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Chris leaned against the kitchen counter, watching Megan as she padded across the tiled floor in her oversized sweater, her bare feet quiet against the cool surface. Her hair was mussed from the day, and he loved how it made her look effortlessly herself—soft, real. The light from the stove’s hood caught the curve of her cheek, and for a moment, he just stared, his chest tightening with something warm and familiar.

“What?” she asked, catching him mid-stare, a half-smile tugging at her lips. She tilted her head, her eyes narrowing playfully. “Why are you looking at me like that?”

He chuckled, running a hand through his hair. “Like what?”

“Like you’re plotting something,” she teased, stepping closer. Her scent—something floral, something her—drifted toward him, and he felt that familiar pull low in his stomach.

“Maybe I am,” he said, his voice softer now, more serious.

Megan paused, her smile fading slightly as she studied his face. “You’re being weird. What’s going on?”

Chris took a deep breath, his fingers drumming lightly against the counter. This was it. The thing he’d been turning over in his mind for weeks, months maybe, but never had the courage to say out loud. His throat felt dry, but he forced the words out anyway.

“I’ve been thinking... about us. About something I want to talk about.”

Megan’s brow furrowed, and she crossed her arms, leaning back slightly. “Okay... now I’m nervous.”

“Don’t be,” he said quickly, stepping forward. He reached for her hand, and she let him take it, her fingers warm against his. “It’s just... something I’ve been fantasizing about. Something I think could be... exciting for us.”

Her eyes widened, and she let out a small laugh, though it sounded uncertain. “Oh God, Chris. What is it? You’re freaking me out a little.”

He hesitated, then squeezed her hand. “What if... what if we brought someone else into the bedroom? Another guy.”

The words hung in the air between them, heavy and electric. Megan blinked, her lips parting slightly as she processed what he’d just said. She didn’t pull away, but her grip on his hand tightened, her nails digging into his skin just enough to make him feel her surprise.

“Another guy?” she repeated slowly, her voice quieter now, more tentative.

Chris nodded, his heart pounding. “Yeah. I don’t know why, but the idea of seeing you with someone else... it turns me on. A lot.”

Megan stared at him, her expression unreadable for a moment. Then she shook her head, pulling her hand free and taking a step back. “Chris... I don’t know. That’s... a lot.”

“I know,” he said quickly, his voice earnest now. “And I’m not saying we have to do it. I just wanted to tell you. Because it’s been on my mind, and I don’t want to keep anything from you.”

She ran a hand through her hair, exhaling sharply. “I... I don’t even know what to say. I mean, have you thought about this? Really thought about it? What if it changes things between us?”

Chris stepped closer again, closing the distance she’d put between them. He cupped her face in his hands, his thumbs brushing lightly over her cheeks. “Megan, nothing could ever change what I feel for you. This is just... something I think could be hot for us. That’s all.”

She searched his eyes, her own filled with a mix of confusion and something else—curiosity? Her lips twitched, like she was fighting a smile. “You really think you’d be okay with that? Watching me with someone else?”

He nodded, his voice steady. “Yeah. I do.”

Megan laughed softly, shaking her head. “God, Chris. You’re full of surprises.”

He grinned, relief flooding through him. “Is that a bad thing?”

She hesitated, and he could see the wheels turning in her mind, the way her lips twitched as if she were weighing his words against her own feelings. Her eyes softened, but there was a spark there too—something that hadn’t been there before. It was curiosity, maybe even a flicker of excitement, though she wasn’t ready to admit it yet. “No,” she said finally, her voice low but steady. “It’s definitely not bad.”

Chris felt a rush of relief, his chest loosening as he realized she wasn’t shutting him down. He squeezed her hand again, grateful for the small gesture of connection. “I mean it, Meg. This isn’t about us lacking anything. It’s just... something new. Something we could explore together.”

Megan tilted her head, her gaze narrowing slightly as she studied him. “You really think you’d be okay with it?” she asked again, her voice quieter this time, almost hesitant. “Watching me with someone else? I mean, it’s one thing to fantasize about it, but actually seeing it happen... that’s different.”

He nodded, his thumb brushing over the back of her hand. “I know it is. And yeah, I’ve thought about it. A lot. I’m not saying it wouldn’t be intense, but... I think it could bring us closer. Like, we’d be sharing something intimate in a way we never have before.”

A small smile tugged at her lips, and she shook her head, as if amused by his earnestness. “You’re serious about this, aren’t you?”

“Dead serious,” he said, his voice firm but gentle. “But only if you’re into it too. This is about us, Megan. Always.”

She took a deep breath, her fingers tightening around his for a moment before she let go. “Okay,” she said finally, her tone softer now, more contemplative. “I’ll think about it. It’s... a lot to process. But I’m not saying no.”

Chris smiled, feeling a warmth spread through him. For now, that was enough.

***
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Chris sat on the couch, his knee bouncing nervously as he waited for Megan to join him. The evening was calm, the soft hum of the TV barely audible over the thrum of his own thoughts. He’d been replaying their conversation from a few days ago in his head, wondering if she’d bring it up again or if he should. When she walked in, a glass of wine in hand, she gave him a small smile that made his chest tighten.

“You’ve been quiet tonight,” she said, sitting down beside him, her thigh brushing his. “Still thinking about... that?”

He swallowed, nodding. “Yeah. I guess I can’t stop thinking about it. About us. About... what could happen if we did it.”

Megan took a sip of her wine, her eyes staying on him. She looked thoughtful, her lips pressed together in that way she did when she was weighing something heavy in her mind. “I’ve been thinking about it too,” she admitted, her voice soft but steady. “It’s a big thing, Chris. I mean, bringing someone else into our bed... into me. It’s not something I ever imagined.”

Chris reached for her hand, his fingers threading through hers. “I know. And I get why it’s scary. But it’s not about me wanting anyone else. It’s about seeing you, my wife, being desired. Feeling that energy, that heat. It’s about us exploring something together.”

She tilted her head, studying him. “And you’re sure this isn’t just some... porn fantasy you’re trying to make real? Because I need to know you’re okay with it. Not just now, but after.”

“I’m sure,” he said firmly, his eyes locking onto hers. “This isn’t just some fleeting idea, Megan. I’ve thought about this a lot. I want to see you lose yourself, to feel that pleasure, and knowing it’s because of me—because we made it happen—that’s what excites me.”

Her cheeks flushed slightly, and she looked away for a moment before meeting his gaze again. “Okay. So... how would it even work? I mean, how do we make sure it’s safe? That it’s... good?”

Chris leaned back, relief easing some of the tension in his shoulders. “We take it slow. We set boundaries—hard limits. And we find someone we both trust, someone who understands this is about us, about making us stronger. You’d be in control, Megan. Always. If at any point you want to stop, we stop.”

She nodded slowly, her fingers tightening around his. “And what if... what if I don’t like it? What if it feels weird or awkward?”

“Then we don’t do it again,” he said simply. “This is an experiment, not a commitment. If it doesn’t work for us, we walk away and keep moving forward as we always have.”

Megan exhaled, a small smile tugging at her lips. “You’ve really thought this through, haven’t you?”

“Yeah,” he admitted, grinning sheepishly. “Maybe a little too much.”

She laughed softly, the sound easing the last bit of tension between them. “Okay,” she said finally, her voice steady but laced with curiosity. “Let’s try it. Once. But I want to be the one to choose who it is.”

Chris raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Oh? Do you have someone in mind?”

Her cheeks flushed darker now, and she looked down at her lap. “Maybe. I mean... if we’re doing this, I think I’d want it to be someone... different. Someone who’s not like you.”

His heart skipped a beat, a thrill of excitement coursing through him. “Different how?”

She hesitated for a moment before meeting his eyes again. “A black man. It’s... something I’ve thought about. But never acted on. Maybe this is my chance to explore that too.”

Chris felt a jolt of arousal at her words, the idea of her with someone so different from him igniting something deep inside him. “Okay,” he said, his voice lower now, huskier. “You choose him. Whoever you want.”

Megan smiled, a flicker of excitement lighting up her eyes. “Okay then. I’ll start looking. But we take it slow, Chris. No pressure.”

“No pressure,” he agreed, pulling her closer until her body was pressed against his. His hand slid up her thigh, feeling the warmth of her skin through the thin fabric of her dress. “But just thinking about it... fuck, Megan. The idea of watching you with him... it’s driving me crazy.”

Her breathing quickened, and she turned to face him fully, her eyes darkening with desire. “Is that what you’re thinking about right now? Me with another man?”

“Yes,” he admitted, his voice rough with need. “Him touching you, kissing you, fucking you while I watch. Seeing you take everything he gives you.”

A shiver ran through her, and she leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. “And what would you do while he’s inside me?”

Chris groaned, his hands gripping her hips tightly. “I’d watch every fucking second of it. I’d touch myself, imagining how good he must feel inside you. I might even join in. And when he’s done... I’d take you right after.”

Megan gasped softly, her body arching into his as his words sent a wave of heat through her. “God, Chris... I want that too. I want to feel him. But I want you there with me.”

“Always,” he whispered, claiming her mouth in a deep, hungry kiss that left them both breathless.

Their hands were everywhere now, touching, exploring, as the tension between them ratcheted higher. Chris pulled her dress up over her hips, his fingers sliding into the wet heat between her thighs. She moaned into his mouth, her hips rocking against his hand as he teased her.

“I can’t wait to see you like this with him,” he growled, his fingers plunging deeper, making her gasp. “Watching you come apart for him... it’s going to be the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Chris...” she breathed, her head falling back as pleasure surged through her. Her nails dug into his shoulders, holding on as he worked her body with ruthless precision.

He didn’t stop until she was trembling in his arms, her climax crashing over her in waves that left her boneless and panting. As she came back to herself, she looked at him with a dazed smile.

“Fuck, husband,” she murmured, her voice raw with need. “If this is just the fantasy... I can’t wait for the real thing.”

***
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Megan sat cross-legged on the couch, her laptop perched on her thighs. The glow of the screen illuminated her face as she scrolled through profiles, her heart pounding with a mix of nervous excitement and curiosity. Chris had given her the green light to find someone—anyone—who could make her pulse race. And now, here she was, diving headfirst into the unknown.

Her fingers hesitated over the keyboard, the cursor blinking impatiently. She typed in the search criteria: attractive, confident, experienced. The results flooded the screen, a sea of faces and bodies that made her cheeks flush. She clicked on one profile after another, dismissing them just as quickly. Too cocky. Too bland. Too... not what she was looking for.

Then, she saw him.

Julian’s photo stopped her cold. His dark skin glowed under soft lighting, his muscular frame framed by a fitted white t-shirt that clung to every ridge and curve. His eyes were intense, almost smoldering, and his smirk—god, that smirk—sent a jolt of heat straight to her core. She clicked on his profile, her breath catching as she read his bio.

Experienced. Adventurous. Open to exploring new connections.

Her stomach twisted in knots, but it wasn’t fear—it was anticipation. She could almost feel his presence through the screen, his confidence radiating like a physical force. She imagined his hands on her body, his voice low and commanding in her ear. The thought made her thighs press together instinctively, a warm ache building between them.

She glanced over at Chris, who was lounging on the other end of the couch, feigning nonchalance as he flipped through a magazine. “What do you think of this one?” she asked, turning the laptop toward him.

Chris took one look at Julian’s photo and let out a low whistle. “Damn, Megan. You’ve got good taste.” His eyes flicked to hers, a spark of excitement lighting his gaze. “He’s exactly what I pictured.”

“Really?” Megan bit her lip, her heart racing. “You think he’d be... into this?”

Chris set the magazine aside and scooted closer, his hand resting on her thigh. “Baby, any guy would be lucky to have you. And if he’s as adventurous as his profile says, he’s going to be all over this idea.” His fingers traced idle circles on her skin, sending shivers up her spine. “You should message him.”

Her stomach fluttered with nerves as she opened the chat window. What did she even say? Hey, I’m married but my husband wants to watch me with you? That felt too blunt. Too... awkward. Instead, she typed: Hi, Julian. Your profile caught my eye. Would love to chat more if you’re interested.

She hit send before she could second-guess herself, her heart pounding as she waited for a response. It didn’t take long.

Hey, Megan. You’ve definitely got my attention. What’s on your mind?

She glanced at Chris, who nodded encouragingly. Taking a deep breath, she replied: My husband and I are exploring some new experiences together. We were wondering if you’d be open to meeting us for a drink—see where things go from there.

There was a pause—long enough for Megan’s stomach to twist into knots again—before Julian replied: Sounds intriguing. I’m always up for something different. When and where?

Megan exhaled sharply, her fingers trembling as she typed out the details. They agreed to meet at a cozy bar downtown in two days. She closed the laptop and set it aside, her head spinning with a whirlwind of emotions.

Chris cupped her face in his hands, his eyes searching hers. “You okay?”

She nodded, though her pulse was racing. “Yeah. I’m just... nervous. Excited. I don’t know what to expect.”

He leaned in, brushing his lips against hers in a soft kiss. “Whatever happens, we’re in this together. And if it doesn’t feel right, we’ll stop.” His words were reassuring, but there was a hunger in his eyes that mirrored her own.

Two days later, Megan stood in front of the mirror, adjusting the neckline of her dress for the hundredth time. The red fabric clung to her curves, accentuating every dip and swell. She felt sexy—confident, even—but the butterflies in her stomach refused to settle.

Chris emerged from the bathroom, his eyes sweeping over her appreciatively. “Damn, Megan. You look incredible.” He stepped closer, his hands resting on her hips as he pressed a kiss to her neck. “Julian’s not going to know what hit him.”

She turned to face him, her hands resting on his chest. “Are you sure you’re okay with this?” she asked, searching his face for any hint of doubt.

He smiled, his thumb brushing over her bottom lip. “More than okay. Watching you like this... knowing you’re doing it for us... it’s fucking incredible.” His voice dropped to a low growl that sent a shiver down her spine. “Now let’s go see if Julian can keep up with you.”

The bar was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of whiskey and vanilla candles. Megan spotted Julian immediately, sitting at a corner booth with a glass of bourbon in hand. He looked even better in person—his broad shoulders filling out his leather jacket, his sharp jawline shadowed by stubble. He looked up as they approached, his eyes locking onto Megan’s with an intensity that made her knees weak.

“Megan,” he said, his voice smooth and deep like velvet. He stood, extending a hand to her before nodding at Chris. “And you must be Chris.”

They shook hands, the tension in the air palpable as they slid into the booth across from Julian. Megan could feel his gaze on her, hot and unwavering, as she sipped her wine. The conversation flowed easily—light and casual at first—but there was an undercurrent of something more primal simmering beneath the surface.

Julian leaned back in his seat, his eyes flicking between Megan and Chris. “So,” he said, swirling his bourbon in the glass. “You two seem like you’ve got something interesting in mind.”

Chris smirked, his hand finding Megan’s under the table. “We do,” he said simply.

Julian’s gaze settled on Megan, a slow smile spreading across his face. “And what about you, Megan? What do you want?”

Her breath caught at the directness of his question, her cheeks flushing as she met his eyes. “I want... to explore something new,” she said, her voice steady despite the way her heart was racing. “With both of you.”

Julian’s smile deepened, his eyes gleaming with approval. “Well then,” he said, raising his glass in a toast. “Let’s make it unforgettable.”

The drive back to their house was charged with anticipation, the air thick with unspoken desire. Julian followed them in his car, and by the time they reached their front door, Megan’s nerves had dissolved into pure excitement.

Chris led them inside, his hand warm on the small of her back as they walked into the living room. Julian stood by the fireplace, his eyes scanning the room before settling on Megan. “Nice place,” he said casually, but the way he looked at her left no doubt about what he was really thinking.

Megan felt Chris’s lips brush against her ear as he whispered, “Ready?”

She nodded, her heart pounding as Julian stepped closer, his presence overwhelming in the best possible way. He reached out, his fingertips grazing her cheek as he tilted her chin up to meet his gaze.

“You’re even more beautiful in person,” he murmured, his voice low and rough with desire.

Megan’s breath faltered as he leaned in, his lips hovering just above hers. She glanced at Chris, who was watching intently, his eyes dark with hunger. With a soft moan, she closed the distance between her and Julian, their mouths meeting in a searing kiss that left her trembling.

His hands settled on her hips, pulling her flush against him as he deepened the kiss. She could feel the heat of his body through the thin fabric of her dress, the hardness of him pressing against her thigh making her ache with need. Chris’s fingers tangled in her hair, his lips trailing down her neck as Julian’s tongue explored her mouth.

The sensation of having both of them touching her—kissing her—was intoxicating. She moaned softly, her hands gripping Julian’s shoulders for support as Chris nipped at the sensitive skin behind her ear.

“Fuck,” Julian growled against her lips, his hands sliding up her sides to cup her breasts. “You feel incredible.”

Chris stepped back, his eyes blazing as he watched Julian squeeze Megan’s breasts through her dress. “Take it off,” he said roughly.

Megan’s hands trembled as she reached for the zipper at the back of her dress, Julian helping to ease it down until it pooled at her feet. She stood before them in nothing but black lace lingerie, her skin tingling under their combined gazes.

Julian let out a low whistle as his eyes raked over her body. “Even better than I imagined,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

Chris moved behind her, his hands skimming down her arms before settling on her waist. “You’re fucking perfect,” he murmured against her shoulder before pressing open-mouthed kisses along its curve.

Julian’s hands moved with a confident ease, brushing the straps of Megan’s lingerie down her shoulders until the delicate fabric slipped away, revealing her bare skin. His eyes darkened as they roamed over her, and the air in the room seemed to thicken with anticipation. He stepped closer, his body radiating warmth as he leaned in, his lips hovering just above hers. “You’re fucking incredible,” he murmured before finally closing the distance, his mouth claiming hers in a deep, unhurried kiss.

Megan’s heart pounded as Julian’s tongue slid against hers, teasing and exploring with a rhythm that made her knees weak. She could feel the heat of Chris behind her, his hands gripping her waist, grounding her as Julian took control. His kiss was hungry, demanding, and she responded with equal fervor, her hands sliding up his chest to grip his shoulders.

When Julian finally pulled back, his breath uneven, he didn’t waste any time. His lips trailed down her neck, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. “I’ve been wanting to taste you since the moment I saw you,” he growled against her skin, his hands roaming over her curves as he kissed lower. He took his time, his mouth brushing over her collarbone, her sternum, until he finally reached the swell of her breasts.

Megan gasped as his lips closed around one nipple, sucking gently at first, then harder, his tongue flicking over the sensitive bud. The sensation sent a jolt of pleasure straight to her core, and she arched into him, a soft moan escaping her lips. “Oh, God...” she whispered, her fingers tangling in his hair as he continued to lavish attention on her breast.

Julian wasn’t satisfied with just one. He shifted his focus to her other nipple, teasing it with the same deliberate precision, his free hand kneading the soft flesh of her breast. Megan’s breathing grew shallow, her hips pressing forward instinctively as the ache between her legs intensified. Chris’s hands tightened on her waist, his lips brushing against her ear. “You look so fucking sexy like this,” he murmured, his voice low and rough.

Julian’s mouth left her breast, trailing down the curve of her stomach, his hands guiding her back slightly until she was leaning against Chris for support. He knelt before her, his hands sliding up her thighs as he looked up at her with a wicked grin. “I’m going to make you feel so fucking good,” he promised before pressing a kiss to the inside of her thigh.

Megan tensed as his lips brushed against her sensitive skin, her fingers clutching at Chris for stability. Julian’s tongue flicked out, tracing a slow path up her inner thigh, teasing her as he moved closer to where she wanted him most. When he finally reached her core, he didn’t hesitate. His tongue swiped through her folds, eliciting a sharp gasp from Megan. “Fuck,” she breathed, her head falling back against Chris’s shoulder.

Julian took his time, savoring every inch of her. His tongue circled her clit, alternating between soft flicks and firm pressure, each movement sending waves of pleasure crashing through her. Megan’s hips rocked against his mouth, desperate for more, but Julian kept the pace steady, drawing out the tension until she was trembling with need.

“You taste fucking amazing,” he muttered against her flesh before sliding two fingers inside her, curling them just right to hit that spot that made her cry out. Megan’s nails dug into Chris’s arms as Julian worked her with his fingers and tongue, the pleasure building with each stroke. She could feel herself getting closer, the pressure coiling tight in her belly, but Julian wasn’t ready to let her tip over just yet.

He slowed his movements just enough to keep her on the edge, his eyes locking with hers as he smirked. “You want to come for me?” he asked, his voice thick with desire. Megan nodded frantically, unable to form words as the pleasure threatened to overwhelm her. Julian chuckled darkly before increasing the pace again, his tongue and fingers working in perfect harmony.

“Fuck... fuck...” Megan moaned, her back arching as the orgasm finally crashed over her. Her body shuddered violently as the waves of pleasure consumed her, her cries echoing through the room. Julian didn’t stop until she was completely spent, his fingers sliding out of her as he stood, looking down at her with a satisfied grin.

Chris pressed a kiss to Megan’s temple, his hands still steadying her as she tried to catch her breath. “You did so good, baby,” he whispered, his voice filled with pride. But Julian wasn’t done. He stepped closer, his eyes locked on Megan’s as he reached down to unbuckle his belt.

Megan’s chest rose and fell rapidly as she tried to steady her breathing, her eyes flickering between Chris and Julian. Her lips were still tingling from the intensity of her orgasm, and her body felt like it was buzzing with lingering electricity. She glanced at Chris, who gave her a reassuring nod, his eyes dark with anticipation.

She didn’t hesitate. With a sultry smile, Megan knelt in front of Chris, her fingers trembling slightly as she reached for his pants. She unbuttoned them slowly, her gaze locked on his, teasing him with the deliberate movement of her hands. When she finally pulled down his zipper, Chris let out a low groan, his cock straining against the fabric of his boxers. Fuck, he was already so hard, she thought, her mouth watering at the sight.

“You’re gorgeous,” she murmured as she tugged his boxers down, freeing his erection. She wrapped her fingers around him, feeling the heat and weight of him in her hand. Without wasting another second, she leaned forward and took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before sliding down his length. Chris groaned again, his hand tangling in her hair as she began to move, her lips gliding up and down his shaft.

But Megan wasn’t done. She glanced up at Julian, who was watching her with a hunger that made her pulse quicken. “Your turn,” she said breathlessly. Julian stepped closer, his cock standing at attention. Megan’s eyes widened slightly at the size of him, but the thrill of it only fueled her desire. She wrapped one hand around him while her mouth continued to work on Chris, alternating between the two with practiced ease.

She sucked Chris deeply, her tongue flicking over the sensitive spot just beneath the head before pulling back and turning her attention to Julian. His black cock was thicker, and she had to open her mouth wider to take him in, but the feel of him against her tongue sent shivers down her spine. Julian’s hand settled on the back of her head, not forcing her, but guiding her as she bobbed up and down.

Chris’s grip on her hair tightened as she returned to him, his hips bucking slightly as she sucked him harder. “God, Megan,” he muttered, his voice strained. “You’re fucking incredible.” She could feel the tension in his body, the way he was struggling to hold back. But she wasn’t ready for him to come yet. She wanted to savor this, to draw it out as long as possible.

She shifted back to Julian, taking him deep into her throat this time, her nose brushing against his abdomen. Julian let out a low growl, his fingers tightening in her hair as she hollowed her cheeks and sucked him with everything she had. She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, could taste the saltiness of his precum, and it only made her want more.

“Fuck, baby,” Julian muttered, his voice rough with need. “You’re so damn good at this.” Megan moaned around him, the vibration making him curse under his breath. She pulled back, a thin string of saliva connecting her lips to his cock, and turned back to Chris. She took him into her mouth again, her hand working Julian’s length in rhythm with her movements.

The room was filled with the sounds of their heavy breathing and the wet noises of Megan’s mouth working over both men. Chris was practically shaking above her, his hips thrusting gently into her mouth as he fought to keep control. Julian wasn’t faring much better; his grip on her hair was tighter now, his breath coming in short bursts as she stroked him with expert precision.

“Megan,” Chris choked out, his voice barely above a whisper. “If you keep going like that...” He trailed off, unable to finish the sentence, but she knew what he meant. She pulled back slightly, letting him cool down for a moment while she focused on Julian. She looked up at him through her lashes, sucking him slowly and deliberately, savoring every inch of him.

Julian’s jaw tightened as he watched her, his abs flexing with the effort it took to hold back. “You’re a fucking goddess,” he muttered, his voice thick with desire. Megan smiled around him, the praise sending a rush of heat through her body. She loved the way they were both reacting to her, loved the power she had over them in this moment.

But she wasn’t done teasing them yet. She pulled away from Julian and returned to Chris, taking him deep into her throat again. Her free hand reached up to cup his balls, gently massaging them as she sucked him. Chris groaned loudly, his hips jerking uncontrollably as the pleasure became too much.

“Megan... I can’t...” he started, but she didn’t let him finish. She pulled back just enough to swirl her tongue around the tip of his cock, teasing him mercilessly before taking him back into her mouth. Her other hand was still working Julian, stroking him in time with her movements on Chris.

Julian’s breathing grew ragged as he watched her, his cock twitching in her hand. “You’re driving me fucking wild,” he muttered, and Megan couldn’t help but feel a surge of satisfaction at his words. She loved knowing that she had this effect on them, that she could make them lose control with just her mouth and hands.

But she knew they were both close, and she wanted to push them to the edge without letting them fall over—not yet. She slowed her movements just enough to keep them on the brink, her lips and hands working in perfect harmony to keep the pleasure building without letting it crest.

“Fuck... Megan...” Chris panted, his hand tightening in her hair as he fought to hold back. Julian wasn’t faring much better; his abs were tensed, his jaw clenched as he struggled to keep himself from thrusting into her hand.

Megan looked up at them both, her lips still wrapped around Chris’s cock, and felt a thrill of power run through her. She loved this—loved seeing how much they wanted her, how much they needed her. And she wasn’t ready to let it end just yet.

“Tell me,” she murmured as she pulled back slightly, her hand still stroking Julian. “Tell me how bad you want me.”

Chris groaned, his hips bucking slightly as she tightened her grip on him. “Fuck, Megan... I want you so much.”

Julian’s voice was just as strained as he muttered, “You’re driving me fucking crazy.”

Megan smiled smugly before taking Chris back into her mouth, sucking him hard one last time before pulling away completely. She turned to Julian, wrapping her lips around him again and taking him deep into her throat.

“Fuck,” Julian muttered, his hips jerking slightly as she worked him over. “You’re so fucking good at this.”

Megan moaned around him, the sound sending a shiver down his spine. She pulled back slightly, looking up at him with a wicked grin. “Do you want more?”

Megan paused, her lips still wet from Julian’s cock, and glanced between the two men with a mischievous glint in her eyes. Her breathing was shallow, her chest rising and falling with the intensity of the moment. She licked her lips slowly, savoring the taste of them both, before she spoke, her voice low and dripping with temptation.

“What if...” she began, her gaze shifting from Chris to Julian and back again, “we try something... different?”

Chris’s eyes darkened, his jaw tightening as he stared at her. “Different how?” he asked, his voice rough with desire.

Julian smirked, already catching onto her drift. “I think I know where this is going,” he said, his deep voice rumbling like a promise.

Megan smiled, a slow, wicked curve of her lips that sent a jolt of heat straight to their groins. “Why don’t you both fuck me... but not the way you’re thinking.” She paused, letting the tension build, her fingers trailing down her body until they brushed against her slick folds. “One in my pussy,” she whispered, her voice husky, “and one in my ass.”

Chris let out a low groan, his cock twitching at the thought. Julian’s breath faltered for a moment, his gaze locking onto hers with an intensity that made her shiver.

“Fuck,” Julian muttered, his voice strained. “You’re not playing fair.”

Megan laughed softly, the sound rich and sultry. “Do you want to... or should I take it back?”

“No,” Chris said quickly, his voice firm. He stepped closer to her, his hand reaching out to cup her cheek. “I’ve been dreaming about this for too long.” He turned to Julian, who nodded in agreement.

“Let’s do it,” Julian said, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Megan’s heart raced as she moved to the edge of the couch, positioning herself so that she was on all fours, her back arched and her ass lifted invitingly. She looked over her shoulder at the two men, her eyes dark with need. “Who goes where?”

Chris and Julian exchanged a glance, a silent conversation passing between them. Finally, Chris spoke. “I’ll take her pussy,” he said, his voice steady despite the fire burning in his veins.

Julian nodded, his gaze fixed on Megan’s ass. “I’ll take care of the rest.”

Megan bit her lip, her heart pounding in her chest as Chris positioned himself beneath her. The heat of his body pressed against her thighs, and she could feel the throbbing length of his cock brushing against her slick entrance. She was already so wet for him, her arousal dripping down her inner thighs as anticipation coiled tightly in her core. Chris didn’t waste a moment, his hands gripping her hips firmly as he guided himself into her, pressing the thick head of his cock against her dripping folds.

He pushed in slowly, deliberately, stretching her with every inch until he was fully sheathed inside her. Megan let out a sharp gasp, her nails digging into the couch cushions as he filled her completely. The sensation was almost overwhelming— the way he stretched her, the way his cock seemed to touch every sensitive spot deep inside her. Chris groaned, low and guttural, his breath hot against her skin as he paused, letting them both adjust to the feeling of being connected so intimately.

Then he began to move, pulling back almost all the way before thrusting into her again with a steady rhythm. Megan moaned, the sound catching in her throat as pleasure rippled through her body. Each stroke sent a jolt of electricity through her, and she could feel herself clenching around him, desperate for more. Chris’s hands tightened on her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he increased the pace, his cock sliding in and out of her with a delicious friction that had her trembling.

She could hear the wet sounds of their bodies joining, the room filled with the symphony of their moans and gasps. Chris leaned forward, his chest brushing against her back as he whispered into her ear, “You feel so fucking good around me.” His breath was hot, sending shivers down her spine as he nipped at her earlobe, his thrusts growing harder, more urgent.

“Chris... oh god...” Megan’s voice was a shaky whimper, her mind clouded with pleasure as she pushed back against him, meeting each thrust with equal intensity. Her body was on fire, every nerve ending alight with the sensations coursing through her. She could feel herself getting closer to the edge, the coil of pleasure tightening with every stroke.

Chris’s rhythm faltered for a moment as he groaned again, his fingers gripping her hips so tightly she was sure there would be marks. “I love how you take me,” he muttered, his voice rough with desire. He leaned back slightly, giving himself more leverage as he drove into her with renewed vigor, the sound of skin against skin echoing in the room.

Megan’s moans grew louder, more desperate, as she felt herself teetering on the brink of ecstasy. Her body was trembling, her breaths coming in short, ragged gasps as Chris continued to fuck her with a relentless pace. She could feel his cock hitting that deep, sensitive spot inside her with every thrust, sending waves of pleasure crashing over her. She was so close— so close to shattering entirely.

But it wasn’t enough. She wanted more.

Julian knelt behind her, his strong hands gripping the soft curves of her ass as he spread her cheeks wide. The cool air brushed against her most intimate part, making her shiver with a mix of anticipation and nervous excitement. He leaned in, his lips trailing along the sensitive skin before pressing a kiss to her tight, untouched entrance. Megan gasped, her body trembling at the intimate contact, her arousal already pooling between her thighs. 

“Relax for me,” Julian whispered, his voice low and commanding, yet laced with a tenderness that made her heart race. She could feel the warmth of his breath against her skin, sending a ripple of goosebumps across her body. She nodded slightly, taking a deep breath and letting it out slowly, willing her muscles to loosen under his touch.

He didn’t rush, his patience only heightening the tension. The tip of his cock pressed gently against her entrance, and Megan bit her lip, her nails digging into the couch cushions as she braced herself. Julian pushed in gradually, inch by excruciating inch, each movement deliberate and unhurried. Megan’s breath hitched, a mixture of pleasure and pressure building as he filled her, stretching her in ways she’d never experienced before.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her voice trembling as Julian slid deeper inside her. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of fullness and heat that left her gasping for air. She could feel every ridge of his cock as he moved, the tightness of her body gripping him like a vice. Julian groaned, his hands tightening on her hips as he paused, fully sheathed inside her, allowing them both a moment to adjust.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. He began to move, pulling back slowly before thrusting into her again with a steady rhythm. Megan’s moans grew louder, the sound echoing in the room as pleasure began to coil tightly in her core. Each stroke sent sparks of ecstasy through her, the dual sensations of Chris’s cock in her pussy and Julian’s in her ass creating a symphony of bliss that threatened to overwhelm her senses.

Julian’s pace quickened, his thrusts growing more urgent as he drove deeper into her. Megan’s body shook with the intensity of it all, her cries becoming more desperate as she felt herself teetering on the edge of release. “Julian... oh fuck... don’t stop...” she pleaded, her voice trembling with need. He didn’t need to be told twice, his hands gripping her hips firmly as he fucked her with a relentless rhythm, taking them both closer to the brink of ecstasy.

“Oh fuck,” she breathed, her voice trembling. “You’re... you’re both so fucking big.”

Chris chuckled darkly, his thrusts growing more intense as he felt Julian’s cock pressing against him through the thin barrier of skin between them. Julian groaned, his hands gripping Megan’s hips as he began to move in sync with Chris, their rhythms perfectly matched.

The sensation was unlike anything Megan had ever experienced. She felt every movement, every shift of their bodies inside her, and it was driving her wild. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, as the two men fucked her relentlessly, their cocks sliding in and out of her with a precision that had her teetering on the edge of ecstasy.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” Chris muttered, his voice thick with desire. His hands roamed over Megan’s body, squeezing her breasts and teasing her nipples until she was writhing beneath him.

Julian leaned over her, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispered, “You’re taking us so fucking well.” His voice sent a shiver down her spine, and she arched her back further, pushing herself back onto their cocks.

The pressure built inside her, coiling tighter and tighter with each thrust until she couldn’t hold back any longer. Her climax hit her like a tsunami, overwhelming and all-consuming. She cried out, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

Chris and Julian didn’t stop, their own releases building as they felt her tighten around them. Chris came first, his hips slamming into hers as he emptied himself deep inside her. Julian followed moments later, his cock pulsing as he spilled into her with a low groan.

For a moment, they remained frozen in place, their bodies still joined, breath mingling in the heated air. Megan felt herself floating, suspended in a haze of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Her muscles quivered, still contracting around both men as aftershocks rippled through her core.

Julian was the first to move, slowly easing himself out of her with a gentleness that contrasted sharply with the intensity of moments before. The sensation made her gasp, suddenly empty where she'd been so completely filled. Chris followed, his hands still gripping her hips as he slid from her body.

"Holy shit," Chris murmured, his voice rough with spent desire. His fingers traced lazy patterns on the small of her back, the touch sending small shivers across her sweat-dampened skin.

Megan collapsed onto the couch, her limbs too heavy to support her any longer. Her heart pounded against her ribs as she struggled to catch her breath. Every nerve ending in her body still hummed with electricity, hypersensitive to the slightest touch. When Julian's hand brushed against her thigh, she jumped slightly, the contact almost too much for her overstimulated body.

"You okay?" Julian asked, his deep voice softer now, tinged with something that sounded almost like concern.

She nodded, not trusting herself to speak yet. Her throat felt raw from crying out, and her mind was still piecing itself back together. Chris settled beside her, his arm sliding around her shoulders as he pulled her against his chest. The familiar scent of his skin—cologne mixed with sweat and sex—wrapped around her like a blanket, grounding her as she slowly drifted back to reality.

Julian moved to her other side, the couch dipping under his weight. The three of them sat in silence for a moment, the only sound their gradually steadying breaths.

"That was..." Megan finally managed, her voice trailing off as words failed her. How could she possibly describe what had just happened? It had been more than just sex—it had been a revelation, a boundary crossed that she never thought she'd approach, let alone leap over with such abandon.

"Incredible," Chris finished for her, pressing a kiss to her temple. His lips lingered there, and she could feel the curve of his smile against her skin. "You were incredible."

Julian chuckled, the sound rumbling deep in his chest. "Gotta say, this isn't how I expected my night to go when I got that first message." He reached for his discarded glass on the coffee table, taking a long sip of water. "But damn, I'm glad it did."

Megan felt a flush creep up her neck that had nothing to do with exertion. Now that the heat of the moment had passed, a hint of shyness crept in. She'd just been with two men at once—had done things she'd only ever fantasized about in the darkest corners of her mind. And yet, instead of shame or regret, she felt something else entirely: a deep, satisfied pride.

Chris's fingers trailed up and down her arm, the gesture absent-minded but possessive. "How are you feeling?" he asked, his voice low enough that only she could hear.

She turned to meet his eyes, searching for any sign of doubt or jealousy, but found only warmth and something that looked remarkably like awe. "I feel..." She paused, considering. "Alive. More alive than I've ever felt."

His smile widened, relief evident in the softening of his features. "Yeah?"

"Yeah," she confirmed, leaning in to press a soft kiss to his lips. "Thank you for this. For... suggesting it."

Julian cleared his throat, reminding them both of his presence. "I should probably get going," he said, already reaching for his clothes scattered across the floor. "Give you two some space."

Megan felt a pang of something—not quite regret, but a strange reluctance to see him leave so soon. "You don't have to rush off," she said before she could stop herself.

Julian paused, his shirt half-buttoned, and glanced between them. "You sure about that?"

Chris's arm tightened slightly around Megan's shoulders, but his voice remained steady. "Stay for a drink at least. After what we just shared, seems weird to just... bolt."

Julian considered this for a moment before nodding, his shoulders relaxing slightly. "A drink sounds good."

They dressed in a comfortable silence, the awkwardness Megan had feared conspicuously absent. Instead, there was a strange sense of camaraderie between them all—a shared secret that bound them together in ways she hadn't anticipated.

In the kitchen, Chris poured three glasses of whiskey, the amber liquid catching the light as he handed them around. Julian leaned against the counter, his presence filling the space in a way that should have felt intrusive but somehow didn't.

"So," Julian said after taking a sip, his eyes meeting Megan's over the rim of his glass. "First time doing something like this?"

She nodded, the whiskey burning pleasantly down her throat. "Was it that obvious?"

He laughed, the sound warm and free of judgment. "Not at all. You seemed like a natural." His gaze shifted to Chris. "Both of you did."

Chris's hand found the small of Megan's back, his touch a silent affirmation. "It was definitely a first for us. But..." He hesitated, looking to Megan as if seeking permission to continue.

"But maybe not the last?" Julian finished, his eyebrow raised in question.

Megan felt her pulse quicken again, the implications of his words sending a thrill through her that she hadn't expected. She looked up at Chris, searching his face for his reaction.

"Maybe not," Chris agreed, his voice steady despite the intensity in his eyes. "If Megan wants to."

All attention turned to her, and Megan felt the weight of their gazes like a physical touch. The whiskey had warmed her from the inside, loosening her tongue and her inhibitions. "I think I'd like that," she admitted, the words sending a flush of heat to her cheeks. "Sometime."

Julian's smile was slow and knowing, his eyes darkening with renewed interest. "Well then," he said, raising his glass in a toast. "To new experiences."

They clinked glasses, the sound ringing clear in the quiet kitchen. As Megan sipped her whiskey, she felt something shifting inside her—a door opening to possibilities she'd never considered before tonight. She leaned into Chris's side, grateful for his steady presence, for his understanding of needs she hadn't even recognized in herself.

Whatever came next, they would face it together. And for now, that was enough.
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