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Book 1 - To Have and to Hold
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The scent of garlic and rosemary still hung in the air, a warm testament to another of Scott’s surprisingly competent kitchen adventures. Vanessa leaned back in her chair, tracing the rim of her wineglass. “I still can’t believe Mark is finally getting married. To the pianist, of all people.”

Scott’s smile was a slow, easy curve. “Samantha. And he’s been smiling like an idiot for months. I’m happy for him.” He reached across the small table, his thumb stroking the delicate skin on the inside of her wrist. A familiar, comforting touch that sent a quiet hum through her. This, she thought, this is what people spend their lives looking for.

“The wedding’s this Saturday,” she murmured, turning her hand to intertwine her fingers with his. “You’ll need to get your suit pressed.”

“I will.” He fell silent for a moment, his gaze dropping to their joined hands before lifting to meet hers. The ease in his expression had shifted, replaced by a flicker of something else. A nervous intensity. “It, uh... it actually got me thinking.”

“About tailoring?” she teased, but the joke fell flat. His seriousness was a tangible thing.

“About you.” He took a breath, his grip on her hand tightening almost imperceptibly. “About us.”

Vanessa stilled, her playful mood evaporating. “Okay...?”

“At the reception,” he began, his voice lower now, a rough edge to it she rarely heard outside their bedroom. “I was imagining it. You. In that emerald dress you wore to the Christmas party. The one that makes your skin look like moonlight. You’re dancing, laughing... and it’s not with me.”

Her brow furrowed. “Who am I dancing with?”

“I don’t know. A stranger. Someone from the reception, maybe. Someone whose name you barely remember.” He leaned forward, his eyes dark and utterly focused on her. “He’s got his hand on the small of your back, Van. Right where that dip is, just above your ass. His thumb is moving, just a little, under the fabric. And you’re not pulling away.”

A strange, unwelcome heat bloomed low in her stomach. It wasn’t arousal; it was alarm. She pulled her hand from his. “Scott, what are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about a fantasy,” he said, the words coming out in a rush now, as if a dam had broken. “My fantasy. I’ve had it for... a while. A long while. The thought of seeing you with someone else. Watching you. Watching another man discover what I get to have every single day. Watching him want you. Watching you... enjoy it.”

The silence that followed was so thick it pressed against her eardrums. Vanessa felt her face grow warm, a confusing mix of embarrassment and a sharp, stinging hurt. “You... you want to watch me cheat on you?”

“No. God, no, Vanessa. Not cheat.” He shook his head, his own frustration evident. “It wouldn’t be cheating if I’m there. If I’m a part of it. If it’s for us.” He ran a hand through his hair. “It’s the hottest fucking thing I can possibly imagine. Seeing the woman I love, the most gorgeous, intelligent, fucking captivating woman on the planet, being desired by someone else. Seeing her let go and take that pleasure. For herself. For me.”

Her mind reeled. This was her husband, the man who brought her coffee in bed and whose laugh could brighten her worst day. The man who had always felt... possessive, in the sweetest way. The thought of another man’s hands on her had always been a non-starter, a line never to be crossed. And now he was drawing her a map right to it.

“I don’t understand,” she whispered, her voice thin. “Aren’t I enough? Is this because you want to be with someone else?” The fears tumbled out, sharp and insecure.

“Fuck, no.” The force in his voice made her jump. He was out of his chair now, kneeling beside hers, his hands framing her thighs. He looked up at her, his expression raw and open. “You are everything. You are it for me. That’s the whole point. This isn’t about me wanting anyone else. It’s about... amplifying us. It’s the ultimate trust. The ultimate turn-on. To share the one thing that is most mine. To see you as this powerful, sexual creature, completely unleashed, and know that you’re coming home to me. That you’re doing it with me.”

He leaned his forehead against her knee, his breath warm through the fabric of her jeans. “The thought of it, Van... it drives me out of my fucking mind.” His voice was a husky confession. “I get hard just picturing it. Picturing you on your knees for someone else, looking back at me with those big eyes while you take another man’s cock in your pretty mouth. Or watching you ride him, your tits bouncing, your face flushed, and you’re moaning for him but your eyes are locked on mine, and you’re telling me you love me while another man fucks you senseless.”

Vanessa’s heart was a frantic drum against her ribs. The graphic, vulgar picture he painted should have revolted her. It should have made her angry. But a treacherous, molten thread of something else began to weave through the shock. Curiosity. A dark, illicit flicker of... interest. She could see the genuine, desperate need in his eyes. This wasn’t a rejection of her; it was a twisted, profound form of worship.

She placed a trembling hand on his head, her fingers threading through his hair. “You’re serious.”

He looked up, hope and anxiety warring in his gaze. “Deadly serious.”

“I... I don’t know,” she breathed. The initial panic was receding, leaving a strange, buzzing emptiness in its wake. An emptiness that was starting to feel a lot like possibility. She thought of the wedding this weekend. Of dancing. Of a stranger’s hand on the small of her back. Her pulse, which had been racing with alarm, began to beat with a different, slower, heavier rhythm.

A slow, tentative image formed in her mind, unbidden. A strong, unfamiliar body pressed against hers on a dimly lit dance floor. A low voice in her ear. The scent of a different cologne.

She didn’t pull her hand away from Scott’s hair. Instead, she tightened her grip just a little.

“Let me think about it,” Vanessa whispered, her voice barely audible.

***
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Saturday morning arrived in a haze of sunlight streaming through half-drawn curtains. Vanessa stood before the bathroom mirror, mascara wand poised midair, her reflection staring back with an intensity that had nothing to do with makeup application. Her thoughts had circled the same track for days, around and around, always returning to the same crossroads.
"Zipper help?" Scott appeared in the doorway, already dressed in his charcoal suit, the one that made his shoulders look broader, his eyes greener. He held up his tie—deep burgundy, the one she'd bought him last Christmas.
"Sure." She turned, lifting her hair away from her neck. His fingers were warm against her skin as he drew the zipper of her emerald dress upward. The same dress he'd mentioned in his fantasy.
She'd chosen it deliberately.
Scott's eyes met hers in the mirror, a silent question hanging between them. He didn't push, didn't ask. Just waited, his hands resting lightly on her shoulders.
"I've been thinking," Vanessa said, setting down her mascara. "About what you said."
His fingers tightened almost imperceptibly. "And?"
"I want to try." The words came out steadier than she'd expected. "Tonight. At the wedding."
Scott's reflection went still, his eyes darkening with something primal and hungry. "You're sure?"
"No," she admitted with a small laugh. "I'm terrified. But... curious. And I trust you." She turned to face him, needing to see his expression directly, not through the remove of glass. "I want to understand this part of you. And maybe... maybe this part of me too."
He pulled her close, his cologne wrapping around her like a familiar blanket. "We can stop anytime. Just say the word."
"I know." She pressed her forehead against his chest, feeling the steady thump of his heart. "So who did you have in mind?"
Scott's hand traced a slow path down her spine. "Amir. He's one of the groomsmen. Mark's friend from grad school."
Vanessa pulled back, searching his face. "You've already talked to him about this?"
"No," Scott said quickly. "God, no. But I know him well enough. He's... adventurous. Discreet. And he's been single since his divorce last year." His thumb brushed her lower lip. 
A flutter of something—nervousness? excitement?—rippled through her stomach. "I've never met him."
"That's part of the appeal, isn't it?" Scott's voice dropped lower. "A stranger. Someone who doesn't know the sounds you make when you come. Someone who'll have to discover you."
Heat bloomed across her chest, up her neck. The image was vivid now—herself with another man, Scott watching. It should have felt wrong, taboo. Instead, it felt like standing at the edge of a high dive, the anticipation of the fall both terrifying and exhilarating.
"Okay," she whispered. "Amir."
Scott kissed her then, deep and possessive, his hand sliding down to cup her ass through the silk of her dress. When he pulled away, his pupils were blown wide. "You're incredible, you know that?"
She smoothed his tie, steadying herself with the familiar gesture. "So how does this work? Do we just... proposition him at the reception?"
"Let me handle it," Scott said. "I'll feel him out, see if he's interested. If he is, we'll take it from there." He tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. "No pressure. If at any point you change your mind—"
"I know." She nodded, grateful for the reassurance even as determination solidified within her. "But I won't."
The certainty in her voice surprised them both. Something was awakening in her, something she hadn't known existed until Scott had given it a name, a shape. It was frightening, yes—but also strangely liberating. As if a door had been unlocked in a house she'd lived in her entire life, revealing a room she'd never known was there.
"We should go," she said, reaching for her clutch. "We don't want to be late for the ceremony."
Scott caught her hand, pressed a kiss to her palm. "Have I told you how beautiful you look in that dress?"
Vanessa smiled, remembering his words from days before. Like moonlight on her skin. "You have. But I wouldn't mind hearing it again."
His answering smile was slow, heated. "Save that thought for later, when Amir tells you the same thing."
The image flashed in her mind—another man's appreciative gaze, another man's hands where only Scott's had been. Her heart rate kicked up, sending a flush of anticipation through her veins.
They were really going to do this.
As they left the apartment, Vanessa felt as though she were stepping into a different version of herself—one bolder, more daring than the woman who had entered this building seven years ago as a newlywed. The weight of her wedding ring was familiar on her finger, but today it felt different. Not a symbol of possession, but of freedom. Of trust so complete it could bend without breaking.
Whatever happened tonight would change them. She just didn't know yet if it would be for better or worse.
***
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The hum of the reception was a living thing, a thrum of laughter, clinking glass, and a bass line that vibrated up through the soles of Vanessa’s shoes. She stood near the edge of the dance floor, a glass of champagne feeling suddenly very cold in her hand. Scott’s arm was around her waist, a familiar anchor in the swirling sea of satin and suits.

“There he is,” Scott murmured, his lips close to her ear. His voice was low, a private rumble that cut through the party’s din. ”That’s Amir. The one talking to the bartender.”

Vanessa followed his gaze. The man was exactly as Scott had described—tall, built with the kind of athletic grace that made his suit look like it was tailored onto him second-skin tight. Dark hair, a strong jaw dusted with stubble, and an easy, confident smile as he chatted. Her stomach did a slow, dizzying flip. This is it. This is really happening.

“Are you sure about this?” she whispered, her voice tighter than she intended.

Scott turned her to face him, his hands on her hips. His eyes were dark, intense, but not with jealousy. With a raw, feverish heat that made her own blood simmer. “I have never been more sure of anything in my life, Van. Look at you. You’re glowing. You’re the most stunning woman in this room, and I get to share that. I get to watch you own that power.” He leaned in, his breath warm against her neck. “I want to see him look at you. I want to see him want you. And then I want to watch you take what you want.”

His words were a key, unlocking a door deep inside her she hadn’t known was bolted shut. A thrill, sharp and electric, shot through her. Take what you want. She took a final sip of champagne, the bubbles sharp on her tongue, and set the glass down with a decisive click. “Okay,” she breathed. “Introduce me.”

The next few minutes passed in a blur of pleasantries. Scott’s hand on the small of her back, a firm, guiding pressure. Amir’s handshake, his grip strong and sure, his blue eyes holding hers for a beat too long, a silent acknowledgment of something unspoken. The music shifted to a slower, sultry rhythm.

“Would you like to dance?” Amir asked, his voice a smooth, dark velvet that she felt in her bones.

She simply nodded, letting him lead her onto the floor. Scott melted back into the crowd, a phantom presence she could feel watching, and the thought sent another jolt straight to her core.

Amir’s hand settled on her waist, the heat of his palm searing through the silk of her emerald-green dress. His other hand took hers, not in a formal ballroom hold, but with their fingers interlacing. He pulled her close, not quite touching, but near enough that she could feel the solid wall of his chest, smell the clean, spicy scent of his cologne mixed with the undeniable musk of his skin.

They began to move, a slow, circling sway. His body was a symphony of controlled strength, guiding her effortlessly.

“Scott told me you were beautiful,” he said, his mouth close to her ear. “He undersold it.”

Vanessa’s laugh was a shaky exhale. “And what else did Scott tell you?”

“That he’s a very lucky man. And that he wanted to see you... unleashed.” His hand slid a fraction lower on her back, his thumb pressing gently just above the curve of her ass. The simple, possessive touch made her knees feel weak. “Are you feeling unleashed yet, Vanessa?”

Her heart was a frantic drum against her ribs. She could feel the eyes of the other couples, the normalcy of the scene, and it made the secret, illicit electricity between them ten times more potent. She let her head tilt back, offering him the line of her throat. “I’m getting there.”

His fingers tightened on hers. “Let’s get you there faster.”

He spun her slowly, then pulled her back in, this time her back flush against his front. The change was instantaneous, devastating. His entire body molded against her, from his broad chest against her shoulder blades to his strong thighs bracketing hers. And pressed firmly against the small of her back, she could feel the hard, thick length of his cock straining against his trousers.

A sound caught in her throat, half-gasp, half-moan. Oh, god. It was so much, so real. She could feel the shape of him, the insistent pressure, and a corresponding ache bloomed deep within her, a throbbing emptiness begging to be filled.

His lips were at her ear again, his voice a rough, dirty whisper that scraped over every nerve ending. “You feel that, Vanessa? That’s what you do to me. I’ve been half-hard since you walked in the room, and now, with your perfect ass pressed against me, I am so fucking ready to burst. I want to hike up this pretty dress, peel your fucking thong to the side, and sink my cock into you right here on this dance floor. I want to fuck you so deep everyone knows you’re mine for the night.”

His vulgarity should have shocked her. It didn’t. It ignited her. Her head fell back against his shoulder, her eyes drifting shut. She could picture it—the music swirling, his hands on her hips, driving into her from behind. She ground back against him, a slow, deliberate roll of her hips, a silent answer.

A low groan vibrated through his chest into hers. “Fuck, yes. Just like that. You like that, don’t you? You like feeling how much I want to fuck you.” His hand left hers and slid around her hip, his fingers splaying across her lower belly, pulling her even tighter against his erection. “I’m going to take you to the men’s bathroom down the hall. I’m going to bend you over the sink, and I’m going to fuck you until you forget your own name. And your husband is going to watch every second of it. He’s going to watch you come on my cock.”

The song ended. The spell broke for a moment. Couples around them pulled apart, clapping lightly. Amir turned her to face him, his eyes blazing with unleashed hunger. He didn’t let go of her.

Across the room, she found Scott. He was leaning against a pillar, a drink in his hand, his gaze locked on them. The look on his face wasn’t anger or regret. It was pure, undiluted rapture. He gave her a slow, almost imperceptible nod. Go on.

Vanessa looked back at Amir, at the promise of raw, uncomplicated pleasure in his eyes. The decision was made. Every doubt had been incinerated by the heat between them.

She took his hand, her voice steady now, certain. “Show me the bathroom.”

***
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The heavy door of the private bathroom clicked shut, sealing them in a world of stark, elegant opulence. The walls were cool, veined marble, and the silence was a thick, humming contrast to the thrumming bass of the reception just beyond. Amir didn’t pause. He backed her against the door, his body a solid wall of heat, and claimed her mouth in a kiss that was nothing like the dance floor’s teasing prelude.

This was a claiming. His tongue delved into her mouth with a possessive urgency that made her knees weaken. She tasted the faint, sharp tang of whiskey and the darker, more essential flavor of his own wanting. A sound, raw and desperate, vibrated in her throat as her hands came up to clutch at the hard muscle of his shoulders. Her emerald silk dress rustled, a whisper of protest crushed between their bodies.

From the plush armchair in the corner, Scott watched, his breath a suspended thing in his chest. God, she’s beautiful like this. The sight of another man’s hands on her hips, pulling her flush against him, didn’t ignite jealousy. It fanned a furnace in his gut, hot and voracious.

Amir’s mouth left hers, tracing a searing path down the column of her throat. His fingers found the zipper at the back of her dress. The sound of it sliding down was obscenely loud in the quiet room. “Let me see you, Vanessa,” he murmured against her skin, his voice a gravelly command that brooked no argument.

The silk sighed as it pooled at her feet, leaving her in only a matching set of black lace. The cool air kissed her heated skin, raising goosebumps. Amir’s blue eyes darkened as they raked over her, taking in the swell of her breasts above the lace, the curve of her hips. “Fuck, Scott,” he said, his gaze flicking to the corner. “You didn’t tell me she was this perfect.”

“I wanted you to see for yourself,” Scott’s voice was tight, strained. His hand was already working the front of his trousers, a slow, deliberate motion beneath his suit jacket.

Amir’s attention returned to her, a predator zeroing in. He hooked his thumbs into the sides of her panties and drew them down her legs. She stepped out of them, her heart hammering against her ribs. He knelt before her, his hands skating up the outsides of her calves, her thighs. He placed a hot, open-mouthed kiss on the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, and Vanessa’s head fell back against the door with a soft thud. Her fingers tangled in his dark hair.

“Look at him, Vanessa,” Amir ordered, his voice muffled against her skin. “Look at your husband while I taste you.”

Her eyes, heavy-lidded with building need, dragged across the room to meet Scott’s. The intensity there stole what was left of her breath. He was fully hard, his cock freed from his pants, gripped in his fist. He was stroking himself slowly, his eyes devouring the scene. He’s enjoying this. He’s really, truly enjoying this. The thought, once terrifying, now sent a fresh, liquid pulse of heat through her.

“That’s it, baby,” Scott encouraged, his voice rough. “Let him. Let him make you feel good.”

As if those words were a trigger, Amir’s mouth found her core. There was no finesse, only a greedy, devouring hunger. His tongue laved her, a broad, wet stroke that had her crying out. He held her hips firm, anchoring her as he feasted on her, his stubble a delicious, rough friction against her tender skin. The dual sensations were overwhelming: the wet, expert heat of Amir’s mouth and the searing visual of Scott, watching, stroking himself, his eyes black with lust.

“Oh, god...” she moaned, her body beginning to tremble.

Amir’s mouth became a merciless engine, never slackening in its focus or force, driving Vanessa higher, even higher, on a trajectory that threatened to burn her alive. He devoured her with his tongue, plunging into her as if he could claim her soul through sheer want, sucking and swirling over her clit with a single-minded, ruthless purpose. The pleasure built too quickly, an onslaught, and she teetered right on the edge, every muscle in her body straining toward the inevitable. 
She was about to shatter, could feel the promise of relief cresting—when Amir abruptly stopped. His mouth withdrew. The heat vanished, air kissing her wetness, and she was left gasping, cut off in the middle of freefall. She let out a strangled sound, half protest, half plea, her hands scrabbling at the marble behind her as her knees buckled. The sudden emptiness ached. It was like a scream echoing in her bones. She needed him, needed more, and the loss left her pulsing and exposed, trembling on a wire of need so taut it felt like pain.
She looked down, desperate, wild, and saw Amir’s face. He wore her slickness on his lips, grinning up at her with a self-satisfied hunger that bordered on feral. His hands came up to frame her hips, holding her in place as she writhed, and he licked a slow stripe along her thigh, eyes never leaving hers. She tried to protest, to beg, but her throat had forgotten how to form words.
“Fuck, you’re so gorgeous like this,” he said, the words hot against her skin, but he didn’t resume. Instead, he stood in one fluid, predatory motion, his hands sliding up her sides, seizing the bare flesh of her waist, pulling her upright. He held her there, suspended for a beat, her body still quaking with denial. 
Across the room, Scott watched with a reverent, feverish intensity, hand still working himself in slow, deliberate strokes. The sight of his wife—flushed, desperate, hungry for another man’s touch—had transformed him. His eyes met hers, and in them she saw permission, pride, and something like awe. The boundaries of their old marriage had been obliterated, replaced with this raw, sacred spectacle.
Amir pressed her against the marble, his body a wall behind her. She could feel the hot, hard line of him through his pants, pressing into her ass, making her ache with anticipation. He gripped her wrists, pinning them gently but firmly above her head against the cool stone. He leaned in, his mouth at her ear, his voice a gravelled promise: “You’re not allowed to come until I say so. Do you understand?”
She nodded, frantic, the words lost somewhere between the throbbing between her legs and the wild hammering in her chest.
He released her wrists. He rose to his full height, unbuckling his own pants with quick, impatient movements.
He turned her around, pressing her front against the cool marble wall. The shock of the temperature against her flushed skin made her gasp. He pressed against her from behind, his cock, hard and thick, riding the cleft of her ass. One hand wrapped in her hair, not painfully, but with a firm possessiveness that made her shudder. The other hand guided himself to her entrance.

“You want this, Vanessa?” he breathed into her ear. “You want me to fuck you right here while your husband watches?”

“Yes,” she panted, the word a mere exhale. “Please.”

“Look at him,” Amir commanded again.

Vanessa turned her head, her cheek against the cold stone. Scott had moved closer, standing just a few feet away, his fist moving faster on his cock. His eyes were glued to where Amir’s body met hers.

“Fuck her,” Scott growled, the words sounding torn from him. “Fuck my wife.”

With a grunt of pure animal need, Amir drove into her in one smooth, devastating thrust. Vanessa’s mouth opened in a silent scream. He was so full, stretching her, filling her in a way that was completely new and utterly consuming. He didn’t give her a moment to adjust, setting a brutal, pounding rhythm against the wall. Each thrust slammed her into the marble, a counterpoint of hard and soft, cold and searing heat.

The noises filling the marble bathroom were wild, unashamed, a mad symphony of flesh and want. There was the primal wet slap as Amir’s hips pistoned against her ass, his cock splitting her with every hard, hungry thrust; his breath, harsh and needy, spilled into her ear in ragged bursts. Her own voice, once so careful, now broke free in desperate, indelicate gasps and shattered little cries, every inch of control gone. Beneath it all—surreally soft yet persistent—was the sticky, rhythmic tempo of Scott’s hand gliding over his cock, a slick sound that tangled with the others and folded the whole moment into something lawless.
Vanessa’s senses frayed at the edges, stretched to nearly snapping by the onslaught. She saw herself and Amir and Scott in the mirrored walls: a prism of bodies, of animal motion and the shattering of old lives. The mirrors multiplied every angle, every forbidden touch and wild expression, until she was everywhere at once—a thousand Vanessas, all of them lost, all of them starved and devoured and reborn.
Amir’s hands tightened at her hips, steadying her as he slammed into her, harder with every pass, and she felt the tremor of her own pleasure ricochet up her spine, uncaring who heard her. Her cheek was mashed to the cool marble, smearing streaks of fog onto the perfect stone, and her breasts bounced with the force of his rhythm. She could see Scott in the reflection, the gleam of his exposed cock in his fist, the way his jaw hung slack, his eyes enormous and worshipful and just a little bit afraid.
He was watching her come apart at the seams for another man, and she found there was no shame left in it. Only the raw, bright ache to be watched, to be adored, to be ruined and displayed and loved beyond the border of all rules.
Scott’s voice, ragged and thick, cut across the din. “Oh, fuck, Van. God, you’re so fucking beautiful. Take it. Take it for him. For me.”
The words detonated inside her, blowing away any resistance, any urge to pretend. She arched back into Amir’s body, driving him deeper, her own hands scrambling at the marble as she fought to stay upright. Her wetness smeared along the inside of her thighs, slick and obscene, and she could feel how hungry he was for it: the way his cock twitched and surged, the way his teeth grazed her shoulder, not quite biting.
The sounds, the sights, the permission in Scott’s eyes—she was being fucked on every level, her mind as much as her body. She stared at her own slack-jawed reflection, watched herself buck and scream and shudder, and felt a strange, unspeakable pride. This was her. This was them. This was what they had chosen.
Amir’s grip moved, snaking around her waist to grind her down on him just as he bottomed out. His other hand fisted her hair, pulling her head back so she could see all of it, every second, every filthy miracle of the moment. Each thrust sent a bolt through her clit and up her spine, and she was so close, so close her toes curled and her vision blurred.
“You like that, don’t you?” Amir gritted out, his fingers digging into her hips. “You like being watched. You like being this fucking naughty.”
She could only nod, moaning as he hit a spot deep inside her that made her vision blur.

“Tell him,” Amir demanded, his pace never faltering. “Tell your husband how good my cock feels.”

“Scott...” she cried out, her voice breaking. “It’s so... oh god... it’s so deep. I can feel all of him.”

A sharp, guttural groan came from Scott. “I can see, baby. I can see you taking him. You look so fucking beautiful.”

Amir’s rhythm began to fracture, his thrusts becoming more erratic, more desperate. “I’m gonna come inside you, Vanessa,” he snarled, his body tensing behind her. “I’m gonna fill you up right in front of him.”

The raw, vulgar promise, the feel of him pistoning into her, the sight of Scott’s enraptured face—it was all too much. Her orgasm ripped through her with a violence that stole the air from her lungs, a silent, shuddering convulsion that clenched around Amir’s driving cock. He shouted her name, his own release surging into her as he pressed her impossibly harder into the wall, his body shuddering with the force of it.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. Amir stayed buried inside her, his weight heavy and warm on her back. Slowly, Vanessa turned her head again to look at her husband.

Scott’s eyes were blazing with a triumphant, possessive fire she had never seen before. His voice was a low, rough murmur that vibrated through the sexually charged air.

Amir withdrew from her with a soft, wet sound that seemed impossibly loud in the quiet room. His slick cock glistened in the low light as he stepped back, a self-satisfied smirk playing on his lips. Vanessa felt the sudden emptiness, a cool rush of air against her heated, sensitized skin. She stayed pressed against the wall for support, her legs trembling, her breaths still coming in shallow gasps.

Then Scott was there.

He moved with a purpose she had never seen before, a predatory grace that made her stomach flip. He didn’t look at Amir. His intense dark eyes were locked only on her, on the sight of his wife, naked and glistening with a thin sheen of sweat, her body marked by the passion of another man. The possessive fire in his gaze was a physical touch.

He gripped her hips, his hands familiar and firm, and turned her to face the wall. The cool marble kissed her flushed cheeks and her breasts.

He stepped forward, his shadow falling over her like a dark veil of anticipation. Vanessa’s breath hitched as she felt the heat radiating from him, his body so close yet not quite touching. She braced herself against the wall, her fingers splayed against the cool marble, her back arching slightly in invitation. The air between them felt electric, charged with unspoken promises and the weight of what was about to happen.

The broad head of his cock pressed against her, a firm, insistent nudge that made her gasp. It wasn’t just the physical sensation—it was the intimacy, the way he claimed her with such deliberate intent. She felt the stretch, exquisite and familiar, as he began to push into her. He was thicker than Amir, his girth filling her in a way that sent shivers rippling through her body. It was a fullness she had missed, even amidst the thrilling novelty of what had just happened. Her body recognized him, welcomed him, and she couldn’t suppress the soft moan that escaped her lips.

He slid into her in one smooth, claiming stroke, burying himself to the hilt with a guttural groan that was pure, unfiltered want. Vanessa’s knees nearly buckled at the sensation, but his hands on her hips held her steady, grounding her. His touch was firm, possessive, yet tinged with a tenderness that made her heart ache. She could feel every inch of him inside her, the familiar shape and weight of him igniting a fire that burned hotter and deeper than anything she’d ever known. 

“Fuck,” he rasped, his voice low and rough against her ear. “You’re so tight. So fucking perfect.” His words sent a shiver down her spine, and she clenched around him reflexively, drawing another deep groan from him. He stayed there for a moment, unmoving, letting her adjust to the stretch, letting the intensity of their connection settle between them. But then he pulled back, slow and deliberate, before driving into her again with deliberate force.

Each thrust was a rediscovery, a reclamation. It wasn’t hurried or frantic—it was measured, as if he were savoring every second, every sensation. She could feel the tension in his body, the way he held himself in check, but there was an undercurrent of wildness in his movements that threatened to break free. Vanessa’s breath came in short, shallow gasps as he filled her again and again, the rhythm of his hips driving her closer to the edge with every stroke.

“Tell me,” he growled, his voice thick with need. “Tell me what you feel right now.”

“I feel you,” she gasped, the words tumbling out between his powerful thrusts. “Oh god, Scott, I feel you so deep. You’re stretching me... filling me up... it’s so much. It’s so fucking good.” She could barely think, barely speak, as pleasure surged through her in waves. The combination of his familiar presence and the lingering traces of what had come before created a symphony of sensations that overwhelmed her completely. 

He didn’t respond with words—his body spoke for him. His pace quickened slightly, each thrust more urgent than the last, as if he couldn’t hold back any longer. Vanessa felt herself teetering on the edge, her body humming with need, every nerve ending alight with the fire he was stoking inside her. She pressed her forehead against the cool wall, her eyes squeezed shut, as she gave herself over to him completely.

“Fuck, Vanessa,” he growled, his hands tightening on her hips. “Fuck, you feel incredible. So full of him, and now you’re taking all of me.”

He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that was entirely his own. It wasn't the frantic, animalistic pace of Amir; it was deliberate, a rediscovery, a reclaiming. Every thrust was a statement. She could feel every inch of him, the familiar shape and feel of him igniting a different, deeper fire within her. Her body, already primed and hyper-sensitive, sang for him.

“Do you feel him on my cock?” he asked, his tempo increasing, driving into her with more force. “Do you feel his come inside you while I fuck my wife?”

The crude, visceral truth of it made her moan, a long, low sound of absolute surrender. “Yes! I can feel it... I can feel all of it. Oh god, don’t stop.”

From his vantage point, Amir let out a dark chuckle. “She loves it. Look at her take it. She’s a fucking natural.”

Scott ignored him, his entire world narrowed to the woman in his arms and the incredible, hot clutch of her body around his. He drove into her again and again, the slapping sound of their skin a lewd metronome in the opulent bathroom. Vanessa’s fingers splayed against the cool wall, her head bowed as sensations overwhelmed her. This was the fantasy, made real. The watching eyes, the two distinct types of pleasure colliding inside her, the utter surrender to a desire she never knew she could possess.

Scott’s control began to fray. His thrusts became harder, less measured, fueled by the visual of her submitted form and the knowledge of what had just happened. “You’re mine,” he rasped, his voice thick with impending climax. “This perfect, filthy, incredible body is mine. And watching someone else worship it... fuck, Vanessa... fuck...”

He was losing his rhythm, his body tensing, coiling tight. Vanessa felt her own climax building again, a swift, shocking tide rising from the depths he was pounding into. “Scott... I’m gonna... please...”

“Come for me,” he commanded, his final thrusts becoming frantic, desperate. “Come on my cock, right now. Let me feel you.”

The orgasm crashed over her without warning, a silent, seizing wave that clenched around him, milking his own release from him. He cried out, a raw, shattered sound of pleasure as he emptied himself into her, joining what was already there, his body shuddering violently against her back.

He stayed buried inside her, both of them panting, spent, connected. Slowly, he wrapped his arms around her waist, holding her upright, his forehead resting between her shoulder blades.

––––––––
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The door of the bathroom opened and closed with a soft click. Amir was gone, leaving them alone in the aftermath.
Scott pressed his lips to the nape of Vanessa's neck, his breath warm and steady against her skin. His arms stayed wrapped around her waist, holding her upright as her legs trembled beneath her. The marble wall felt cool against her overheated skin, a welcome contrast to the heat still radiating from her husband's body.
"Are you okay?" Scott murmured, the words vibrating against her shoulder.
Vanessa nodded, not quite trusting her voice yet. Her mind was swimming, trying to process the hurricane of sensations and emotions that had just torn through her. She felt raw, exposed, reborn.
Scott slowly withdrew from her, and she felt the slick evidence of both men trickling down her inner thigh. The physical reminder sent an unexpected aftershock of pleasure through her.
He turned her gently to face him, his hands cupping her face with a tenderness that made her throat tighten. His eyes searched hers, concern mixing with the lingering heat.
"Talk to me, Van," he said softly. "I need to know what you're feeling."
She leaned into his touch, her body still humming with residual pleasure. "I feel... incredible." The word seemed woefully inadequate. "And a little overwhelmed. But in a good way." She let out a small, breathless laugh. "A really good way."
Relief softened his features. He pressed his forehead against hers, their breaths mingling. "You were amazing. So fucking beautiful. I've never seen anything like it."
"It was different than I expected," she admitted, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw. "Watching you watch me... it was like seeing myself through new eyes. Like I was more than just... me."
Scott's thumb brushed across her lower lip, his gaze intense. "You've always been more. I've always seen it."
"I know," she whispered. "But now I see it too."
He kissed her then, slow and deep, his lips tender against hers. It wasn't a claiming kiss like before; it was a promise, a homecoming. When he pulled back, his eyes were bright with something that looked suspiciously like tears.
"I love you," he said, his voice rough with emotion. "God, Vanessa, I love you so much."
She felt her own eyes sting. "I love you too." She hesitated, then added, "Do you... want to do this again sometime?"
A slow smile spread across his face, equal parts surprise and delight. "You'd want that?"
"Maybe." She bit her lip, feeling a flush rise to her cheeks that had nothing to do with exertion. "Not right away. But... yes. I think I would."
Scott laughed, the sound rich with wonder. "You continue to amaze me, Vanessa Mitchell."
She leaned into him, resting her head against his chest. She could hear his heart beating, strong and steady, a rhythm that had been the soundtrack to her life for seven years. Only now, it seemed to beat with a different cadence—wilder, freer, but no less true.
"We should probably get cleaned up," she murmured after a moment. "People will wonder where we've gone."
"Let them wonder." His arms tightened around her. "I'm not ready to share you again just yet."
Vanessa smiled against his chest, a sense of peace settling over her. They had crossed a boundary tonight, ventured into territory she'd never imagined exploring. And yet, here in his arms, she felt more secure than ever before. They had tested the limits of their trust and found it unbreakable.
The reception continued beyond the bathroom door, music and laughter filtering through. But in this moment, wrapped in each other's arms, they existed in their own perfect bubble—a space where desire and love flowed without boundaries, where trust wasn't just a word but a tangible thing they had built together.
Whatever came next, they would face it together. Changed, perhaps, but stronger for it.
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        Rachel and Matthew have a perfect marriage—or so it seems. But when Matthew confesses his deepest, most forbidden desire, their world is turned upside down. He wants to watch his beautiful wife with another man.
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