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The cool metal of Leah’s collar felt familiar and comforting against Zach’s palm as he came up behind her. She was stirring a pot of marinara, the rich scent of garlic and tomatoes filling their warm kitchen. He pressed a kiss to the nape of her neck, right above the locked leather band.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then he pushed forward.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Matteo pushed in.

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

Holy fuck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The click of a belt buckle broke the silence.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And as the sun began to rise outside their window, casting a soft glow over their entwined bodies, Leah knew that whatever adventures lay ahead, they would embrace them hand in hand, ready to explore the beauty of their uncharted desires together.
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