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The silk of Felicity’s emerald-green dress whispered against her thighs as she did one last turn in front of the full-length mirror. “Too much?” she asked, smoothing the fabric over her hips.

Marcus leaned against the doorframe, a faint, adoring smile on his lips. “Never. You’re going to be the only spot of color in that sea of grey suits. They won’t know what hit them.”

“They’re my colleagues, Marcus. It’s not a battle,” she laughed, slipping on her heels. The office party was an annual bore, but this year felt different. It was her first as a newly promoted project lead, the only woman on a team of a dozen men.

“I know, I know. It’s just... I was thinking.” His voice, usually so steady, carried a unfamiliar tremor.

Felicity turned, catching the odd tension in his posture. He was fidgeting with his watch, a sure sign something was on his mind. “Thinking what, honey? You’re not getting cold feet about being my plus-one, are you? They’re a bit nerdy, but they’re harmless.”

“No, it’s not that.” He took a deep breath, his gaze fixed somewhere near her feet. “It’s... God, this is going to sound insane.” He finally looked up, his eyes dark with a mix of anxiety and raw honesty. “Seeing you like this, so stunning, knowing you’re going to be the center of attention for all those men... it does something to me.”

She stepped closer, tilting her head. “What do you mean?”

“I have this... fantasy,” he blurted out, the words tumbling into the space between them. He ran a hand through his hair. “A fantasy about you. And them.”

The air in their bedroom suddenly felt thicker, harder to breathe. Felicity’s playful smile faded. “Them? My colleagues?” A cold trickle of confusion dripped down her spine. This wasn’t the typical ‘you look nice’ pre-party banter.

“Not... not them specifically,” Marcus clarified quickly, his voice gaining a shred of confidence now that the secret was half-out. “But men like them. A group of men. Men who can’t take their eyes off you. Men who want you.” He took another step, closing the distance, his voice dropping to a husky, intimate murmur. “I was imagining you there tonight, the only woman in the room. The queen. And I was imagining what it would be like... to see you surrounded. To see them all looking at you, touching you, wanting to be with you.”

Felicity’s heart hammered against her ribs. She searched his face for a joke, but found only intense, vulnerable sincerity. “Marcus... what are you saying? You want to watch me... with other men?” The words felt foreign and heavy on her tongue. Multiple men.

The heat of a blush crept up her neck. This was her husband, the man she’d built a life with, whose ring she wore. They shared everything. Or so she’d thought. This was a cavern of his mind she’d never glimpsed.

“I’m not sure what I want,” he admitted, reaching out to take her hands. His were warm, slightly damp. “It’s just this image that lives in my head. It won’t leave. It’s not about me not wanting you, or me not being enough. God, Felicity, you have to believe that. It’s the opposite.” His grip tightened. “It’s because you are everything. The idea of you being desired, so openly, so hungrily... of you being pleasured... it’s the biggest turn-on I’ve ever known.”

Her mind raced, a car skidding on ice. She thought of the office, of Dave’s clumsy compliments, of Ben’s quiet intensity during meetings, of the new intern’s fleeting, admiring glances. To see them not as colleagues, but as... men. A collective. A potential.

“I... I don’t know what to say,” she whispered, pulling her hands back to hug herself. “This is a lot. Aren’t you... jealous? The thought of you with another woman makes me feel sick.” The very core of their monogamous marriage seemed to wobble.

“I’ve thought about that,” he said, his voice earnest. “And it doesn’t. That’s what’s so crazy. The jealousy isn’t there. It’s replaced by this... this anticipation. This primal need to see my beautiful wife being worshipped. To know that she is the most desired woman in the room, and that she’s mine when she comes home.”

He cupped her cheek, his thumb stroking her skin. “I want to see you lose control. I want to see what you’re like when you’re the center of that kind of attention. I want to see you take your pleasure from more than just me.”

The shock began to recede, replaced by a slow, coiling warmth in her belly. His words painted a vivid, illicit picture. Her, on display. A handsomely dressed audience of hungry eyes and eager hands. The power of it. The sheer, terrifying naughtiness. The warmth spread lower, a distinct, aching pulse beginning to beat between her legs.

She saw not a betrayal, but an offering. A strange, twisted gift of ultimate trust and adoration. He wasn’t pushing her away; he was placing her on a pedestal so high it could only accommodate her alone.

Her fear was still there, a nervous flutter in her chest, but it was now tangled with something else. Something dark and curious.

She looked at herself in the mirror again. The woman in green looked back, her eyes wider, darker. The dress didn’t feel like just a dress anymore. It felt like a costume for a role she’d never known she was auditioning for.

She turned back to Marcus, her voice a breathy, uncertain thing. “So tonight... at the party... you want me to... what? Flirt?”

A slow, relieved smile spread across Marcus’s face, his eyes lighting up with a fierce, hopeful fire. “Just be your incredible self. Be the brilliant, beautiful Felicity they all secretly want. Let them look. And just... see how it feels.”

He leaned in, his lips brushing her ear, his next words a hot, wicked promise that sent a shiver straight through her core. “And know that I’ll be watching. And the entire time, all I’ll be thinking about... is what I want them to do to you later.”

***
[image: ]


The humid air of the rooftop bar thrummed with deep laughter and the bass of the music, but in the secluded booth tucked behind a wall of lush ferns, the world had narrowed to a single, simmering point: her. Felicity felt the weight of their gazes like a physical touch, a heavy, warm blanket of male attention. Dave’s charming smile was a constant, his knee occasionally brushing hers under the small table sending a jolt through her system. Ben was quieter, his dark, intense eyes tracking her every micro-expression, his silence more potent than any flirtation.

And Marcus. Marcus was watching. She could feel his presence from across the room, a steady, grounding force. Every time her eyes flickered to him, he’d be leaning against the bar, a drink in hand, his gaze not just approving but hungry. It was that look, more than the two glasses of champagne, that made her feel bold, untouchable, and deeply, deeply desired.

Dave’s hand, rough and warm, landed on her bare knee. “You’re quiet tonight, Felicity. A million miles away?” His thumb began a slow, casual stroke along her inner thigh.

She didn’t pull away. A thrill, sharp and electric, shot up her leg. “Just... enjoying the view,” she managed, her voice softer than she intended.

Ben leaned forward, the movement graceful and predatory. “The view is certainly enjoying you.” His voice was a low rumble that vibrated in her bones. “That dress... it’s a menace. None of us have been able to concentrate all night.”

The blatant admiration made her cheeks flush. She took a sip of her drink, the cold liquid doing nothing to cool the heat spreading through her. Marcus’s fantasy wasn’t just in his head anymore; it was here, breathing and real, and it was addictive.

It was Dave who made the move, his playful smirk turning decisive. The music shifted to a song with a deeper, more primal rhythm. “You know,” he said, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, “we never properly celebrated your promotion.” He stood and offered her his hand. “A proper celebration requires a proper dance.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was it. The line. She glanced at Marcus. He gave a single, almost imperceptible nod, his eyes blazing. That was all the permission she needed.

She placed her hand in Dave’s and let him lead her to the small, dimly lit space beside their booth. He didn’t guide her to stand, however. Instead, with a confident pressure on her shoulders, he eased her back down onto the plush velvet bench. Then he turned his back to her, and with a fluid, hypnotic roll of his hips to the music, he lowered himself into her lap.

The breath left Felicity’s lungs in a silent gasp. The solid warmth of his body settled against her, his back pressing into her front. His aftershave, something woodsy and clean, filled her senses. He began to move, a slow, grinding circle of his hips that pressed the hard denim of his jeans firmly against the thin silk of her dress, right at her core.

Oh god. Her head fell back against the booth, a soft moan escaping her lips. Her hands, seemingly of their own volition, came to rest on his hips, feeling the powerful muscles working beneath his shirt. Every nerve ending was on fire. The music, the clandestine nature of it, the sheer audacity of a man giving her, a married woman, a lap dance at her own office party—it was overwhelming.

She could feel the hard ridge of his arousal pressing against her thigh through his pants, a blatant, thrilling confirmation of his desire. He shifted, one hand coming back to grip her leg, his fingers digging into her flesh possessively as he rocked against her. The friction was delicious, building a slow, coiling heat low in her belly. She was melting into the bench, every thought evaporating except for the sensation of his body moving on hers.

Then she felt a new presence. Ben had moved. He sank onto the bench beside her, his large frame crowding her other side. He didn’t touch her at first, just watched, his piercing eyes dark with an intensity that made her shiver. Dave, feeling her reaction, groaned and ground down harder.

“Like that, do you?” Dave murmured over his shoulder, his voice husky.

She could only nod, her words lost to the pounding in her ears.

Ben finally moved. He lifted a hand and, with a feather-light touch, traced the line of her jaw. His fingers were surprisingly cool. “He’s not the only one who’s been thinking about this,” Ben said, his voice a low vibration that was just for her. “About you. In that dress. On display.”

His thumb brushed over her lower lip, and her mouth parted on a shaky exhale. The dual sensations were maddening—Dave’s relentless, rhythmic grinding below, and Ben’s subtle, possessive caress above. She was the filling in a very sinful sandwich, and she never wanted it to end.

She chanced another look at Marcus. He was closer now, having drifted nearer to their fern-walled haven. His drink was forgotten on a nearby table. His hand was clenched at his side, but his expression wasn’t anger. It was pure, unadulterated rapture. He was living his fantasy through her, and seeing his fierce joy sent another wave of raw power crashing through her. She was doing this for him, and for herself, and the combination was utterly intoxicating.

Dave increased his pace, his movements becoming less like a dance and more like a raw, primal claiming. Ben’s hand slid from her jaw to her neck, his thumb stroking the frantic pulse there. He leaned in, his lips so close to her ear she could feel his breath.

“He’s not nearly close enough,” Ben whispered, the words a dark promise that sent shivers down her spine. His lips grazed the shell of her ear, and his breath was hot against her skin. “Tell me, Felicity. Do you want more?”

The question hung in the air, thick with tension. Her heart pounded so loudly she was certain everyone could hear it. She glanced over at Marcus, who stood just a few feet away, his eyes locked on her with an intensity that made her chest tighten. He gave her that same subtle nod, his expression a mix of encouragement and desire. It was all the confirmation she needed.

Felicity swallowed hard, her voice a breathy whisper when she finally spoke. “Yes.” The word was barely audible, but it carried the weight of a thousand unspoken desires. 

Ben’s lips curved into a slow, predatory smile, and his hand slid from her neck to her shoulder, his fingers tracing the delicate strap of her dress. She felt it slip slightly, exposing more of her bare skin to the warm, humid air. His touch was deliberate, teasing, as if he was savoring every second of her surrender. “Good,” he murmured, his voice low and velvety. “Because we’ve been waiting for this moment all night.”

Dave, still grinding against her with relentless rhythm, let out a low chuckle. His hands tightened on her thighs, his grip possessive as he leaned back slightly, his head tilting to catch her eye. “You’re driving us crazy, Felicity,” he said, his voice rough with need. “Every move, every glance... it’s like you’re playing with fire.”

She couldn’t help but let out a soft gasp as Dave’s movements became more insistent, the friction between them sending jolts of pleasure through her body. Her hands gripped his hips tighter, her nails digging into the fabric of his shirt as if to anchor herself. The dual sensations—Ben’s slow, deliberate caresses and Dave’s relentless rhythm—were overwhelming, and yet she craved more. 

Ben’s lips brushed her ear again, his voice a deep rumble that vibrated through her entire being. “We’re just getting started,” he said, his tone both a promise and a warning. “And I think you’re going to enjoy every second of it.” 

His words sent a thrill coursing through her, and for the first time, Felicity allowed herself to fully embrace the chaos of the moment. The line between fantasy and reality blurred, and she realized she wasn’t just living Marcus’s dream—she was discovering her own.

The taste of Dave was a shocking intrusion—whiskey and mint and raw, masculine hunger. His mouth moved over hers with a possessiveness that stole her breath, his tongue plunging deep in a claiming rhythm that made her head spin. She moaned into the kiss, her own hands coming up to grip his biceps, the solid muscle there flexing under her fingers.

And all the while, Ben’s hands were everywhere. One slid from her jaw down the column of her throat, his thumb pressing gently into the hollow there as he felt her rapid pulse. The other hand smoothed down her side, over the curve of her hip, his long fingers splaying across her belly to pull her back harder against the rigid proof of his own need. The emerald silk of her dress was no barrier; she felt every calloused ridge of his fingertips, every point of heat.

Dave finally broke the kiss, both of them gasping for air. A string of saliva connected their lips for a second before snapping. His eyes were dark, blown wide with lust. “Fuck, Felicity,” he breathed, his voice gravel.

Before she could respond, Ben’s mouth was on her neck, his teeth scraping lightly over the pulse point Dave’s thumb had just abandoned. She cried out, a sharp, unabashed sound of pleasure that was swallowed by the thumping music. Her head fell back against Ben’s shoulder, offering him more of her throat, and he took it with a low growl of approval.

From the periphery, she saw movement. Other shadows from her team, men she managed and laughed with in boardrooms, were closing in. Their expressions were a blur of awe and stark, undiluted desire. A hand, one she didn’t recognize, reached out and gently brushed a stray strand of hair from her cheek. Another settled on her bare calf, still hooked over Dave’s leg, the touch hesitant at first, then firm, stroking the smooth skin.

It should have been too much. It was too much. But the overload of sensation was short-circuiting the part of her brain that knew fear, leaving only a desperate, aching need. Her body was no longer entirely her own; it was a collective experience, an object of worship for these men, and for Marcus.

Her eyes, heavy-lidded and glazed, found his across the space. He was still in his chair, his knuckles white where he gripped the arms. His chest rose and fell rapidly, and the prominent bulge straining against his trousers made her own core clench in response. He gave her a single, sharp nod, his intense eyes burning with a mixture of pride, possession, and pure, unadulterated hunger. He was loving this. The realization was a bolt of lightning, electrifying her own surrender.

“Turn her around,” Dave commanded, his voice rough.

Ben’s hands on her waist obeyed, spinning her effortlessly until she faced him. His piercing eyes locked onto hers, seeing every flicker of shock and arousal. He didn’t smile. His expression was one of fierce, focused intensity. He wasn’t playing. This was a man consumed.

Dave’s hands were on her hips again, pulling her back against him. She could feel the hard length of him pressed firmly against the cleft of her ass through their clothes. He rutted against her once, a slow, deliberate grind that drew a shuddering sigh from her lips.

But it was Ben who held her gaze. His hands came up to cup her face, holding her still as he lowered his mouth to hers. His kiss was nothing like Dave’s aggressive conquest. It was deep, searching, and devastatingly slow. It was a kiss that promised hours, not minutes. His tongue mated with hers in a languid dance that made her knees weak. One of his hands slid from her face, tracing down her neck, over the swell of her breast. His thumb found her nipple through the silk and rubbed a slow, tight circle.

She gasped into his mouth, and the sound seemed to break a dam.

The other men moved in fully then, a circle of heat and desire closing around their trio. Hands, so many hands, began to explore her. One tangled in her hair, tilting her head back to better allow Ben access to her mouth. Another skated down her spine, making her arch. A different set of fingers found the zipper at the back of her dress.

The sound of the zipper sliding down was obscenely loud in her ears. The delicate fabric gaped open, and cool air hit her heated skin, followed immediately by the warm, rough palm of one of her colleagues smoothing over her bare back. The dress was tugged down her arms, past her waist, until it pooled at her feet on the floor, leaving her standing in only a black lace bra and matching thong.

For a moment, they all just looked, a collective, sharp intake of breath the only sound. She felt utterly exposed, more naked than she ever had in her life. Her skin prickled under their gazes, a flush spreading from her chest up her neck.

Dave’s mouth found the top of her spine, his lips and tongue tracing the prominent vertebrae. “So fucking beautiful,” he muttered against her skin, his hands coming around to cup her breasts through the lace of her bra.

Ben, finally breaking the kiss, looked down at her with a fire in his eyes that threatened to burn her alive. His fingers hooked into the front clasp of her bra. With a deft flick, it came undone.

The bra fell away, and her full, heavy breasts spilled free, her nipples tightening instantly in the open air. A chorus of groans surrounded her.

“My god,” someone whispered reverently.

Hands were on her immediately, worshipping her. One man kneaded the soft flesh of one breast while another’s thumb and forefinger plucked at her taut nipple, sending sharp, delicious sparks straight to her throbbing core. Dave’s mouth left her back and latched onto her other breast, his tongue laving the peak before he drew it deep into the heat of his mouth, sucking hard.

The sensation was blinding. Felicity cried out, her hands flying out to grab onto Ben’s arms for support. Her head fell forward onto his chest as wave after wave of pleasure-pain radiated from where Dave’s mouth worked her. She was panting, mewling, completely lost in the storm of sensations.

Ben’s hands were on her ass now, squeezing and massaging the firm globes through the flimsy lace of her thong. He pulled her tight against his own erection, letting her feel the solid, insistent pressure of him as he rocked against her.

“I think she’s overdressed,” Ben said, his voice a dark rumble that vibrated through her whole body.

A hand, she didn’t know whose, slid into the waistband of her thong. It was pulled down her legs in one swift motion, leaving her completely bare and vulnerable at the center of this circle of men.

She was exposed to all of them. To Marcus. The cool air kissed her most intimate places, and she shuddered, a fresh wave of heat flooding her. She felt a finger, slick with someone’s saliva, trace the wet, swollen seam of her pussy.

She jumped at the contact, a sharp, involuntary gasp escaping her.

“Shhh,” Dave soothed, releasing her breast with a soft pop. “We’ve got you. Just feel.”

The finger delved deeper, sliding through her slick folds with an agonizing slowness. It circled her clit, once, twice, a teasing, torturous promise, before pushing lower to press against her entrance.

“So wet for us,” a voice murmured from behind her, thick with desire.

The finger pushed inside her, just the tip, stretching her slightly. Her inner muscles clenched around the intrusion, craving more. She was panting now, her body trembling, held up only by the many hands that roamed her skin and the solid presence of Ben in front of her.

Another hand joined the first, a second finger sliding into her from behind, filling her more completely. They began to move in a slow, scissoring rhythm, stretching her, preparing her. A thumb found her clit again, rubbing firm, perfect circles.

The pleasure was a coil, winding tighter and tighter deep in her belly. The sounds of the party, the music, the distant city—it all faded into a dull roar. There was only this: the heat, the hands, the building, undeniable pressure.

She could feel her orgasm rising, a tidal wave gathering force. Her breaths came in short, sharp gasps. “Oh god... I’m... I’m close,” she managed to choke out, her eyes squeezing shut.

“Look at him,” Ben commanded, his voice sharp.

Her eyes fluttered open. Ben shifted his weight, turning her slightly so her gaze was directed across the room.

Marcus was on his feet now, his hand shoving angrily, desperately into the front of his trousers, stroking himself through the fabric as he watched. His eyes were locked on where the men’s hands were working her body, on her face twisted in pleasure. The raw, primal need on his face was the final catalyst.

“Come for him,” Dave growled in her ear, his fingers thrusting deeper. “Come for all of us.”

The coil snapped. Pleasure, white-hot and blinding, erupted through her. Her back arched violently as a silent scream was torn from her throat. Her core convulsed around the invading fingers, wave after shuddering wave of ecstasy crashing through her, leaving her limp and boneless, supported only by the men surrounding her. Her vision spotted, her ears ringing, the world dissolving into pure, unthinking sensation.

As the last tremors began to subside, she heard a low, guttural sound from across the room.

“Now,” Marcus’s voice cut through the haze, strained and desperate. "I want you to take turns fucking her pussy and her mouth".

The air crackled with the echo of Marcus’s command. A shiver, equal parts terror and raw, unadulterated excitement, raced down Felicity’s spine. Dave, still supporting her trembling form, grinned. “You heard the man.”

He didn’t waste a moment. With a smooth, powerful motion, he lifted her easily from the couch and laid her back onto the soft rug in the center of the room. The cool texture against her feverish skin was a shocking contrast. Rough, calloused hands—how many were there?—guided her knees apart, spreading her wide for the small circle of men now closing in. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat beneath the symphony of her own ragged breaths.

From her position on the floor, she could see Marcus across the room, his hand slowly, deliberately stroking the hard length of himself through his trousers. His eyes, dark with a possessive fire she’d never seen before, were locked on her. His gaze was an anchor in the storm of sensation about to break over her.

Dave knelt between her splayed thighs, his own pants shoved down just enough to free his erection, thick and impatient. He ran the slick, broad head of his cock through her wetness, coating himself in her arousal, the sensation making her hips jerk involuntarily. “So fucking ready for me,” he murmured, his voice husky.

He didn’t ask. He just entered. One long, steady, unstoppable thrust that filled her completely, stretching her, claiming her. Felicity gasped, her head falling back, a choked cry escaping her lips. It was so much more intense than his fingers. The sheer, overwhelming fullness was breathtaking. He set a relentless, deep rhythm from the start, each powerful drive hitting a spot within her that made stars burst behind her eyelids.

Her hands scrabbled for purchase on the rug, but another set of hands—Ben’s—scooped them up, pinning them gently above her head. His lean, athletic body loomed over her, his face a mask of intense concentration. He watched Dave piston into her, his piercing eyes missing nothing. He leaned down, his breath hot against her ear, his voice a low, thrilling rumble. “Look at him. Look at how he’s taking what’s his. What your husband gave him.”

The command, the voyeuristic intensity in his tone, sent another jolt through her. She obeyed, watching Dave’s powerful torso work, feeling every inch of him. The pleasure built again, coiling tighter and tighter with each thrust.

Then, a new sensation. Fingers, slick from her own body, traced her lips. She opened her eyes to see another colleague, Mark from accounting, his cock positioned at her mouth. The dual penetration, the complete surrender of her body, was dizzying. She opened for him, taking him into the heat of her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head as her body was rocked by Dave’s rhythm. The taste of salt and skin, the muffled sounds she made, the sight of a man at each end of her—it was a sensory explosion.

Dave’s pace became frantic, his grunts growing louder. With a final, guttural groan, he plunged deep, his body rigid as he spilled into her, the hot, pulsing release triggering her own second, crashing orgasm. Her scream was muffled around the cock in her mouth as her inner walls fluttered and clenched around him, milking him dry.

He pulled out, collapsing back onto the couch with a satisfied sigh, and immediately, Ben was there. He took Dave’s place in one fluid motion, his entry just as deliberate but somehow different. Where Dave was a wildfire, Ben was a controlled burn. His thrusts were slower, deeper, more precise, each one measured to drag against her most sensitive spots. He braced himself on his arms, his face inches from hers, his intense gaze holding her captive.

“You feel...” he began, his voice strained with the effort of his control, “...even better than I ever imagined.” The admission, so raw and honest, unlocked something in her. This wasn’t just anonymous fucking; it was years of suppressed office tension finally igniting.

He shifted her hips, angling himself to go even deeper, hitting a spot that made her see white. She was babbling, pleading, begging for more, for him not to stop. Her nails dug into his shoulders as he drove into her, the force of his passion a stark contrast to his quiet demeanor. She came again, a sobbing, shuddering release that seemed to go on forever, her body yielding completely to his powerful, rhythmic possession.

As her climax began to ebb, he withdrew, his own release held tightly in check. He moved aside, and another man was instantly there, guiding her onto her hands and knees. The world became a blur of sensation—the hard press of a new cock entering her from behind, the feel of hands roaming her back and cupping her breasts, the taste of another on her lips.

Through it all, she sought Marcus. He was standing now, his own cock free in his fist, stroking himself in time with the man currently taking her from behind. Their eyes met. His expression was one of pure, unadulterated awe. There was no jealousy, only a profound, deep thrill. He was watching his fantasy become her reality, and her ecstasy was his.

She lost count of the men, of the positions. She was a vessel for pleasure, giving and receiving in a relentless, glorious cycle. She was kissed, caressed, filled, and worshipped by a chorus of groans and whispers. Her body, slick with sweat and the evidence of their desire, was passed between them, each new touch, each new thickness, sparking fresh waves of pleasure.

The man behind her finished with a shout, his hands gripping her hips tightly. As he pulled away, spent, a momentary lull fell. Felicity knelt on the rug, breathing heavily, her body humming, every nerve ending alive and sparking. She felt utterly used, gloriously wanton, and more powerfully feminine than she ever had in her life.

Ben stepped back into the circle, his body still taut with unmet need, every muscle coiled like a predator ready to strike. His gaze lingered on Felicity’s wrecked, beautiful form—her hair tangled, her skin glistening with sweat, her thighs trembling slightly from the relentless pleasure she’d been subjected to. She was the epitome of surrender, and it only fueled the fire burning in him. He turned to Marcus, who stood a few feet away, his own hand still working his cock, his eyes blazing with a mix of pride and arousal. Ben’s voice slid through the room, dark and demanding, husky with unchecked desire. 

“Marcus,” he said, his tone low and deliberate, “you’ve given us something incredible tonight. But I’m not done with her yet.” His eyes flicked back to Felicity, who was kneeling on the rug, her chest rising and falling with heavy breaths. Her lips were parted, her gaze hazy but still fixed on him, as if she could sense the intensity of his intentions. “I want to take her again. Harder. Deeper. I want to make her feel everything she’s never felt before.”

Marcus didn’t hesitate. He gave a slow, approving nod, his voice rough with arousal. “Do it. Show her what she’s been missing.” The permission, so easily granted, sent a thrill through Ben. He stepped forward, looming over Felicity like a storm cloud ready to unleash its fury. His hands gripped her hips, lifting her effortlessly onto her knees. Her body was pliant in his grasp, her submission absolute. He leaned down, his lips brushing against the shell of her ear as he whispered, “You’re going to scream for me this time, Felicity. Louder than you ever have.”

Felicity shuddered at his words, her body trembling with anticipation. She nodded weakly, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes.” It was all the encouragement he needed. With a single, powerful thrust, he buried himself inside her, eliciting a sharp gasp that quickly morphed into a low moan. He set an unrelenting pace from the start, each stroke deeper and more forceful than the last. Felicity’s hands clawed at the rug beneath her, her cries escalating with every punishing thrust. She was caught in a whirlwind of sensation, her body responding to him with an intensity that bordered on overwhelming.

Ben’s hands roamed her body, gripping her hips to pull her back against him with every thrust, then sliding up to cup her breasts, squeezing and teasing her nipples until she writhed beneath him. He leaned forward again, his breath hot against her neck as he murmured, “You’re mine now, Felicity. Every inch of you.” His words sent a jolt through her, igniting a fresh wave of arousal that had her clenching around him. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, her body begging for release even as he denied it to her.

Through the haze of pleasure, Felicity found Marcus’s gaze once more. He was watching them intently, his hand moving faster on his cock now, his face a mask of raw need. His voice cut through the room, thick with approval. “That’s it, Ben. Show her what she’s made for.” The words spurred Ben on, his thrusts becoming even more brutal, more possessive. Felicity’s screams filled the room as she finally broke apart, her orgasm crashing over her in waves that left her trembling and boneless. Ben followed soon after, his own release shuddering through him as he emptied himself inside her with a guttural groan.

When he finally pulled away, Felicity collapsed onto the rug, her body spent but still humming with residual pleasure. Ben knelt beside her, his hand brushing a strand of damp hair from her face. His voice was softer now, almost tender. “You were incredible.” She could only manage a weak smile before another pair of hands reached for her, ready to continue the relentless cycle of pleasure. The night was far from over.

The hands that reached for her were unfamiliar, but the voice that followed was not. “My turn, I think.” It was Mark, his sharp features softened by a look of pure, unadulterated hunger. He’d been watching from the periphery, a silent, intense observer, and now his time had come. He helped her to her unsteady feet, his grip firm on her elbow. “Let’s find you a more comfortable position, Felicity.”

He guided her toward a large, plush leather couch that stood against the far wall. The room seemed to spin, a whirl of muted lights and watching eyes. She caught a glimpse of Marcus, still seated in his chair, his pants now completely discarded. He was stroking himself slowly, his intense eyes locked on her, a slight, encouraging smile playing on his lips. He’s loving this. He’s really, truly loving this. The thought sent a fresh, dizzying wave of heat through her core.

Mark positioned her in front of the couch, his hands on her shoulders gently urging her to bend forward. She complied, bracing her hands on the cool leather, her back arching and presenting herself to the room. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of anticipation. She felt so exposed, so wanton, and the knowledge that Marcus was drinking in the sight of her like this made her feel powerful, not ashamed.

She felt another presence kneel behind her. It was Dave, his charming smile replaced by a look of serious intent. He ran his hands over the curves of her ass, a low groan escaping him. “Fuck, Felicity. You are a vision.”

Before she could process his words, she felt the blunt, wet pressure of his cock at her entrance, still slick from Ben’s possession. With a smooth, practiced thrust, he filled her, burying himself to the hilt in one motion. A choked cry was torn from her throat, her fingers digging into the couch cushion. So full... oh god... He began to move, setting a deep, rhythmic pace that made her see stars.

But that was only the beginning. Mark moved behind Dave, his hands joining Dave’s on her hips. She felt a new sensation, a slick, cool gel being smoothed over her other, tighter entrance. She tensed for a fraction of a second, a spike of nervousness shooting through her.

“Easy,” Mark murmured, his voice a low, soothing rumble. “Just relax for me. I’ll make it good for you. I promise.” His thumb circled the sensitive bud, applying gentle pressure, making her gasp and push back against Dave’s thrusts almost involuntarily. The dual stimulation was maddening, overwhelming. Her fear was quickly being burned away by a raging inferno of need.

She felt the insistent pressure again, more focused this time. Mark was patient, meticulous. He pressed forward slowly, inexorably, stretching her in a way she had never experienced. A sharp, burning sting made her cry out, but it was quickly subsumed by the incredible sensation of being utterly, completely filled. He was inside her, every inch of him, a twin presence to Dave’s, the two of them claiming her in perfect, opposing rhythm.

For a moment, they were both still, buried deep within her, letting her adjust to the overwhelming fullness. The feeling was indescribable. It was an invasion and an embrace all at once. She was the center of a perfect, carnal storm. Then, Mark moved.

He pulled back almost all the way and then sank back into her depths with a slow, deliberate thrust. Dave mirrored the movement, his own rhythm changing to match Mark’s. The synchronized motion stole the air from her lungs. Oh my god. This... this is... Words failed her. Thought failed her. There was only feeling.

They built a tempo together, a carnal symphony conducted on her body. Dave’s thrusts were a deep, steady pounding that resonated through her very core, while Mark’s were sharper, more precise, hitting angles that made her vision blur. Each man’s movement amplified the other’s, creating a feedback loop of pleasure so intense it was almost painful.

Her moans were continuous now, a breathless, pleading litany lost in the sound of skin slapping against skin. She was just a body, a vessel for sensation, her consciousness narrowed to the points where they were joined to her. She felt a hand—she didn’t know whose—slide around her hip and find her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles that threatened to shatter her immediately.

She looked up, her vision swimming, and found Marcus. His hand was a blur on his cock, his mouth slightly open, his chest heaving. He wasn’t just watching; he was participating, lost in the fantasy he had unleashed. He’s going to come just from watching this. From watching me. The realization was the final key that unlocked her.

The orgasm didn’t build; it detonated. It erupted from the very center of her being, a seismic shockwave of pure, unadulterated ecstasy that ripped a scream from her throat that was raw and primal. Her body clamped down hard around the two men filling her, convulsing in waves of uncontrollable pleasure that seemed to go on forever.

Her violent climax triggered theirs. Dave groaned, a harsh, guttural sound, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release deep inside her. A heartbeat later, Mark followed, his own thrusts becoming erratic before he stilled, pressing impossibly deeper as he emptied himself with a long, low sigh of satisfaction.

They stayed like that for a long moment, a connected, panting tangle of spent limbs. Felicity hung her head, completely boneless, supported only by the couch and the two men still buried within her. The air smelled of sex and sweat and pure, animal satisfaction.

Slowly, carefully, they both withdrew from her, the sudden emptiness making her shudder. She felt a trickle of their combined release slide down her inner thigh. Dave patted her hip affectionately before moving away. Mark leaned over her, pressing a surprisingly soft kiss to the small of her back. “You are a goddess,” he whispered, his breath warm on her skin.

Marcus rose from his chair, his arousal evident as he approached Felicity with a mix of urgency and reverence. His eyes never left hers, even as she remained bent over the couch, trembling and breathless from the intensity of what had just unfolded. He knelt behind her, his hands gently caressing her hips before sliding up her back, his touch both possessive and tender. “You’re incredible,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire and pride. “I’ve never seen anything like that. You were... breathtaking.”

Felicity turned her head slightly to look at him, her cheeks flushed and her eyes glazed with pleasure. “Marcus,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “That was... I don’t even have words.” He smiled, pressing a soft kiss to her shoulder, his lips lingering as if savoring the moment. “You don’t need words,” he said softly. “Just feel.”

He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips firmly as he guided his hardness to her slick, swollen entrance. She let out a shuddering breath, anticipating the familiar yet always electrifying sensation of him filling her. When he pushed into her, it was slow and deliberate, allowing her to feel every inch of him as he claimed her once again. A low groan escaped his lips, and he buried his face in the nape of her neck, inhaling deeply as if trying to memorize this moment forever.

His rhythm started slow, almost teasing, each thrust sending ripples of pleasure through her already overstimulated body. But soon, his pace quickened, driven by the raw need to assert his own connection with her amidst the lingering echoes of the others. His hands moved to her shoulders, anchoring her as he drove into her with increasing intensity. “You’re mine,” he growled, his voice a mixture of passion and possessiveness. “No matter what happens, you’ll always be mine.”

Felicity could only gasp in response, her body arching instinctively to meet his thrusts. The combination of the lingering sensations from before and the intensity of Marcus’s movements was overwhelming, pushing her toward another peak that felt both inevitable and insurmountable. She reached back, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer as their bodies moved in perfect sync.

When Marcus finally came, it was with a guttural cry that echoed through the room, his release spilling into her with a force that seemed to shake them both. His body locked in place, every muscle taut as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through him. He held her tightly, his fingers digging into her hips as though anchoring himself to her, drawing her even closer as he emptied himself completely. Felicity felt it too—the heat, the intensity—and her body responded with a shuddering sigh, her own release still lingering like an echo in her veins.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, frozen in time, their breath ragged and their hearts pounding in unison. Marcus pressed his forehead against her back, his skin slick with sweat, his lips brushing against her spine in a barely-there kiss. "You're incredible," he whispered, his voice hoarse and thick with emotion. "Every part of this... every second of you... it’s beyond anything I could have imagined."

Slowly, reluctantly, he withdrew from her, the loss of connection making them both shiver. But he didn’t let go. Instead, he turned her gently in his arms, pulling her close so that she was pressed against his chest. Her head fell naturally to his shoulder, her breath warm against his skin as they stood there, tangled together. His hands roamed her back in slow, soothing circles, tracing the lines of her spine as though committing every curve to memory. "I meant what I said," he murmured, his voice low and earnest. "No matter what happens, you’ll always be mine. Always."

Felicity closed her eyes, letting his words sink in. She felt safe here, wrapped in his arms, the scent of him—musky and familiar—filling her senses. The chaos of the evening, the intensity of what they had just shared, all of it faded into a quiet calm. She tilted her head up to look at him, her eyes soft but searching. "Marcus," she began, her voice barely above a whisper. "This... tonight... I don’t even know how to process it all. But I do know one thing. You were right there with me, every step of the way. And that... that means everything."

He smiled then, a slow, tender smile that crinkled the corners of his eyes. He cupped her face in his hands, his thumbs brushing over her cheeks as though she were something precious. "Always," he repeated, his voice firm despite its softness. "No matter where this takes us, no matter what we explore... you’re my heart, Felicity. My everything." He leaned down, capturing her lips in a kiss that was slow and deep, a kiss that spoke of love and possession and an unshakable bond.

For a long while, they stayed like that, wrapped in each other’s arms, their breathing gradually slowing as the world around them faded away. The room was silent now, the only sound the faint rustle of fabric and the soft cadence of their breaths. Felicity let herself melt into him, her body exhausted but her heart full. Whatever had just happened, whatever they had unleashed together, she knew one thing for certain: Marcus was hers, just as much as she was his. And in that moment, nothing else mattered.
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