
    
      
        
      

    





    
        
          Tempting Secrets

        

        
        
          A Hotwife Threesome Fantasy, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Ember Everly

        

        
          Published by Ember Everly, 2025.

        

    





  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      TEMPTING SECRETS

    

    
      First edition. August 31, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Ember Everly.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230193340

    

    
    
      Written by Ember Everly.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  




Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Book 2: Tempting Secrets

Sign up for Ember Everly's Mailing List

Further Reading: Hidden Desires

Also By Ember Everly



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Book 2: Tempting Secrets
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The golden hues of sunset filtered through the floor-to-ceiling windows of their luxury suite, casting a warm glow over Claire as she lounged on the plush velvet sofa. Her feet were tucked beneath her, a glass of red wine balanced delicately in her hand. James stood by the window, the city skyline stretching behind him like a glittering tapestry. He turned to her, a soft smile playing on his lips.

"You look beautiful," he said, his voice low and intimate.

Claire laughed lightly, her cheeks flushing. "You always say that."

"Because it’s always true," he countered, crossing the room to sit beside her. His hand brushed against hers, a fleeting touch that sent a ripple of warmth through her.

They’d been married for five years, and their connection still felt electric. Tonight, they were celebrating their anniversary with a weekend getaway—a rare escape from the chaos of their busy lives. Claire leaned into him, her head resting on his shoulder as they gazed out at the view.

But James shifted slightly, his posture tensing. Claire felt it immediately and pulled back to look at him. "What’s wrong?"

He hesitated, his fingers drumming lightly on his thigh. "There’s something I’ve been wanting to talk to you about," he began, his voice careful.

Her brow furrowed. "Okay..."

James took a deep breath, his eyes meeting hers with a mix of vulnerability and resolve. "I’ve been thinking about us—about our relationship. And there’s... something I’ve been fantasizing about for a while now."

Claire tilted her head, intrigued. "What kind of fantasy?"

His gaze dropped momentarily, and she could see the faint flush creeping up his neck. "It’s... about you. About seeing you with someone else."

Her breath caught, her wineglass nearly slipping from her hand. She set it down carefully, her mind racing. "What do you mean?"

James exhaled slowly, his words measured but steady. "I’ve been imagining what it would be like to see you flirt with another man—to watch him desire you. To see you... enjoy yourself with him."

Claire’s heart pounded, her thoughts spiraling. She blinked, trying to process his confession. "James, are you serious? This... this isn’t what I expected."

He reached for her hand, his touch grounding. "I know it’s unexpected. And I know it might sound strange. But it’s something that’s been on my mind for a while. I wanted to share it with you because... I trust you. I want us to explore new things together."

Her lips parted, but no words came out. She felt a rush of emotions—surprise, confusion, even a flicker of fear. "But... what if it changes things between us? What if it’s too much?"

James squeezed her hand gently. "We don’t have to do anything you’re not comfortable with. I just wanted to be honest with you. To see if... it’s something you might be curious about too."

Claire stared at him, her mind a whirlwind. The idea was undeniably provocative, and despite her initial shock, she couldn’t deny the subtle spark of curiosity it ignited. She looked down at their intertwined hands, her thoughts a tangled web.

"I don’t know," she admitted softly. "It’s... a lot to think about."

James nodded, his expression tender. "Take your time. There’s no rush. I just want you to know that I love you—no matter what."

She leaned into him again, her head resting against his chest. His heartbeat was steady beneath her ear, a comforting rhythm. The room fell quiet, the city lights outside twinkling like distant stars. Claire’s mind wandered, her curiosity growing with each passing moment.

She didn’t reject the idea outright. Instead, she let it simmer, a tantalizing possibility lingering in the air between them.

***
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The morning sunlight filtered through the sheer curtains of their bedroom, casting a soft golden glow over Claire’s skin as she lay beside James. His fingers traced idle patterns along her arm, the warmth of his touch coaxing her awake. She stirred, her eyes fluttering open to meet his gaze—piercing, tender, and slightly hesitant.

“Morning,” he murmured, his voice rough with sleep. His lips brushed her temple, lingering there for a moment. She shifted closer, savoring the familiarity of his body against hers. But between them hung the unspoken—the conversation from days ago, still unresolved yet simmering beneath the surface.

Claire propped herself up on one elbow, her hair falling in loose waves over her shoulder. “James,” she began softly, her voice tentative. “Can we talk about... what you mentioned the other night?”

He froze for a heartbeat, then exhaled slowly, nodding. “Of course.” He sat up, the sheets pooling around his waist as he turned to face her fully. His broad shoulders seemed to carry a weight now, his expression guarded but open. “Whatever’s on your mind.”

She traced the edge of the blanket with her fingertips, her thoughts swirling. “I’ve been thinking about it. A lot. It’s... it’s not something I ever imagined, honestly. But—” Her voice trailed off, and she glanced up at him through her lashes. “I want to understand. Really understand why it matters to you.”

James reached for her hand, his fingers intertwining with hers. “It’s not about wanting to lose you,” he said firmly, his tone steady despite the flicker of vulnerability in his eyes. “It’s about trust. About sharing something intimate together, something that... deepens what we already have. Seeing you desired by someone else, knowing you’re mine, it—” He paused, searching for the right words. “It excites me. Not because I want anyone else, but because I want to see you seen. Does that make sense?”

Claire absorbed his words, her pulse quickening faintly. There was something in the way he spoke—earnest, raw—that tugged at her. She wasn’t sure she fully understood, but the way he looked at her, as if she held the entire world in her hands, made her want to try.

“What would it even look like?” she asked hesitantly, her voice barely above a whisper. “How would it work?”

James’s lips curved into a small, reassuring smile. “However you want it to. You’d have all the control—who, when, where. We’d set boundaries beforehand. Nothing happens unless you’re comfortable. And it’s not about replacing me—it’s about adding something new, something we experience together.”

Her chest tightened with a mix of apprehension and curiosity. She studied his face, searching for any hint of doubt or insincerity. But all she saw was love—steady, unwavering love. And beneath that, a flicker of desire that mirrored something stirring within her.

“What if... what if it changes things between us?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly. “What if it’s too much?”

He cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing against her skin. “Then we stop. No questions, no guilt. This is about us, Claire. Only us. If it doesn’t feel right, we step back. But if it does...” His voice dropped lower, husky with restrained longing. “It could be incredible.”

Her breath faltered as she leaned into his touch, her heart pounding in her chest. The idea was terrifying, yes—but also intoxicating. The thought of surrendering to something so forbidden, so daring, sent a ripple of excitement through her that she hadn’t expected.

“Okay,” she whispered after a long moment, her voice barely audible. “Let’s try it. Just once. But we go slow. And if I feel uneasy—”

“You say the word, and it stops,” he finished firmly, his gaze locking with hers. “Always.”

She nodded, a shaky exhale escaping her lips. James’s hand slid to the back of her neck, his fingers tangling in her hair as he pulled her closer. His forehead pressed against hers, their breaths mingling in the narrow space between them.

“Thank you,” he murmured, his voice thick with emotion. “For trusting me.”

Claire’s eyelids fluttered shut as his lips brushed hers—softly at first, a gentle reassurance. But when she responded, deepening the kiss, something shifted. The tenderness gave way to something hotter, more urgent. His hands roamed over her curves, pulling her flush against him as their tongues danced in a slow, sensual rhythm.

Her fingers gripped his shoulders, anchoring herself as the world around them faded away. The sheets tangled around their legs, the warmth of his body enveloping her completely. She melted into him, her reservations momentarily forgotten as they lost themselves in each other.

When they finally broke apart, breathless and flushed, James pressed a kiss to her forehead. “We’ll take this one step at a time,” he promised, his voice steady despite the heat lingering in his eyes.

Claire nodded, her heart still racing. She didn’t know what the future held, but for the first time, the uncertainty felt thrilling rather than daunting. She leaned into him, her head resting against his chest as they lay tangled together in the quiet of the morning.

“One step at a time,” she echoed softly, the words a silent vow to herself—and to him.

They fell into a comfortable silence, the weight of the conversation settling between them. After a moment, James cleared his throat, his voice cautious. “If we did... who would you want it to be with?”

Claire’s cheeks flushed at the question, and she let out a soft laugh. “I don’t know. I haven’t exactly thought that far ahead.”

James chuckled, his fingers brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Well, hypothetically. Anyone come to mind?”

She bit her lip, her gaze drifting to the ceiling as she considered the question. “Maybe... Rafael.”

James raised an eyebrow, surprise flickering across his face. “Rafael? Your trainer?”

Claire nodded, her cheeks deepening in color. “He’s... kind. Respectful. And there’s this undeniable chemistry between us. I’ve felt it during our sessions.”

James absorbed her words, a mixture of curiosity and something deeper stirring within him. “Rafael,” he repeated softly, as if testing the name. “I can see that. He’s definitely... confident.”

Claire glanced at him, her eyes searching his face for any signs of discomfort. “Would that bother you?”

James shook his head, his hand resting on her thigh. “No. Not if it’s someone you feel comfortable with. That’s important to me.”

Claire smiled, a sense of relief washing over her. “Good. I just... I need to feel safe. That’s non-negotiable.”

“Of course,” James agreed immediately. “Your comfort comes first.”

They fell silent again, the air between them thick with anticipation. After a moment, James leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a tender kiss. It was soft, unhurried, a reaffirmation of the connection they shared. Claire melted into him, her hands sliding up his chest to cradle his face.

When they pulled apart, James rested his forehead against hers, his voice barely above a whisper. “Should we... invite him over? Just to see how it feels?”

Claire’s breath hitched at the suggestion, her pulse quickening. “Yes,” she murmured, her voice trembling slightly. “Let’s do it.”

***
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That evening, the suite was bathed in the warm glow of candlelight, the dining table set with elegance and care. Claire glanced at herself in the mirror, smoothing down the silky fabric of her dress. It clung to her curves in all the right places, the deep crimson hue accentuating her radiant complexion. She took a deep breath, steadying her nerves as the doorbell rang.

James appeared beside her, his hand resting on the small of her back. “Ready?” he asked softly.

She nodded, a faint smile tugging at her lips. “Ready.”

James opened the door to reveal Rafael standing in the hallway, his presence commanding as always. Dressed in a fitted shirt and tailored trousers, he looked effortlessly handsome, his dark eyes gleaming with curiosity.

“Rafael,” James greeted warmly, stepping aside to let him in. “Thanks for coming.”

“Of course,” Rafael replied, his gaze flickering to Claire. “It’s not often I get invited to dinner by such lovely company.”

Claire felt a flush creeping up her neck, but she smiled nonetheless. “We’re glad you could make it.”

The evening unfolded with ease, the conversation flowing naturally between them. They dined on an exquisitely prepared meal, the wine loosening any lingering tension. As the night wore on, the dynamic between them shifted, the underlying chemistry becoming impossible to ignore.

Claire caught Rafael’s gaze across the table, her stomach fluttering at the intensity in his eyes. She glanced at James, who gave her an encouraging nod, his own gaze steady and supportive.

When the meal was finished, they moved to the living area, the air thick with an unspoken understanding. Claire took a seat on the plush couch, her legs crossed elegantly as Rafael settled beside her. James lingered nearby, his presence a quiet reassurance.

Rafael leaned in slightly, his voice low. “You look stunning tonight, Claire.”

Her breath caught, her cheeks warming at the compliment. “Thank you,” she murmured, her voice barely audible.

There was a pause, the tension between them palpable. Slowly, Rafael reached out, his fingers brushing against hers. The contact was electric, sending a shiver down Claire’s spine. She glanced at James, who nodded again, his eyes filled with a mix of encouragement and something deeper.

Emboldened, Claire turned to Rafael, her heart pounding in her chest. Their eyes met, and in that moment, everything else faded away. He leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a kiss that was both tender and charged with unspoken desire. Claire’s hands found their way to his shoulders, her fingers gripping the fabric of his shirt as she kissed him back.

James watched from the sidelines, his heart racing as he took in the scene before him. There was a strange mix of emotions swirling within him—arousal, pride, and a deep, unwavering love for Claire. He stayed quiet, giving them the space they needed, his presence a silent anchor.

When they finally pulled apart, Claire’s cheeks were flushed, her lips slightly swollen. She glanced at James, her eyes searching his face for reassurance. He gave her a small smile, nodding slightly.

“How was that?” Rafael asked softly, his voice laced with curiosity.

Claire hesitated, her gaze flickering between him and James. “It was... different,” she admitted finally. “But not in a bad way.”

Rafael smiled, his hand brushing against hers again. “Good. That’s all I can ask for.”

The conversation shifted, the dynamic between them forever changed. Claire felt a newfound sense of excitement, the possibilities unfolding before her. And as the night wore on, she couldn’t help but wonder what the next step would be—and who would take it.

Claire’s heart raced as Rafael’s fingers traced a slow, deliberate path down her arm, sending a shiver through her body. The air in the room felt charged, thick with anticipation, and she could feel James’s eyes on them, watching intently. She glanced at him, catching the way his lips parted slightly, his chest rising and falling with a rhythm that matched her own. He gave her a small nod, an unspoken encouragement that made her pulse quicken.

Rafael leaned in closer, his breath warm against her neck. “You’re so beautiful,” he murmured, his voice low and husky. His hand slid up her arm, coming to rest on her shoulder, his touch firm yet tender. Claire felt a flush of warmth spread through her, her skin tingling under his fingertips.

She turned to face him, her eyes locking with his dark, piercing gaze. There was a spark there, something undeniable that pulled her in closer. Rafael cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing lightly over her lower lip. “May I?” he asked, his tone soft but insistent.

Claire hesitated for a moment, her gaze flickering to James again. He was seated across from them, his eyes fixed on the scene unfolding before him. His expression was a mix of curiosity and desire, and when he caught her looking, he gave her another reassuring nod. “It’s okay,” he said quietly, his voice steady. “Whatever feels right.”

Her breath hitched as she turned back to Rafael, her lips parting in silent consent. He closed the distance between them, his mouth meeting hers in a kiss that was both gentle and commanding. His lips moved against hers with a confidence that sent a thrill through her, and she felt herself leaning into him, her hands finding their way to his chest.

The kiss deepened, becoming more urgent. Rafael’s hands roamed her back, pulling her closer until there was no space left between them. Claire’s fingers tangled in his hair, her body responding to his touch with a fervor she hadn’t expected. The heat between them grew, their breaths mingling as they lost themselves in the moment.

James’s voice broke through the haze, low and steady. “That’s it,” he said, his tone encouraging. “Just let go, Claire. Enjoy it.”

She pulled back slightly, her chest heaving as she looked at James. There was a hunger in his eyes now, a desire that mirrored her own. He reached out, his hand brushing against hers, and she felt a surge of connection between them. “Are you okay?” he asked, his voice soft but filled with concern.

Claire nodded, her eyes flickering between him and Rafael. “I’m...” She paused, her voice catching in her throat. “I’m more than okay.”

James smiled, his gaze shifting to Rafael. “Take care of her,” he said, his tone firm but affectionate.

Rafael nodded, his hands sliding down Claire’s arms until they settled at her waist. “I will,” he promised, his voice sincere. He turned back to Claire, his eyes searching hers. “Tell me what you want.”

Her mind raced, her body still humming from the kiss. She wanted more—needed more—but the words felt lodged in her throat. Instead, she reached for his shirt, her fingers trembling slightly as she began to undo the buttons. Rafael watched her, his breath catching as she revealed the taut muscles of his chest.

James’s voice came again, softer this time. “You’re incredible, Claire,” he said, his eyes never leaving her. “Watching you... it’s driving me wild.”

Her cheeks flushed, a mixture of pride and arousal flooding her senses. She stepped closer to Rafael, her hands splayed across his chest, feeling the steady beat of his heart beneath her palms. He leaned down, capturing her lips in another kiss, this one more heated than before. His hands explored her body, tracing the curve of her hips, sliding up her sides until they reached the clasp of her dress.

The sound of the zipper sliding down broke the silence, the fabric pooling at her feet as Rafael stepped back to admire her. Claire stood there, clad only in her lingerie, her skin tingling under his gaze. She felt vulnerable, exposed, but the way he looked at her—like she was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen—made her confidence soar.

James’s voice was a low murmur now, filled with admiration. “You’re mesmerizing,” he said, his eyes tracing every curve of her body.

Rafael reached out, his fingers brushing against the delicate lace of her bra. “May I?” he asked again, his voice thick with desire.

Claire hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. She glanced at James, seeking his reassurance. He nodded, his expression unwavering. “It’s your choice,” he said gently. “Take your time.”

She took a deep breath, her hands trembling as she reached behind her back to undo the clasp. The fabric fell away, revealing her bare skin to Rafael’s hungry gaze. He exhaled sharply, his hands hovering just above her, as if afraid to touch her.

“You’re perfect,” he whispered, his voice barely audible.

Claire felt a surge of heat flood her body, her nipples hardening under his gaze. She stepped closer to him, her hands sliding up his chest until they reached his shoulders. “Touch me,” she said, her voice soft but insistent.

Rafael’s hands finally made contact with her skin, his touch firm but gentle. He traced the curve of her waist, his fingers exploring every inch of her body with a reverence that left her breathless. His lips found hers again, the kiss turning desperate as their bodies pressed together.

James watched from across the room, his own desire growing with every passing moment. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from them, the sight of his wife losing herself in another man’s arms igniting a fire within him. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, his hand unconsciously drifting to his thigh.

Claire pulled back from the kiss, her chest heaving as she looked at James. “Are you... okay?” she asked, her voice trembling.

He nodded, his eyes dark with need. “More than okay,” he assured her. “Just... keep going.”

Rafael’s hands moved lower, sliding down her hips until they reached the waistband of her panties. He looked at her, his eyes searching hers for permission. Claire hesitated, her heart racing as she glanced at James again. He gave her another nod, his expression filled with encouragement.

She took a deep breath, her hands trembling as she reached for Rafael’s waistband. “Together,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

His breath hitched as her fingers grazed his skin, his body tense with anticipation. They moved in unison, their hands working together to push his pants down his legs. Rafael stepped out of them, standing before her completely exposed.

Claire’s eyes widened as she took in the sight of him, her pulse quickening. She reached out tentatively, her fingers brushing against his chest, feeling the warmth of his skin beneath her touch. Rafael’s hands found her waist again, pulling her closer until their bodies were pressed together.

The heat between them was palpable, their breaths mingling as they leaned into each other. Claire felt a surge of desire flood her senses, her body responding to his touch with an urgency she hadn’t expected. She glanced at James, seeking his reassurance.

He nodded, his eyes never leaving her. “You’re incredible,” he said softly. “Keep going.”

Rafael’s hands tightened around Claire’s waist, his gaze intense as he lifted her effortlessly. Her breath caught in her throat, a soft gasp escaping her lips as her legs instinctively wrapped around him. The heat of his body against hers was electrifying, sending a shiver of anticipation coursing through her. James followed close behind, his eyes burning with desire as he watched every movement, every inch of Claire’s exposed skin.

The room seemed to shrink around them, the air thick with desire. Rafael carried her to the bed, his steps deliberate and unhurried, as though savoring every moment. Claire’s heart pounded in her chest, her mind a whirlwind of emotions—excitement, nervousness, and a growing hunger she couldn’t ignore.

As Rafael gently laid her down on the soft sheets, his hands slid up her thighs, his touch sending waves of pleasure through her. Claire’s breath quickened, her body arching slightly as his fingers traced delicate patterns on her inner thighs. She glanced over at James, who was standing close, his eyes locked on her. He’s here, she reminded herself. He’s part of this. The thought gave her a strange sense of comfort, mingled with a thrill she hadn’t anticipated.

Rafael leaned down, his lips brushing against her stomach, teasing her skin with feather-light kisses. Claire gasped, her fingers tangling in the sheets as his tongue traced a slow, deliberate path downward. Her body trembled with anticipation, every nerve ending on fire.

When his mouth finally reached her core, Claire’s back arched off the bed, a moan escaping her lips. Rafael’s tongue flicked against her clit, sending jolts of pleasure through her. She was wet, aching, and he seemed to know exactly how to make her lose control. His hands slid under her hips, lifting her slightly as he deepened his exploration, his tongue working her with a skill that left her breathless.

“Oh God,” Claire whimpered, her hands gripping the sheets tighter. The sensation was overwhelming, her body trembling with need. She could feel Rafael’s breath against her, hot and relentless, as he continued to pleasure her with his mouth. His fingers joined in, sliding into her with ease, curling just enough to hit that perfect spot inside her.

Claire’s moans grew louder, her hips rocking against his face as he worked her into a frenzy. She could hear James’s breathing, heavy and labored, and it only added to the intensity of the moment. Her husband was watching, encouraging, and the thought of it made her feel even more exposed—and more alive.

“Yes,” Claire whispered, her voice trembling. “Don’t stop.”

Rafael didn’t. His fingers moved in rhythm with his tongue, each stroke sending her closer to the edge. Claire’s body was taut with tension, her breaths coming in shallow gasps. She could feel it building, that familiar pressure growing inside her, threatening to explode.

“I’m so close,” she moaned, her voice barely audible. Her hips bucked against his mouth, desperate for release. Rafael’s fingers pushed deeper, his tongue circling her clit faster, harder.

“Let go,” James murmured, his voice rough with desire. “Let go, Claire.”

The sound of his voice—low, commanding—tipped her over the edge. Claire cried out, her body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Her vision blurred, her mind blank except for the sheer intensity of the moment. Rafael didn’t stop, his relentless attention prolonging her orgasm until she was gasping for air, her body limp against the sheets.

When he finally pulled back, Claire lay there, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Her skin was flushed, her body still tingling from the aftermath of her release. Rafael looked up at her, a satisfied smirk on his lips, his eyes dark with desire.

James stepped closer, his hand brushing against her thigh. “You’re incredible,” he said softly, his voice thick with emotion. “Absolutely incredible.”

Claire turned her head to look at him, her heart swelling with love and gratitude. This was new, uncharted territory, but she felt safe with him. With both of them. She reached out, her fingers brushing against James’s arm. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice shaky but sincere.

Rafael moved up beside her, his body warm against hers. His hand rested on her stomach, his fingers tracing lazy circles on her skin. “You’re amazing, Claire,” he murmured, his voice low and intimate. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

Claire’s heart skipped a beat, her eyes locking with his. There was something in his gaze—something raw and unfiltered—that made her pulse quicken. She could feel the heat between them, the chemistry undeniable.

James leaned down, his lips brushing against Claire’s ear. “What do you want?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper. “Tell us.”

Claire hesitated, her mind racing. She knew what she wanted—what she needed—but voicing it out loud felt like stepping into the unknown. She glanced at Rafael, then back at James, her heart pounding in her chest.

“I want more,” she admitted, her voice trembling. “I want... both of you.”

James’s eyes darkened, a slow smile spreading across his face. “Then you’ll have us,” he said, his voice firm. “Every part of us.”

Rafael’s hand slid up her body, his fingers brushing against her breast. Claire gasped, her back arching as he teased her nipple, his touch sending shivers of pleasure through her. James’s lips found hers, his kiss deep and hungry, his hands roaming her body with a possessiveness that made her moan into his mouth.

Claire was lost in the sensation, her body responding to both of them with equal fervor. Rafael’s mouth found her neck, his lips nipping at her skin as his hand continued to explore her body. James’s kiss grew more urgent, his tongue tangling with hers as his hands gripped her hips, pulling her closer.

The room was filled with the sounds of their moans and gasps, the air thick with desire. Claire felt like she was melting, her body completely surrendered to the two men who were taking her to new heights of pleasure.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “I need you.”

James pulled back, his eyes locking with hers. “Tell us what you need,” he said, his voice rough with want.

Claire’s breath faltered, her heart pounding in her chest. She looked at Rafael, then back at James, her desire overwhelming. “I need you inside me,” she said, her voice trembling. “Both of you.”

James’s eyes darkened, a low growl escaping his throat. He turned to Rafael, who nodded, his own desire evident. They moved together, their hands exploring Claire’s body as they positioned themselves around her.

Rafael leaned in, his lips brushing hers in a kiss that started soft but quickly deepened, his tongue teasing hers until she was breathless. When he pulled back, his eyes were smoldering. “Are you ready for us, Claire?”

She nodded, her throat too tight to speak. She wasn’t sure she could handle more, but the thought of both men inside her, filling her completely, was intoxicating.

James moved behind her, his hands guiding her hips until she was on her knees, her back arched and her head resting on the bed. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but also utterly desired. Rafael positioned himself in front of her, his hands gripping her hips as he teased her entrance with the tip of his cock.

“James,” she whispered, reaching back for him.

“I’m here,” he said, his voice steady but thick with need. He slicked himself with a few strokes before pressing against her back entrance, his touch tentative but firm. “Just breathe, Claire. Relax for me.”

She took a deep breath, forcing her muscles to loosen as James pressed forward slowly, carefully. The stretch was intense, but the sensation was mingled with pleasure as Rafael pushed into her at the same time, filling her so completely that she moaned, the sound muffled by the sheets.

“Oh, god,” she gasped, her nails digging into the bed as they both moved deeper, stretching her in ways she’d never experienced before. It was overwhelming, almost too much, but the pleasure was undeniable, deep and aching and consuming.

Rafael groaned, his hands tightening on her hips as he thrust into her, each movement sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body. James followed suit, his rhythm steady and controlled, his hands gripping her waist as he matched Rafael’s pace.

“You feel incredible,” Rafael muttered, his voice strained with effort. “So tight, so fucking perfect.”

Claire could only whimper in response, her body trembling as they filled her completely, their movements driving her higher and higher. Every thrust was a revelation, every touch setting her on fire. She felt James’ lips on her shoulder, his teeth grazing her skin as he moved inside her, while Rafael’s hands roamed her body, teasing her breasts and stroking her clit until she was gasping for air.

“I can’t—” she started, but James cut her off with a growl.

“Yes, you can,” he said fiercely. “You’re strong, Claire. You can take us both.”

His words spurred her on, and she pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts with a desperation that surprised even herself. Rafael’s grip on her hips tightened, his rhythm becoming more urgent as he drove into her, his cock hitting that perfect spot inside her with every thrust.

The tension building inside her was unbearable, a coil ready to snap. She could feel herself teetering on the edge, her body overwhelmed with sensations as both men claimed her completely.

“Come for us, Claire,” Rafael urged, his voice rough with need. “Let go.”

“I—” Her words were cut off by a moan as the coil inside her finally snapped, her body convulsing with pleasure so intense it nearly blinded her. She felt James and Rafael stiffen behind her, their own releases following close behind as they filled her, their warmth spilling inside her in a way that only heightened her ecstasy.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies locked together in the aftermath of their shared pleasure. Then, slowly, they pulled away, leaving Claire trembling and spent but utterly satisfied. She collapsed onto the bed, her body boneless as James and Rafael lay down on either side of her, their hands still touching her, grounding her.

“Good?” James asked, his voice soft but laced with pride.

“Good,” she whispered, her eyes closing as she savored the warmth of their bodies against hers. “So good.”

Rafael chuckled, his fingers tracing lazy patterns on her arm. “You’re a natural, Claire. I think we’re just getting started.”

Claire’s body still pulsed with the aftershocks of pleasure, her skin warm and sensitive as she lay between James and Rafael. The room smelled of sweat and desire, the air thick with the lingering energy of their shared intimacy. She ran her fingers lazily over Rafael’s chest, tracing the hard lines of his muscles, while James’s hand rested possessively on her hip, his fingers occasionally brushing against her skin in a way that sent tingles through her.

“I feel... sticky,” she murmured, her voice soft but laced with amusement. She glanced up at James, her lips curling into a smile. “Maybe we should clean up.”

James chuckled, his eyes dark with satisfaction. “A shower sounds perfect.” His gaze shifted to Rafael, who was already sitting up, his dark eyes gleaming with anticipation. “Join us?”

Rafael didn’t need to be asked twice. He slid off the bed, his body lithe and graceful as he extended a hand to Claire. “Let’s make this interesting,” he said, his voice low and inviting.

Claire took his hand, letting him pull her to her feet. Her legs felt a little unsteady, but Rafael’s firm grip steadied her. James followed closely behind, his hands already roaming over her back as they made their way to the ensuite bathroom.

The shower was spacious, with glass walls that fogged quickly as James turned on the water. Steam began to fill the room, creating a haze that softened the edges of everything. Claire stepped under the spray first, the warm water cascading over her skin, washing away the remnants of their earlier passion. She closed her eyes, tilting her head back as the water ran through her hair, down her neck, and over her breasts.

James stepped in next, his broad shoulders filling the space as he moved behind her. His hands settled on her hips, pulling her back against his chest. She could feel the heat of his body through the water, his arousal pressing against her lower back. His lips found the curve of her shoulder, kissing her softly before trailing up to her neck.

Rafael entered last, his lean figure moving with the confidence of a man who knew exactly what he wanted. He stepped in front of Claire, his dark eyes locking onto hers as he reached out to cup her face. His thumb brushed over her bottom lip, and she parted them instinctively, letting him guide her into a kiss.

The kiss started slow, almost teasing, their lips brushing together in a dance that was equal parts tender and electric. But it didn’t stay that way for long. Rafael deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against hers in a way that made her moan softly into his mouth. Claire’s hands found his chest, her fingers curling into the muscles there as she pressed herself closer to him.

James’s hands moved from her hips to her breasts, his palms cupping them firmly as his thumbs circled her nipples. The sensation made her arch into him, a soft gasp escaping her lips as Rafael continued to kiss her with increasing urgency. The water rained down around them, the sound of it mingling with the soft, wet sounds of their kisses and the occasional moan that slipped from Claire’s throat.

James’s lips found her ear, his breath hot against her skin as he whispered, “You’re so beautiful like this, Claire. Watching you with him... it’s everything I wanted.”

She shivered at his words, her body responding to both the sound of his voice and the way Rafael’s hands were now exploring her body. Rafael’s fingers trailed down her sides, over her hips, and then between her thighs. He stroked her gently at first, teasing her until she was whimpering against his mouth.

“James,” she breathed, her voice trembling as Rafael’s fingers worked her into a feverish state. She reached back, her fingers tangling in her husband’s hair as she pressed herself harder against him. “I need you both.”

James didn’t hesitate. One hand slipped between her legs, joining Rafael’s in pleasuring her. The dual sensations were almost too much to handle. Claire’s knees weakened, and she clung to Rafael’s shoulders for support as James’s fingers moved in tandem with the trainer’s. Her breathing became erratic, her body trembling as the pleasure built inside her.

Rafael broke the kiss, his lips trailing down her neck to her collarbone. He nipped at her skin gently, sending shocks of pleasure through her. His voice was a low growl as he said, “Look at me, Claire.”

She opened her eyes, her gaze meeting his as he continued to touch her. There was something intense in his expression, something that made her feel utterly exposed yet completely safe at the same time. James’s hands on her body, Rafael’s eyes locked on hers—it was overwhelming in the best possible way.

“I’m close,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of the water and her own ragged breathing.

“Good,” Rafael murmured, his fingers moving faster now, matching the rhythm of James’s touch. “Let yourself go.”

Claire’s head fell back against James’s shoulder as the pleasure crested. Her body tightened, her back arching as waves of ecstasy crashed over her. She cried out, her voice mingling with the sound of the shower as she came undone between the two men.

James held her tightly, his arms around her as Rafael leaned in to kiss her again, this time softer, slower. Her body was still trembling when they broke the kiss, her breathing slowly returning to normal.

Rafael’s hands moved to her waist, lifting her slightly so he could guide herself onto him. She gasped as he filled her, her hands clutching at his shoulders for balance. James’s hands stayed on her hips, helping to steady her as Rafael began to move.

The sensation was intense, the water making every movement slick and smooth. Claire’s head fell back again, her eyes closing as she let herself get lost in the rhythm. James’s voice was low in her ear, his words a mix of praise and encouragement as Rafael thrust into her deeper.

“You feel amazing,” Rafael groaned, his hands tightening on her hips as he drove into her with relentless precision. “So fucking perfect.”

Claire could only moan in response, her body taking every inch of him as James’s hands explored her body. Her husband’s fingers found her clit again, rubbing in tight circles that had her crying out once more.

The pleasure built quickly this time, spurred on by the dual sensations of Rafael inside her and James’s expert touch. When she came again, it was with a cry that echoed off the walls of the shower. Her body clenched around Rafael, pulling him over the edge with her.

He groaned her name as he spilled inside her, his movements slowing but not stopping until they were both spent. James pressed a kiss to her shoulder, his hands still on her body as they all caught their breath in the steamy heat of the shower.

Claire leaned against the tiled wall of the shower, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath. The steam curled around her, clinging to her skin, still tingling from the pleasure she’d just experienced. Her body felt alive, every nerve humming with satisfaction, but she knew she needed a moment to collect herself—and to reconnect with James.

“Let’s take a break,” she suggested, her voice soft but firm. Her eyes met Rafael’s, and he nodded with a knowing smile, his hands reluctantly leaving her hips. James, who had been watching intently, stepped back, giving her space.

They stepped out of the shower, the cooler air hitting their overheated skin as they reached for towels. Claire wrapped hers around herself, savoring the softness against her sensitive skin. She glanced at James, her heart swelling with affection for him. He’d been so supportive, so there for her, and she wanted to show him how much she appreciated it.

“Come with me,” she said, extending her hand to him. He took it without hesitation, his fingers intertwining with hers as she led him to the balcony. The night air was crisp, the moon casting a silvery glow over the city below. Claire leaned against the railing, letting the breeze tousle her damp hair. James stood beside her, his presence steady and reassuring.

For a moment, they just stood there, soaking in the quiet. Then Claire turned to him, her eyes searching his. “James,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. “Are you okay? With all of this?”

He cupped her face in his hands, his touch gentle. “More than okay,” he replied, his voice thick with emotion. “I’ve never seen you so radiant, so alive. It’s... it’s everything I hoped it would be and more.”

Claire felt a lump form in her throat. She hadn’t realized how much she’d needed to hear that—how much she’d feared that he might feel overshadowed or left out. But the way he looked at her, the sincerity in his eyes, erased every doubt.

She leaned in, her lips brushing against his in a tender kiss. It started softly, a gentle exploration, but soon deepened as the electricity between them sparked anew. James’s hands slid down her back, pulling her closer, while hers tangled in his hair, holding him to her. Their bodies pressed together, the heat between them undeniable.

When they finally broke apart, Claire rested her forehead against his, her breathing ragged. “I love you,” she whispered, the words carrying the weight of everything they’d shared that night. “So much.”

“I love you too,” James replied, his voice rough with emotion. “Never doubt that.”

They stayed like that for a while, holding each other under the moonlight, the world around them fading away. But Claire could feel the undercurrent of desire still simmering beneath the surface, and she knew their night was far from over.

“Ready to go back inside?” she asked, a playful smile tugging at her lips.

James grinned, his hands sliding down to her waist. “Only if you’re leading the way.”

She laughed softly, taking his hand once more as they turned back toward the suite. Behind them, the moonlight continued to bathe the balcony in its silvery glow, a silent witness to the love and passion that had unfolded there. But Claire and James were already moving forward, eager to see where the night would take them next.
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