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Book 4: Stolen Passion



[image: ]


The soft hum of the espresso machine filled the kitchen as Ethan leaned against the marble countertop, watching Laura. Her fingers tapped idly on her phone screen, sunlight streaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows and catching the gold in her hair. She looked up, catching his gaze, and smiled.

“You’re staring,” she teased, her voice warm.

“Can’t help it,” he replied, crossing the room to wrap his arms around her waist. He buried his face in the crook of her neck, breathing in the faint scent of her vanilla perfume. Her skin was warm beneath his lips, and he lingered there for a moment before pulling back.

Laura turned in his arms, her hands resting lightly on his chest. “What’s on your mind?” she asked, her eyes searching his.

Ethan hesitated, his heart pounding. He’d been mulling it over for weeks, unsure how to bring it up. But something about the quiet intimacy of this moment made him feel brave.

“There’s something I’ve been thinking about,” he started, his voice steady but low. “A fantasy... something I’ve been too scared to tell you.”

Laura’s brow furrowed slightly, curiosity flickering in her eyes. “Tell me,” she urged softly.

He took a deep breath, his hands sliding down to rest on her hips. “I’ve been imagining... watching you with another man.”

Her eyes widened, surprise flashing across her face. “What?” she breathed, her voice barely above a whisper.

Ethan could feel his pulse quicken, but he pressed on. “I know it sounds crazy, but the idea—it’s been driving me wild. Just the thought of seeing you like that, completely lost in pleasure with someone else...” His voice trailed off, the words hanging in the air between them.

Laura blinked, processing what he’d said. “Ethan, I... I don’t know what to say. That’s not something I ever expected to hear from you.” Her voice wavered slightly, uncertainty creeping into her tone.

He cupped her face in his hands, his touch gentle but firm. “I know it’s a lot. And I don’t want you to feel pressured or uncomfortable. It’s just... something I wanted to share with you.”

She searched his face, looking for any hint of doubt or hesitation, but all she saw was raw honesty. Her lips parted as if to speak, but no words came out. Instead, she felt a strange heat building in her chest—a mix of apprehension and something else she couldn’t quite name.

“Are you serious?” she finally asked, her voice trembling slightly.

Ethan nodded, his gaze unwavering. “Completely. It’s just a fantasy, Laura. Nothing has to happen unless you’re okay with it.”

She bit her lower lip, her mind racing. The idea was so far outside anything they’d ever talked about before, but there was something undeniably tantalizing about it. The thought of being desired by someone else while Ethan watched—it sent a shiver down her spine.

“I... I need to think about it,” she said finally, her voice soft but steady.

Ethan smiled gently, his thumbs brushing over her cheeks. “Take all the time you need. I just wanted to be honest with you.”

Laura nodded, her thoughts swirling as she leaned into his touch. She didn’t know how she felt about it yet, but one thing was clear—her curiosity had been sparked. The idea lingered in the back of her mind, a flicker of possibility that refused to be ignored.

“Let’s not talk about it anymore for now,” she murmured, pressing a kiss to his lips. “But... thank you for telling me.”

Ethan kissed her back, slow and tender, the tension between them easing but not entirely dissipating. When they pulled apart, Laura rested her head against his chest, her heart still racing. She didn’t know where this would lead, but for the first time, she felt a strange thrill at the unknown.

***
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The soft hum of the evening settled around them as Ethan and Laura sat on their plush couch, a glass of wine in hand for her, a whiskey for him. The air was thick with unspoken words, the kind that clung to the edges of conversations like static. Laura swirled her wine absently, the deep red catching the warm glow of the fireplace.

“So,” she began, her voice tentative but laced with curiosity, “you really think about it that much? Watching me... with someone else?”

Ethan shifted slightly, his blue eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that made her breath falter. “Yeah,” he admitted, his voice low and steady. “It’s not just about seeing you with someone else, though. It’s about seeing you—confident, free, completely lost in the moment. It’s about trusting each other enough to explore something out of the ordinary.”

Laura’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. She took a slow sip of her wine, the liquid warming her throat. “But... what if I don’t like it? What if it changes things between us?”

Ethan reached out, his hand brushing her knee gently. “That’s why we’d set boundaries. You’d be in control the whole time. Nothing happens unless you want it to. And if at any point it feels wrong, we stop. No questions asked.”

She exhaled softly, her gaze dropping to his hand on her knee. His touch was familiar, comforting, but there was something else there now—a spark of anticipation that made her heart flutter. “It’s just... so different from anything we’ve done before,” she murmured.

“I know,” he said, his thumb tracing small circles on her skin. “But different doesn’t have to be bad. Sometimes it can be amazing.”

Laura hesitated, her mind a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. She could feel the weight of his fantasy pressing against her, but instead of pushing it away, she found herself leaning into it. “How... How would it even work?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Ethan’s lips curved into a small smile, sensing her growing curiosity. “However you want it to. We could pick someone together, someone we both trust. Or it could be spontaneous, like at a party or something. The point is, you’d call the shots. I’d just...” He paused, his voice dropping even lower, “I’d just be there to watch. And maybe participate.”

Her pulse quickened at his words, a strange mix of nerves and excitement coiling in her stomach. She set her wine glass down on the coffee table, her hands trembling slightly. “And you wouldn’t feel... I don’t know, jealous? Or left out?”

“Seeing you happy turns me on more than anything,” he admitted, his hand sliding up to her thigh. “I’d be there because I want to see you like that. Because I love you and I want to share every part of you—even this.”

Laura swallowed hard, her mind racing. The idea was so foreign, so taboo, but it also felt oddly thrilling. She looked at him, searching his face for any hint of doubt. But all she saw was sincerity and desire—for her, for them, for this strange new world they were teetering on the edge of.

“What if... what if I said yes?” she whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and anticipation.

Ethan’s eyes widened slightly, his hand stilling on her thigh. “Then we’d take it slow,” he said carefully. “We’d talk through everything—what you’re comfortable with, what you’re not. And if at any point it doesn’t feel right, we stop.”

Laura nodded slowly, her thoughts swirling. She could feel the weight of the decision pressing down on her, but there was also a strange sense of freedom in it. “I think... I think I might want to try it,” she said finally, her voice gaining strength as she spoke.

Ethan’s lips curved into a slow smile, his hand squeezing her thigh gently. “Really?”

“Yes,” she said, her heart pounding in her chest. “But we have to go slow. And I need to know I can stop it at any time.”

“Of course,” he said immediately, his voice firm. “This is about you, Laura. About us. Always.”

She nodded again, her nerves still buzzing beneath her skin but now mingled with a growing sense of excitement. “Okay,” she breathed, her voice almost a whisper. “Let’s do it.”

Ethan leaned in then, his lips brushing hers in a soft, lingering kiss. When he pulled back, his eyes were alight with gratitude and desire. “You’re incredible,” he murmured against her lips.

Laura smiled faintly, her hands reaching up to cup his face. “I trust you,” she said simply, and in that moment, it was the truth.

Ethan kissed her again, deeper this time, his tongue teasing hers as his hands slid up her sides, pulling her closer. Her body responded instinctively, arching into him as heat spread through her veins. She could feel the hard length of him pressing against her thigh, and the sensation sent a jolt of arousal straight to her core.

“Fuck,” Ethan growled against her mouth, his hands sliding up to cup her breasts through the thin fabric of her blouse. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, already pebbled with need, and she moaned softly into his kiss.

“Ethan...” she breathed as he trailed kisses down her neck, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin at the curve of her shoulder. Her hands tangled in his hair, holding him closer as his hands fumbled with the buttons of her blouse.

When the fabric slid off her shoulders, he groaned at the sight of her bare skin, his lips descending hungrily on the swell of her breast. Laura gasped as he sucked one nipple into his mouth, his teeth nipping lightly before he switched to the other, working her until her back arched off the couch.

“God, you’re so fucking beautiful,” he muttered against her skin, his hands sliding down to grip her thighs. “I can’t wait to see you like this with someone else.”

The words sent a shiver of anticipation through her, and she moaned softly as he pushed her back against the couch, his hands pulling her skirt up around her waist. His fingers slid beneath the lace of her panties, brushing against the slick heat between her legs.

“Fuck, Laura,” he groaned as he felt how wet she already was. “You’re so ready for this.”

She whimpered as he pushed two fingers inside her, curling them just right to hit that spot that made her toes curl. Her hips bucked against his hand as he worked her with practiced precision, his lips capturing hers in a searing kiss.

“I want to see you come for me,” he murmured against her lips, his fingers thrusting harder. “And then I want to watch you come for someone else.”

Ethan’s fingers moved with purpose, driving deeper into Laura’s slick heat, his rhythm relentless. Her body arched off the couch, a desperate moan escaping her lips as he curled his fingers just right, hitting that spot that sent sparks shooting through her. His breath was hot against her ear, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin as he whispered, “I can’t stop thinking about it, Laura. Watching you get fucked by another man. Seeing you take him, letting him make you come.”

Laura’s nails dug into his shoulders, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. “Ethan,” she whimpered, her hips rolling against his hand, begging for more. “I don’t know if I can—oh God, don’t stop—but what if it’s too much?”

He didn’t let up, his fingers pistoning in and out of her with a fervor that had her trembling. “You’re so fucking wet,” he growled, his voice thick with desire. “You’re made for this. For me. For him.” His free hand slid under her shirt, cupping her breast, his thumb brushing over her nipple until it was hard and aching. “I want to see you like this, Laura. Desperate. Needy. Begging for it.”

Her head fell back, her golden hair spilling across the couch cushions as she surrendered to the sensations overwhelming her. “Oh fuck, Ethan,” she breathed, her voice shaking. “I’m close. I’m so close.”

“You’re going to come for me first,” he commanded, his voice low and rough. “And then I’m going to watch you come for him. Over and over again until you’re screaming his name.”

The image he painted—vivid and raw—sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing through her. Her muscles clenched around his fingers as she teetered on the edge, her body writhing beneath him. “Ethan, yes!” she cried out, her voice breaking as the pleasure crested, washing over her in waves.

He didn’t let up, his fingers still working her through the intensity of her orgasm, drawing it out until she was trembling and spent. Her chest rose and fell rapidly as she tried to catch her breath, her skin flushed and glistening with sweat.

Ethan pulled his fingers from her slowly, bringing them to his lips and sucking them clean with a satisfied groan. “You taste incredible,” he murmured, his eyes dark with hunger. “But I need more. I need to feel you.”

Without waiting for her response, he slid off the couch and onto his knees before her. His hands gripped her thighs, spreading them wider as he leaned in, his breath hot against her core. “Fuck, Laura,” he muttered, his tongue darting out to taste her. “You’re dripping for me.”

Her fingers tangled in his hair as he buried his face between her legs, his tongue working her with a feverish intensity. Every lick, every suck, sent jolts of electricity through her body, reigniting the fire that had only just settled. “Oh God, Ethan,” she moaned, her hips lifting off the couch to meet his mouth. “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

He didn’t intend to. His hands gripped her hips firmly, holding her in place as he devoured her with an insatiable hunger. His tongue circled her clit before sucking it into his mouth, drawing soft cries from her lips. “You’re so fucking perfect,” he murmured against her skin, the vibrations sending shivers through her. “I can’t wait to watch someone else make you feel like this.”

The words sent a thrill through her, mingling with the pleasure building in her core. She could feel herself tightening again, the tension coiling tighter and tighter until she was teetering on the edge once more. “Ethan!” she gasped, her fingers tightening in his hair. “I’m going to—oh God!”

Her orgasm hit her hard, her body shuddering as he coaxed every last bit of pleasure from her. He didn’t pull away until she was boneless and panting, her chest rising and falling as she struggled to catch her breath.

Ethan climbed back onto the couch, pulling her into his arms and kissing her deeply. She could taste herself on his lips, the intimacy of it sending a fresh spark of desire through her. “You’re amazing,” he whispered against her mouth, his hands roaming over her body possessively.

Laura melted into him, her body still humming with satisfaction. “I love you,” she murmured, her voice soft but sure. “And if this is what you really want... I think I want it too.”

His lips curved into a slow smile as he brushed a strand of hair from her face. “Fuck, Laura,” he said, his voice filled with awe. “You don’t know what that does to me.”

She could feel it pressed against her thigh—the hard evidence of how much the idea excited him. Her hand slid down, wrapping around him and stroking him slowly. “Show me,” she whispered, her eyes locking with his. “Show me how much you want this.”

Ethan groaned, his hips thrusting into her hand as she worked him with deliberate slowness. “Laura,” he breathed, his voice strained. “You have no idea how fucking hard it is not to take you right now.”

“Then don’t hold back,” she urged, her voice dripping with need. “Fuck me, Ethan. And then... we’ll make this fantasy real.”

***
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The gallery was sleek and modern, its walls adorned with abstract paintings in bold, provocative strokes. Laura’s hand rested lightly on Ethan’s arm as they wandered through the exhibition, her eyes flicking from one piece to the next. She felt a strange mix of excitement and unease, knowing that tonight might be the night they took their fantasy to the next level. Ethan’s fingers brushed hers, a silent reassurance that he was right there with her.

And then they saw him.

Victor stood near a large canvas, his tall frame commanding attention. His dark hair swept back in effortless waves, his tailored suit hugging his broad shoulders in all the right places. He turned towards them, his piercing green eyes meeting Laura’s for a lingering moment before shifting to Ethan. There was something about the way he looked at her—like he already knew what she was thinking, what she was feeling.

Ethan stepped forward first, extending his hand. “Victor, right? We’ve heard so much about you.”

Victor’s lips curled into a confident smile as he shook Ethan’s hand. “All good things, I hope.”

Laura forced a laugh, though her pulse stirred with anticipation. “We’re big fans of your work,” she said, gesturing to the painting behind him. It was a swirling mix of colors and shapes, bold and abstract yet undeniably sensual.

Victor’s gaze lingered on her, his voice smooth and low. “Art is all about connection, don’t you think? The way it makes you feel something... visceral.”

Laura felt a flush creep up her neck, her breath faltering slightly. She glanced at Ethan, who gave her a subtle nod, his eyes alight with encouragement. He’s giving me the go-ahead, she thought, her stomach twisting with both nerves and desire.

“Would you like to join us for a drink?” Laura asked, her voice steady despite the whirlwind inside her. “Our place is just a few blocks away.”

Victor’s smile deepened, his eyes flicking between her and Ethan. “I’d like that.”

***
[image: ]


The three of them walked back to the house, the air thick with unspoken tension. Ethan kept his hand on the small of Laura’s back, a possessive yet grounding touch. Victor walked beside them, his presence magnetic and undeniable. Laura could feel his eyes on her as she unlocked the door, her fingers trembling slightly as she turned the key.

Inside, the house was dimly lit, the soft glow of candles casting shadows on the walls. Ethan poured glasses of wine for each of them, his movements calm and deliberate. Laura sat on the edge of the couch, her legs crossed tightly as she sipped her drink. Victor took a seat across from her, his gaze never leaving hers.

“So,” Victor began, his voice smooth as silk, “what brought you two to my exhibition?”

Laura hesitated for a moment before Ethan answered for her. “We’re exploring new experiences,” he said, his tone casual but intentional. “Laura and I have always been open to... pushing boundaries.”

Victor’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “Boundaries can be delicious to cross,” he said, his eyes locking with Laura’s. “If there’s trust.”

Laura felt a warm pulse stir deep within her, her cheeks flushing as she took another sip of wine. She could feel Ethan’s gaze on her, too, heavy with desire and encouragement. She set her glass down, her hands trembling slightly as she fought to keep her composure.

“Do you trust me, Laura?” Victor asked, his voice low and intimate.

She glanced at Ethan, who gave her an almost imperceptible nod. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Victor leaned forward, his elbows resting on his knees. “Then let me show you something beautiful.”

Before she could respond, Ethan stood, crossing the room to sit beside her. His hand found hers, lacing their fingers together. “This is for you, Laura,” he murmured, his breath warm against her ear. “Whatever happens, you’re in control.”

Victor rose from his seat, moving closer until he was standing directly in front of her. He reached out, his fingers brushing along her jawline in a gesture that was both tender and possessive. “You’re stunning,” he said, his voice dripping with admiration. “I’ve wanted this since the moment I saw you.”

Laura’s heart hammered in her chest as Victor’s lips met hers in a slow, deliberate kiss. It was different from Ethan’s—more intense, more urgent. She could taste the wine on his tongue, feel the heat of his body as he leaned into her. Her hands instinctively reached for him, gripping the front of his shirt as the kiss deepened.

Ethan watched intently, his breath shallow as he took in every detail—the way Victor’s fingers tangled in Laura’s hair, the soft moan that escaped her lips, the flush that spread across her cheeks. He could feel himself growing hard just from watching them, his own desire building with every passing second.

When Victor finally pulled away, Laura looked dazed, her lips parted and glistening. “Do you want more?” Victor asked, his voice a low growl.

Laura glanced at Ethan, her eyes searching his for reassurance. When he nodded, she turned back to Victor and whispered, “Yes.”

Victor wasted no time. His hands moved to her waist, lifting her effortlessly onto the coffee table as he stepped between her legs. His mouth found hers again, this time with more urgency, his tongue exploring hers as his hands roamed over her body. She could feel the heat emanating from him, every touch sending electric sparks through her veins.

Ethan moved closer, his hand resting on Laura’s thigh as he watched Victor’s mouth trail down her neck. “Fuck, Laura,” he breathed, his voice strained with arousal. “You have no idea how hot you look right now.”

Laura moaned softly as Victor’s lips found the sensitive spot just below her ear. Her hands gripped his shoulders, pulling him closer as she lost herself in the sensation. She could feel Ethan’s fingers sliding under the hem of her dress, his touch familiar yet electrifying in this new context.

“So damn sexy,” Ethan murmured, his voice thick with desire. “I want to watch him fuck you.”

Victor’s fingers moved to the button of his pants, his eyes locked on Laura’s as he unzipped them slowly. The sound of the zipper was almost deafening in the room, a sharp contrast to the heavy breaths and soft moans that had filled the space moments before. His cock, already hard and pulsing with anticipation, sprang free, the tip glistening slightly under the dim light. Laura’s breath caught in her throat, her eyes widening as she took in the sight of him. He’s... bigger than I imagined, she thought, her heart pounding in her chest.

Her hands trembled as she reached out, her fingertips grazing the length of him. Victor let out a low groan, his eyes closing for a moment as he savored the feel of her touch. “Fuck, Laura,” he murmured, his voice rough with need. “You’re even more beautiful up close.”

Laura’s fingers wrapped around him, her grip tentative at first but growing firmer as she felt him throb in her hand. Her skin tingled with the sheer intensity of the moment, every nerve in her body alight with a mix of fear and excitement. She could feel Ethan’s gaze on her, his presence both comforting and arousing as he watched her explore Victor’s body with a curiosity that bordered on hunger.

“Do it,” Ethan whispered, his voice barely audible over the sound of their breathing. “I want to see you take him.”

Laura’s eyes flicked to Ethan for a moment, finding reassurance in the heat of his gaze before returning her attention to Victor. She leaned forward slightly, her lips brushing against the tip of his cock as she inhaled his musky scent. It was intoxicating, a heady mix of arousal and something uniquely him that made her mouth water. Her tongue darted out, tracing the sensitive ridge beneath the head, and Victor’s hips jerked involuntarily, a strangled moan escaping his lips.

“God, Laura,” he breathed, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him into her mouth. She moved slowly at first, savoring the fullness of him on her tongue, the way he seemed to pulse with every beat of his heart. Her lips tightened around him as she began to bob her head, her hand moving in tandem with her mouth to stroke the base of his cock.

Ethan’s hand tightened on her thigh, his fingers digging into her skin as he watched her work. “Fuck, that’s so hot,” he muttered, his voice strained with desire. “Look at you, taking him so fucking well.”

Laura moaned around Victor’s cock, the vibrations sending shockwaves through him. His hips began to move in rhythm with her ministrations, each thrust deeper than the last. She could feel herself getting wetter with every passing second, the ache between her legs growing more insistent. Her free hand slipped between her thighs, her fingers finding her clit and circling it lightly. The combination of sensations—Victor’s cock filling her mouth, Ethan’s hand on her thigh, her own fingers teasing her most sensitive spot—was almost too much to bear.

Victor’s hands tightened in her hair as he felt himself nearing the edge. “Laura, I’m close,” he warned, his voice hoarse with restraint. But she didn’t stop. If anything, she doubled down, taking him deeper, her throat opening to accommodate him as she swallowed around him.

The sensation was too much for Victor to handle. With a guttural groan, he came, his release flooding her mouth as she continued to work him through it. Laura swallowed every drop, her own body trembling with the intensity of the moment. When he finally pulled back, gasping for air, she looked up at him with a mixture of satisfaction and hunger in her eyes.

“Fuck,” Victor breathed, his chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath. “You’re incredible.”

Ethan leaned in closer, his lips brushing against Laura’s ear as he whispered, “Now it’s my turn.” His hand slid up her thigh, pushing her dress higher until it bunched around her waist. His fingers found her soaked panties, sliding beneath the fabric to tease her entrance. Laura gasped, her hips bucking against his hand as he pressed a finger inside her.

“So wet for me,” Ethan murmured, his voice thick with arousal. “You’re fucking dripping.”

Laura moaned softly as Ethan added a second finger, stretching her deliciously as he curled them inside her. Her head fell back against his shoulder, her body arching into his touch as he began to move his fingers in slow, deliberate strokes. He knew exactly how to touch her, how to make her fall apart, and it wasn’t long before she was writhing in his grasp, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps.

“Ethan,” she whimpered, her voice trembling with need. “Please...”

But Ethan wasn’t ready to let her come just yet. He withdrew his fingers slowly, smirking as she let out a frustrated whine. “Not yet,” he murmured, his lips brushing against her neck. “I want you to beg for it.”

Laura turned her head to look at him, her eyes dark with desire. “Please,” she repeated, her voice barely above a whisper. “I need you.”

Ethan’s smirk widened as he stood up, pulling her to her feet. He pushed the coffee table aside and guided her onto the couch, his hands roaming over her body as he positioned himself between her legs. Laura reached up to unbutton his pants, freeing his cock with trembling fingers. She wrapped her hand around him, stroking him slowly as she looked up at him with pleading eyes.

“Fuck me,” she whispered, her voice breaking on the words. “Please, Ethan. I need you inside me.”

Ethan didn’t need to be told twice. He aligned himself with her entrance and pushed inside her in one smooth motion, burying himself to the hilt. Laura let out a throaty moan, her nails digging into his back as she felt him stretch her in the most delicious way. He began to move almost immediately, setting a slow, deep rhythm that had her seeing stars.

Victor watched from nearby, his cock already hardening again as he took in the sight of them together. He stepped closer, his hand moving to Laura’s breast as he kneaded it gently. “You’re so fucking hot,” he murmured, his voice rough with lust. “Watching you two... it’s making me hard all over again.”

Laura moaned as Victor’s mouth found hers, his tongue exploring hers with the same urgency as before. She could feel Ethan’s thrusts growing harder, more erratic as he chased his own release, and she knew she wouldn’t last much longer either. The combination of their bodies moving against hers, their hands and mouths caressing her skin, was too much to bear.

“Ethan,” she gasped, her voice trembling with desperation. “I’m so close...”

Ethan’s hips stuttered as he felt her tighten around him, his own orgasm crashing over him with a force that left him breathless. He buried himself deep inside her as he came, his release filling her as she cried out.

Laura’s lips parted in a daze as she felt Ethan slowly pull out of her, his warmth replaced by the cool air of the room. Her body still tingled, every nerve alight with the aftershocks of their shared climax. She glanced up at Victor, who stood beside them, his cock already erect and waiting. His green eyes burned with anticipation, and Laura felt a fresh surge of desire ripple through her.

“Take him,” Ethan whispered huskily, his hand gently guiding her toward Victor. His voice was low, almost reverent, as if he were offering her something sacred. “You know you want to.”

Laura’s breath caught for a moment as she looked at Victor, his broad shoulders casting a shadow over her. She could feel the weight of Ethan’s gaze on her, the intensity of his fantasy fueling her own arousal. Without hesitation, she moved closer to Victor, her hips swaying with a deliberate slowness that made him groan softly.

Victor reached out, his fingers brushing against her cheek before sliding down to her neck. His touch was firm but gentle, and Laura leaned into it, her lips parting as she tilted her head back slightly. She could see the hunger in his eyes, the way his chest rose and fell with shallow breaths. It was intoxicating.

“You’re fucking stunning,” Victor murmured, his voice thick with desire. He leaned down, capturing her lips in a kiss that was both tender and demanding. His tongue swept into her mouth, tasting her, claiming her, and Laura moaned softly against him. She could feel his cock pressing against her stomach, hot and hard, and she shivered with anticipation.

Ethan watched from behind her, his fingers trailing down her spine as he murmured encouragement. “Ride him, Laura. Show me how much you want him.”

The words sent a thrill through her, and Laura broke the kiss, her eyes locking with Victor’s as she moved to straddle him. She could feel the heat radiating from his body as she settled into his lap, her thighs framing his hips. Her hands rested on his shoulders for balance, and she could feel the strength in his muscles, the way they tensed beneath her touch.

Victor’s hands gripped her waist, his fingers digging into her skin as he guided her onto his cock. Laura gasped as she felt the tip of him press against her entrance, the sensation sending a jolt of electricity through her. She lowered herself slowly, taking him inch by inch, savoring the way he stretched and filled her.

“Fuck,” Victor hissed, his head falling back as she sank down onto him. His grip on her hips tightened, and Laura could feel the tension in his body as he fought to keep himself from thrusting up into her. She reveled in the control, in the power she had over him in this moment.

Ethan’s hands moved to her breasts, his fingers teasing her nipples as he watched her ride Victor. “That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his voice rough with lust. “Take what you want. Fuck him just like that.”

Laura’s hips began to move, rising and falling on Victor’s cock with increasing urgency. The friction was exquisite, each stroke sending sparks of pleasure coursing through her. She could feel the way Victor’s cock throbbed inside her, the way his breath hitched every time she took him deep.

Victor’s hands slid down to her ass, squeezing and guiding her movements as he groaned her name. “Laura... you feel so fucking good,” he panted, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. His hips bucked slightly, meeting her thrusts with his own, and Laura cried out as the sensation intensified.

Ethan’s fingers trailed down her back, tracing the curve of her spine before gripping her hips possessively. “Look at you,” he said, his voice filled with awe. “You’re so fucking beautiful like this. Taking him so well.”

Laura’s movements grew more erratic, her need for release building with every thrust. She could feel Victor’s cock hitting that perfect spot inside her, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her body. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, as she rode him harder, faster.

Victor’s hands tightened on her hips, his thrusts becoming more forceful as he chased his own climax. “I’m close,” he growled, his voice raw with need. “Fuck... Laura...”

Laura’s body tensed as she felt her orgasm building, the pressure inside her reaching its peak. She cried out as it hit her, her body trembling with the force of it. Her walls clenched around Victor’s cock, milking him as he came with a primal groan, his release spilling into her.

Ethan’s hands moved to her shoulders, steadying her as she leaned back against him, spent but sated. He pressed a kiss to her neck, his lips soft against her skin as he murmured words of praise. “You were perfect,” he whispered, his voice filled with admiration. “So fucking perfect.”

Victor’s breathing was ragged as he leaned back against the couch, his hands still resting on Laura’s hips. He looked up at her with heated eyes, a lazy smile playing on his lips. “You’re incredible,” he said, his voice low and husky.

Laura’s heart raced as she looked between the two men, their desire for her palpable in the air. She could feel Ethan’s grip on her tighten slightly, a possessive gesture that sent a thrill through her.

“What do you want now?” Ethan asked, his voice laced with anticipation. His fingers traced the curve of her hipbone, lingering there as he waited for her response.

Laura’s body trembled slightly as she stood, her legs still unsteady from the intensity of what had just unfolded. The warmth of Ethan’s touch lingered on her skin, and Victor’s hungry gaze followed her as she padded toward the kitchen. She felt electrified, every nerve in her body humming with the aftershocks of pleasure. The cool hardwood floor beneath her feet was a stark contrast to the heat still coursing through her veins.

She reached for a glass from the cabinet, her fingers shaking slightly as she filled it with water. The cool liquid soothed her parched throat, but it did little to quench the fire that still burned low in her stomach. She could feel Ethan’s presence before she even heard his footsteps, his familiar scent wrapping around her like a warm blanket.

"You okay?" Ethan asked softly, his voice carrying a mix of concern and curiosity. He leaned against the counter, his piercing blue eyes fixed on her as he waited for her response.

Laura turned to face him, a small smile playing on her lips. "I’m more than okay," she said, her voice breathy and raw. "That was... incredible. I feel so alive, Ethan. Like I’ve been awakened."

Ethan’s gaze softened, a proud smile spreading across his face. "You were amazing," he said, his voice thick with admiration. "Watching you like that... it was everything I imagined and more. You’re fucking perfect, Laura."

She felt a blush creep up her cheeks, the praise sending a fresh wave of warmth through her body. "I was nervous at first," she admitted, her fingers tracing the rim of the glass. "But seeing how much it turned you on... it made me want to give myself completely."

Ethan stepped closer, his hand reaching out to brush a strand of golden hair from her face. His touch was tender yet possessive, and it sent shivers down her spine. "You did," he murmured, his voice low and intimate. "And it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen."

Laura’s breath caught in her throat as she looked up at him, her heart pounding in her chest. The way he looked at her—filled with desire and adoration—made her feel like the most desired woman in the world. 

Laura leaned into Ethan's touch, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment as she savored the warmth of his hand against her cheek. The scent of him, familiar and comforting, mingled with the lingering aroma of sex and sweat that hung heavy in the air. She could still feel the ghost of Victor's hands on her hips, the phantom pressure of his cock inside her. The memories sent a fresh pulse of heat coursing through her veins, a reminder of the pleasure she had experienced at the hands of both men. And the night was just beginning...
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