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The soft hum of the refrigerator filled the kitchen as Lily leaned against the counter, her fingers absentmindedly tracing the rim of her wine glass. Adam watched her from across the room, his heart thrumming harder than usual. He’d been rehearsing this moment in his head for weeks, turning it over and over like a stone in his pocket. Now, standing there with her, he felt the weight of it pressing against his chest.

“Lily,” he started, his voice steady but tinged with a nervous edge. She glanced up, her hazel eyes catching the soft light from the overhead lamp. Fuck, she was beautiful. Her lips curled into a warm smile, and he felt that familiar pull in his gut, the one that always drew him closer to her.

“What’s up, babe?” she asked, her tone casual, unaware of the storm brewing inside him.

Adam exhaled slowly, running a hand through his hair. “I’ve been thinking about something... something I want to share with you.” His words were measured, but he couldn’t hide the slight tremble in them. Lily tilted her head, her expression shifting from curiosity to mild concern.

“Okay... you’re kinda freaking me out. What is it?” she said, setting her glass down and crossing her arms over her chest.

He took a step closer, his hands fidgeting at his sides. “It’s... it’s a fantasy I have. About you.” He paused, watching her face for any sign of reaction. Her brows furrowed slightly, but she didn’t say anything, so he pressed on. “I’ve had this thought... of seeing you with someone else. Another man.”

Lily’s eyes widened, and for a moment, she just stared at him, stunned. “Wait... what?” she finally managed, her voice rising an octave. “Are you serious?”

Adam nodded, his throat tightening. “Yeah. I’ve thought about it a lot. The idea of watching you with someone else... it turns me on like crazy.” He swallowed hard, trying to gauge her reaction. Her lips parted slightly, but no words came out. He could see the gears turning in her mind, processing what he’d just said.

“Adam...” she began, her voice softer now, almost tentative. “Is this... are you okay? I mean, is there something missing between us?”

“No,” he said quickly, reaching out to take her hand. His touch was firm, grounding. “God, no. You’re everything to me. This isn’t about us not being enough—it’s... it’s just a fantasy. Something I’ve been curious about.”

Lily’s gaze dropped to their joined hands, her fingers tightening around his. “But... I don’t know. What if it changes things? What if we can’t go back after that?”

Adam squeezed her hand gently. “I wouldn’t ask if I wasn’t sure I could handle it. And I’d never push you into something you’re not comfortable with. It’s just... I wanted you to know how I feel.”

She looked up at him again, her eyes searching his face. There was a flicker of something in her expression—hesitation, yes, but also a spark of curiosity. “You really want to see me with another guy?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Yeah,” Adam admitted, his own voice low and rough. “The thought of you being touched by someone else, knowing you’re enjoying it... it drives me fucking wild.”

Lily bit her lip, her cheeks flushing a deep pink. She pulled her hand away and turned back to the counter, gripping the edge as if it might steady her. “I... I don’t know what to say,” she murmured.

Adam stepped closer again, his chest nearly brushing against her back. He could feel the warmth radiating off her skin, smell the faint scent of her perfume mixed with the wine on her breath. “You don’t have to say anything right now,” he said softly, his lips brushing against her ear. “Just think about it.”

She shivered under his breath, and he saw the way her pulse fluttered at the base of her throat. Her breathing was uneven now, shallow and quick. She didn’t pull away, though. Instead, she leaned back slightly, letting herself press against him.

“I don’t know if I could do it,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “But... I can’t say I’m not curious.”

Adam’s heart leapt in his chest, and he couldn’t stop the grin that spread across his face. “That’s all I’m asking,” he said, his hands sliding around her waist. “Just... think about it.”

Lily turned in his arms, her eyes meeting his. There was a new intensity in her gaze, a mix of uncertainty and something darker, more electric. She reached up, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw. “You’re crazy, you know that?”

“Crazy for you,” he replied, his voice thick with desire.

She studied him for a long moment before finally nodding, a small smile playing on her lips. “Okay,” she said softly. “I’ll think about it.”
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The days that followed were a whirlwind of tension and quiet anticipation. Lily’s mind churned with thoughts she’d never dared to entertain before, her curiosity simmering just beneath the surface. She found herself staring at Adam more often, wondering what it would feel like to explore this fantasy together. The idea still unsettled her, but it also stirred something deep within—something she couldn’t ignore.

One evening, as they sat on the couch, Adam’s fingertips traced idle patterns on her thigh. The silence between them was heavy, charged with the unspoken topic hanging in the air. Lily finally broke it, her voice soft but steady. “Adam... can we talk about it again?”

His hand stilled, and he turned to her, his dark eyes searching hers. “Of course,” he said, his tone gentle but laced with a quiet eagerness. “What’s on your mind?”

She hesitated, her fingers twisting nervously in her lap. “I’ve been thinking... about what you said. About your fantasy.” Her voice wavered slightly, but she pressed on. “I’m nervous, Adam. I don’t know if I can do something like that.”

He reached for her hand, his touch warm and reassuring. “Lily, this isn’t about pushing you into anything. It’s about trust. About sharing something that could bring us closer. If it doesn’t feel right, we don’t have to do it. But if you’re curious... if you want to explore this, I’m here with you every step of the way.”

Her hazel eyes flicked up to his, searching for any hint of doubt or ulterior motive. All she saw was sincerity, and it calmed the storm inside her a little. “What if... what if I’m not enough? What if I do it and you don’t see me the same way anymore?”

Adam leaned in, his forehead resting against hers. “Lily, nothing could ever change the way I see you. You’re everything to me. This isn’t about replacing me or diminishing what we have. It’s about us. About exploring something new together.”

She swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. “And you really think this could... bring us closer?”

“I do,” he said firmly. “But only if it’s something you want.”

Lily let out a shaky breath, her mind racing. She thought about the boundaries she’d need, the control she’d demand if they went through with it. She thought about the man she’d choose—someone striking, someone who embodied her own secret fantasies. And then, almost without realizing it, the words slipped out. “Okay.”

Adam’s eyes widened, his breath catching. “Okay?”

She nodded, her cheeks flushing with a mix of embarrassment and excitement. “But on my terms. I choose who it is, and we do it exactly how I say. And... I want—” She paused, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I want a black man.”

Adam’s lips curved into a slow, approving smile. “Done.”

***
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The bar was dimly lit, the air thick with the hum of conversation and the faint beat of music. Lily sat beside Adam, her body thrumming with anticipation. She wore a tight red dress that clung to her curves, her hazel eyes scanning the room with a mixture of nerves and determination. Adam’s hand rested on her knee, a steadying presence as they waited.

And then she saw him.

He was tall, his muscular frame outlined by a fitted white t-shirt that hugged his broad shoulders and tapered waist. His skin was a deep, rich brown, and his chiseled features were striking under the soft glow of the bar lights. He exuded confidence, his laughter infectious as he chatted with friends at the counter.

Lily’s breath faltered, her pulse quickening as she turned to Adam. “Him,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Adam followed her gaze, his eyes narrowing slightly as he took in the man she’d chosen. A slow smirk spread across his face. “Good choice,” he murmured, his hand squeezing her knee. “Let’s go meet him.”

They approached him together, and Lily felt a thrill of excitement as the man turned to face them. His dark eyes lingered on her for a moment, flickering with interest before shifting to Adam.

“Hey there,” Adam said smoothly, extending a hand. “I’m Adam, and this is my wife, Lily.”

The man shook Adam’s hand, his grip firm. “Andre,” he replied, his voice deep and velvety.

Lily felt a shiver run through her as Andre’s gaze returned to her, his lips curving into a slow, appreciative smile. “Pleasure to meet you both,” he said, his eyes never leaving hers.

Adam stepped closer, his voice low and confident. “We were wondering if you’d like to join us for a drink at our place.”

Andre raised an eyebrow, his expression intrigued but cautious. “That’s... an interesting invitation,” he said, his eyes flicking between them.

Lily swallowed hard, her heart pounding as she forced herself to speak. “We’re exploring something new,” she said softly, her voice trembling with nervous excitement. “And we’d like you to be part of it.”

Andre studied her for a long moment, his dark eyes lingering on hers with an intensity that made Lily’s skin prickle. She could feel the weight of his gaze, as if he were peeling back layers to see the raw vulnerability beneath her composed exterior. His lips curved into a slow, knowing smile, and he nodded, the motion deliberate and unhurried. "Alright," he said, his voice a deep, smooth rumble that sent a shiver down her spine.

Lily glanced at Adam, searching for any hint of hesitation, but all she found was quiet encouragement. His hand gave her knee a reassuring squeeze, and she drew in a steadying breath. This was happening. Really happening. Her heart pounded in her chest, but beneath the nerves was a flicker of something else—anticipation, curiosity, even a thrill she hadn’t anticipated.

Andre stepped closer, his towering frame casting a shadow over her. "You sure about this?" he asked, his tone calm but probing. His eyes bore into hers, searching for any sign of doubt. "This isn’t exactly an everyday kind of invitation."

Lily swallowed, her voice barely above a whisper but steady all the same. "I’m sure," she said, glancing at Adam again. "We’re both sure."

Adam nodded, his expression a mix of pride and excitement. "It’s something we’ve talked about," he added, his voice low but confident. "We’re ready to take this step—together."

Andre’s smile widened, and he let out a soft chuckle, the sound rich and warm. "Well, I’ll admit, I wasn’t expecting this tonight," he said, his tone light but still laced with curiosity. "But you two are... intriguing. Let’s see where this goes."

Lily’s pulse quickened as Adam stood, his hand resting lightly on the small of her back as they led the way out of the bar. Andre followed a step behind, his presence commanding yet unobtrusive. The air between them crackled with unspoken tension, and Lily couldn’t help but glance back at him once more. His dark eyes caught hers, and the intensity in them made her stomach flip.

"Lead the way," he said again, his voice low and smooth, and Lily felt a surge of heat rush through her as she stepped into the night.

***
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The soft hum of the record player filled the living room, its mellow jazz notes blending with the clink of ice against glass as Adam poured three drinks. Lily sat on the edge of the couch, her legs crossed, fingers nervously tracing the rim of her glass. Andre leaned back in the armchair, his broad frame relaxed but his eyes sharp, flickering between her and Adam with an intensity that made her skin prickle.

Adam handed a drink to Andre, their fingers brushing briefly before he settled on the couch beside Lily. The air felt thick, charged with something unspoken, and Lily took a sip of her whiskey, the burn down her throat grounding her.

"So," Andre began, his voice smooth and unhurried, "you two have something specific in mind, or are we just...winging it?"

Adam chuckled, though there was a nervous edge to it. He glanced at Lily, his hand finding her knee, giving it a reassuring squeeze. "We’ve talked about this," he started, his voice steady but laced with anticipation. "I’ve got this fantasy—we have this fantasy—of seeing Lily with someone else. Someone who can...well, appreciate her the way she deserves."

Lily’s cheeks flushed, her heart beating faster as Andre’s gaze locked onto hers. His smile was slow, almost predatory, but not in a way that felt threatening. It was hungry, and it sent a shiver down her spine.

"You want to watch," Andre stated plainly, his tone matter-of-fact but laced with a subtle challenge.

Adam nodded, his grip on Lily’s knee tightening slightly. "Yeah. I want to see her...being taken care of. Maybe even join in later, if it feels right."

Andre’s eyes darkened, and he leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. His stare never left Lily’s. "And what about you, Lily? What do you want?"

Her breath faltered for a moment, her mind racing. She could feel Adam’s warmth beside her, could see the way Andre’s muscles shifted under his shirt as he moved. The room suddenly felt too small, too hot.

"I..." she started, her voice barely above a whisper. "I want to feel...desired. I want to feel like I’m the only person in the room. Like I’m...everything."

Andre’s smile widened, and he stood, his movements deliberate but unhurried. He walked around the coffee table until he was standing in front of her, his presence overwhelming. He reached down, his fingers brushing her chin as he tilted her face up to meet his gaze.

"You are everything," he murmured, his voice low and rough. "From the moment I saw you at that bar, I couldn’t take my eyes off you."

Lily’s lips parted, a soft gasp escaping as Andre’s thumb traced her bottom lip. She could feel Adam’s eyes on them both, could sense the tension radiating off him, but all she could focus on was the man in front of her.

Andre knelt down, his face level with hers now. "Tell me what you want," he said again, his tone gentle but insistent.

"I..." She swallowed, her voice trembling. "I want you."

He didn’t hesitate. His lips crashed into hers, firm and demanding, and Lily moaned into the kiss, her hands gripping the edge of the couch for balance. Andre’s tongue slid against hers, teasing and exploring, and she melted into him, her body responding instantly.

Adam watched from the couch, his breath coming faster as he took in the scene. Lily’s hands moved to Andre’s shoulders, her fingers digging into the fabric of his shirt as the kiss deepened. Her legs uncrossed almost unconsciously, and Andre moved between them effortlessly, his hands sliding up her thighs.

"You’re fucking stunning," Andre growled against her lips, his hands squeezing her hips possessively. "I’ve been thinking about this since the second I saw you."

Lily whimpered, her body arching toward him as his lips left hers to trail down her neck. His teeth nipped at her skin gently, and she cried out softly, her hands tangling in his short hair.

"Fuck," Adam muttered under his breath, his hand moving to adjust himself through his pants. He couldn’t take his eyes off them, off the way Andre’s hands were already working to pull Lily’s dress up over her hips.

Andre’s lips found her ear, his breath hot as he whispered, "You want me to make you feel good?"

"Yes," Lily gasped, her voice shaky but urgent. "Please."

Andre didn’t need to be told twice. His hands moved to the hem of her dress, pulling it up and over her head in one swift motion. She was left in nothing but a delicate lace bra and matching panties, her skin flushed and glowing in the soft lamplight.

"Fuck," Andre breathed, his eyes raking over her body. "You’re perfect."

His hands were on her again almost instantly, cupping her breasts through the lace of her bra as he kissed her deeply. Lily moaned into his mouth, her hands fumbling with the buttons of his shirt. She needed to feel his skin against hers.

Adam watched from the couch, his heart pounding in his chest as Lily pulled Andre’s shirt open, revealing the sculpted muscles of his chest. Andre shrugged out of the shirt quickly, tossing it aside before leaning in to kiss her again, his hands roaming freely over her body.

One of his hands slid down to her thigh, squeezing gently before slipping between her legs. Lily gasped as his fingers brushed against her soaked panties, her hips lifting instinctively toward his touch.

"You’re so wet," Andre murmured against her lips, his fingers teasing the edge of her panties. "Is this all for me?"

"Yes," Lily moaned, her hands gripping his shoulders as he pushed the fabric aside and slid a finger inside her. Her back arched off the couch, a cry escaping her lips as he began to move, his pace slow and deliberate.

Adam’s hand fisted in the fabric of the couch cushion as he watched Andre’s fingers work Lily open, her hips rocking in time with his movements. He could hear every soft moan and whimper that fell from her lips, and it was driving him wild.

"You like that?" Andre asked softly, his voice thick with desire.

"Yes," Lily gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders. "Don’t stop."

Andre chuckled darkly, adding a second finger and curling them inside her just right. Lily cried out, her body trembling as pleasure shot through her. His thumb pressed against her clit, rubbing in tight circles, and she bit her lip hard to stifle another moan.

"Fuck," Adam muttered again, unable to tear his eyes away. He could see how thoroughly Andre was dominating Lily, how completely he owned every inch of her body in that moment. It was everything he’d fantasized about and more.

Andre’s lips found hers again as he continued to fuck her with his fingers, his rhythm steady and unrelenting. Lily was writhing beneath him now, her breath coming in short gasps as she neared the edge.

"That’s it," Andre murmured against her lips. "Let go for me."

She did. Her orgasm crashed over her suddenly and violently, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure ripped through her. Lily’s back arched off the couch, her hips lifting desperately toward Andre’s hand as he continued to pump his fingers inside her. Her breath hitched, then stuttered, a low moan escaping her lips as she felt herself unraveling completely. She was vaguely aware of Adam’s heavy breathing from the couch, of the way his eyes were locked on her, but all she could focus on was the man in front of her, his touch consuming every inch of her being.

Andre didn’t let up, his fingers curling just so, hitting that spot inside her that made everything hazy and electric. His thumb kept working her clit in tight, relentless circles, and Lily’s body tensed, every muscle coiled as another wave of pleasure surged through her. She cried out, her voice breaking as the intensity built again, her nails clawing at Andre’s shoulders for purchase. “Please,” she gasped, though she wasn’t sure if she was begging for him to stop or never stop.

He didn’t stop. Instead, he leaned in, his lips brushing her ear as he whispered, “Come again for me.” His voice was deep and commanding, and it sent a new jolt of arousal straight to her core. Her body obeyed instantly, trembling as another orgasm tore through her, this one even more powerful than the last. Her vision blurred, her mind going blank as pure ecstasy consumed her. She felt like she was floating, weightless, yet anchored by the relentless grip of his hand between her legs.

Lily’s head fell back against the couch, her chest heaving as the final waves of her climax ebbed away. She was boneless, utterly spent, but Andre wasn’t done with her yet. He withdrew his fingers slowly, and she whimpered at the loss, her body still buzzing with the aftershocks. He brought his hand to his mouth, sucking her arousal from his fingers with a low groan that made her stomach clench. “You taste incredible,” he murmured, his dark eyes locking onto hers.

Adam couldn’t look away, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he watched Lily collapse against the cushions, her body still trembling. He felt a surge of pride—and something darker, more possessive—as he saw how thoroughly Andre had unraveled her. It was everything he’d imagined and more, and he wanted to see it again. “You’re so beautiful like this,” he said softly, his voice rough with desire.

Lily turned her head to look at him, her cheeks flushed and her eyes hooded with pleasure. She gave him a small, almost shy smile, her hand reaching out toward him. “Adam,” she whispered, her voice trembling but warm, filled with something unspoken. He moved closer, his hand finding hers, their fingers intertwining as Andre watched them both, a satisfied smirk spreading across his face.

Andre’s hands gripped Lily’s hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he pulled her up from the couch. She stumbled slightly, her legs still weak from the orgasms that had just wrecked her, but he steadied her, his touch firm and unyielding. “Bend over,” he commanded, his voice low and thick with desire. Lily obeyed without hesitation, her body arching over the armrest of the couch, her ass offered to him like a gift.

Behind her, Andre unbuckled his pants, the sound of his zipper lowering sending a shiver through her. Adam watched from his seat, his eyes dark and hungry, his hand gripping the armrest of his chair as if to keep himself anchored. He couldn’t look away as Andre’s cock sprang free, thick and heavy, the deep, rich brown of his skin glistening in the dim light. It was a weapon of pure pleasure, long and thick, the veins running along its length promising nothing but ecstasy. The tip was already slick with precum, a bead of moisture glinting as it caught the light.

“Fuck,” Adam muttered under his breath, his own arousal growing as he took in the sight. There was something primal about seeing Lily like this—submissive, vulnerable, and yet so powerful in her surrender. Andre’s cock looked massive in comparison to her petite frame, and the thought of him pushing inside her made Adam’s stomach tighten with anticipation.

Andre didn’t waste time. He grabbed himself, guiding the tip of his cock to Lily’s entrance. She gasped as the heat of him pressed against her, her pussy still wet and throbbing from his earlier ministrations. “You ready for this?” he asked, his voice rough but laced with a teasing edge. Lily nodded, her breath coming in shallow pants, her body trembling with anticipation.

With one smooth thrust, he pushed inside her, the thick head of his cock stretching her open. Lily moaned, a deep, guttural sound that echoed through the room as her body adjusted to his size. Her pussy clenched reflexively around him, pulling him deeper as if desperate to feel every inch. “Oh my God,” she gasped, her voice trembling with a mix of pleasure and surprise. Her fingers clawed at the armrest for support, her knuckles whitening as she braced herself against the overwhelming sensation.

Andre groaned, his hands tightening on her hips as he felt her warmth envelop him. “Shit, you’re so fucking tight,” he muttered, his voice strained with effort as he pushed deeper. He could feel her walls gripping him like a velvet vice, each movement sending a jolt of electricity through his body. His cock twitched inside her, pulsing with need as he struggled to maintain control. “You’re taking me so well,” he growled, his breath hot against her ear. His voice was low and rough, dripping with desire, and it sent a shiver down Lily’s spine.

He pulled back slowly, savoring the way her pussy clung to him, reluctant to let him go. Then, with a sharp snap of his hips, he thrust into her again, deeper this time, eliciting another loud moan from Lily. Her body arched instinctively, her ass pressing back against him as if begging for more. The slap of skin against skin filled the room, a rhythmic counterpoint to their ragged breathing. Andre’s hands moved from her hips to her waist, gripping her tightly as he set a steady pace, each thrust driving him deeper into her slick warmth.

“Fuck, you feel incredible,” Andre breathed, his voice thick with lust. His movements were deliberate, each stroke designed to push her closer to the edge. He could feel her trembling beneath him, her body responding to every movement with eager desperation. Her pussy was like a furnace, hot and wet, gripping him so tightly it was almost painful in the best way. He leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back as he whispered in her ear, “You like that? You like how I fill you up?”

Lily’s response was a broken whimper, her words lost in the haze of pleasure that consumed her. She could feel every inch of him inside her, stretching her in ways she’d never imagined possible. Her toes curled against the carpet, her entire body tensing as he hit a spot deep inside her that made stars explode behind her eyelids. “Yes,” she finally managed to gasp, her voice shaky but fervent. Her hands gripped the armrest tighter, her nails digging into the fabric as she tried to ground herself amidst the storm of sensations.

Andre’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more urgent as he felt her tighten around him. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, each one driving him closer to the edge. He could feel his own release building, a coil of heat tightening in his gut with every stroke. But he wasn’t done with her yet—not when she was so close to breaking. With a growl, he gripped her hips harder and fucked her with renewed intensity, determined to make her come undone before he did. The room was filled with the sounds of their passion, a symphony of flesh and desire that left no doubt about the raw power of their connection.

Adam watched, transfixed, as Andre’s cock disappeared inside Lily, inch by relentless inch. He could see the way her body stretched to accommodate him, the way her pussy clung to him as if trying to draw him deeper. It was a sight that would be burned into his memory forever—Lily’s back arched, her ass pressed against Andre’s hips, her hands gripping the armrest for support as she took every bit of him.

Andre started to move faster, his hips pulling back before slamming into her again, hard and rough. The sound of skin meeting skin filled the room, mingling with their moans and gasps. Lily’s cries grew louder with every thrust, her body shuddering as he filled her completely. His cock was a relentless force, stretching her in ways she’d never experienced before. Every stroke seemed to hit something deep inside her, a spot that made her toes curl and her vision blur.

“Fuck, you feel incredible,” Andre growled, his hands gripping her hips tighter as he drove into her. His pace was punishing, each thrust making her body jolt forward, her breasts brushing against the armrest. Her pussy clenched around him, squeezing him so tightly that he groaned, his thrusts stuttering for a moment before he regained control.

Adam’s eyes were glued to the scene in front of him, his cock aching in his pants as he watched Andre fuck Lily with a raw intensity that made his chest tighten. He could see the way her body responded to every movement, the way her pussy gripped Andre’s cock as if trying to keep him inside her. It was everything he’d fantasized about and more—Lily lost in pleasure, her body taken by another man while he watched.

“You’re so fucking sexy like this,” Adam said, his voice rough with lust. He reached down to adjust himself through his pants, unable to resist the urge to touch himself as he watched. “Look at you, taking him so well.”

Lily turned her head to look at him, her eyes wide and pleading, her lips parted in a silent cry. “Adam,” she whimpered, her voice trembling. She reached out for him, her fingers brushing the air as if trying to bridge the distance between them.

Andre grabbed a handful of her hair, pulling her head back gently but firmly. “Eyes on me,” he said, his voice commanding. “You’re mine right now.”

Lily moaned, her body arching even more as she obeyed, her gaze locking onto Andre’s intense stare. He fucked her harder, his hips slamming into hers with a force that made her cry out. The room was alive with the sounds of their passion—the slap of skin, the creak of the couch, their voices mingling in a symphony of desire.

Andre’s cock pistoned in and out of her, each thrust deeper and more brutal than the last. Lily’s pussy was on fire, every nerve ending alight with pleasure as he hit that sweet spot inside her again and again. She could feel herself climbing toward another orgasm, the pressure building in her core until it was almost unbearable.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her voice breaking as she struggled to hold on. “Please—”

Andre didn’t slow down. If anything, he fucked her harder, his cock driving into her with a ferocity that made her scream. “Come for me,” he demanded, his voice rough and urgent. “Let me feel you come all over my cock.”

Lily’s body shattered, the orgasm crashing over her with such force that she nearly lost consciousness. Her pussy clenched around him, milking his cock as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through her. She screamed his name, her voice raw and broken, her body trembling uncontrollably as he continued to fuck her through it.

Andre groaned, his thrusts growing erratic as he felt her walls tighten around him. He wasn’t going to last much longer—not with the way she was squeezing him, not with the way she looked bouncing on his cock while Adam watched. “Fuck,” he muttered, his hips stuttering as he buried himself deep inside her one last time. His release hit him hard, his cock throbbing as he emptied himself into her.

Lily felt the warmth of his cum filling her, the sensation only intensifying her orgasm as she rode it out. Her body convulsed around him as she came again, her cries echoing through the room as pleasure consumed her.

Adam’s hand stilled on his cock as he watched them both come undone, his chest heaving with the effort of holding himself back. He wanted to join in—wanted to feel what Andre was feeling—but for now, this was enough. Watching Lily like this, watching Andre take her with such raw power, was more than enough.

Andre stayed inside her for a moment longer before slowly pulling out, his cock glistening with their combined arousal. He leaned down, pressing a kiss to the nape of Lily’s neck as she collapsed against the couch, utterly spent.

“You did so good,” he murmured, his voice soft now, almost tender.

Lily’s breath was still ragged as she turned to look at him, her eyes glazed with satisfaction. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Adam stood up, his legs shaky with the weight of what he’d just witnessed. He moved slowly, almost reverently, toward Lily and Andre, his gaze locked on his wife. She was still bent over the armrest, her body trembling from the intensity of her orgasm, her skin glistening with a thin sheen of sweat. Andre had stepped back slightly, giving them space, though his presence was still palpable—dominant, possessive.

Kneeling beside her, Adam caressed her back with a gentleness that contrasted sharply with the raw power of the scene they’d just shared. His fingers traced the curve of her spine, his touch soft and reassuring. “Lily,” he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. He tilted her face toward him, his thumb brushing a strand of damp hair from her cheek.

Her eyes met his, filled with a mix of exhaustion and something deeper—gratitude, vulnerability, love. Without hesitation, Adam leaned in and kissed her, his lips tender but insistent. The kiss was slow, deliberate, a silent affirmation of everything they were to each other. Lily melted into it, her hands reaching up to cup his face as she kissed him back with equal tenderness.

When they finally pulled apart, Adam rested his forehead against hers, their breaths mingling. “You’re amazing,” he murmured, his voice barely above a whisper. “I love you.”

Lily smiled weakly, her fingers trailing down to rest on his chest. “I love you too,” she replied, her voice soft but steady.

Andre watched them quietly, a faint smirk playing on his lips. He respected this moment between them, the bond that was so clearly unbreakable. But he also knew his place in this dynamic—he was the catalyst, the force that had pushed them both to new heights of passion. And he wasn’t done yet.

Adam’s hands trembled slightly as he moved behind Lily, his fingertips brushing the curve of her spine. Her skin was slick with a thin sheen of sweat, and the scent of her arousal hung heavy in the air. He traced the dip of her lower back, his breath catching as he watched Andre step back, his thick, hard cock glistening with the evidence of Lily’s pleasure.

“Adam,” Lily whispered, her voice shaky but tinged with need. “What are you doing?”

He didn’t answer immediately. Instead, he let his fingers drift lower, sliding between her thighs, feeling the heat and wetness that beckoned him. His heart pounded as he pressed two fingers against her entrance, teasing her gently before sinking them deep inside her. Lily gasped, her legs trembling as she arched her back, her hips pushing back against his hand.

“Fuck, Adam,” she moaned, her voice breaking as he began to move his fingers in slow, deliberate strokes. His other hand gripped her hip, steadying her as he worked her with practiced skill, his own cock straining against his pants.

Andre stood a few feet away, his eyes dark with hunger as he watched them. “She’s so fucking tight,” he said, his voice rough. “Look at her—she’s already soaked.”

Adam glanced up at Andre, a flicker of something primal passing between them. “She’s incredible,” he agreed, his voice low. “But I think she can take more.”

Lily whimpered, her nails digging into the couch as Adam added a third finger, stretching her wider. Her breathing came in sharp, shallow gasps, and she shivered with every thrust of his hand. “Adam... please,” she begged, her voice barely audible.

Andre stepped closer, his hand wrapping around his cock, stroking himself slowly as he watched. “You want more, baby?” he asked, his tone teasing but laced with desire. “You want both of us?”

Lily’s eyes fluttered shut, and she nodded frantically. “Yes,” she whispered. “Please... I need it.”

Adam’s lips curled into a smile as he withdrew his fingers, leaving her empty and aching. He quickly unzipped his pants, freeing his hard cock, and positioned himself behind her. Andre moved to the front, his hands gripping her shoulders as he guided her down onto the couch, her face inches from his throbbing length.

“Open wide for me,” Andre commanded, his voice firm but gentle.

Lily obeyed without hesitation, her lips parting as he pushed the head of his cock past her lips. She moaned around him, the vibrations making him groan as he sank deeper into her mouth. At the same time, Adam lined himself up with her entrance, his tip pressing against her slick folds.

“Ready?” Adam whispered, his voice strained with need.

Lily nodded as best she could with Andre’s cock filling her mouth, and Adam pushed inside her in one smooth motion. She cried out around Andre’s length, her body tensing as Adam stretched her to the limit. He paused for a moment, letting her adjust to the sensation, before he began to move.

The rhythm was slow at first, each thrust measured and deliberate. Adam’s hands gripped her hips tightly as he fucked her, his gaze locked on where their bodies joined. Lily’s moans grew louder, muffled by Andre’s cock as he thrust into her mouth, his fingers tangling in her hair.

“Fuck, you’re taking us so well,” Andre growled, his hips snapping forward, driving himself deeper into her throat. “Such a good girl.”

Adam’s pace quickened, his cock slamming into her with increasing intensity. The sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the room, mingling with Lily’s desperate moans and the rough groans of the men. Her body trembled with pleasure, caught between the two of them, each thrust sending waves of ecstasy through her.

“You like that?” Adam asked, his voice rough with desire. “You like being filled by both of us?”

Lily whimpered in response, her nails scraping against the couch as she clung to it for support. Her body was on fire, every nerve alight with sensation. She could feel Adam’s cock driving into her from behind, hitting that perfect spot inside her that made her vision blur. At the same time, Andre’s cock pushed deeper into her mouth, his pre-cum coating her tongue as he fucked her face.

Andre pulled back slightly, giving her a moment to breathe. “Look at me,” he demanded, his voice firm.

Lily’s eyes met his, and he smirked as he slid his cock back into her mouth. “You’re gonna come for us, aren’t you?” he said, his tone daring her to deny it.

She couldn’t respond, but her body did. The tension coiled inside her snapped suddenly, and she came with a cry that was swallowed by Andre’s length. Her pussy clenched around Adam’s cock, milking him as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

“That’s it,” Adam groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic as he felt her climax around him. “Fuck, Lily... you’re amazing.”

Andre watched her closely, his own release building as he fucked her mouth. “Swallow it all,” he grunted, his hips jerking as he came down her throat.

Lily moaned softly as she felt him pulse in her mouth, the warm liquid filling her as she swallowed obediently. At the same time, Adam gave one final thrust, burying himself deep inside her as he came with a low growl.

For a moment, the room was silent except for the sound of their heavy breathing. Then Adam slowly pulled out of Lily, his cock slick with her juices. He stepped back, watching as Andre withdrew from her mouth, leaving her panting and spent.

“You were incredible,” Adam said softly, his hand brushing a strand of hair from Lily’s face.

Andre nodded in agreement, his hand resting on her shoulder. “She’s a natural,” he said with a grin.

Lily looked up at both of them, her hazel eyes still clouded with pleasure. “So... what now?” she asked, her voice hoarse.

Andre smirked as he grabbed his shirt from the floor, his muscles rippling as he slid it back on. “You two are... something else,” he said, his voice low and teasing. He leaned down to kiss Lily’s forehead, leaving her with a lingering warmth. “Call me if you ever want to do that again.”

Lily’s breath caught in her throat as she watched him walk toward the door, his confidence radiating. Adam’s hand found hers, squeezing gently as they listened to the door click shut behind him. The air in the room felt different now—charged, heavy, almost alive.

“So...” Adam began, his voice breaking through the silence like a match striking flint. “How are you feeling?”

Lily turned to him, her hazel eyes searching his face. God, he looked so... turned on. His hair was still messy from the intensity of what they’d just done, his jaw clenched as if he was holding himself back. “I don’t even know,” she admitted, her voice trembling slightly. “It was so much... but also amazing. I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Adam’s lips curled into a slow smile, his fingers trailing up her arm. “You were incredible, Lily. Watching you like that... fuck, I’ve never been so turned on in my life.” His voice dropped lower, rougher. “And seeing you take him like that... it was everything I’ve ever dreamed of.”

Lily shivered as his fingertips grazed her collarbone, her skin still sensitive from the earlier onslaught of pleasure. “It felt... wild,” she whispered, her eyes locking onto his. “But also... I kept thinking about you. Watching me. That’s what made it so fucking hot.”

Adam’s breath faltered for a moment, his hand stilling on her skin. “Yeah?”

She nodded, her cheeks flushing as she confessed, “I didn’t know how much I’d like it... knowing you were there. It was like... I wanted to put on a show for you.”

A low groan escaped Adam’s lips, his grip tightening on her. “You did more than that, Lily. You fucking owned it. And now...” He paused, his eyes darkening with desire. “Now I can’t stop thinking about having you all to myself.”

“Oh God,” Lily breathed, her body responding instantly to the hunger in his tone. “Adam...”

He didn’t wait for her to finish. His mouth crashed down on hers, stealing the words and replacing them with a kiss that was desperate and consuming. His tongue slid against hers, claiming her, reminding her who she belonged to. Lily moaned into the kiss, her hands tangling in his hair as she pulled him closer.

Adam’s hands roamed her body, sliding down her sides to grip her hips. He lifted her effortlessly, carrying her to the couch where their adventure with Andre had begun only moments ago. He laid her down gently, his eyes never leaving hers as he hovered above her.

“You’re mine, Lily,” he growled, his voice thick with possessiveness. “And I’m going to make sure you never forget it.”

Her heart hammered in her chest as she felt his hands tugging at her thighs, spreading her open for him. Her body was still slick from earlier, her core pulsing with need as he positioned himself between her legs.

“Adam,” she gasped, arching her back as he pressed the tip of his cock against her entrance. “Please...”

He didn’t make her beg. With one sharp thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely. Lily cried out, her nails digging into his shoulders as he began to move, each stroke deep and deliberate. His hips snapped against hers, the sound of skin slapping skin echoing through the room.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” Adam groaned, his breath hot against her ear. “I’ve always loved being inside you... but right now... it’s fucking unreal.”

Lily couldn’t speak; her thoughts were consumed by the sheer intensity of what she was feeling. Her body clung to him, tightening around his cock with every thrust as if trying to pull him deeper. She could feel the heat building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter until she thought she might explode.

“That’s it,” Adam murmured, his hands gripping her hips as he drove into her harder. “Come for me, Lily. Let me feel you come all over my cock.”

The command in his voice sent her over the edge. Her body convulsed, waves of pleasure crashing over her as she screamed his name. Adam didn’t stop, his thrusts growing more frantic as he chased his own release.

“Lily,” he groaned, his voice breaking as he buried himself deep inside her one final time. His body shuddered, his cock pulsating as he came, filling her with his warmth.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies tangled together, both of them struggling to catch their breath. Finally, Adam collapsed beside her, pulling her into his arms and pressing a kiss to her forehead.

“Holy shit,” Lily whispered, her voice shaky but filled with awe. “That was...”

Adam chuckled softly, his fingers tracing lazy patterns on her skin. “Yeah. It was.”

The room was still heavy with the scent of sweat and sex, the air thick with the lingering electricity of what had just transpired. Lily lay curled against Adam, her body still humming with pleasure, her skin slick and warm. Adam’s hand rested on her hip, his touch possessive yet tender, as though reminding her that she was his, even after everything.

“So,” Lily murmured, her voice low and sultry, “was it everything you imagined?” She turned to look at him, her hazel eyes still clouded with arousal but now laced with curiosity.

Adam met her gaze, his own dark with desire and something deeper—something like awe. Fuck yes, it was, he thought, but instead of saying that, he traced a finger along the curve of her spine, letting the silence stretch between them like a taut wire. “It was... more,” he finally said, his voice rough. “Watching you, seeing you like that—fuck, Lily, it was everything.”

A slow, wicked smile spread across her lips. “Good,” she purred, shifting so she could straddle him, her body pressing against his with deliberate intent. “Because I think I might want to do it again.”

Adam’s cock twitched beneath her, already hardening at the thought. He reached up, tangling his fingers in her hair and tugging gently, forcing her to meet his gaze. “Do what again?” he asked, his voice low and dangerous. “Let me watch you get fucked by another man? Or this—“ He thrust his hips up, grinding against her, making her gasp. “—where I remind you who you belong to?”

Lily’s breath faltered, her body already responding to him, her nipples hardening as she leaned down to brush her lips against his. “Why not both?” she whispered, her voice dripping with temptation.

Adam growled, flipping her onto her back in one swift motion. His hands pinned hers above her head as he kissed her deeply, his tongue claiming hers with a ferocity that left her trembling. “You’re mine first,” he said against her lips, his voice a low rumble. “Always mine.”

She moaned, arching into him, her body craving his touch. “Yours,” she agreed breathlessly. “But Adam... after tonight, I can’t stop thinking about it. About him. About how it felt.”

Adam froze for a moment, his jaw tightening as he processed her words. Slowly, he released her wrists, his hands trailing down her body to grip her hips. “Tell me,” he commanded, his voice husky. “Tell me what you’re thinking.”

Lily hesitated for only a second before the words spilled out, driven by the heat pooling low in her belly. “I’ve never felt so... free,” she admitted, her voice trembling. “Having you there, watching me—knowing you were getting off on it—it made me feel powerful. Like I could do anything. And fuck, Adam, the way he touched me... the way he fucked me...” Her eyes fluttered shut as she remembered, her body betraying how much the memory still affected her.

Adam’s cock throbbed at her words, his own desire spiking at the raw honesty in her voice. He slid a hand between her legs, his fingers finding her already wet and ready for him. “You liked it that much?” he asked, his voice thick with need. “You liked knowing I was there, watching you take him?”

She whimpered as he stroked her, her hips lifting to meet his touch. “Yes,” she gasped. “It was so fucking hot. Knowing you were there—knowing you wanted it as much as I did—fuck, Adam...”

He didn’t wait for her to finish. Sliding two fingers inside her, he curled them just the way she liked, his thumb brushing against her clit with expert precision. Lily cried out, her body arching off the bed as pleasure surged through her. “Was this what he did to you?” Adam asked, his voice rough. “Did he make you come like this?”

“N-no,” she stammered, her words breaking on a moan. “He—he made me scream your name.”

Adam’s grip on her tightened, his other hand moving to cup her breast, his thumb teasing her nipple until it was hard and aching. “Say it again,” he demanded. “Say my name.”

“Adam!” she cried out as he increased the pressure on her clit, his fingers pumping in and out of her with a rhythm that left her breathless. “Oh God, Adam!”

He watched her fall apart beneath him, her body trembling as she came, her walls clamping down on his fingers. The sight of her—so lost in pleasure because of him—drove him wild. Pulling his fingers free, he positioned himself at her entrance, his cock throbbing with need.

“Look at me,” he ordered, his voice ragged. She opened her eyes, meeting his gaze as he thrust into her in one smooth motion, filling her completely. Lily gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders as he began to move, each stroke deep and deliberate.

“You’re mine,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her with a primal intensity that left no room for doubt. “Mine.”

“Yours,” she agreed, her voice barely a whisper as she wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper still. The pleasure was overwhelming, consuming them both as they moved together, their bodies perfectly in sync.

But as their rhythm built, Lily’s mind drifted back to that moment on the couch—the way Andre’s hands had felt on her skin, the way his voice had commanded her—and a sudden clarity washed over her. She wanted more. She wanted this—Adam’s love, his possession—but she also wanted the thrill of that forbidden energy.

“Adam,” she gasped, her nails raking down his back. “What if we... what if we do it again? Soon?”

He slowed for a moment, his eyes searching hers as he tried to gauge how serious she was. When he saw the determination in her gaze, he groaned, burying his face in the crook of her neck as he thrust into her harder, faster. “Fuck,” he muttered against her skin. “You’re going to be the death of me.”

She laughed breathlessly, the sound turning into a moan as he hit that perfect spot inside her. “Is that a yes?” she teased, though her words were broken by gasps as pleasure overtook her.

Adam didn’t answer with words. Instead, he slammed into her one final time, his cock pulsing as he came deep inside her, filling her with his warmth. Lily clung to him as she followed him over the edge, her body convulsing with pleasure.

When they finally collapsed together, their bodies slick and tangled, Lily turned to him with a sly smile. “So... does that mean you’re in?”

Adam chuckled darkly, pulling her closer. “You’re impossible to resist,” he said, his voice laced with amusement and desire. “But we’ll talk about it tomorrow.”

Tomorrow, Lily thought as she nestled against him...
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