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Luke’s fingers drummed lightly on the kitchen counter as he watched Hannah move around the room, her hips swaying in that effortless way that always caught his attention. The soft hum of their evening routine filled the air—the clink of plates, the faint aroma of rosemary chicken lingering from dinner. She was wearing that thin cotton dress she loved, the one that clung to her curves just right, and he couldn’t help but imagine sliding it up over her hips right here on the counter. But tonight, his mind wasn’t just on her. It was on them. On what he’d been fantasizing about for weeks.

“Hey, Hannah,” he started, his voice a little tighter than he meant it to be. She turned, her dark hair catching the warm light of the overhead fixture, her brow furrowing slightly at his tone.

“What’s up?” she asked, resting a hand on the edge of the sink. Her skin glowed under the soft light, and for a moment, he hesitated, his throat dry. This was it. He’d been rehearsing it in his head for days, but now, with her standing there looking so effortlessly perfect, he felt a rush of nerves.

“I’ve been thinking about something,” he said, his voice steadying as he stepped closer. “Something I want to talk to you about.”

Her eyes narrowed playfully, a small smile tugging at her lips. “Uh-oh. That sounds serious.”

He chuckled, rubbing the back of his neck. “It’s not bad. I mean, I don’t think it is. But it’s... different.” He paused, taking a deep breath. “I’ve been imagining something. Something about us. About you.”

Her smile wavered, replaced by a flicker of curiosity. “Okay... now you’re really freaking me out. What is it?”

Luke reached for her hand, his fingers brushing hers gently before interlacing them. “I’ve been fantasizing about seeing you with another man.”

The words hung in the air, heavy and electric. Hannah blinked, her lips parting as if she wasn’t sure she’d heard him right. “What?”

“I know it sounds crazy,” he rushed on, his grip tightening slightly. “But I can’t stop thinking about it. Watching you with someone else, seeing you get all the pleasure you deserve, and knowing it’s still us in the end. It’s... fuck, it’s hot.”

Hannah pulled her hand back slowly, her expression shifting from surprise to something more guarded. “Luke... this isn’t some kind of joke, is it? Because if it is—”

“It’s not a joke,” he interrupted, his voice firmer now. “I’m serious. I’ve been holding this in for a while because I didn’t know how you’d react. But I need to tell you. I need to know if it’s something you’d even consider.”

She crossed her arms, her gaze dropping to the floor as she processed his words. “I don’t know, Luke. This is... a lot. I mean, what if it changes things between us? What if it messes everything up?”

“It won’t,” he said quickly, stepping closer again. “I love you. That’s not going to change. This is just... something I want to explore with you. Together.”

Hannah looked up at him, her eyes searching his face for any sign of uncertainty. But all she saw was honesty—and something else. A hunger that made her stomach flip. “I don’t know,” she repeated, softer this time. “It’s just so... unexpected.”

Luke cupped her face in his hands, his thumbs brushing her cheeks. “I get it. It’s a big thing to ask. And if you’re not into it, we can forget I ever brought it up. But I wanted to be open with you. I want you to know what turns me on, what makes me want you even more.”

Her breath faltered as she leaned into his touch, her mind racing. The idea was so far outside anything she’d ever considered, but there was a part of her—a quiet, curious part—that wondered what it would be like. What he would be like watching her, touching her afterward...

“I need time to think about it,” she said finally, her voice barely above a whisper.

Luke nodded, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead. “Take all the time you need. I just needed to tell you.”

As he pulled back, Hannah caught the flicker of desire in his eyes, and it sent a shiver through her. She wasn’t sure what she was feeling—fear, excitement, maybe both—but one thing was clear. The idea was there now, planted firmly in her mind, and it wasn’t going away anytime soon.

***
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The days that followed were charged with an unspoken tension, a low hum of anticipation that neither Luke nor Hannah could quite shake. They moved through their routines—cooking dinners, sharing lazy mornings, laughing over stupid jokes—but there was something new lingering in the air, something neither of them had fully acknowledged yet.

Until one evening, when the silence between them became too heavy to ignore.

They were on the couch, Hannah curled into Luke’s side, her head resting on his chest while his fingers idly traced patterns along her arm. The TV played softly in the background, but neither of them were paying attention. Finally, Luke broke the silence.

“Have you thought about it?” he asked, his voice steady but laced with a quiet intensity.

Hannah hesitated, her body tensing slightly against his. “I have,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “But... I still don’t know how I feel about it. It’s a lot, Luke.”

He shifted slightly, turning to face her, his blue eyes locking onto hers with that quiet confidence she’d always loved. “I know it is. And I don’t want you to feel pressured. But I also want you to know that this isn’t about me wanting something more from you. It’s about us exploring something together. It’s about trust, and love, and... fuck, Hannah, it’s about watching you come alive in a way that I might not even be able to do.”

She swallowed, her heart thudding in her chest. The way he looked at her—like she was the only thing that mattered—made it impossible to look away. “But what if... what if it changes things between us?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

Luke’s hand reached up to cup her cheek, his thumb brushing gently across her skin. “It won’t,” he said firmly. “Because no matter what happens, you’re mine. And I’m yours. This is just... an adventure we’re taking together. And if you decide it’s not for you, then we stop. No questions asked.”

Hannah felt a spark of something—curiosity, maybe even excitement—ignite low in her stomach. “And... you’d really be okay with it? Watching me with someone else?”

Luke’s lips curved into a slow, almost wicked smile. “Fuck, yes. The thought of seeing you like that... it drives me wild. But only if you’re into it. Only if it’s what you want.”

She bit her lip, her mind racing. The idea was so far outside her comfort zone, but there was a part of her—a growing, insistent part—that wanted to explore it. “What if... what if I choose who it is?” she asked hesitantly.

Luke’s eyes darkened with desire. “That’s fucking perfect,” he said, his voice rougher now. “You should have control over this. Who do you have in mind?”

Hannah hesitated for a moment before speaking. “Omar,” she said finally, her cheeks flushing. “I... I think I’d feel comfortable with him.”

Luke’s breath caught for a moment, and then he grinned. “Omar’s a good choice. He’s adventurous, confident... and he’s always had a thing for you.”

Her eyes widened in surprise. “He has?”

Luke nodded, his hand sliding down to rest on her hip. “Yeah. I’ve seen the way he looks at you when we’re all hanging out. And honestly... I think he’d treat you like the goddess you are.”

A warm pulse stirred deep within her, and she felt a flush of heat spread across her skin. “Okay,” she said softly, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and excitement. “Let’s try it. Just once.”

Luke’s eyes flared with desire, and he leaned in, capturing her lips in a kiss that was both tender and possessive. When he pulled back, his voice was low and rough. “Fuck, Hannah... you have no idea how much this turns me on.”

She shivered, feeling the weight of his words settle over her like a blanket of heat. “Text him,” she whispered. “Ask him if he’s free tonight.”

Luke didn’t hesitate, pulling out his phone and shooting off a quick message to Omar while Hannah watched, her heart pounding in her chest. Within minutes, Omar responded: “Free tonight? Perfect. I’ll be there.”

As Luke put his phone down, he turned to Hannah with a smirk. “He’s coming over.”

She nodded, feeling a mix of nerves and anticipation coil tightly in her stomach. “What if... what if I get nervous?” she asked softly.

Luke’s hand slid up her thigh, his touch electric. “Then we stop,” he said firmly. “But I think once he’s here... once you see the way he looks at you... you’re going to want this just as much as I do.”

Hannah’s breath faltered as she leaned into his touch, her mind racing with possibilities. The idea of Omar—his strong hands, his confident smile, the way his dark eyes always seemed to linger on her—was enough to send a wave of heat crashing through her.

When the doorbell rang, they both froze for a moment before Luke stood, holding out his hand to her. “Ready?” he asked, his voice thick with anticipation.

Hannah took a deep breath and nodded, taking his hand as they walked to the door together. When Luke opened it, there stood Omar, tall and unmistakably handsome, a playful grin on his face.

“Hey, man,” Omar said, his deep voice sending a shiver down Hannah’s spine. Then his gaze shifted to her, and his grin widened. “Hey, Hannah.”

She felt her cheeks flush under his stare, but there was something in his eyes—something that made her pulse quicken. “Hi, Omar,” she managed to say, her voice soft but steady.

Luke stepped aside to let him in, his hand resting possessively on the small of Hannah’s back as they all moved into the living room. The tension was palpable now, a thick, smoldering heat that seemed to wrap around them all.

“So,” Omar began, his eyes flicking between Luke and Hannah. “What’s the plan for tonight?”

Luke smirked, his hand drifting lower on Hannah’s back as he spoke. “How about we have a drink first? Let everyone get... comfortable.”

Omar nodded, his gaze lingering on Hannah for a moment longer before he turned to follow Luke to the kitchen. As they poured drinks and made small talk, Hannah couldn’t help but feel the weight of Omar’s gaze on her whenever he thought she wasn’t looking.

By the time they returned to the living room, the air between them was electric. Omar sat down on the couch beside Hannah, his thigh brushing against hers as he leaned back casually. She felt a jolt of warmth where they touched, and when she glanced up at him, she saw the same heat reflected in his eyes.

Luke sat down across from them, his blue eyes dark with desire as he watched them together. “So,” he said, his voice low and rough. “What do you think, Omar? Think you can handle my wife?”

Omar chuckled, the sound deep and velvety as he turned to look at Hannah. “Oh, I think I can handle her just fine,” he said, his voice dripping with confidence. “But the real question is... can she handle me?”

Hannah felt a surge of heat between her legs at his words, and when he reached out to brush a strand of hair from her face, she couldn’t help but lean into his touch.

Luke’s eyes burned as he watched them, his voice dropping to a growl. "Show me," he commanded.

Omar’s gaze never left Hannah’s as his hand slid along her cheek and down to her neck, fingers trailing delicately over the sensitive skin there. She let out a soft gasp as his warm palm pressed gently against the base of her throat.

"Fuck," Luke muttered under his breath, gripping the edge of the couch as he watched Omar pull Hannah closer until their bodies were nearly touching.

"Do you trust me?" Omar whispered.

"Yes," came Hannah's barely audible reply before his lips captured hers in a searing kiss that made every nerve ending in her body spark like fireworks set ablaze against midnight skies.

Luke’s throat tightened as he watched Omar’s hands slide down Hannah’s sides, his fingers gripping her hips with a possessiveness that sent a jolt of heat through Luke’s body. The way Omar looked at her—like she was something to be devoured—made Luke’s cock throb painfully in his jeans. He shifted uncomfortably, his palms sweaty as he gripped the edge of the couch, unable to tear his eyes away.

Hannah’s breath came in shallow gasps as Omar’s lips trailed from her mouth to her neck, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin there. Her fingers dug into his shoulders as she arched into him, her body responding to his touch like it was the only thing that mattered. Fuck, Luke thought, his heart pounding as he watched her grind against Omar’s thigh, her hips moving with a rhythm that was both desperate and deliberate.

“You’re so fucking gorgeous,” Omar murmured against her skin, his voice rough with desire. His hands slid up her thighs, pushing her dress higher until it pooled around her waist. Luke’s breath caught as he saw the delicate lace of her panties, already damp with arousal.

“Luke,” Hannah whispered, her voice trembling as she turned her head to look at him. Her eyes were dark with need, her lips swollen from Omar’s kisses. “Is this... is this okay?”

Luke’s chest tightened at the uncertainty in her voice, the way she was still looking to him for reassurance even as Omar’s hands moved between her thighs. He nodded, his throat too dry to speak. “Yeah,” he managed finally, his voice hoarse. “I want this. I want to see you.”

Hannah’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. Instead, she reached for the hem of her dress and pulled it over her head, tossing it aside. Luke’s breath hitched as she revealed the soft curves of her body, the way her skin seemed to glow in the dim light of the room. She was beautiful—so fucking beautiful—and the sight of her like this, so exposed and vulnerable, made his cock ache with need.

Omar didn’t waste any time. His hands were on her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples as he leaned in to capture her mouth again. Hannah moaned into the kiss, her hands tangling in his hair as he pushed her back against the couch cushions. Luke could feel the heat radiating off them, the air in the room thick with desire.

“Fuck me,” Luke muttered under his breath, his hand slipping into his pants to grasp his cock. He needed to touch himself—needed to be part of this somehow, even if it was just watching. This is what I wanted, he reminded himself, but the reality of it was so much more intense than he’d imagined.

Omar’s lips moved down Hannah’s body, leaving a trail of wet kisses along her collarbone and between her breasts. His tongue flicked over one nipple, then the other, and Hannah let out a sharp cry, her back arching off the couch. Luke could see the way her body trembled, the way Omar’s every touch seemed to send shocks of pleasure through her.

“You like that?” Omar asked, his voice low and teasing. He pinched her nipple gently between his teeth, making her gasp. “You like when I suck on these pretty tits?”

Hannah nodded frantically, her hands clutching at his shoulders. “Yes,” she breathed. “God, yes.”

Luke couldn’t take it anymore. He stood up, his cock straining against his jeans as he moved closer to the couch. He needed to see this—needed to see every fucking second of it. Omar glanced up at him, a sly smirk playing on his lips as he reached for Hannah’s panties.

“Let’s get these out of the way,” he said, his voice dripping with anticipation. He hooked his fingers into the lace and pulled them down her legs, tossing them aside without ceremony. Luke’s eyes dropped to her pussy, already glistening with arousal. Fuck, she was wet—so fucking wet—and the sight of it made his knees weak.

Omar didn’t waste any time. He spread her legs wider, his hands gripping her thighs as he leaned in to lick a slow, deliberate stripe up her slit. Hannah let out a strangled moan, her head falling back against the couch as he buried his face between her legs.

“Oh God,” she whimpered, her fingers tangling in Omar’s hair as he worked his tongue over her clit. “That feels so good.”

Luke watched, transfixed, as Omar’s tongue moved against her with a practiced ease that made him feel both jealous and impossibly turned on. Hannah’s hips began to rock against his face, her moans growing louder with every stroke of his tongue. Fuck, she was close—he could see it in the way her body tensed, the way her breathing became erratic.

“That’s it,” Omar murmured, his voice muffled against her pussy. “Come for me, Hannah.”

And she did. Her body shuddered as the orgasm ripped through her, her moans echoing in the room as she clung to Omar’s head. Luke’s cock throbbed as he watched her come apart, every muscle in his body tight with arousal.

When Hannah finally slumped back against the couch, her chest heaving, Omar looked up at Luke with a wicked grin. “Your turn,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

Luke’s heart skipped a beat as Omar stood up, pulling Hannah with him. She stumbled slightly, still trembling from her orgasm, but Omar steadied her with a firm hand on her hip.

“On your knees,” he commanded softly, guiding her down onto the floor in front of Luke. Hannah looked up at him with wide eyes, her lips parted as she reached for the zipper of his jeans. Luke’s breath caught as she pulled them down, freeing his cock from its confines.

“Fuck,” he muttered as she wrapped her hand around him, her touch sending a jolt of electricity through his body. Her lips closed around the head of his cock, and Luke let out a groan as she began to suck him with a slow, deliberate rhythm.

Omar circled behind her with a kind of muscular grace, one hand pressed to the small of her back, guiding her downward until her ass was high and her face was level with Luke’s pulsing cock. He knelt, knees spread wide on the plush living room carpet, and skimmed his hands up the backs of her thighs—slowly, reverently—as if memorizing the texture of her skin. Hannah trembled, body still quivering from the aftershocks of orgasm, every nerve raw and sparking. She felt the blunt heat of Omar’s cock nudge at her opening, and somewhere behind the haze of lust she realized she was almost drooling with anticipation.

“You’re so fucking wet,” Omar growled, voice low and almost affectionate, and she felt the thick head breach her, stretching her in one long, slick slide. A desperate, helpless sound clawed out of her throat, but it was muffled by the surge of Luke’s cock in her mouth—he had pushed his hips forward, unable to resist the vision of her being split open while she sucked him. With each slow thrust, Omar buried himself deeper, filling her completely, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise.

Hannah tried to focus on Luke, on the bright shock of his taste and the salt heat of his skin, but Omar’s rhythm forced little gasps from her that made it hard to do anything but moan around Luke’s cock. Luke’s hands wound through her hair, tugging her closer, his eyes gone black with hunger. She could hear the wet slap of Omar’s hips against her, could feel the shudder of his breath on her back, and the sound of both men panting above and behind her made her own arousal flare wildly.

Omar set a relentless pace, each thrust measured but merciless, building her pleasure again with ruthless efficiency. It was a kind of exquisite torture, this being used by them both, her body spinning between their wants. She glanced up at Luke through her lashes, saw his jaw clenched and his chest heaving, and she knew he was close—so close he might not last another minute. That knowledge sent a jolt through her, and she doubled her efforts, swirling her tongue over the sensitive head of his cock and sucking him down as far as she could manage. Luke’s fingers tightened in her hair, urging her to take more, to go faster, as if he needed to match the frantic rhythm Omar was setting behind her.

Omar’s hands slid from her hips to her waist, then up her back, kneading and grasping as he drove into her, his breath hot and ragged against her skin. “Fuck, you feel incredible,” he groaned, voice barely more than a harsh whisper. Hannah whimpered in response, unable to speak, her body a live wire of sensation. She could feel the thick, slippery tension coiling low in her belly, building again with every thrust.

The sensation was overwhelming—Hannah’s mouth on his cock, Omar’s hard length driving into her—and Luke felt like he was about to lose control. His hands tangled in Hannah’s hair as she sucked him eagerly, her tongue swirling around the tip before taking him deep again.

Luke could feel his orgasm building, each stroke of Hannah’s mouth bringing him closer to the edge. He looked down at her, watching as Omar’s cock disappeared into her over and over again, and something about the sight—the way she was being taken by another man while servicing him—sent him over the edge.

“I’m gonna come,” he warned, his voice rough with need. Hannah didn’t pull away; instead, she took him deeper, her throat tightening around him as he spilled into her mouth with a loud groan. His cum was hot and salty, and she swallowed every drop greedily, her eyes locked on his as he came apart above her.

Omar watched Luke's release with a dark satisfaction, his own rhythm never faltering as he continued to pound into Hannah from behind. The sight of her swallowing another man's cum while he fucked her sent a surge of primal heat through his body, and he gripped her hips harder, pulling her back onto his cock with each thrust.

"That's it," Omar growled, his voice thick with lust. "You're such a good girl, taking both of us like this."

Hannah moaned around Luke's softening cock, her body still trembling from the intensity of what had just happened. She could feel Omar's pace becoming more erratic, his breathing growing heavier as he chased his own release. The knowledge that she was bringing him to the edge sent another wave of arousal through her already overstimulated body.

Luke stepped back, his chest heaving as he watched Omar continue to fuck his wife. There was something raw and primal about the way Omar moved, the way his muscles flexed with each powerful thrust. Luke's cock was already beginning to harden again at the sight, the reality of his fantasy surpassing even his wildest dreams.

Omar's hands slid up Hannah's back, one tangling in her hair as he pulled her head back, arching her spine. The new angle sent him even deeper, and Hannah cried out at the sensation, her hands clawing at the carpet beneath her.

"Fuck, you're perfect," Omar panted, his control finally beginning to slip. "I'm gonna fill this tight pussy up."

Hannah's response was a desperate whimper, her body pushing back against him as she felt her own climax building again. The combination of being watched by Luke and thoroughly claimed by Omar was more intoxicating than anything she'd ever experienced.

With a final, brutal thrust, Omar buried himself completely inside her and came with a guttural roar, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself into her. Hannah felt the heat of his release flooding her, and it pushed her over the edge one more time, her body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure crashed through her.

They stayed like that for several long moments, all three of them breathing heavily as the intensity of what had just happened settled over them. Finally, Omar slowly withdrew, collapsing back onto the couch with a satisfied grin.

Hannah remained on her hands and knees for a moment, her body still trembling with aftershocks. She could feel Omar's cum beginning to leak out of her, trailing down her inner thighs, and the sensation sent another shiver through her oversensitive body.

Luke knelt beside her, his hands gentle as he helped her sit up. His eyes were dark with a mixture of possessiveness and renewed desire as he took in her disheveled state—her hair messed, her lips swollen, her thighs slick with another man's cum.

Luke stared up at the ceiling, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he tried to catch his breath. “Fuck,” he muttered again, because there were no words for what had just happened—no words that could capture the raw, primal intensity of it.

Hannah looked up at him, her lips swollen and her eyes glazed with pleasure. “Are you okay?” she asked softly.

Luke nodded, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from her face. “More than okay,” he replied honestly. “That was... fuck.”

Omar chuckled darkly from behind her. “You two are fucking incredible,” he said, his voice still heavy with desire. “But I’m not done yet.”

Hannah’s eyes widened as he pulled her back against him, his cock already hardening inside her again. “Round two?” she asked breathlessly.

Luke groaned, feeling his own body respond to the promise in Omar’s words. “Fuck yes.”

***
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Hannah lay back on the bed, her body still humming from their earlier escapades. Her chest rose and fell with uneven breaths, her skin glistening under the dim light. Luke and Omar flanked her, their bodies warm and heavy against hers, their cocks already stirring once more with renewed hunger. The air between them was thick, electric, charged with the promise of what was to come.

Luke’s hand trailed down Hannah’s side, his fingertips grazing the curve of her hip. His voice was low, almost possessive, as he murmured, “You ready for more, baby?”

She turned her head slowly to look at him, her dark hair fanning out across the pillows. Her lips curved into a sly smile, though her eyes were wide with need. “Always,” she whispered back, her voice trembling slightly with anticipation.

Omar shifted closer behind her, his muscular frame pressing against her back. His cock was already throbbing against her skin, hot and insistent. He leaned down, his breath warm against her ear as he growled, “You’re gonna take us both this time, Hannah. Every inch of us.”

Her pulse fluttered at his words, a shiver of arousal rippling through her. She could feel the slickness between her thighs, her body already responding to the raw desire in their voices. Luke’s cock brushed against her lips, and she opened her mouth eagerly, her tongue flicking out to taste him. He groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as he guided himself into her mouth.

“Fuck, Hannah,” Luke muttered, his hips bucking slightly as he felt the wet heat of her lips envelop him. “Just like that.”

Behind her, Omar positioned himself between her legs, lifting her hips gently as he slid into her with one smooth thrust. Hannah moaned around Luke’s cock, her nails digging into the sheets as Omar filled her completely. The sensation was overwhelming—Luke’s thickness stretching her mouth, Omar’s length plunging deep inside her pussy. She felt consumed, owned by both of them, and it only made her crave more.

Omar gripped her hips tightly as he began to fuck her in earnest, his thrusts deep and deliberate. Each time he sank into her, she could feel the drag of his cock against her sensitive walls, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through her body. Her moans were muffled by Luke’s cock, but they only seemed to spur Omar on harder.

“Fuck, she’s so tight,” Omar growled, his voice rough with lust. “I can feel her gripping me every time I push in.”

Luke’s fingers tightened in Hannah’s hair, his cock sliding deeper into her mouth. “Yeah? She’s always been good at that,” he replied, his voice strained with pleasure. “Sucking my cock like it’s her fucking job. Isn’t that right, baby?”

Hannah’s muffled whimper was all the confirmation he needed. Luke’s hips began to move in rhythm with Omar’s, his cock fucking her mouth with slow, steady thrusts. The sensation of him sliding in and out of her throat made her eyes water, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she relaxed her jaw, letting him take what he wanted from her.

Omar’s pace quickened, his hips slapping against hers with a wet, rhythmic sound. “You see that, Luke?” he said, his voice thick with satisfaction. “She’s taking both of us so fucking well. Look at her—fucking perfect.”

Luke glanced down at Hannah, his breath catching at the sight of her sandwiched between them. Her lips stretched around his cock, her eyes heavy-lidded with pleasure. He could see Omar’s cock moving inside her every time he thrust, her pussy clenching around him greedily. It was a sight he’d imagined countless times, but nothing could compare to the reality of it.

“Beautiful,” Luke murmured, his free hand trailing down Hannah’s body to cup her breast. He rolled her nipple between his fingers, earning a needy whine from her. “Fuck, you’re amazing, Hannah. Taking us just like we wanted.”

Omar leaned forward, his chest pressing against Hannah’s back as he drove into her harder. His breath came in short, harsh pants, his cock throbbing inside her. “Gonna make you come again,” he promised, his voice low and gravelly. “Gonna feel you squeezing my cock when you do.”

Hannah’s body trembled with the force of their movements, pleasure building inside her like a tidal wave. She could feel every inch of Omar’s cock stretching her open, every thrust sending jolts of ecstasy through her core. At the same time, Luke’s cock filled her mouth, the salty taste of him overwhelming her senses. She was lost in the sensations, completely consumed by the two men who worshipped her body.

Luke’s grip on her hair tightened as he felt himself nearing the edge. “Fuck, I’m close,” he groaned, his hips stuttering as he fucked her mouth faster. “Gonna come down your throat, baby.”

Hannah’s moan vibrated around his cock, sending sparks of pleasure shooting up Luke’s spine. He couldn’t hold back any longer—with a low growl, he came hard, his cock pulsing as he spilled himself deep into her throat. She swallowed every drop, her tongue working to coax him through his climax.

At the same time, Omar reached around to stroke Hannah’s clit, his fingers sliding over her slick folds in quick circles. Her body jerked as the pleasure became too much to bear, her orgasm crashing over her with undeniable force. She screamed around Luke’s cock, her pussy clenching tightly around Omar as she came undone.

Omar groaned, his thrusts growing erratic as he felt Hannah’s walls tightening around him. “Fuck, I’m gonna come too,” he muttered, his voice rough with need. With one final thrust, he buried himself deep inside her, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his release.

For a moment, the room was filled with the sounds of their heavy breathing and the soft rustling of sheets as they tried to catch their breath. Hannah lay between them, her body limp and sated, her lips swollen and her skin flushed. She could still feel the echoes of pleasure coursing through her, leaving her completely and utterly spent.

Luke brushed a strand of hair from her face, his fingers trembling slightly as he traced the curve of her cheek. “You okay, baby?” he asked softly, his voice tinged with concern.

Hannah nodded weakly, her eyes fluttering open to meet his gaze. “More than okay,” she murmured, her voice hoarse from having his cock in her throat. “That was... unbelievable.”

Omar sat up, his chest still rising and falling as he caught his breath. He glanced at Hannah, a sly grin spreading across his face. “You’re incredible,” he said, his voice low and rough. He leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to her shoulder before standing and grabbing his clothes. “I’ll let you two have some time.”

Hannah watched him dress, her body still tingling with the aftermath of what they’d just done. She could feel Luke’s eyes on her, and when she turned to him, she saw something in his gaze she hadn’t expected—pride, admiration, and a heat that made her core ache all over again.

As Omar left, the door clicking shut behind him, the room fell into a heavy silence. Luke reached for her hand, threading their fingers together. “Still okay?” he asked, his voice soft but laced with something deeper, something raw.

“More than okay,” she whispered, squeezing his hand. Her mind was still spinning, her body still humming with the intensity of what they’d just shared. “That was... fucking incredible.”

Luke chuckled, the sound warm and low. “Yeah, it was.” He pulled her closer, his free hand brushing over her hip. “You were amazing. Watching you, seeing you like that... fuck, Hannah, you killed me.”

She blushed, the heat in his words sending a fresh wave of desire through her. “I didn’t think I’d like it that much,” she admitted, her voice barely audible. “But when I saw how much it turned you on... it just made me want more.”

Luke’s eyes darkened, and he shifted so he was lying beside her, propping himself up on one elbow. His other hand traced lazy circles on her stomach, the touch sending shivers through her. “You have no idea what you do to me,” he murmured. “Seeing you like that... it was the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.”

Hannah’s breath faltered as his hand trailed lower, his fingers skimming over her inner thigh. “Luke...” she whispered, her body already responding to his touch.

“Tell me what you want,” he said, his voice dropping to a whisper. “Tell me, and I’ll give it to you.”

Her heart pounded as she looked into his eyes, the intensity there making her stomach twist with anticipation. “I want you,” she breathed. “I want to feel you inside me again.”

Luke didn’t need to be told twice. He kissed her, hard and deep, his tongue sliding against hers as his hand cupped her sex, feeling how wet she still was from before. “Fuck, Hannah,” he groaned against her lips. “You’re so ready for me.”

She moaned, arching into his touch as he slipped a finger inside her, curling it just right to make her gasp. Her legs fell open wider, inviting him in, and Luke didn’t hesitate. He shifted between her thighs, aligning himself with her entrance. “Look at me,” he said, his voice rough with need.

Hannah’s eyes met his, and she felt a rush of heat as he pushed into her slowly, inch by inch. The stretch was delicious, the fullness making her whimper. “Luke,” she gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders.

“That’s it,” he muttered, his hips pressing flush against hers. “Fuck, you feel so good.” He started to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate, each one drawing a soft cry from her lips. He kissed her again, swallowing her moans as he picked up the pace.

Hannah’s fingers dug into his back as pleasure surged through her. Every thrust sent sparks shooting through her body, and she could feel herself tightening around him already. “Harder,” she begged, her voice breaking.

Luke growled, gripping her hips as he drove into her harder, faster. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, mingling with their ragged breaths and hushed moans. Her nails raked down his back, and he hissed, the sting only driving him on.

“You’re mine,” he said hoarsely, his voice thick with possession. “All mine.”

“Yours,” she agreed, her vision blurring as pleasure coiled tighter and tighter inside her. She could feel him everywhere—his hands on her hips, his cock filling her completely, his mouth on her neck leaving marks that would linger for days.

Luke flicked his thumb over her clit, and that was all it took. Hannah cried out, her body shuddering as she came undone around him. Her orgasm was intense, waves of pleasure crashing over her as Luke thrust through it, chasing his own release.

“Hannah,” he groaned, his hips stuttering as he spilled inside her. His grip on her tightened, pulling her close as he rode out the last of his climax. For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies entwined, their breaths mingling.

When he finally pulled out and collapsed beside her, Hannah turned to him, her hand resting on his chest. She could feel the rapid thud of his heartbeat beneath her palm, a rhythmic echo of their shared passion. “That was... fucking perfect,” she murmured, her voice still trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm.

Luke’s arm curled around her, pulling her closer until her head rested on his shoulder. His skin was damp with sweat, their bodies still humming with the energy they’d unleashed. He pressed a kiss to her forehead, his lips lingering as if savoring the moment. “You’re perfect,” he whispered, his voice rough but tender. “Watching you, being with you like that... it’s everything I’ve ever wanted.”

Hannah traced idle patterns on his chest, her mind replaying every second of what had just happened. The way Omar had touched her, the way Luke had watched with such raw intensity—it had all been so surreal, so intoxicating. “I didn’t think I could feel this... alive,” she admitted softly, her fingers brushing over the faint marks her nails had left on his back. “It’s like I finally understand what you see in this. Why it turns you on so much.”

Luke chuckled, a low rumble in his chest that vibrated through her. “It’s not just the act,” he said, his fingers threading through her hair. “It’s seeing you let go, seeing you embrace every part of yourself without holding back. That’s what drives me wild.” He paused, his gaze locking with hers. “And knowing that no matter what happens, you’re still mine. That’s what makes it perfect.”

Her cheeks flushed at his words, but she didn’t look away. Instead, she pressed closer, her leg sliding over his as she nestled into the curve of his body. “I am yours,” she said, her voice steady now, infused with a quiet confidence. “And if this is what it means to be yours... I want more of it.”

Luke’s eyes darkened, and he tilted her chin up, capturing her lips in a slow, possessive kiss. When he finally pulled back, there was a fire in his gaze that made her stomach twist with anticipation. “Good,” he said, his voice deep and promising. “Because this is just the beginning.”
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