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The sun was sinking low, painting the sky in streaks of amber and rose as Michael and Sarah lounged on the deck of their beach house. The salty breeze carried the sound of crashing waves, mingling with the faint clink of ice in their glasses. Sarah’s bare feet rested on Michael’s lap, her toes twitching occasionally as he traced lazy circles on her arch. She tilted her head back, letting the fading warmth of the day kiss her skin. This is perfect, she thought.

But Michael’s mind was elsewhere. He’d been thinking about it for weeks—months, really—and the words were clawing at the back of his throat, desperate to escape. His fingers stilled on her foot, and she glanced at him, sensing the shift in the air.

“What’s on your mind?” she asked, her voice soft but curious.

He hesitated, his gaze dropping to her toes before flicking back up to meet her eyes. “There’s... something I’ve been wanting to talk to you about,” he started, his voice slightly unsteady. “It’s... it’s kind of a fantasy I’ve had for a while.”

Sarah raised an eyebrow, sitting up a little straighter. “A fantasy? Like, a sexual fantasy?”

Michael nodded, his throat dry. “Yeah. It’s... it’s about you. And... someone else.”

Her eyes widened, and she pulled her feet off his lap, folding them beneath her. “Someone else? Like... another man?”

“Yes.” The word came out in a rush, like he’d been holding it back for too long. “I’ve been imagining what it would be like to see you with someone else. To watch you... be with another guy.”

Sarah blinked, her heart skipping a beat. “Wait, are you serious? You want to, what, share me?”

“Not share you,” he said quickly, reaching for her hand. “It’s not like that. It’s more about seeing you in that moment. Seeing how sexy you are, how confident. I think it would be... incredible.”

She stared at him, her mind racing. The idea was shocking, yes, but there was something else too—a flicker of something she couldn’t quite name. Curiosity? Excitement? She wasn’t sure.

“I don’t know, Michael,” she said slowly. “That’s... a lot. What if I’m not into it? What if it messes us up?”

“It won’t,” he said firmly, his grip on her hand tightening. “I love you. That wouldn’t change. This is just... something I think could be amazing for both of us. But only if you’re open to it.”

She chewed her lip, her thoughts swirling. The idea of being with another man while Michael watched—it was wild, taboo, and yet... there was a part of her that couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like. The power of it. The thrill.

“I’m not saying no,” she finally said, her voice softer now. “But I need to think about it. It’s not exactly something you bring up over dinner, you know?”

Michael nodded, relief washing over his face. “Of course. Take all the time you need. I just wanted to be honest with you.”

Sarah leaned back against the cushions, her mind already spinning with possibilities. The image of herself with another man—strong, confident, maybe even a little dominant—felt strange and forbidden, but also... enticing. She glanced at Michael, who was watching her carefully, and felt a heat stir low in her belly.

“So,” she said, her voice teasing now, “who would this mystery guy be? Anyone specific in mind?”

Michael smirked, clearly catching her playful tone. “I don’t know. Someone who can handle you. Someone who knows how to make you feel good.”

Sarah laughed softly, the tension between them easing slightly. “Big talk for a guy who just admitted he wants to watch.”

He grinned, pulling her closer until their lips were almost touching. “I’ll always be the one who makes you feel best,” he murmured, his breath warm against her skin. “This is just... something extra.”

Her lips curved into a smile as she leaned in, brushing hers against his in a slow, lingering kiss. The kind of kiss that made her forget everything else for a moment. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with something new—something daring.

“We’ll see,” she whispered, her voice husky. “But don’t think this means you’re off the hook tonight.”

Michael chuckled, his hands sliding up her thighs as he pulled her into his lap. “Oh, I wasn’t planning on it.”

***
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The warm sea breeze drifted through the open windows of the beach house, carrying with it the faint scent of salt and sand. Sarah sat cross-legged on the couch, her glass of wine cradled in her hands, her green eyes thoughtful as she stared out at the horizon. Michael had left the room for a moment, giving her space to think, but her mind kept circling back to their conversation from a few days ago.

When he finally returned, carrying a bottle of wine to refill her glass, she turned to him, her expression both curious and cautious. “Michael,” she began softly, her voice hesitant yet charged with something unspoken. “About what we talked about... I’ve been thinking.”

He paused, setting the bottle down on the coffee table before sitting beside her. His blue eyes met hers, intense but gentle. “And?” he asked, his voice low and steady.

She took a sip of her wine, her lips lingering on the rim of the glass before she spoke. “I don’t know if I can do it. I mean, it’s... it’s a lot. But I can’t stop thinking about it either.” Her cheeks flushed as she admitted it, her gaze dropping to her lap.

Michael reached out, his hand brushing over hers. “Sarah, you don’t have to do anything you’re not comfortable with. This is about us, about trust. It’s not just my fantasy—it’s something we explore together, on your terms.”

She looked up at him, her eyes searching his. “But what if... what if it changes things between us? What if I can’t handle it?”

His thumb traced circles on the back of her hand, slow and reassuring. “Nothing changes unless you want it to. And if it doesn’t feel right, we stop. This is about fun, about exploring something new. Not about pushing boundaries you’re not ready for.”

Sarah bit her lip, her mind racing. There was a part of her that felt like this was wrong, that it went against everything she’d been taught. But another part—a deeper, more hidden part—was curious. Excited, even. The idea of being desired by someone else, of feeling that thrill while Michael watched... it sent a shiver down her spine.

“What would it look like?” she asked finally, her voice barely above a whisper. “If we did it?”

Michael leaned back slightly, giving her space to breathe while still keeping his hand on hers. “However you want it to look,” he said firmly. “You’re in control. We can set ground rules—who, when, where. You decide how far it goes. If you want to stop at any point, we stop. No questions asked.”

Her heart pounded as she considered it. The idea of having that much power, of being the one to call the shots, was oddly exhilarating. “And you’d be there? Watching?”

He nodded slowly, his gaze never leaving hers. “Only if you want me to. And only if it feels right for both of us.”

Sarah exhaled deeply, her chest rising and falling as her mind raced. “I don’t know,” she admitted, her voice shaky. “But... I think I want to try. Just once. To see how it feels.”

A slow smile spread across Michael’s face, his eyes darkening with a mix of relief and desire. “Okay,” he said softly, squeezing her hand. “We’ll take it slow. We’ll figure it out together.”

She nodded, her lips curving into a tentative smile. But as she looked at him, she couldn’t ignore the warmth pooling low in her belly, the flicker of excitement that came with the idea of stepping into the unknown.

Michael sensed the shift in her mood, his own anticipation mirroring hers. He leaned in closer, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. “You know what you do to me when you look at me like that?”

She raised an eyebrow, her smile turning playful. “Like what?”

“Like you’re already imagining it,” he murmured, his free hand trailing up her arm. “Like you’re already thinking about how it’s going to feel.”

Sarah’s breath caught for a moment as his fingers grazed the sensitive skin of her neck. “Maybe I am,” she admitted, her voice barely audible.

His lips brushed against her ear, his warm breath sending a jolt of electricity through her. “Tell me,” he whispered. “Tell me what you’re thinking.”

She hesitated for a moment before giving in, her voice trembling with both nervousness and desire. “I’m thinking about what it would feel like... to have another man touch me while you watch. To know that you’re seeing me get turned on by someone else.”

Michael groaned softly, his hand sliding into her hair as he pulled back to look at her. “Fuck, Sarah,” he breathed, his voice rough with need. “Do you have any idea how hot that is? Hearing you say that?”

Her cheeks burned, but she didn’t look away. Instead, she reached up to cup his face, her thumb tracing the line of his jaw. “I want you to see me like that,” she admitted, her voice growing bolder. “I want you to see how much I can enjoy it.”

His eyes darkened even further as he leaned in, capturing her lips in a deep, hungry kiss. She responded immediately, her mouth opening beneath his as their tongues tangled together. Her hands moved to his chest, feeling the hard muscle beneath his shirt as he pulled her closer.

When they finally broke apart, both of them were breathing heavily. Michael’s hands slid down to her hips, gripping them tightly as he pressed his forehead against hers. “You’re fucking incredible,” he whispered hoarsely. “I can’t wait to see you like that.”

“Then let’s do it,” she said softly, her voice trembling but determined. “Let’s make it happen.”

He kissed her again, this time harder, more urgent. His hands moved to the hem of her shirt, pulling it up and over her head in one swift motion. The cool air against her bare skin made her gasp, but he didn’t give her time to think, his mouth moving down to trace a line of hot kisses along her collarbone.

“Michael,” she breathed, her fingers tangling in his hair as he worked his way lower. Her body was already responding, heat spreading through her as he teased and taunted her with his lips and tongue.

He pulled back just enough to look at her, his blue eyes blazing with desire. “We’re going to make this unforgettable,” he promised, his voice low and rough. “For both of us.”

***
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The cool, damp sand shifted beneath their feet as Michael and Sarah walked along the shoreline, the rhythmic crash of waves blending with the sound of their quiet conversation. Michael’s hand rested on the small of her back, his touch warm and possessive even through the thin fabric of her sundress. The breeze carried the salty tang of the ocean, mingling with the faint scent of Sarah’s perfume—something floral and light, like a secret whispered in the night.

“So,” Sarah began, her voice tentative as she glanced up at him, “how do you see this... working? I mean, logistically speaking.” She bit her lower lip, her green eyes searching his for reassurance.

Michael squeezed her waist gently, his lips curling into a confident smile. “We set the rules. You’re in control, Sarah. Always. We decide who, where, when—everything. And if you want to stop, we stop. No questions asked.” His tone was firm but tender, a balance that made her feel both safe and desired.

She nodded slowly, her fingers brushing against his as they walked. “And you’re sure this won’t change things between us? That it won’t... mess with your head?”

He stopped, turning to face her fully. The moonlight caught the intensity of his blue eyes, making them seem almost electric. “Sarah, I love you. This is about us. About exploring something together that could be... fucking incredible. It’s not about replacing me. It’s about sharing you.” His words were deliberate, each one laced with sincerity and a hint of something darker, more thrilling.

Her heart skipped, not from fear but from the raw honesty in his voice. She leaned into him, her breath mingling with his as she whispered, “You’re sure?”

“I’m sure,” he murmured, his lips brushing hers in a kiss that was both tender and charged with promise. Her body responded instantly, heat pooling low in her stomach as his hands slid up her back, pulling her closer.

They were interrupted by the sound of footsteps crunching against the sand. A man appeared from the shadows, tall and muscular, with sun-kissed skin and a confident stride. He had the kind of presence that demanded attention—broad shoulders, a chiseled jaw, and a smirk that suggested he knew exactly the effect he had on people.

“Evening,” he said, his voice smooth and deep, like whiskey warmed over a flame. His gaze lingered on Sarah, taking her in with an appreciation that made her cheeks flush.

Michael’s grip on her waist tightened almost imperceptibly, but he smiled, extending a hand. “Hey. I’m Michael. This is my wife, Sarah.”

The man shook Michael’s hand firmly, his eyes still on Sarah. “Jordan. Nice to meet you both.” There was a pause, a beat of silence filled only by the sound of the waves and the unspoken tension in the air.

Sarah felt a strange mix of nervousness and excitement. Jordan’s presence was magnetic, and she couldn’t deny the way her body reacted to him—her pulse quickened, her skin tingled, and there was a warmth blooming between her thighs that she hadn’t expected.

“So,” Jordan said casually, glancing between them, “what brings you two out here tonight? Just enjoying the view?”

Michael chuckled, his thumb tracing small circles on Sarah’s side. “Something like that. We were just talking about... new experiences.”

Jordan’s smirk widened, and he stepped closer, his eyes never leaving Sarah’s. “New experiences can be... enlightening.” His voice dropped slightly, the suggestion in his tone unmistakable.

Sarah swallowed hard, her breath catching as she felt Michael’s hand slide down to her hip, squeezing gently. She felt caught between them, both men radiating a kind of energy that made her feel exposed yet exhilarated.

“Jordan,” Michael said slowly, his tone casual but with an edge of challenge, “do you believe in exploring those kinds of experiences?”

Jordan’s gaze flicked to Michael briefly before returning to Sarah. “Absolutely. Life’s too short not to.” He took another step closer, his presence now almost overwhelming. “And I get the feeling you two might be thinking along the same lines.”

Sarah’s heart raced as Michael leaned down to whisper in her ear, his breath warm against her skin. “What do you think, baby? Should we take this conversation somewhere more... private?”

Her mind raced, but her body had already made the decision. She nodded almost imperceptibly, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

Jordan grinned, clearly picking up on the exchange. “Lead the way.”

The three of them walked back toward the beach house, the tension between them thick and electric. Sarah felt like she was floating, her senses heightened by the anticipation of what was to come. The moment they stepped inside, Michael closed the door behind them and turned to face her.

“Are you sure about this?” he asked again, his voice low and urgent.

She reached up to cup his face, her green eyes locked on his. “I’m sure.”

Without another word, Michael kissed her, his mouth claiming hers with a hunger that left her breathless. His hands roamed her body, pulling her flush against him as he deepened the kiss. Sarah moaned softly, her fingers tangling in his hair as she lost herself in the moment.

Jordan watched them for a moment before stepping closer, his hand brushing against Sarah’s arm. She turned her head to look at him, her lips swollen and her eyes dark with desire.

“Mind if I join?” he asked, his voice thick with need.

Michael pulled back just enough to glance at Jordan, then at Sarah. “Your call.”

She hesitated for only a second before nodding, her voice trembling with anticipation. “Yes.”

Jordan didn’t waste any time. He stepped forward, his hands gripping her waist as he pulled her away from Michael just enough to claim her mouth in a searing kiss. It was different from Michael’s—bolder, more demanding—and it sent a jolt of heat straight to her core.

Michael watched them intently, his blue eyes dark with desire as he saw his wife respond to another man. The sight was intoxicating, and he felt a surge of arousal that made his entire body thrum with need.

Jordan’s hands slid up to cup Sarah’s breasts through her dress, his thumbs brushing over her already hardened nipples. She gasped into his mouth, arching into his touch as he nibbled at her lower lip.

“Fuck,” Michael whispered under his breath, his hands fumbling with the hem of his shirt as he pulled it off and tossed it aside. He stepped closer, his fingers trailing down Sarah’s back as he watched Jordan work.

Jordan pulled back long enough to drag Sarah’s dress over her head, leaving her in nothing but a lace bra and panties that did little to hide her arousal. His eyes darkened as he took her in, his hands roaming over every inch of exposed skin.

“Jesus,” he murmured, his voice rough with need. “You’re even more stunning than I imagined.”

Sarah blushed under his gaze but didn’t shy away. Instead, she reached for the waistband of his shorts, her fingers trembling as she undid the button and slid the zipper down.

Michael stepped closer, his hand sliding into Sarah’s hair as he kissed her neck. “You’re so fucking beautiful like this,” he murmured against her skin. “Seeing you with him... it’s driving me insane.”

Sarah moaned softly, her head falling back against Michael’s shoulder as Jordan finally freed himself from his shorts. Her eyes widened slightly as she took in the sight of him—thick and hard, already glistening at the tip.

Jordan didn’t give her time to think. He grabbed her hips and pulled her close, grinding against her as he captured her mouth in another kiss. His hands moved to undo her bra, tossing it aside before his mouth claimed one of her breasts.

Sarah cried out, her hands clutching at his shoulders as she felt Michael’s hands slide down to remove her panties. She was completely exposed now, the cool air brushing against her heated skin as both men devoured her with their eyes.

Michael stepped back momentarily to undress, his eyes never leaving Sarah and Jordan as they continued to explore each other. When he was finally naked, he stepped behind Sarah again, his hands gripping her hips as Jordan knelt before her.

“Let me taste you,” Jordan said roughly, his eyes locking on hers as he kissed her inner thigh.

Sarah’s chest heaved as Jordan’s warm breath ghosted over her inner thigh, sending shivers rippling through her body. His hands gripped her hips with a firmness that made her feel both safe and exposed, and the anticipation coiled tight in her abdomen. Michael stood behind her, his presence grounding her, his hands trailing up her sides as if to remind her she was still his, even in this moment.

Jordan’s mouth descended on her, his tongue sliding through her folds in one long, deliberate stroke that made her gasp.

“Oh, fuck,” Sarah whispered, her hands instinctively tangling in Jordan’s hair as his lips sealed around her clit, sucking gently at first, then with increasing pressure. Her back arched involuntarily, and Michael’s hands tightened on her waist, holding her steady as Jordan lapped at her with relentless focus.

“God, you taste incredible,” Jordan murmured against her, his voice vibrating against her sensitive skin. He pushed her thighs further apart, his tongue diving deeper, exploring every inch of her with a hunger that made her toes curl. Sarah’s breath came in short, ragged gasps, her hips rocking against his face as heat pooled low in her belly.

Michael leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear. “Watch him,” he urged, his voice thick with arousal. “Watch him devour you. Fuck, Sarah, you’re so fucking beautiful like this.”

Sarah’s eyes fluttered open, and her gaze dropped to where Jordan knelt between her legs, his mouth working her with a skill that left her trembling. The sight of him—his lips glistening, his eyes dark with desire—sent a fresh wave of heat crashing through her. She moaned, her fingers tightening in his hair as he slid two fingers inside her, curling them just right.

“Jordan,” she breathed, her voice trembling with need. He looked up at her, his eyes locking with hers, and the intensity of his gaze made her feel utterly exposed. His fingers thrust deeper, his thumb circling her clit in tandem, and Sarah felt the first sparks of orgasm begin to build.

“Come on, Sarah,” Jordan growled, his lips brushing against her as he spoke. “Let me feel you come on my tongue.”

Sarah’s head fell back, a moan tearing from her throat as Jordan’s rhythm intensified. His fingers pumped in and out of her, his tongue flicking her clit with precision, and she could feel herself unraveling. Michael’s hands moved to her breasts, his thumbs grazing her nipples, and the dual stimulation was almost too much to bear.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her hips bucking against Jordan’s face as pleasure coiled tighter and tighter inside her. “Fuck, I’m so close...”

“Let go,” Michael urged, his voice thick with desire. “Come for him, Sarah.”

With a sharp cry, Sarah fell over the edge, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Jordan’s mouth never left her, his tongue and fingers working her through the orgasm, drawing it out until she was trembling and boneless.

When the last tremors subsided, Jordan leaned back, his lips glistening, his eyes dark with satisfaction. “Fuck,” he breathed, his voice rough. “You’re incredible.”

Sarah sank back against Michael, her legs trembling, her breath coming in shallow gasps. Michael’s arms wrapped around her, holding her close, and she could feel the heat of his arousal pressed against her back.

“You okay?” Michael murmured, his lips brushing against her temple.

Sarah nodded, still trying to catch her breath. “Yeah,” she whispered, her voice shaky. “That was...fuck, that was intense.”

Jordan stood, his gaze lingering on her with a hunger that made her pulse quicken again. “Ready for more?” he asked, his voice low and promising.

Sarah glanced up at Michael, and he nodded, his eyes filled with anticipation. “Whatever you want,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

Sarah’s lips curved into a slow smile. “More,” she said, her voice steady despite the lingering tremors in her body. “I want more.”

arah’s gaze locked onto Jordan’s, her breath coming in shallow bursts as she felt the weight of his arousal pressed against her. The room seemed to shrink, the air thickening with the scent of sweat and desire. She didn’t hesitate. With a confidence that surprised even herself, she pushed Jordan backward onto the couch, her hands gripping his shoulders with a firmness that made him grin.

“Well, someone’s eager,” Jordan teased, his voice rough and amused as he leaned back, letting her take control.

Sarah didn’t respond with words. Instead, she swung one leg over him, settling herself onto his lap so that her thighs framed his hips. She could feel the hardness of his cock pressing against her pussy, and the sensation sent a shiver of anticipation through her body. Slowly, deliberately, she ground herself against him, her movements sensual and deliberate.

“Fuck,” Jordan hissed, his hands instinctively gripping her hips as she moved. His eyes darkened with lust, and Sarah could see the way his jaw tightened as he tried to keep himself composed. But she wasn’t about to let him off easy.

She leaned forward, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “You like that?”

Her voice was low, sultry, and it sent a jolt of electricity through Jordan. His fingers dug into her hips as he groaned, “God, yes.”

Behind them, Michael watched, captivated. His wife’s boldness was intoxicating, and he couldn’t tear his eyes away from the way she moved, the way she took charge. He stepped closer, his hands resting on her shoulders as he leaned down to press a kiss to her neck. “You’re incredible,” he murmured against her skin, his breath hot and sending goosebumps across her flesh.

Sarah smiled, tilting her head to give Michael better access as she continued to rock against Jordan. The friction was maddening, her own arousal building with every movement. She could feel the slickness between her legs, the way her panties were growing damp as she rubbed against him.

Jordan’s hands moved from her hips to grip her ass, pulling her harder against him. “You’re driving me fucking crazy,” he growled, his voice strained as he thrust up into her, meeting her movements with his own.

Sarah moaned softly, her head falling back as the sensation overwhelmed her. She could feel the heat building inside her, the pressure coiling tight in her core. Her hands slid down Jordan’s chest, her fingers tangling in the fabric of his shirt before she began to pull it up, her nails scraping lightly against his skin as she exposed his toned torso.

“Take it off,” she demanded, her voice breathless but firm.

Jordan didn’t need to be told twice. He yanked his shirt over his head, tossing it aside as Sarah’s hands immediately went to his chest, her palms flattening against his warm skin. She could feel the rapid beating of his heart beneath her fingertips, the way his muscles tensed as she traced her fingers down his abs.

“You’re so fucking hot,” she whispered, leaning down to press a kiss to his collarbone before letting her tongue trail lower, tasting the salt on his skin.

Jordan groaned again, his hands tightening on her hips as he guided her movements, urging her to grind harder against him. “You’re gonna make me come if you keep doing that,” he warned, his voice strained.

Sarah smirked, lifting her head to meet his gaze. “Good,” she purred, her voice dripping with promise. “But not yet.”

She shifted slightly, her hands moving to the waistband of his pants. She didn’t ask for permission, didn’t wait for him to protest. Instead, she undid the button and zipper with swift, practiced movements, slipping her hand inside to wrap her fingers around his hard cock.

Jordan’s breath caught in his throat as she stroked him, her touch firm and confident. “Fuck, Sarah,” he groaned, his hips bucking up into her hand as she worked him.

Behind her, Michael watched, his breath coming faster as he felt his own arousal spike. His hands slid down Sarah’s sides, his fingers tracing the curve of her waist before settling on her hips. “Keep going,” he urged, his voice low and filled with desire.

Sarah didn’t need to be told twice. She squeezed Jordan’s cock, her thumb rubbing over the sensitive tip as she leaned down to capture his lips in a searing kiss. Their tongues tangled together, the kiss hungry and desperate as they lost themselves in the heat of the moment.

When she finally pulled away, Sarah’s eyes were dark with need. She shifted again, this time reaching down to push her panties to the side. She could feel the slickness of her own arousal as she positioned herself over Jordan, the tip of his cock brushing against her entrance.

“Are you ready?” she asked, her voice breathless but steady.

Jordan nodded, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he met her gaze. “Fuck yes,” he growled.

Without another word, Sarah sunk down onto him, taking him deep inside her in one smooth motion. The feeling was electric, a jolt of pleasure shooting through her as she adjusted to his size. She threw her head back, a moan escaping her lips as she began to move, rocking her hips slowly at first, then picking up speed as the pleasure built.

“That’s it,” Michael murmured, his hands still on her hips as he watched her move. “You’re doing so good.”

Sarah’s eyes fluttered shut as she focused on the sensations coursing through her body. Jordan’s cock filled her perfectly, hitting all the right spots as she rode him. She could feel the tension coiling tighter and tighter inside her, her pleasure building with every stroke.

Jordan’s hands moved from her hips to her breasts, his fingers kneading her flesh as he thrust up into her, meeting her movements with his own. “Fuck, you feel amazing,” he groaned, his voice rough with need.

Sarah gasped, her nails digging into Jordan’s shoulders as she felt the first waves of her orgasm begin to crest. “I’m close,” she panted, her voice shaky as she rode him harder, chasing her release.

“Come for me,” Jordan urged, his hands moving to grip her hips again as he slammed up into her, driving her closer to the edge.

With a cry, Sarah came undone, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure crashed over her. Jordan groaned, his own release following hers as he spilled inside her, his grip on her hips tightening as he rode out their shared climax.

For a moment, the room was silent except for their heavy breathing. Then Sarah leaned forward, pressing a lingering kiss to Jordan’s lips before pulling away and turning to look at Michael. “Your turn,” she said, her voice filled with promise.

Sarah’s lips curled into a wicked smile as she pushed Michael back onto the couch, her fingers already working at the button of his jeans. Jordan shifted slightly, giving her room, his eyes still heavy-lidded with his own satisfaction. But Sarah’s focus was entirely on Michael now, her green eyes locked onto his with an intensity that made his breath catch.

“I want to feel you in my mouth,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry, barely audible over the sound of her own heartbeat thundering in her ears. Michael’s cock twitched in response, already hard beneath her fingers as she tugged his pants down just enough to free him.

Her hand wrapped around him, the heat of her touch sending a jolt of electricity through him. She leaned in slowly, her breath warm against his skin as she pressed a soft kiss to the tip, her tongue darting out to taste the bead of precum that had gathered there. Michael groaned, his head falling back against the couch as Sarah took him deeper, her lips stretching around his girth.

She moved with a slow, deliberate rhythm, her tongue swirling around him as she sucked him deeper into her mouth. Michael’s hands tangled in her hair, guiding her gently but firmly, his hips twitching as he fought the urge to thrust up into her. Sarah moaned around him, the vibrations sending shivers down his spine as she took him all the way to the back of her throat.

“Fuck, Sarah,” Michael gasped, his voice rough with need as he watched her work. Her eyes flicked up to meet his, filled with a mixture of desire and mischief, and Michael felt his resolve crumble. He tightened his grip slightly, urging her to take more, to go faster, and Sarah obliged, her movements becoming more urgent as she sucked him with a hunger that left him breathless.

Jordan’s hand found its way to her back, tracing idle patterns along her spine as he watched her devour Michael with a kind of voracity that left him equally aroused and envious. “You look fucking amazing like that,” he murmured, his voice thick with lust as he leaned in to press a kiss to her shoulder.

Sarah pulled away for a moment, her lips slick and swollen, and glanced over her shoulder at Jordan. “You’ll get your turn,” she promised, her voice dripping with intent, before turning her attention back to Michael.

She straddled him then, her thighs bracketing his hips as she lowered herself onto him, taking him inch by tantalizing inch until he was buried deep inside her. Michael’s hands moved to her hips, gripping her tightly as she began to move, her body rolling against his with a fluidity that made his toes curl.

“Fuck, Sarah,” he groaned again, his voice strained as he fought to keep himself from losing control. She leaned forward, her hands braced on his chest as she rode him, her movements growing more erratic as she chased her own pleasure.

Jordan watched from behind her, his hands roaming over her bare skin as he leaned in to whisper in her ear. “You feel so good around him, don’t you?” he teased, his voice low and seductive as his fingers trailed down her spine to the curve of her ass.

Sarah moaned in response, her hips stuttering as she ground herself against Michael, her body trembling as she felt another orgasm building within her. Michael’s hands tightened on her hips, his own release threatening to overtake him as he thrust up into her, each movement driving her closer to the edge.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her voice breaking as she clenched around him, her body tightening as she teetered on the brink.

“Come for me, Sarah,” Michael urged, his voice hoarse with need as he slammed up into her one last time, sending her spiraling over the edge. Sarah cried out, her body convulsing around him as waves of pleasure crashed over her, pulling Michael over with her as he spilled inside her, his own release hitting him with a force that left him shaking.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies tangled together as they caught their breath. Then Sarah leaned back, a satisfied smirk playing on her lips as she glanced over her shoulder at Jordan. 

“Are you hard again?” she asked, her voice filled with promise as she reached for him, her fingers curling around his wrist as she pulled him closer.

Michael’s hands gripped Sarah’s hips firmly, pulling her off him with a slow, deliberate motion that sent a shiver through her body. She gasped softly, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she turned to face him, her eyes wide with anticipation. “Michael?” she whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of curiosity and desire.

“Turn around,” he murmured, his voice low and commanding, sending a jolt of electricity straight to her core. There was something raw in his tone, something that made her pulse quicken as she obeyed without hesitation, her body already tingling with the promise of what was to come. She felt Michael’s hands on her shoulders, guiding her into position as she bent slightly at the waist, her hands resting on the back of the couch for support.

Behind her, Jordan stepped closer, his presence radiating heat as his hands settled on her hips, his touch firm yet teasing. She could feel the hardness of him pressing against her, his arousal evident as he leaned in, his breath warm against her neck. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he growled, his voice thick with lust as he brushed the hair away from her neck, his lips grazing her skin.

Sarah’s eyelids fluttered closed as she focused on the sensations—the way Michael’s hands trailed down her sides, the way Jordan’s fingers tightened on her hips, the way her own body trembled with need. She could feel the dampness between her thighs, the ache for more growing unbearable as Jordan aligned himself with her.

“You ready for me, Sarah?” Jordan asked, his voice a low rumble that sent a spark of heat through her.

She nodded, her breath catching in her throat as she whispered, “Yes.”

In one swift motion, Jordan pushed inside her, the fullness of him stretching her in the most delicious way. Sarah cried out, her fingers digging into the couch as he filled her completely, his body pressing flush against hers.“Fuck,” she gasped, her voice breaking as Jordan began to move, his hips snapping against hers with a rhythm that left her breathless. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure coursing through her, the friction of him inside her driving her closer to the edge with every stroke.

Michael watched intently, his eyes dark with desire as he took in the sight of his wife being pleasured by another man. His hands roamed her body, tracing the curve of her back before slipping around to cup her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they hardened under his touch. “You’re so fucking sexy,” he murmured, his voice filled with awe as he leaned in, his lips grazing her shoulder.

Sarah moaned, her head falling back as she lost herself in the sensations—the way Jordan’s cock filled her, the way Michael’s hands teased her, the way their combined touches sent her spiraling closer to the edge. Her body moved in tandem with Jordan’s thrusts, each motion driving her higher until she could barely think, barely breathe.

“That’s it, Sarah,” Michael encouraged, his voice rough with need as he continued to touch her, his fingers sliding down to where Jordan was buried inside her. He traced her swollen folds, his fingertips brushing against her clit in slow, deliberate circles that made her cry out. “Let him fuck you,” he urged, his words sending a fresh wave of heat through her.

Jordan groaned, his pace quickening as he drove into her harder, deeper, his body slamming against hers with a force that left her trembling. “You feel so fucking good,” he gritted out, his hands tightening on her hips as he pistoned into her, each thrust pushing her closer to the brink.

Sarah could feel it building within her—the pressure, the pleasure, the overwhelming need to let go. Her body tightened around Jordan’s cock, her muscles clenching as wave after wave of sensation crashed over her. “Oh God,” she gasped, her voice breaking as the first wave of her orgasm hit her, her body convulsing around him as she came hard, her cries echoing through the room.

Jordan cursed under his breath, his thrusts becoming erratic as Sarah’s body milked him, pulling him over the edge with her. He slammed into her one last time, his release hitting him with a force that left him shaking, his body pressed tightly against hers as he spilled inside her.

For a moment, the room was filled with the sounds of their ragged breathing, the air thick with the scent of sex and sweat. Then Michael leaned in, his lips brushing against Sarah’s ear as he whispered, “You’re incredible.”

Jordan stepped back, his chest rising and falling as he caught his breath. He glanced at Michael and Sarah, who were still entwined on the couch, their bodies glistening with sweat. “Damn,” he muttered, a crooked smile tugging at his lips. “That was something else.”

Michael turned his head slightly, his eyes meeting Jordan’s. “You’re not wrong,” he said, his voice rough but satisfied. He ran a hand down Sarah’s back, his touch lingering as if memorizing the feel of her skin.

Sarah let out a soft sigh, her body still trembling faintly from the aftermath of her orgasm. She shifted slightly, her legs feeling like jelly as she leaned into Michael’s chest. “Jordan,” she started, her voice barely above a whisper, “thank you.”

Jordan’s smile widened, and he grabbed his shirt from the floor, pulling it on casually. “Anytime,” he said with a wink. “You two are... intense. In the best way.” He glanced at Michael, his expression thoughtful. “You’re a lucky man.”

Michael nodded, his arm tightening around Sarah. “I know.”

With that, Jordan grabbed his keys from the table and headed toward the door. He paused for a moment, turning back to look at them one last time. “Take care of each other,” he said softly before slipping out into the night, the sound of the door closing behind him leaving the room in a heavy silence.

For a while, neither Michael nor Sarah spoke. The only sounds were their breathing, still slightly uneven, and the faint rustle of the sheets as Sarah adjusted herself against Michael’s body. His hand continued to stroke her back, his touch soothing and grounding after the whirlwind of emotions and sensations they’d just experienced.

“Michael?” Sarah finally broke the silence, her voice soft but steady.

“Yeah?” His voice was low, almost reverent, as if he were afraid to disturb the fragile peace between them.

“Was it... was it everything you imagined?” she asked, her fingers absently tracing patterns on his chest.

Michael hesitated, his hand pausing for a moment before resuming its gentle motion. “It was more,” he admitted, his voice thick with emotion. “Watching you, seeing how much you enjoyed yourself... it was fucking incredible, Sarah. You were incredible.”

Sarah felt a flutter in her chest, a mix of pride and something deeper, something she couldn’t quite name. She tilted her head to look up at him, her green eyes searching his blue ones. “And you’re okay? With... everything?”

Michael’s lips curved into a small, reassuring smile. “More than okay,” he said firmly. “I love you, Sarah. That hasn’t changed. If anything, this just made me see how strong we are together. How much we trust each other.”

Sarah felt tears prick at the corners of her eyes, but she blinked them away quickly. “I trust you too,” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly. “I never thought I’d be able to do something like this, but with you... it felt right.”

Michael leaned down, brushing a kiss against her forehead. “That’s all that matters,” he murmured. “As long as it feels right to you, then it’s right for us.”

They lapsed into silence again, but this time it was comfortable, easy. Sarah nestled closer to him, her head resting on his chest as she listened to the steady rhythm of his heartbeat. It grounded her, reminding her that no matter what they’d just done, no matter how wild or exhilarating it had been, this—lying here with him—was what truly mattered.

After a while, Michael shifted slightly, reaching over to pull the blanket up around them. The cool fabric brushed against Sarah’s skin, a welcome contrast to the heat still radiating from their bodies. “Do you think...” Michael hesitated, his fingers playing with the edge of the blanket. “Do you think you’d want to do something like that again? Or was it a one-time thing?”

Sarah considered the question carefully, her mind replaying the events of the evening. The way Jordan had looked at her, the way Michael had touched her, the way she’d felt so alive, so desired. “I don’t know,” she admitted finally. “I think... I think I’d like to keep exploring. Together. With you.”

Michael’s chest rose and fell with a deep breath, and she could feel the tension melt out of his body. “Good,” he said simply. “Because I’m not ready to say goodbye to that side of you just yet.”

Sarah smiled, a warmth spreading through her at his words. “Neither am I,” she murmured.

They lay there for a while longer, wrapped in each other’s arms and the quiet intimacy of the moment. The world outside their beach house faded away, leaving only the two of them and the memories of what they’d shared.

Eventually, Sarah tilted her head up again, her lips brushing against Michael’s jaw. “Take me to bed,” she whispered, her voice soft but laced with intention.

Michael didn’t need to be told twice. He shifted, sliding out from under her and standing in one fluid motion. Then he scooped her up into his arms, her body fitting perfectly against his as he carried her to their bedroom. The cool sheets greeted them as he laid her down gently, his eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that sent a shiver down her spine.

“You’re mine,” he murmured, his voice low and possessive as he climbed onto the bed beside her. His hands found her hips, pulling her closer until their bodies were aligned once more.

“Always,” Sarah breathed, her heart pounding as she reached up to touch his face.

Their lips met in a slow, lingering kiss, the kind that spoke of promises and unspoken desires. Michael’s hands roamed her body, rediscovering every curve and dip as if committing them to memory all over again...
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