. " He loves it, " she repeated, her voice thick with desire. " He wants you to take him. He wants you to show him what you're made of. "

Tim's breath came in short, ragged gasps, his body trembling with anticipation, his mind racing with images that made his cock throb with renewed vigor. " Cedric—" he managed to gasp, his hand still moving on the other man's cock, his own body aching with the need for release.

" Fuck me, " Cedric commanded, his voice rough with need, his eyes opening to lock onto Tim's with an intensity that left him breathless. " Show me what you've got. Show me what you've been dreaming about since we met. "

Tim's breath hitched, his mind racing to process the command, to understand what exactly was being asked of him. " What? " he managed to choke out, his voice barely above a whisper.

Cedric's smirk turned wicked, his gaze never leaving Tim's face. " You heard me, " he confirmed, his hand sliding up Tim's chest, mirroring Kacey's touch, the dual sensations sending shivers of pleasure down his spine. " Fuck me. Show me what you're made of. "

Kacey's breath hitched, her fingers sliding up Tim's neck to tangle in his hair, pulling his head back slightly, exposing his throat as she whispered in his ear. " Do it, baby, " she urged, her voice low and commanding. " Show him what you really want. Show him what you've been fantasizing about. "

Tim's breath came in short, ragged gasps, his body trembling with anticipation, his mind racing with possibilities that both terrified and exhilarated him. He reached for the small bottle of lube on the nightstand, his fingers trembling slightly as he uncapped it and slicked his cock, the cool liquid sending a jolt of pleasure through his entire body. He stepped closer to Cedric, his hands sliding up the other man's chest, feeling the solid muscle beneath the expensive fabric of his shirt, his own body aching with the need for contact.

"You sure about this?" Tim growled, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through both of them, his gaze locked onto Cedric's, searching for any hint of hesitation.

Cedric's smirk turned more pronounced, more confident. " I've never been more sure of anything in my life, " he declared, his hands sliding down Tim's back, pulling him closer until their bodies were pressed together, the heat between them palpable. " I've been dreaming about this since the moment I first saw you. "

Tim's breath hitched at his words, his body responding with a throb of desire that was almost painful in its intensity. He pressed the tip of his slick cock against Cedric's entrance, feeling the resistance for a moment before the other man relaxed, allowing him to slide inside with a groan that was half pleasure, half frustration.

" Fuck, " Cedric growled, his fingers digging into Tim's shoulders, his eyes closed in ecstasy. " You're so fucking big. I can feel you stretching me, filling me. It's incredible. "

Tim began to move, his hips thrusting forward in a slow, deliberate rhythm that built in intensity with each passing moment, his eyes locked onto Cedric's, watching with fascination as desire transformed his features. Kacey stood beside them, her fingers tracing patterns on Tim's back, her touch sending shivers of pleasure down his spine with every movement, her breath coming in ragged gasps that matched their shared rhythm.

" Fuck him, " she whispered, her voice thick with desire, her eyes dark with need. " Make him scream your name. Show him what you're made of. "

Tim's breath came in short, ragged gasps, his body trembling with the effort of holding back his release, his movements becoming more insistent, more demanding, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through both of them. Cedric's moans grew louder, more desperate, his fingers digging into Tim's shoulders as he met each thrust with his own hips, their bodies moving together in a dance as old as time itself.

" I'm close, " Cedric gasped, his eyes opening to lock onto Tim's with an intensity that left him breathless. " So fucking close. Don't stop. Please, don't stop. "

Tim nodded, his movements becoming more urgent, more desperate, his own release building with each passing second, the pleasure so intense it was almost painful. " Me too, " he managed to gasp, his voice barely recognizable. " I'm right there with you. "

With a final, desperate thrust, Tim felt Cedric's body convulse around his cock, the other man's release triggering his own, his cock pulsing with each jet of hot cum that spilled between them. Tim collapsed onto the bed beside Cedric, his body trembling with the aftershocks of his orgasm, his breath coming in ragged gasps that made his chest heave with the effort.

Kacey crawled onto the bed beside them, her fingers tracing patterns on Tim's chest, her touch gentle and soothing after the intensity of their passion. " That was incredible, " she whispered, her voice soft and filled with wonder. " You were incredible. "

Tim managed a weak smile, his eyes closed in exhaustion, his body still trembling with the aftershocks of his release. " We're just getting started, " he managed to say, his voice barely above a whisper. " There's so much more I want to show you. "




Chapter 5

The doorbell rang again, sharp and insistent, cutting through the haze of his thoughts. Tim’s pulse spiked. He knew who it was before he even looked at the screen. Cedric’s name flashed on the caller ID, followed by a single, cryptic message:

"You didn’t think I’d let you have all the fun, did you?"

Tim’s breath hitched. He didn’t move. Didn’t reach for the door. Didn’t breathe.

Because he knew.

This was the moment everything changed.

---

The front door creaked open, the hinges groaning like a warning. Kacey stood in the doorway, her blonde hair cascading down her back in loose waves, her lips painted a deep, berry-red that matched the flush creeping up her neck. She wore the same dress from earlier—black silk, clinging to her curves like a second skin, the neckline plunging low enough that the faint outline of her nipples was visible beneath the fabric. Her skin glowed, damp with sweat, her breath coming in shallow, uneven gasps.

"You came," Tim said, his voice rough, barely more than a growl.

Kacey smirked, stepping inside, her hips swaying with deliberate slowness. "Did you think I wouldn’t?"

Tim’s cock twitched. "I thought you’d be smart."

She laughed, the sound bright and carefree, but her eyes were dark, hungry. "Smart people don’t do the things we do, baby."

Tim’s jaw clenched. "What are we doing, Kace?"

She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she reached out, her fingers trailing down his chest, her touch feather-light, almost teasing. "We’re playing," she murmured, her voice dripping with honeyed malice. "And you know you love it."

Tim’s breath hitched. "I hate it."

Kacey’s smile turned wicked. "Liar."

She didn’t give him a chance to argue. Before he could react, she was on her knees in front of him, her hands already working at the buckle of his belt. The leather gave way with a sharp snap, and his zipper followed, his cock springing free, thick and flushed, already leaking pre-cum onto his slacks.

Kacey’s breath hitched, her gaze locked onto him, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. "Fuck, you’re big," she whispered, her voice thick with awe.

Tim’s fingers tangled in her hair, his hips jerking forward instinctively. "Kacey—"

"Shh," she murmured, her fingers wrapping around his shaft, her thumb swiping over the tip to collect the wetness before bringing it to her lips. She licked it off, her eyes never leaving his, her tongue swirling around the head in slow, deliberate circles. "Mmm. Salty."

Tim groaned, his cock throbbing in her grip. "You’re killing me."

Kacey smirked, her fingers tightening around him, her strokes slow and teasing. "Good."

The doorbell rang again—sharp, insistent. Kacey didn’t stop. She didn’t even flinch. Instead, she leaned in, her lips brushing the underside of his cock, her breath hot against his skin.

"Answer it," she murmured, her voice low and husky.

Tim’s breath hitched. "Kacey—"

"Do it," she commanded, her fingers still wrapped around him, her thumb pressing against the sensitive spot beneath the head.

Tim exhaled sharply, his fingers releasing her hair. He stepped back, his cock still glistening with her saliva, his breath coming in ragged gasps. The front door was already opening before he reached it.

Cedric stood on the porch, his dark eyes raking over Kacey’s bent form, his jaw clenched, his cock already hard beneath his slacks. "Took you long enough," he growled, stepping inside, his gaze flicking between Tim and Kacey.

Tim’s breath hitched. "What the fuck do you want?"

Cedric smirked, his voice smooth as sin. "You."

Kacey stood, her dress riding up her thighs, her legs glistening with arousal. "He’s all yours," she purred, stepping forward, her fingers trailing down Cedric’s chest. "For now."

Cedric’s breath hitched, his hands gripping her hips, pulling her flush against him. "Good girl," he murmured, his lips brushing hers in a kiss that was equal parts possession and promise.

Tim’s cock throbbed, his body betraying him. "Fuck," he groaned, running a hand through his hair.

Kacey turned, her gaze locking onto his, dark and knowing. "You like this," she whispered, her voice dripping with malice. "Admit it."

Tim’s jaw clenched. "I hate it."

Kacey laughed, the sound bright and carefree, but her eyes were dark, hungry. "Liar."

Cedric’s hands slid up Kacey’s sides, his fingers teasing the underside of her breasts, his touch feather-light. "Let’s see how much you really hate it," he murmured, his voice rough with need.

Tim’s breath hitched. "What do you mean?"

Cedric smirked, his gaze flicking between them. "I mean, let’s play."

---

The study had been transformed. The fireplace roared to life, casting flickering shadows across the walls, the scent of burning cedar mixing with something sweeter—the faint, musky aroma of Kacey’s arousal. A plush rug had been laid out in front of the hearth, a bottle of lube and a tube of lube-scented massage oil sitting beside it, along with a pair of black silk blindfolds.

Tim’s breath hitched. "What the fuck is this?"

Cedric chuckled, dark and amused. "Relax, Tim. We’re just exploring."

Kacey smirked, stepping closer, her fingers tracing the lapel of his suit jacket. "Exploring what?"

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "Everything."

Tim’s cock throbbed. "You’re serious."

Kacey’s breath hitched, her fingers sliding down his chest, her touch feather-light. "Aren’t you?"

Tim’s jaw clenched. "I don’t know what the fuck I am."

Cedric’s hands slid around Kacey’s waist, pulling her closer. "Then let’s find out."

Kacey moaned, her body pressing against Tim’s, her nipples hard against his chest. "You first," she whispered, her voice low and husky.

Tim’s breath hitched. "What?"

Kacey smirked, her fingers sliding down his chest, her touch feather-light. "You heard me. You first."

Tim’s breath hitched. "Kacey—"

"Do it," she commanded, her voice dark and possessive.

Tim’s breath hitched. He reached for the blindfold, his fingers trembling as he tied it around Cedric’s eyes, his gaze locked onto his. "You sure about this?" he growled.

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I’ve never been more sure of anything."

Tim’s breath hitched. He reached for the lube, his fingers slicking it over his cock, his gaze locked onto Cedric’s. "You ready for this?" he growled.

Cedric’s breath hitched, his eyes dark with desire. "I’ve been ready for this my whole life."

Tim’s breath hitched. He pressed his cock against Cedric’s entrance, his gaze locked onto his, his breath coming faster. "You ready for me?" he growled.

Cedric groaned, his fingers digging into Tim’s shoulders. "Fuck, yes."

Tim’s breath hitched. He pushed inside, his cock sliding into Cedric’s tight, hot ass, stretching him, filling him. Cedric groaned, his breath coming in ragged gasps, his cock already hard, leaking pre-cum onto his slacks.

"Fuck," Cedric growled, his voice rough with need. "You’re so fucking big."

Tim’s breath hitched. "You like that," he murmured, his voice low and husky.

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I love it."

Kacey moaned, her fingers sliding up Tim’s chest, her touch feather-light. "Fuck him," she whispered, her voice low and husky. "Make him scream for it."

Tim’s breath hitched. He pulled out, his cock sliding out of Cedric’s tight ass, his gaze locked onto his. "You ready for more?" he growled.

Cedric’s breath hitched, his eyes dark with desire. "I’ve never been more ready for anything."

Tim’s breath hitched. He pressed his cock against Cedric’s entrance again, his gaze locked onto his, his breath coming faster. "You sure?"

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I’ve never been more sure of anything."

Tim’s breath hitched. He pushed inside, his cock sliding into Cedric’s tight, hot ass, stretching him, filling him. Cedric groaned, his fingers digging into Tim’s shoulders, his breath coming faster.

"Fuck," Cedric growled, his voice rough with need. "You’re so fucking good at that."

Kacey moaned, her fingers sliding up Tim’s chest, her touch feather-light. "He loves it," she whispered, her voice low and husky. "He wants more."

Tim’s breath hitched. "Cedric—"

"Fuck me," Cedric commanded, his voice rough with need.

Tim’s breath hitched. "You sure?"

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I’ve never been more sure of anything."

Tim’s breath hitched. He pulled out, his cock sliding out of Cedric’s tight ass, his gaze locked onto his. "You ready for this?" he growled, his fingers reaching for the lube again, his touch slick and deliberate.

Cedric’s breath hitched, his eyes dark with desire. "I’ve been ready for this my whole life."

Tim’s breath hitched. He slicked his fingers, pressing them against Cedric’s entrance, his touch feather-light at first, then firmer, his fingers sliding inside, stretching him, preparing him for what was to come.

"Fuck," Cedric groaned, his hips rocking back against Tim’s touch. "You’re killing me."

Tim’s breath hitched. "You like that," he murmured, his voice low and husky.

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I love it.

Kacey moaned, her fingers sliding up Tim’s chest, her touch feather-light. "Touch him," she whispered, her voice low and husky. "Make him beg for it."

Tim’s breath hitched. He reached for Cedric’s cock, his fingers wrapping around him, his strokes slow and deliberate, his thumb swiping over the tip to collect the wetness before bringing it to his lips. He licked it off, his gaze locked onto Cedric’s, his tongue swirling around the head in slow, deliberate circles.

"Fuck," Cedric growled, his hips jerking forward into Tim’s touch. "You’re so fucking good at that.

Kacey moaned, her fingers sliding up Tim’s chest, her touch feather-light. "He loves it," she whispered, her voice low and husky. "He wants more.

Tim’s breath hitched. "Cedric—

"Fuck me," Cedric commanded, his voice rough with need.

Tim’s breath hitched. "You sure?

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I’ve never been more sure of anything.

Tim’s breath hitched. He reached for the lube again, his fingers slicking his cock, his gaze locked onto Cedric’s. "You ready for this?" he growled, his voice rough with need.

Cedric’s breath hitched, his eyes dark with desire. "I’ve been ready for this my whole life.

Tim’s breath hitched. He pressed his cock against Cedric’s entrance, his gaze locked onto his, his breath coming faster. "You ready for me?

Cedric groaned, his fingers digging into Tim’s shoulders. "Fuck, yes.

Tim’s breath hitched. He pushed inside, his cock sliding into Cedric’s tight, hot ass, stretching him, filling him. Cedric groaned, his breath coming in ragged gasps, his cock already hard, leaking pre-cum onto his slacks.

"Fuck," Cedric growled, his voice rough with need. "You’re so fucking big.

Tim’s breath hitched. "You like that," he murmured, his voice low and husky.

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I love it.

Kacey moaned, her fingers sliding up Tim’s chest, her touch feather-light. "Fuck him," she whispered, her voice low and husky. "Make him scream for it.

Tim’s breath hitched. He pulled out, his cock sliding out of Cedric’s tight ass, his gaze locked onto his. "You ready for more?

Cedric’s breath hitched, his eyes dark with desire. "I’ve never been more ready for anything.

Tim’s breath hitched. He pressed his cock against Cedric’s entrance again, his gaze locked onto his, his breath coming faster. "You sure?

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I’ve never been more sure of anything.

Tim’s breath hitched. He pushed inside, his cock sliding into Cedric’s tight, hot ass, stretching him, filling him. Cedric groaned, his fingers digging into Tim’s shoulders, his breath coming faster.

"Fuck," Cedric growled, his voice rough with need. "You’re so fucking good at that.

Kacey moaned, her fingers sliding up Tim’s chest, her touch feather-light. "He loves it," she whispered, her voice low and husky. "He wants more.

Tim’s breath hitched. "Cedric—

"Fuck me harder," Cedric commanded, his voice rough with need.

Tim’s breath hitched. "You sure?

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I’ve never been more sure of anything.

Tim’s breath hitched. He pulled out, his cock sliding out of Cedric’s tight ass, his gaze locked onto his. "You ready for this?" he growled, his fingers reaching for the lube again, his touch slick and deliberate.

Cedric’s breath hitched, his eyes dark with desire. "I’ve been ready for this my whole life.

Tim’s breath hitched. He slicked his fingers, pressing them against Cedric’s entrance, his touch feather-light at first, then firmer, his fingers sliding inside, stretching him, preparing him for what was to come.

"Fuck," Cedric groaned, his hips rocking back against Tim’s touch. "You’re killing me.

Tim’s breath hitched. "You like that," he murmured, his voice low and husky.

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I love it.

Kacey moaned, her fingers sliding up Tim’s chest, her touch feather-light. "Touch him," she whispered, her voice low and husky. "Make him beg for it.

Tim’s breath hitched. He reached for Cedric’s cock, his fingers wrapping around him, his strokes slow and deliberate, his thumb swiping over the tip to collect the wetness before bringing it to his lips. He licked it off, his gaze locked onto Cedric’s, his tongue swirling around the head in slow, deliberate circles.

"Fuck," Cedric growled, his hips jerking forward into Tim’s touch. "You’re so fucking good at that.

Kacey moaned, her fingers sliding up Tim’s chest, her touch feather-light. "He loves it," she whispered, her voice low and husky. "He wants more.

Tim’s breath hitched. "Cedric—

"Fuck me harder," Cedric commanded, his voice rough with need.

Tim’s breath hitched. "You sure?

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I’ve never been more sure of anything.

---

The blindfold came off with a sharp snap, revealing Cedric’s flushed, sweaty face, his lips parted, his breath coming in ragged gasps. His cock was thick and flushed, leaking pre-cum onto his chest, his balls heavy and tight.

"Fuck," he groaned, his voice rough with need. "That was amazing.

Tim’s breath hitched. "You liked it,

Cedric smirked, his fingers reaching for Tim’s cock, his strokes slow and deliberate. "I loved it.

Kacey moaned, her fingers sliding up Tim’s chest, her touch feather-light. "He loves you," she whispered, her voice low and husky. "He wants you.

Tim’s breath hitched. "Cedric—

"I want more," Cedric growled, his voice rough with need. "I want both of you.

Kacey moaned, her fingers sliding up Tim’s chest, her touch feather-light. "You heard him," she whispered, her voice low and husky. "He wants us.

Tim’s breath hitched. "Cedric—

"Fuck me," Cedric commanded, his voice rough with need. "Fuck me like you mean it.

Tim’s breath hitched. "You sure?

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I’ve never been more sure of anything.

Tim’s breath hitched. He pressed his cock against Cedric’s entrance, his gaze locked onto his, his breath coming faster. "You ready for this?

Cedric groaned, his fingers digging into Tim’s shoulders. "Fuck, yes.

Tim’s breath hitched. He pushed inside, his cock sliding into Cedric’s tight, hot ass, stretching him, filling him. Cedric groaned, his breath coming in ragged gasps, his cock already hard, leaking pre-cum onto his slacks.

"Fuck," Cedric growled, his voice rough with need. "You’re so fucking big.

Tim’s breath hitched. "You like that,

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I love it.

Kacey moaned, her fingers sliding up Tim’s chest, her touch feather-light. "Fuck him," she whispered, her voice low and husky. "Make him scream for it.

Tim’s breath hitched. He pulled out, his cock sliding out of Cedric’s tight ass, his gaze locked onto his. "You ready for more?

Cedric’s breath hitched, his eyes dark with desire. "I’ve never been more ready for anything.

Tim’s breath hitched. He pressed his cock against Cedric’s entrance again, his gaze locked onto his, his breath coming faster. "You sure?

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I’ve never been more sure of anything.

Tim’s breath hitched. He pushed inside, his cock sliding into Cedric’s tight, hot ass, stretching him, filling him. Cedric groaned, his fingers digging into Tim’s shoulders, his breath coming faster.

"Fuck," Cedric growled, his voice rough with need. "You’re so fucking good at that.

Kacey moaned, her fingers sliding up Tim’s chest, her touch feather-light. "He loves it," she whispered, her voice low and husky. "He wants more.

Tim’s breath hitched. "Cedric—

"Fuck me harder," Cedric commanded, his voice rough with need.

Tim’s breath hitched. "You sure?

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I’ve never been more sure of anything.

---

The study was silent except for the crackling of the fireplace and the ragged breaths of the three of them. Tim’s cock was still hard, still throbbing, his body aching with need. Cedric’s ass was stretched around him, tight and hot, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

"Fuck," Cedric groaned, his voice rough with need. "I’m gonna cum.

Tim’s breath hitched. "You sure?

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I’ve never been more sure of anything.

Tim’s breath hitched. He pulled out, his cock sliding out of Cedric’s tight ass, his gaze locked onto his. "You ready for this?

Cedric groaned, his fingers digging into Tim’s shoulders. "Fuck, yes.

Tim’s breath hitched. He pressed his cock against Cedric’s entrance again, his gaze locked onto his, his breath coming faster. "You sure?

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I’ve never been more sure of anything.

Tim’s breath hitched. He pushed inside, his cock sliding into Cedric’s tight, hot ass, stretching him, filling him. Cedric groaned, his breath coming in ragged gasps, his cock already hard, leaking pre-cum onto his slacks.

"Fuck," Cedric growled, his voice rough with need. "You’re so fucking big.

Tim’s breath hitched. "You like that,

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I love it.

Kacey moaned, her fingers sliding up Tim’s chest, her touch feather-light. "Fuck him," she whispered, her voice low and husky. "Make him scream for it.

Tim’s breath hitched. He pulled out, his cock sliding out of Cedric’s tight ass, his gaze locked onto his. "You ready for more?

Cedric’s breath hitched, his eyes dark with desire. "I’ve never been more ready for anything.

Tim’s breath hitched. He pressed his cock against Cedric’s entrance again, his gaze locked onto his, his breath coming faster. "You sure?

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I’ve never been more sure of anything.

Tim’s breath hitched. He pushed inside, his cock sliding into Cedric’s tight, hot ass, stretching him, filling him. Cedric groaned, his fingers digging into Tim’s shoulders, his breath coming faster.

"Fuck," Cedric growled, his voice rough with need. "You’re so fucking good at that.

Kacey moaned, her fingers sliding up Tim’s chest, her touch feather-light. "He loves it," she whispered, her voice low and husky. "He wants more.

Tim’s breath hitched. "Cedric—

"Fuck me harder," Cedric commanded, his voice rough with need.

Tim’s breath hitched. "You sure?

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I’ve never been more sure of anything.

---

The study door creaked open, revealing Kacey’s flushed, sweaty form, her blonde hair loose around her shoulders, her lips swollen from Cedric’s kisses. She wore nothing but a pair of black silk panties, her skin glistening with sweat, her breath coming in shallow, uneven gasps.

"You ready for this?" she whispered, her voice low and husky.

Tim’s breath hitched. "You sure?

Kacey smirked, her fingers sliding up Tim’s chest, her touch feather-light. "I’ve never been more sure of anything.

Tim’s breath hitched. He pressed his cock against Cedric’s entrance, his gaze locked onto his, his breath coming faster. "You ready for this?

Cedric groaned, his fingers digging into Tim’s shoulders. "Fuck, yes.

Tim’s breath hitched. He pushed inside, his cock sliding into Cedric’s tight, hot ass, stretching him, filling him. Cedric groaned, his breath coming in ragged gasps, his cock already hard, leaking pre-cum onto his slacks.

"Fuck," Cedric growled, his voice rough with need. "You’re so fucking big.

Tim’s breath hitched. "You like that,

Cedric’s smirk turned wicked. "I love it.

Kacey moaned, her fingers sliding up Tim’s chest, her touch feather-light. "Fuck him," she whispered, her voice low and husky. "Make him scream for it.

Tim’s breath hitched. He pulled out, his cock sliding out of Cedric’s tight ass, his gaze locked onto his. "You ready for more?

Cedric’s breath hitched, his eyes dark with desire. "I’ve never been more ready for anything.
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