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Book 1 - Blacked Hard
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Chris leaned against the kitchen counter, watching Megan as she padded across the tiled floor in her oversized sweater, her bare feet quiet against the cool surface. Her hair was mussed from the day, and he loved how it made her look effortlessly herself—soft, real. The light from the stove’s hood caught the curve of her cheek, and for a moment, he just stared, his chest tightening with something warm and familiar.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then, she saw him.

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

Experienced. Adventurous. Open to exploring new connections.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But it wasn’t enough. She wanted more.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Whatever came next, they would face it together. And for now, that was enough.
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Book 2 - Blacked Rough
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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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Book 3 - Blacked Deep
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The golden glow of the late afternoon sun spilled through the windows, casting a warm haze over the living room. Jason leaned back on the couch, his fingers idly tracing circles on Kate’s thigh as she nestled against him. Her hair smelled like vanilla and something faintly floral, a scent he’d come to associate with home. She was laughing at something mundane—a stupid meme on her phone—her body shaking softly against his. He loved these moments, the quiet rhythm of their life together. But tonight, something else was simmering beneath the surface of his thoughts, something that had been lurking for months.

“Kate,” he started, his voice low but steady, cutting through the comfortable silence. She turned her head, her eyes meeting his with that familiar mix of curiosity and warmth. “There’s something I’ve been thinking about... something I want to share with you.”

Her brows furrowed slightly, but she didn’t pull away. “Okay,” she said slowly, setting her phone down on the coffee table. “You sound serious. What’s up?”

Jason hesitated, his stomach tightening as he weighed the words in his mind. Here goes nothing. “I’ve been fantasizing...” he began, then paused, his hand stilling on her leg. “About... watching you with another man.”

Kate blinked, her lips parting in surprise. For a moment, she just stared at him, her expression unreadable. Then, she sat up straighter, putting a little distance between them. Fuck, fuck, fuck. His heart hammered in his chest as he watched her process what he’d just said. “Wait—what? Are you serious?” she asked, her voice tinged with disbelief.

Jason nodded, his throat dry. “Yeah. I’ve been thinking about it a lot lately. The idea of seeing you with someone else... it turns me on, Kate. Like, really turns me on.” He reached out, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear, his touch tentative. “I know it sounds crazy, but... I just had to tell you.”

Kate’s eyes searched his face, her thoughts visibly racing. She bit her lower lip, a nervous habit she’d had since they first started dating. “Jason, I... I don’t even know what to say. This isn’t exactly something I expected to hear from you.” She shifted slightly, pulling her knees up to her chest, and he could see the wheels turning in her mind. “Are you saying you want to... share me?”

He swallowed hard, nodding again. His fingers twitched with the urge to touch her, to reassure her, but he held back. “Yeah, I guess that’s what I’m saying. Not because I don’t love you or because I need something more from you—because I don’t. You’re everything to me, Kate. But this fantasy... it’s like this intense thing I can’t shake. It’s not about me wanting to be with someone else. It’s about you. Watching you get off with another guy... fuck, it drives me wild just thinking about it.”

Kate’s cheeks flushed, and she looked away for a moment, her fingers nervously fiddling with the hem of her shirt. “I don’t know, Jason. I mean... what if I don’t like it? What if it changes things between us? I don’t want to mess up what we have.”

He reached for her hand, lacing his fingers through hers. “I get that. I do. And if it’s something you’re not comfortable with, then we don’t have to do it. Ever. I just needed to tell you because it’s been on my mind so much lately.” He paused, studying her face. “But... what if it’s amazing? What if it brings us even closer? What if it makes us both feel things we’ve never felt before?”

She let out a shaky laugh, her eyes flicking back to his. “You’re really into this, huh?” Her voice was softer now, less guarded.

“Yeah,” he admitted, a small smile tugging at his lips. “I am.”

Kate was quiet for a long moment, her thumb absently stroking the back of his hand. Finally, she sighed, a mix of uncertainty and curiosity playing across her features. “I need time to think about this,” she said quietly. “It’s a lot to process.”

“Of course,” Jason replied immediately, relief flooding him that she hadn’t outright rejected the idea. “Take all the time you need.”

She nodded, still avoiding his gaze. But as she sat there, her mind spinning with what he’d just revealed, something shifted. A tiny spark of curiosity ignited deep within her—one she hadn’t anticipated. What would it be like? she wondered silently. To let another man touch me while Jason watches? The thought sent a strange thrill through her, one she wasn’t ready to examine too closely.

“Maybe...” she began hesitantly, her voice barely above a whisper. “Maybe we could talk about it more. Later.”

Jason’s eyes lit up at that, and he squeezed her hand gently. “Whenever you’re ready,” he said softly.

Kate leaned back into him, her head resting on his shoulder as she let out a shaky breath. The idea still felt foreign, almost forbidden, but there was no denying the faint stirring of intrigue that had taken root in her mind. For now, though, she was content to stay like this—safe in his arms, the weight of his confession lingering between them like an unspoken promise.

***
[image: ]


Jason leaned against the kitchen counter, his dark eyes tracking Kate as she moved around the room. She was pouring herself a glass of wine, her hands trembling slightly as the liquid splashed into the glass. He could tell she was nervous, her mind undoubtedly replaying their conversation from a few nights ago. The air between them felt charged, heavy with unspoken questions and possibilities.

“Kate,” he said softly, breaking the silence. “We don’t have to talk about it if you’re not ready.”

She turned to face him, her full lips pressed into a thoughtful pout. “No, I... I want to. I’ve been thinking about it. A lot.” She took a sip of her wine, the deep red staining her lips for a moment before she licked it away. “I just... I need to understand why this is something you want.”

Jason stepped closer, his tall frame towering over her. He reached out, his fingertips brushing her cheek. “It’s not about replacing me, babe. It’s about sharing you. About seeing how fucking incredible you are, how desirable. It’s about trust—knowing that no matter what, you’re mine.” His voice was low, a rumble that sent a shiver through her.

Kate’s breath faltered, her heart pounding in her chest. She set the glass down, her hands now gripping the edge of the counter for support. “But what if I... I don’t know what I’m doing? What if I can’t go through with it?”

He cupped her face in his hands, his gaze intense. “Then we stop. Simple as that. This is your choice, Kate. You call the shots. I just want to see you feel good—to see you let go and take what you want.”

Her eyes searched his, looking for any hint of doubt or hesitation, but all she found was raw honesty. And something else—something that made her stomach twist in the most delicious way. Curiosity began to bloom inside her, pushing aside her fears.

“Okay,” she whispered. “Let’s talk about how this could work.”

Jason’s lips curved into a slow, seductive smile. “That’s my girl.”
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The next few days were a blur of conversations and carefully laid plans. Jason reassured her at every turn, his patience unwavering. He made it clear that she would have complete control—from choosing the man to setting the boundaries. Kate found herself growing more comfortable with the idea, her initial hesitation giving way to a simmering excitement she hadn’t felt in years.

She thought about Dominic, her coworker. Tall, confident, and undeniably attractive, he’d always been polite but distant. Something about him intrigued her—maybe it was the way his deep laughter echoed through the office or the way his eyes lingered on her just a fraction too long sometimes. She’d never acted on it, never even considered it. But now...

Kate bit her lip as she picked up her phone, her fingers hovering over the screen. She typed out a message, deleted it, then started again. Finally, she settled on something simple:

Hey, Dominic. This might sound random, but I was wondering if you’d be interested in meeting up for a drink sometime?

She hit send before she could second-guess herself, then tossed the phone onto the couch like it might bite her. Her stomach churned with a mix of nerves and anticipation. What if he said no? What if he thought she was crazy?

The reply came faster than she expected.

Dominic: Sure thing, Kate. When and where?

Her heart leapt into her throat. She typed back quickly, arranging to meet him at a cozy bar downtown the following evening.

When she told Jason, he pulled her into his arms, his excitement palpable. “You’re amazing,” he murmured against her ear, his breath warm and teasing. “Watching you take charge like this... fuck, Kate, it’s so hot.”

She leaned into him, her body tingling with the electricity of what was to come.
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The bar was dimly lit, the soft hum of conversation and clinking glasses creating a comfortable ambiance. Kate sat at a corner table, her legs crossed nervously under the table. She smoothed her hands over the fabric of her dress, trying to steady her breathing. Dominic arrived right on time, his easy smile putting her slightly at ease.

“Hey, Kate,” he said as he slid into the seat across from her. “This is a nice surprise.”

She forced a smile, her heart racing. “Thanks for coming. I just... wanted to talk about something.”

He raised an eyebrow, his dark eyes curious but patient. “Alright. I’m listening.”

Kate took a deep breath, her words tumbling out before she could stop them. “So... my husband and I have been exploring something new. And... well... we were wondering if you’d be interested in being a part of it.”

Dominic leaned back slightly, his expression unreadable for a moment. Then he smirked, a slow, knowing smile spreading across his face. “Interesting. Tell me more.”

Her cheeks burned, but she pressed on, explaining their arrangement as calmly as she could. Dominic listened intently, his gaze never leaving hers. When she finished, he nodded thoughtfully.

“I’ve gotta admit,” he said, his voice smooth and unhurried, “that’s not where I thought this was going. But I’m definitely intrigued.”

Relief flooded through her, but it was quickly replaced by a different kind of tension—one that coiled low in her belly and made her pulse flutter.

Dominic leaned forward, his voice dropping to a husky murmur. “So... when do we start?”

***
[image: ]


Kate’s heart thrummed in her chest as Dominic followed her into the dimly lit living room. The air felt heavier now, charged with an unspoken tension that made her skin prickle. She glanced over her shoulder at him, catching the way his eyes roamed over her figure—slow, deliberate, and utterly hungry.

"You have a beautiful home," Dominic said, his voice low and smooth, like velvet brushing against her nerves.

"Thank you," she replied, her own voice softer than she intended. She could feel Jason’s presence somewhere nearby, hidden but watching, and the thought sent a thrill racing through her. He’s here. He was part of this, even if he wasn’t the one touching her. And that thought alone made her stomach flutter.

Dominic stepped closer, and Kate could smell the faint hint of his cologne—warm, musky, and undeniably masculine. His fingers grazed her arm, sending sparks dancing across her skin. "You’re shaking," he murmured, his lips curling into a knowing smile.

"I’m just... excited," she admitted, her cheeks flushing.

His hand cupped her face, his thumb brushing lightly over her bottom lip. "Good. Because I’ve been thinking about this all day." His voice was a whisper now, intimate and teasing. "About how soft your skin would feel under my hands. About how fucking good it would be to make you moan my name."

Kate’s breath faltered, and her body seemed to lean into him of its own accord. His other hand slid around her waist, pulling her firmly against him. She could feel the hard lines of his body—his chest pressing into hers, his hips aligning perfectly with hers. Fuck. He was already hard, and the realization sent a jolt of heat straight to her core.

"Is this okay?" he asked, his voice thick with desire.

"Yes," she breathed, her hands reaching up to grip his shoulders. "More than okay."

Dominic didn’t wait. His mouth crashed down on hers, possessive and demanding, and Kate melted into the kiss. His tongue pushed past her lips, exploring her with a hunger that left her dizzy. His hands roamed her body—her hips, her ass, the curve of her waist—each touch igniting a fire that spread through her veins.

Her fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him closer as the kiss deepened. She could feel the heat radiating off him, the way his breath quickened against her skin. His hands slid under her shirt, calloused fingers tracing the sensitive skin of her stomach before moving upward to cup her breasts. Kate gasped against his mouth, her nipples hardening instantly under his touch.

"You’re so fucking perfect," he growled, breaking the kiss to trail hot, open-mouthed kisses down her neck. His teeth grazed her collarbone, and she moaned, her head falling back to give him better access.

Her shirt came off in one swift motion, and Dominic’s eyes darkened as he took in the sight of her. "Jesus, Kate," he muttered, his hands sliding around to unhook her bra. When it fell away, he exhaled sharply, his gaze fixed on her bare chest. "You’re exquisite."

Before she could respond, his mouth was on her again, his lips closing around one nipple while his hand teased the other. Kate cried out, her fingers gripping his hair as waves of pleasure coursed through her. His tongue flicked over her nipple, sending shivers down her spine, and then he sucked hard, making her legs buckle.

Dominic caught her easily, his strong arms lifting her effortlessly as he carried her to the couch. He laid her down gently, his eyes never leaving hers as he stripped off his shirt. His body was pure muscle—broad shoulders, a defined chest, and abs that looked like they’d been carved from stone. Kate reached out to touch him, her hands skimming over his warm skin, and he shivered under her touch.

"You’re incredible," she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

"So are you," he replied, his voice rough as he leaned down to kiss her again. This time, his hands went straight for the button of her jeans, popping it open with practiced ease. He tugged them down her legs, along with her panties, and Kate felt a thrill of anticipation as he knelt between her thighs.

Dominic’s hands ran up her legs, pushing them apart as he leaned down to kiss the inside of her thigh. His breath was warm against her skin, and Kate squirmed, desperate for more. "Dominic," she whimpered, her voice laced with urgency.

"I know," he murmured, his lips brushing against her inner thigh. "I’ll take care of you."

And then his mouth was on her—hot, wet, and relentless. Kate cried out as his tongue licked a slow, torturous path up her slit before circling her clit. Her hips bucked involuntarily, but Dominic held her firmly in place, his hands gripping her thighs as he ate her out with an intensity that left her gasping.

"Oh my God," she moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair as he worked her with his tongue. He alternated between long, slow strokes and quick, fluttering flicks, driving her closer and closer to the edge. Her body trembled with each pass of his tongue, and she could feel the pressure building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter until she thought she might explode.

"Dominic, I’m so close," she gasped, her voice breaking as pleasure threatened to overwhelm her.

He responded by sliding two fingers inside her, curling them just right as he sucked her clit into his mouth. Kate screamed as the orgasm crashed over her, her body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure ripped through her. Dominic didn’t stop, drawing out every last shuddering aftershock until she was panting and boneless beneath him.

When he finally pulled away, Kate could only stare up at him, dazed and breathless. "That was... incredible," she managed to say, her voice still shaky.

Dominic smirked, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. "We’re just getting started," he said, his eyes glinting with mischief as he unbuckled his belt. Kate’s stomach flipped as he pushed his jeans down, revealing the hard length of his cock—thick, veined, and so fucking perfect that she couldn’t tear her eyes away.

"Do you want me inside you?" he asked, his voice husky with need.

"Yes," she answered immediately, spreading her legs wider in invitation. "Fuck me."

Dominic didn’t need to be told twice. He positioned himself at her entrance, the tip of his cock pressing against her slick folds. "You’re so wet," he groaned, pushing forward inch by torturous inch until he was buried to the hilt.

Kate's whole body tensed as Dominic filled her completely, stretching her in ways that made her gasp and arch beneath him. He felt different from Jason—thicker, with a slight curve that hit spots inside her she'd forgotten existed. The sensation was overwhelming, almost too much, and she couldn't help the low moan that escaped her lips.

"Fuck, you're tight," Dominic groaned against her ear, his breath hot and ragged. He held himself still for a moment, letting her adjust to his size, and Kate could feel every ridge and vein of his cock pulsing inside her.

She wrapped her legs around his waist, urging him deeper, and he responded with a slow, deliberate thrust that made her see stars. The friction was exquisite—each movement sending jolts of pleasure radiating through her core. Her hands clawed at his back, nails digging into his skin as he began to move with increasing intensity.

"God, yes," she breathed, her voice barely recognizable even to herself. The words tumbled out without thought, her mind completely consumed by the feeling of him moving inside her. Each stroke hit deeper than the last, and she could feel herself building toward something massive, something that would shatter her completely.

Dominic's rhythm became more urgent, his hips snapping against hers with a force that made the couch creak beneath them. Kate's world narrowed to just this—the weight of his body pressing her into the cushions, the slick slide of skin against skin, the intoxicating scent of sex and sweat filling her nostrils.

Somewhere in the back of her mind, she remembered Jason was watching, and the thought sent a fresh wave of heat coursing through her veins. She was being fucked by another man while her husband watched, and instead of shame, she felt only a wild, reckless freedom that made her push back against Dominic's thrusts with desperate hunger.

Dominic’s hands gripped Kate’s hips tightly, lifting her up as he pulled out of her with a wet, lewd pop. Her breath caught in her throat, her body trembling with anticipation as he flipped her onto her stomach. Her face pressed into the soft leather of the couch, the coolness of it a sharp contrast to the heat radiating from her skin. She could feel the air on her bare back, her ass still raised in the air as Dominic positioned himself behind her. His palms smoothed over her curves, his touch possessive and deliberate.

“You look so fucking good like this,” Dominic growled, his voice thick with lust. He gave her ass a firm slap, the sound echoing in the room, and Kate gasped, her body jolting forward. The sting was electric, sending a sharp thrill through her veins. His fingers dug into her flesh as he spread her cheeks wider, exposing her completely to him. “I’m going to fuck you so hard you’ll forget everything but my cock.”

Kate’s heart hammered in her chest, her arousal dripping down her thighs as she felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against her entrance. She glanced over her shoulder, catching a glimpse of Jason in the shadows. He was seated in a chair, his hand wrapped around his cock, stroking himself slowly as he watched them. His eyes were dark, hungry, and locked on her. The sight of him watching her like this—so turned on, so captivated—sent a fresh wave of heat coursing through her.

Dominic pushed into her with one smooth thrust, burying himself to the hilt, and Kate moaned loudly, her fingers clawing at the couch cushions. His cock stretched her in the most delicious way, filling her completely. He didn’t give her time to adjust, pulling back almost immediately and slamming into her again, the force of it driving her forward.

“Fuck!” Kate cried out, her voice breaking as Dominic began to move in a steady rhythm, his hips pistoning against her ass. Each thrust was deep and deliberate, the sound of their bodies colliding filling the room. Her back arched instinctively, her ass pressing back against him, craving more.

Dominic’s breathing was harsh, his grip on her hips unrelenting as he fucked her with a raw, unbridled intensity. “You take it so well,” he murmured, his voice low and rough. “Your pussy’s made for me, isn’t it? Fucking perfect.”

Kate whimpered in response, her mind hazy with pleasure. She could feel every inch of him inside her, every stroke sending shockwaves of pleasure through her body. Her toes curled against the floor, her nails digging into the couch as she braced herself against Dominic’s relentless pace.

In the corner of the room, Jason’s hand moved faster on his cock, his eyes never leaving Kate. Watching her like this, being taken by another man, was the most erotic thing he’d ever seen. Her cries of pleasure, the way her body responded to Dominic’s every touch, only fueled his own arousal. He could feel his release building, the tight coil in his stomach threatening to snap.

“You’re so fucking hot,” Jason said, his voice strained as he stroked himself. 

Kate turned her head slightly, meeting Jason’s gaze. His expression was a mix of desire and admiration, and it sent a surge of warmth through her. Knowing he was there, watching her, getting off on this, only heightened her own pleasure. She couldn’t help but smile, a soft moan escaping her lips as Dominic’s cock hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her.

Dominic noticed the exchange, a smirk tugging at his lips as he leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back. “Your husband’s loving every second of this,” he whispered in her ear, his breath hot against her skin. “He can’t take his eyes off you.”

Kate shuddered, Dominic’s words sending a jolt of electricity through her. The combination of his cock pounding into her and Jason’s intense gaze was overwhelming, pushing her closer to the edge with every passing second.

“Fuck me harder,” she pleaded, her voice desperate. “Please.”

Dominic obliged without hesitation, his thrusts becoming more forceful, more erratic. The room was filled with the sound of their bodies slapping together, the wetness of her arousal making every movement slick and effortless. Kate’s moans grew louder, more unrestrained, as Dominic drove into her with unrelenting force.

Jason’s breathing quickened, his hand moving furiously on his cock as he watched the scene unfold. The sight of Kate being taken so thoroughly by another man was almost too much to bear. “I’m close,” he muttered under his breath, his gaze fixed on her. “So fucking close.”

Dominic grinned as he heard Jason’s words, his thrusts growing even more intense. “Let’s make him come while I’m buried deep inside you,” he whispered to Kate, his voice low and teasing.

Kate could feel her own orgasm building, the pressure in her core tightening with every thrust. She reached down, her fingers finding her clit and rubbing in quick, desperate circles. The added stimulation pushed her over the edge, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over her. She cried out Dominic’s name, her walls clamping down around his cock as she came.

Dominic groaned, feeling her tighten around him, and it was all he could do to keep himself from following suit. He slowed his pace slightly, letting her ride out her orgasm before picking up speed again. “You’re not done yet,” he growled, his hands gripping her hips tighter as he resumed his relentless rhythm.

Jason watched in awe as Kate’s body trembled with pleasure, her cries of ecstasy filling the room. His own release was imminent, the tension in his body reaching its peak. “I’m going to come,” he warned, his voice strained as he stroked himself faster.

Dominic smirked, giving Kate one last, powerful thrust before burying himself deep inside her. “Come for us,” he urged Jason, his voice thick with satisfaction.

Jason’s hand moved frantically on his cock as he watched Dominic fuck his wife with abandon, the sight of her body arching and trembling beneath another man’s touch sending him to the brink of ecstasy. His wife. His Kate. The woman he’d always cherished, adored, and now... now he was watching her being claimed in the most primal way. The room was alive with the sounds of their passion—Kate’s cries, Dominic’s guttural growls, the relentless slap of flesh against flesh. Each noise was a symphony of arousal, and Jason was utterly captivated.

He couldn’t tear his eyes away. Every detail burned into his mind—the way Dominic’s hands gripped her hips, leaving faint red marks on her skin, the way her back arched as she pressed herself into his thrusts, the way her fingers clawed at the couch for purchase. And her face—God, her face. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips parted in a constant stream of moans and gasps, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure. She was lost in it, consumed by the raw, unfiltered desire that Dominic was unleashing in her. And Jason couldn’t get enough.

His own hand worked faster, his cock throbbing in his grip as he imagined what it must feel like for her. The stretch, the heat, the fullness. Dominic was built differently—thicker, longer, more commanding—and Jason could see how Kate’s body responded to it. Her pussy clung to him greedily, her wetness coating his cock with every deep, punishing thrust. Jason felt a surge of something primal, something possessive yet selfless all at once. He wanted her to feel everything, to experience the kind of pleasure only Dominic could give her. And yet, knowing it was another man delivering it—that was what made it so intoxicating.

Dominic leaned over Kate, his body pressing hers into the couch as he whispered something Jason couldn’t quite hear. Whatever it was, it made Kate shudder, her thighs trembling as she moaned even louder. Dominic’s pace became almost brutal, his hips slamming into her with a force that made the entire couch creak. Kate’s cries turned desperate, pleading, and Jason knew she was close. So was he.

“Fuck,” Jason muttered under his breath, his hand moving in rapid, uneven strokes as he watched his wife unravel. “You’re so fucking beautiful like this.” His voice was strained, barely audible over the sounds of their fucking. He wanted her to hear him, to know that he was there, that he saw her, that he loved every second of this. But more than that, he wanted her to come—to let go completely while Dominic was buried deep inside her.

And then it happened. Kate’s body stiffened, her back arching impossibly as she let out a guttural cry that seemed to echo through the room. Her orgasm hit her hard, her pussy clenching around Dominic’s cock as her entire body shook with the force of it. Jason’s breath caught in his throat, his own release barreling toward him as he watched her fall apart. This was it. This was everything he’d fantasized about, everything he’d craved. And now, as Dominic kept pounding into her with unrelenting force, Jason knew he wouldn’t last another second.

Dominic’s hips slowed as Kate’s orgasm washed over her, her pussy clenching around his cock in rhythmic pulses that made him groan. He leaned back slightly, his hands gripping her hips as he pulled out slowly, his thick length glistening with her slick arousal. Kate whimpered at the sudden emptiness, her body still trembling, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

Dominic’s eyes shifted to Jason, who was still seated in the corner, his cock in hand, his face flushed with a mix of awe and need. Dominic’s lips curved into a sly smile as he stepped back from Kate, gesturing toward her sprawled figure on the couch. “Your turn,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “Fuck her.”

Jason froze for a moment, the words sinking in. His gaze darted to Kate, who was looking at him with hooded eyes, her lips parted, her skin glowing with a sheen of sweat. She didn’t say anything, but the way her legs spread slightly wider was all the invitation he needed.

He stood, his cock twitching in anticipation, his steps slow but deliberate as he approached the couch. Kate’s eyes followed him, her breathing still uneven, her body pliant and waiting. Dominic moved to the side, leaning against the wall with his arms crossed, his own cock still hard and glistening as he watched intently.

Jason knelt on the couch between Kate’s legs, his hands skimming up her thighs, feeling the heat radiating from her skin. He paused for a moment, his fingers brushing lightly over her slick folds, and she gasped, her hips lifting off the couch instinctively.

“You’re so fucking wet,” Jason murmured, his voice rough with desire. He slid his fingers through her arousal, coating them before circling her clit, her body jerking at the contact. Kate’s head fell back, a soft moan escaping her lips as Jason teased her, his touch light but insistent.

Dominic’s presence loomed in the room, his eyes locked on them, and Jason could feel the weight of his gaze like a physical touch. It heightened everything—the way Kate’s breath hitched when he pressed a finger inside her, the way her pussy clenched around him greedily, the way she arched into his touch like she couldn’t get enough.

Jason leaned down, his mouth replacing his fingers as he licked a slow, tantalizing stripe up her folds. Kate cried out, her hands tangling in his hair as he buried his face between her thighs, his tongue working her with relentless precision. He could feel her trembling beneath him, her hips bucking as he lapped at her sensitive flesh, savoring the taste of her arousal mixed with Dominic’s lingering scent.

Dominic’s low chuckle cut through the haze of pleasure. “She’s insatiable,” he commented, his voice thick with amusement. “But I think she’s ready for more than just your tongue.”

Jason lifted his head, his lips glistening as he looked up at Kate, her face flushed, her eyes pleading. He didn’t need any more encouragement. Positioning himself at her entrance, he pushed inside in one smooth stroke, both of them groaning at the sensation. Kate’s pussy stretched around him, still tender from Dominic’s earlier pounding, but she welcomed him eagerly.

“Fuck,” Jason breathed, his hands gripping her hips as he began to move. Her warmth enveloped him, her wetness making every thrust slick and effortless. He started slow, savoring the tightness of her, her pussy still tender from Dominic’s earlier pounding but welcoming him with a greedy clench that made his cock throb. Kate’s breath hitched, her nails digging into his shoulders as she arched into him, urging him deeper. The room was filled with the sound of their shared moans and the rhythmic slap of skin against skin.

Jason’s pace quickened, his hips snapping into hers with a building urgency that left them both gasping. He could feel how much she wanted him—each time he pulled back, her body seemed to chase his cock, her pussy tightening as if begging him not to leave. “God, you feel incredible,” he groaned, his voice rough with desire. His fingers dug into her hips, holding her steady as he drove into her harder, the intensity of their connection overwhelming.

Kate’s cries grew louder, her legs wrapping tightly around his waist to pull him even deeper. “Don’t stop,” she pleaded, her voice trembling with need. The sound of her desperation sent a jolt of heat through Jason, and he fucked her with renewed fervor, his movements becoming almost primal. He could feel the tension coiling in his gut, but he forced himself to hold on, wanting to draw this out for as long as he could.

Dominic’s presence loomed over them, his eyes locked on the way Jason’s cock disappeared into Kate’s slick folds again and again. “She’s taking you so well,” Dominic murmured, his voice low and approving. His hand reached out to caress Kate’s breast, his thumb brushing over her nipple in teasing circles. She cried out, her back arching off the couch as the dual sensations pushed her closer to the edge. God, this is too much, Jason thought, but he couldn’t stop—didn’t want to stop.

Kate’s body was a storm of sensation, every nerve alight with the dual assault of Dominic’s hands and Jason’s cock. Her breath came in shallow gasps as Dominic’s fingers danced over her nipples, pinching and teasing them into stiff peaks, while Jason’s thrusts grew more urgent, each one driving deeper into her slick, shuddering core. “Please, don’t stop,” she begged, her voice trembling with desperation. Her hips bucked wildly, meeting Jason’s every movement with a need that bordered on frantic. 

“You’re so fucking tight,” Jason groaned, his voice ragged as he grabbed her hips, pulling her harder onto him. He could feel her pussy clenching around him in rhythmic pulses, her body already on the brink of another orgasm. The way she responded to him—her moans, her shivers, the way she clung to him—was driving him insane. He tried to hold back, to prolong the moment, but the way she was squeezing him made it nearly impossible. “I can’t—fuck, Kate—” 

Dominic leaned in closer, his lips brushing against her ear as his hands continued to explore her body. “You’re taking him so well,” he murmured, his voice low and velvety. His fingers trailed down her trembling stomach, circling her clit with a precision that made her cry out. “You’re going to come again, aren’t you?” he teased, his touch deliberate and unrelenting. “Let us see how much you can handle.”

Kate’s body arched off the couch, her back rigid as pleasure surged through her like a tidal wave. “Yes!” she screamed, her voice breaking as her orgasm crashed over her with an intensity that left her gasping. Her pussy clamped down on Jason’s cock with such force that he couldn’t hold back any longer. With a guttural groan, he came deep inside her, his hips jerking erratically as he spilled himself in hot, pulsing waves.

The room was filled with the sound of their heavy breathing, the air thick with the scent of sweat and sex. Kate’s head fell back against the couch, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she tried to catch her breath. Jason stayed buried inside her, his forehead resting against hers, both of them trembling with the aftershocks of their shared climax. Dominic stood over them, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips as he watched their bodies slowly relax.

“You handled that beautifully,” Dominic said, his tone dripping with approval. His hand brushed over Kate’s cheek, his touch surprisingly gentle despite the intensity of what had just happened. “But I think we’re far from done here.” The words sent a shiver down Kate’s spine, a mix of anticipation and exhaustion coursing through her. She glanced up at Jason, her eyes glazed with satisfaction but still flickering with a hunger that wasn’t yet sated.

Jason met her gaze, his own desire still burning brightly despite his recent release. He knew this was just the beginning—and the thought sent a thrill through him. “She’s not done,” he said, his voice rough but filled with promise. Dominic chuckled low in his throat, his smirk widening as he stepped back, giving them space but keeping his predatory gaze locked on them. Kate’s body relaxed into the couch, but her heart raced with the knowledge that there was more to come—much more.

The room was filled with the sound of their heavy breathing and the lingering echoes of Kate’s cries. Jason stayed buried inside her, both of them clinging to each other as they rode out the aftershocks of their climaxes. Dominic stepped back, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips as he watched them. “Not bad,” he said, his tone teasing. “But I think we’ve only scratched the surface.”

Kate’s moans grew louder, her nails digging into his shoulders as she met his thrusts with equal fervor. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper, and Jason groaned at the overwhelming sensation. He could feel Dominic watching them, could hear his low murmurs of approval, and it only fueled him further.

Dominic stepped closer, his hand reaching out to caress Kate’s breast, his thumb brushing over her nipple. She cried out, her back arching off the couch as Jason drove into her harder, his rhythm becoming almost frantic. The combination of sensations was too much—Dominic’s skilled fingers teasing her nipples while Jason filled her perfectly—and Kate felt herself teetering on the edge once more.

“I can’t—” she gasped, her voice breaking as pleasure surged through her. “Fuck, I’m going to—”

Dominic leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispered, “Come for us, Kate. Let us see how much you can take.”

The words sent her over the edge. Her entire body tensed, her pussy clamping down on Jason’s cock as an earth-shattering orgasm ripped through her. Jason gritted his teeth, trying to hold on, but the way she was milking him made it impossible. With a guttural groan, he came deep inside her, his hips jerking erratically as he spilled himself in hot waves.

Kate’s cries echoed through the room, her body shuddering as she rode out the aftershocks of her climax. Jason collapsed on top of her, both of them breathing heavily, their bodies slick with sweat.

Dominic stepped back, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips as he watched them. “Not bad,” he said, his tone teasing. “But I think we’ve only scratched the surface.”

Kate's head fell back against the couch, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she tried to catch her breath. Jason stayed buried inside her, his forehead resting against hers, both of them trembling with the aftershocks of their shared climax.

"You two look good together," Dominic said, his voice low and appreciative. He stood over them, still fully aroused, his cock glistening with Kate's earlier wetness.

Kate felt Jason's breath hot against her neck as he slowly pulled out of her, the emptiness making her whimper softly. Her body felt deliciously used, every muscle loose and heavy, yet somehow still humming with energy. Jason pressed a gentle kiss to her temple before shifting to lie beside her on the couch, his arm draped protectively across her stomach.

"How are you feeling?" Jason whispered, his eyes searching hers with tender concern.

Kate smiled, her lips still sensitive and swollen from their kisses. "Amazing," she murmured, her voice raspy from crying out. She meant it. The experience had been more intense, more fulfilling than she could have ever imagined. The guilt or awkwardness she had feared might come afterward was nowhere to be found—only a deep, satisfied glow that radiated through her entire body.

Dominic cleared his throat, drawing their attention back to him. "I think that’s my cue to leave, and let you two lovebirds continue without me”.

Jason watched Dominic gather his clothes, a strange mix of satisfaction and surreal disbelief washing over him. The whole evening felt like something out of a fever dream—except for Kate's warm body pressed against his side, her skin still flushed and damp with sweat. That was real. All of it had been real.

"Thanks for tonight," Dominic said as he pulled his shirt over his head. His voice was casual, like they'd just finished watching a movie together instead of... Jason's mind struggled to fully process what had just happened. "Kate, you were incredible."

Kate smiled, her cheek still resting against Jason's chest. "Thank you," she said softly. "For being so... considerate."

Dominic chuckled, buckling his belt. "Anytime. Seriously." He glanced between them. "If you ever want to do this again, just let me know."

Jason felt Kate's body tense slightly against him at those words, though he couldn't tell if it was from excitement or nervousness. Maybe both. Hell, he was feeling the same way.

After Dominic left, the apartment fell into a comfortable silence. Jason pulled the throw blanket from the back of the couch over them, cocooning Kate against him. She fit perfectly in the crook of his arm, her head on his chest, one leg draped over his. He could smell her hair—still that familiar vanilla scent, but now mixed with something earthier, more primal. The scent of what they'd just done.

"So," Kate said after a while, her voice soft and contemplative. "That happened."

Jason laughed, the sound rumbling through his chest. "Yeah. It did." He ran his fingers through her hair, marveling at how normal this felt despite everything. "How are you feeling? Really?"

She was quiet for a moment, and Jason could feel her thinking, could practically hear the gears turning in her mind. "Good," she said finally. "Really good, actually. I thought I might feel weird afterward, or guilty, but..." She tilted her head up to look at him. "I don't. Is that strange?"

"Not at all." Jason cupped her face, his thumb brushing over her cheek. "You were amazing tonight. So fucking beautiful."

Kate's cheeks flushed, and she buried her face against his chest again. "I can't believe I did that. I mean, I can believe it, but... God, Jason, I felt so free. So wild." Her voice dropped to a whisper. "I loved knowing you were watching."

Heat shot through Jason's body at her confession. Even now, spent and satisfied, the memory of watching her with Dominic sent sparks of arousal through him. "You have no idea how hot that was for me," he murmured against her hair. "Seeing you like that, seeing how much pleasure you were feeling... fuck, Kate."

She lifted her head again, her eyes bright with curiosity. "What was your favorite part?"

The question caught him off guard, and Jason found himself thinking back through the evening. There had been so many moments—Kate's initial nervousness giving way to hunger, the way she'd looked at him while Dominic was inside her, the sounds she'd made. "All of it," he said honestly. "But maybe... when you looked at me while he was fucking you. The way you smiled." He swallowed hard. "It was like you were sharing it with me, even though I wasn't the one touching you."

Kate's expression softened. "I was sharing it with you. That's what made it so incredible." She traced lazy circles on his chest with her finger. "What about you? Any regrets?"

"None," Jason said immediately. "You?"

She shook her head. "None. Though I have to admit, I'm already wondering what it would be like to do it again."

Jason's pulse quickened. "Yeah?"

"Mm-hmm." Kate's finger continued its path across his skin. "Maybe next time we could... explore more. Try different things."

"Like what?" Jason asked, though he had a feeling he already knew where her mind was going.

Kate bit her lip, that familiar nervous habit that always made his heart skip. "I don't know. Maybe... maybe I could be with more than one person at the same time."

The words hit Jason like a bolt of lightning. The image that flashed through his mind—Kate between him and Dominic, both of them touching her, pleasuring her—made his cock twitch with renewed interest. "Jesus, Kate."

She laughed, the sound light and musical. "Too much?"

"No," Jason said quickly. "Definitely not too much. Just... unexpected. Good unexpected."

They lay in comfortable silence for a while, both lost in their own thoughts. Jason found himself marveling at how much had changed in just one evening. Not just the physical aspect, but something deeper. Kate seemed more confident, more in tune with her own desires. And he felt closer to her than ever, like they'd shared something profound and intimate that went beyond just the physical act.

"I love you," he said suddenly, the words spilling out before he could stop them.

Kate lifted her head, her eyes shining. "I love you too. So much." She leaned up to kiss him, soft and sweet. "Thank you for this. For letting me explore, for sharing this with me."

"Thank you for trusting me enough to try it," Jason replied, pulling her closer. "For being brave enough to go after what you wanted."

Kate settled back against his chest with a contented sigh. "What happens now?"

Jason considered the question. What did happen now? They'd crossed a line tonight, opened a door that couldn't be closed again. But instead of feeling anxious about the future, he felt excited. Curious. Ready for whatever came next.

"Now we figure it out as we go," he said finally. "Together."

"Together," Kate agreed, her voice already heavy with approaching sleep.

As Jason felt her breathing even out against him, he stared up at the ceiling, his mind still buzzing with the events of the evening. He thought about Dominic's parting words, about Kate's suggestion of exploring more, about all the possibilities that now lay before them. For the first time in years, he felt like they were embarking on a real adventure together.

And he couldn't wait to see where it would take them.
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Book 4 - Blacked Raw



[image: ]


Rachel was bent over the kitchen island, her asscheeks peeking out from beneath the hem of her sundress as she reached for the wineglasses. Matthew stood in the doorway watching her intently. He loved how the fabric clung to her curves, how his wife’s body moved with such casual grace. But this wasn’t the only thing on his mind lately. He had been harboring a secret fantasy — something that made his pulse quicken whenever it crept into his thoughts.

He cleared his voice, and Rachel turned around. Her dark hair fell in soft curls around her face, catching the light as she smiled at him. “Hey again,” she said, folding her arms and leaning against the counter.

Matthew took a deep breath, stepping closer to her. The air between them felt electric. “There’s something I’ve been wanting to talk to you about, Rach.”

Rachel raised an eyebrow, her playful smile faltering ever so slightly. His hands were trembling, and he knew it showed — but there was no turning back now.

“What is it?” she asked.

Matthew hesitated for a moment before his words finally tumbled out. “The idea of you with another guy... it drives me crazy. I can’t stop thinking about it." He exhaled sharply, like he’d been holding the thought in for years. Which he had.

Rachel blinked. Her lips parted slightly, but no words came. She stepped away from the counter, her eyes searching his face for more context. “Wait, you’re serious? You’ve been fantasizing about me fucking another man?"

“Yes,” he admitted. It sounded even more raw spoken aloud than it did in his head. “I mean, not just any guy... but someone I trust, someone we could control this with.”

Rachel’s cheeks flushed as she tried to process what he was saying. The thought of being with another man did make her stomach flutter, but she wasn’t sure if it was excitement or fear rolling inside her. “I don’t know, Matthew. What if things go too far? What if I can’t separate it from our marriage?”

Matthew stepped closer again, cupping her face gently. His fingers warmed against her skin, soothing some of her growing nerves. “Rachel,” he whispered. “You know how much I love you. This isn’t about replacing me—it’s about seeing you experience something that might bring you even more pleasure than I can give you.”

The way he looked at her—like he’d imagined every detail of this scenario already—made her heart thump louder in her chest. She licked her lips, her mind starting to wander despite herself. The idea was undeniably arousing, almost forbidden in its intensity.

“I... I don’t know,” she repeated softly, but there was a new spark in her eyes now—a flicker of curiosity that hadn’t been there before. She shifted her weight, feeling a heat that wasn’t entirely unfamiliar begin to pool in her core.

Matthew sensed the shift in her demeanor immediately. “Just think about it,” he urged. “We don’t have to do anything unless you want to. But... what if it was exactly what we both needed?”

Rachel hesitated before nodding slowly. Her mind was spinning, racing through possibilities she had never dared to consider before. The room felt smaller now, the air heavier with unspoken tension.

“Why don’t we sit down and talk about this a little more?” she suggested, her voice betraying the growing sense of intrigue she’d begun to feel.

Matthew took her hand in his, guiding her toward the living room. As they walked side by side, the press of his fingers against hers was both grounding and thrilling.

“Okay,” he agreed quietly. “Let's talk about it.”

The energy between them was tangible now, a slow simmer building toward something neither of them could quite define. The air felt charged, as if the very molecules were vibrating with the weight of his confession and the questions swirling in her mind. Rachel’s thoughts raced, each one tugging her in a different direction—curiosity, fear, arousal—all tangled together in a knot she couldn’t yet unravel. She glanced at Matthew, his face earnest yet vulnerable, and felt a strange mix of tenderness and desire stir inside her.

Their hands stayed linked as they moved to the sofa, their fingers intertwining with a quiet urgency. The soft fabric beneath her felt grounding as Rachel settled in, though her heart still pounded as though she were on the edge of a precipice. Matthew sat close beside her, his thigh brushing hers, the warmth of him a steady anchor. “I know this is a lot,” he began, his voice low and careful. “But I need you to know that this isn’t about me wanting out. It’s about us exploring something together. Something that could bring us closer.”

Rachel swallowed hard, her throat dry despite the wine they’d shared earlier. “It’s just... I never expected this,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I never thought you’d want something like that. It’s not that I don’t... I mean, it’s not that I’m completely against it. But it’s such a big step. What if it changes us?” Her eyes met his, searching for reassurance. 

Matthew’s gaze didn’t waver. “It might change us,” he conceded. “But change isn’t always bad. It could be... amazing. Can you imagine it? Watching you let go, seeing you enjoy yourself in a way that’s just for you?” His voice dropped, roughening with the intensity of his words. “It wouldn’t take away from what we have. It would just add to it.”

The image he painted sent a shiver down Rachel’s spine. She could almost feel the phantom touch of another man’s hands on her skin, hear the whispered praise that wasn’t Matthew’s. The idea was undeniably intoxicating, even as it made her cheeks flush with heat. She bit her lip, her pulse quickening at the thought of giving in to something so forbidden, so thrilling. “I think... I think I need time to really process this,” she said finally, her voice trembling slightly. 

Matthew nodded, his fingers brushing against her cheek in a gentle caress. “Of course,” he murmured. “Take all the time you need. I just wanted you to know how I feel.” He paused, then added with a small smile, “And I hope you know that no matter what you decide, I’ll always love you.”

Her heart swelled at his words, and for a moment, the uncertainty seemed to melt away. Whatever happened next, they were in this together. That much she was sure of. But one thing was clear—their lives were about to change in ways neither of them had ever anticipated.
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Matthew sat across from Rachel at the kitchen table, the morning sunlight streaming through the window and catching in her dark curls. She stirred her coffee absently, her brow furrowed in thought. He watched her, his stomach tightening with a mix of anticipation and nerves. They hadn’t spoken about it since that night a few days ago, but he could tell it was still on her mind.

“You’ve been quiet,” Matthew said, his voice low and calm. “Still thinking about... what we talked about?”

Rachel glanced up, her hazel eyes meeting his. She set her spoon down, the faint clink of metal against ceramic breaking the silence. “Yeah,” she admitted, her voice soft but steady. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it, actually.”

His chest tightened as he leaned forward, resting his arms on the table. “And? Where’s your head at?”

She hesitated, her fingers tracing the rim of her coffee cup. “I don’t know,” she said slowly. “Part of me is... curious. But the other part is scared. What if it changes things between us? What if I don’t like it? What if you don’t like it?”

Matthew reached across the table, his hand covering hers. “Rachel, listen to me,” he said, his voice firm but gentle. “This isn’t about me wanting to push you into something you’re not ready for. It’s about trust. It’s about us exploring something together that could bring us closer. And if you don’t like it, we stop. No questions asked. I love you more than anything, and nothing will ever change that.”

Her lower lip trembled slightly, and she looked down at their joined hands. “I know you do,” she whispered. “And I trust you. I just... I don’t know if I can do it.”

Matthew squeezed her hand gently. “You don’t have to decide right now,” he reminded her. “But if you’re curious, let’s talk about it. What would make you feel safe? What would make you comfortable?”

Rachel paused, her mind racing. She had thought about it—more than she cared to admit—and the idea of being with someone else sent a thrill through her that she couldn’t ignore. But she needed control. She needed to know that she was safe, that this was something she could step into without losing herself—or them.

“I think... I’d need to be in charge,” she said finally, her voice gaining strength. “I’d want to choose who it is. And I’d need to know I could stop it at any time if it didn’t feel right.”

Matthew nodded, a spark of excitement flickering in his eyes. “Of course,” he said immediately. “You’re in control. You call the shots. I wouldn’t want it any other way.”

Rachel took a deep breath, her heart pounding as the reality of what they were discussing began to sink in. “And... if I did this... who would I even...” She trailed off, her cheeks flushing as the question hung in the air.

Matthew studied her for a moment, his lips quirking into a small smile. “Who would you want?” he prompted gently.

Her gaze dropped to the table again, her fingers twisting nervously in her lap. “I’ve... I’ve always had this fantasy,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “About a black man. I don’t know why, but it’s always been something I’ve thought about.”

Matthew felt a surge of arousal at her confession, his mind already racing with possibilities. “Okay,” he said, his tone steady despite the heat pooling low in his body. “So if we did this, it would be with someone who fits that fantasy. Someone you’re attracted to. Someone you feel safe with.”

Rachel nodded slowly, her heart pounding in her chest. “But where would we even find someone like that? It’s not like I can just...”

Matthew hesitated for a moment before speaking. “There’s a new swinger club in town,” he said carefully. “I heard about it from a coworker. It’s supposed to be really classy, very discreet. A place where people go to explore... well, things like this.”

Rachel’s eyes widened, her pulse quickening at the thought. “A swinger club?” she repeated, her voice tinged with disbelief and a hint of curiosity. “I don’t know, Matthew. That seems so... wild.”

He leaned closer, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. “It doesn’t have to be wild unless you want it to be,” he said. “We could just go and check it out. See how you feel. There’s no pressure, no expectations. If you don’t like it, we leave. But if you do...” He paused, letting the unspoken words hang between them.

Rachel chewed her lip, her mind swirling with conflicting emotions. The idea was terrifying and thrilling all at once, and she could feel herself being drawn to it despite her fears. “And you’d be okay with it?” she asked softly. “Watching me... with someone else?”

Matthew’s throat tightened as he nodded. “Yes,” he said firmly. “Because I know it’s not about replacing me. It’s about watching you experience something new, something incredible. And knowing that I get to be the one who brings you home after.”

She felt a flutter low in her belly at his words, her resolve beginning to waver. “Okay,” she said finally, her voice trembling with a mix of excitement and nervousness. “Let’s try it. Just once.”

Matthew’s heart leapt at her words, a rush of adrenaline coursing through him. He leaned in and kissed her gently, his lips lingering against hers for a moment before pulling back. “Thank you,” he murmured. “For trusting me with this.”

“Matthew—” Her voice broke as she reached for his hand and gave it a tight squeeze—“What if I don’t feel good enough? What if—”

He cut her off gently with another kiss, shushing her with an urgency only allowed by years of intimacy: “There are no ‘what ifs,’ Rachel! You own this fucking night—your body—our love—all of it! You fucking decide what happens next!”

Her breath caught at his sudden intensity—finally understanding what drove him—the raw commitment to bring every fantasy-to-life for both of them—together. She swallowed hard and nodded stiffly as she slowly rose from her seat already unbuttoning her blouse; trembling fingers slowly working against their biggest long-standing fear—whatever came next—from now onward would rip them apart or bind them tighter than ever before but either way—it’d happen tonight.
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The swinger club loomed in front of them, its crimson neon sign flickering like a heartbeat against the night sky. Rachel’s hand was warm in Matthew’s grip, her fingers tightening as they approached the entrance. The bass from inside thrummed through the walls, vibrating in their chests. Matthew turned to her, his eyes dark with anticipation and something deeper—something hungry.

“You ready?” he asked, his voice low, almost drowned out by the music.

Rachel nodded, though her throat felt dry. “Let’s do this.”

The bouncer, a burly man with a tattooed neck, nodded them in with a knowing smirk. Inside, the air was thick with the scent of sweat, perfume, and something muskier—something that made Rachel’s pulse flutter. The lighting was dim, shadows dancing across the walls as couples and groups mingled, their laughter and whispers blending into the music.

Matthew led her deeper into the club, his hand resting possessively on the small of her back. “They said we could have a private tour before the crowd gets here,” he murmured, his breath warm against her ear. “I want you to see every inch of this place before we decide anything.”

Rachel shivered, her body responding to his touch even as her mind raced. “Lead the way,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

They moved through the club, past a bar stocked with glittering bottles and a dance floor where bodies already swayed together. The tour guide—a tall woman with piercing green eyes and a leather corset—grinned at them. “Welcome,” she purred. “Let me show you around.”

She led them down a hallway lined with closed doors, each one marked with a small, discreet plaque. “These are our private rooms,” she explained. “For those who want... a more intimate experience.”

Rachel’s heart pounded as the woman opened one of the doors, revealing a room draped in velvet curtains and lit by soft, golden lamps. A large bed dominated the space, its sheets rumpled and inviting. “This one’s my favorite,” the guide said with a wink. “Perfect for... exploration.”

Matthew’s hand tightened on Rachel’s hip as he leaned down to whisper, “What do you think?”

Rachel swallowed hard, her body trembling with a mix of fear and desire. “It’s... intense.”

The guide chuckled. “That’s the point. Take your time—look around. I’ll be outside if you need anything.”

As the door clicked shut behind her, Matthew turned to Rachel, his eyes burning with need. “You okay?”

Rachel nodded, though her breath came in short, shallow bursts. “Yeah. Just... nervous.”

Matthew cupped her face with both hands, his thumbs brushing her cheeks. “You’re fucking gorgeous, Rachel. I want you to feel good. To feel everything.”

She melted into his touch, her body responding to his words like a moth to flame. “Matthew...”

He kissed her then, his lips claiming hers with a hunger that left her gasping. His hands slid down her body, squeezing her hips before pulling her closer. She could feel his erection pressing against her belly, and it sent a jolt of heat straight to her core.

“Tell me what you want,” he growled against her lips. “Tell me what you need.”

Rachel moaned, her hands fisting in his shirt. “I need you.”

Matthew’s lips curved into a wicked smile. “Good.”

He spun her around and pushed her gently but firmly onto the bed. She landed on the soft sheets with a gasp, her sundress riding up her thighs. Matthew knelt between her legs, his eyes devouring her as he slowly pulled the dress up, revealing her lace panties.

“Fuck, Rachel,” he breathed, his voice rough with desire. “You’re so fucking sexy.”

He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and tugged them down, leaving her bare before him. Her chest rose and fell rapidly as she watched him strip off his own clothes, his muscular body gleaming in the dim light.

When he knelt back down between her thighs, his hands spread her legs wider. His breath was hot against her sensitive skin as he leaned in and licked a slow, torturous line up her slit. Rachel cried out, her back arching off the bed.

“Matthew!” she gasped.

“Shh,” he murmured, his tongue circling her clit. “Just feel it.”

His mouth was relentless, alternating between soft licks and fierce sucking that had her writhing beneath him. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them just right to hit that spot that made her toes curl.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, her hands tangling in his hair.

Matthew growled against her flesh, the vibrations sending shockwaves through her body. He added a third finger, stretching her deliciously as he continued to lick and suck at her clit. Rachel could feel the tension building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter until she thought she might explode.

“I’m gonna come,” she whimpered.

“That’s it,” Matthew growled. “Come for me, Rachel.”

Her orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, washing over her in a crashing, all-consuming rush. She cried out, her body shaking as pleasure tore through her.

When the waves subsided, Matthew crawled up her body, his cock pressing against her still-throbbing entrance. He kissed her deeply, letting her taste herself on his lips.

“Ready for more?” he asked, his voice filled with promise.

Rachel nodded, her legs wrapping around his waist as he pushed into her with one smooth stroke. They both groaned at the sensation—him filling her completely, and her tight warmth enveloping him.

Matthew began to move, setting a slow, deep rhythm that had Rachel moaning with every thrust. He reached between them to rub her clit in time with his movements, driving her closer and closer to another orgasm.

“Fuck me,” she begged, her nails digging into his back.

He grinned down at her, his pace quickening. “You want it harder?”

“Yes!”

Gripping her hips tightly, Matthew slammed into her with all the strength he had. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room as Rachel screamed in pleasure.

“You’re mine,” he growled. “But tonight... tonight you can be someone else’s too.”

The words sent a fresh wave of arousal through Rachel as she imagined what was to come—what they had both been craving.

“Fuck me harder,” she demanded, her hips meeting his thrust for thrust.

Matthew obeyed, pounding into her with a desperate urgency that had her seeing stars. Her second orgasm crashed over her just as he spilled himself inside her with a guttural groan.

They lay there for a moment, tangled together and breathing heavily. Finally, Matthew pulled out and rolled onto his back beside her.

“So...” he said, turning his head to look at her. “Still nervous?”

Rachel laughed breathlessly. “No.”

He grinned wickedly. “Good. Because we’re just getting started.”
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Matthew and Rachel stepped back into the main club area, their bodies still humming from the heat of their private encounter. The air was thick with bass-heavy music and the low hum of voices, mingled with occasional laughter and the clink of glasses. Rachel’s sundress clung to her curves, the fabric brushing against her skin in a way that made her hyper-aware of every movement. Matthew’s hand rested on the small of her back, guiding her as they weaved through the crowd. His touch was possessive, grounding, but there was a new edge to it—an anticipation that made her pulse flutter.

She caught a few glances directed her way—lingering stares from men and women alike—and she felt a mix of nerves and something else entirely. Something electric. Matthew noticed it too, his grip tightening slightly as he leaned down to murmur in her ear, his breath warm against her skin. “You’re fucking glowing, Rachel. Everyone here wants you.”

Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away from the faces around them. Instead, she let herself feel the weight of those gazes, the way they lingered on her hips, her legs, her lips. It was intoxicating, this kind of attention, and for the first time, she didn’t shy away from it. She wanted it.

That’s when Stephan approached.

He was tall—taller than Matthew—with skin like polished obsidian and eyes that seemed to see straight through her. He moved with a confidence that was impossible to ignore, his presence commanding the space around him. When he stopped in front of them, Rachel felt a jolt of something primal, something she couldn’t quite name.

“Mind if I join you?” he asked, his voice low and smooth, like dark velvet. His gaze flicked to Matthew before settling back on Rachel, and there was no mistaking the intent there.

Matthew didn’t miss a beat. “That depends,” he said casually, though Rachel could feel the tension in his body as he spoke. “What did you have in mind?”

Stephan’s lips curved into a slow smile, and Rachel felt her stomach tighten. “I think your wife is the most beautiful woman in this room,” he said, his eyes never leaving hers. “And I’d like to fuck her.”

Rachel’s breath caught, and she felt a rush of heat between her legs. She glanced at Matthew, searching his face for any sign of hesitation, but all she saw was hunger. Pure, unbridled hunger.

“What do you think, Rachel?” Matthew asked softly.

She hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “Yes.”

Stephan’s smile widened, and he extended a hand to her. Rachel took it without thinking, his grip firm and warm. Matthew stepped aside, giving them space, but his gaze stayed locked on Rachel, drinking in every detail.

Stephan led her toward a secluded corner of the club, where a large leather couch awaited. He sat down first, pulling Rachel onto his lap so that she straddled him. Her dress rode up her thighs, exposing the curve of her legs and the hint of lace beneath. Stephan’s hands settled on her hips, his touch sending sparks through her body.

“You’re even more stunning up close,” he murmured, his voice a low purr. One hand slid up her side, tracing the curve of her waist before brushing against the underside of her breast. Rachel bit her lip, feeling her nipples harden beneath her dress.

Stephan noticed and smirked. “Let’s get rid of this,” he said, grabbing the hem of her dress and pulling it over her head in one smooth motion. Rachel gasped as the cool air hit her skin, but the heat in Stephan’s eyes made her forget everything else. Her dark curls tumbled over her shoulders as Stephan leaned in, his lips brushing against her neck. His breath was hot against her skin as he whispered, “You taste like fucking heaven.” His hands slid up her back, unhooking her bra with practiced ease and letting it fall away.

Rachel moaned softly as he took one of her breasts in his hand, his thumb circling her nipple before pinching it gently. The sensation sent a jolt of pleasure straight to her core, and she rocked against him, feeling the hardness of his cock pressing against her through his pants.

Matthew, watching from just a few feet away, couldn’t tear his eyes away. His wife was a vision—her body exposed, her skin glowing under the dim light of the club. He reached down, his palm pressing against the bulge in his pants as he began to stroke himself through the fabric. The sight of Rachel writhing on Stephan’s lap was too much, and he needed some relief, even if it wasn’t enough.

Stephan must have noticed because he smirked, his gaze flicking to Matthew for a moment before returning to Rachel. “Your husband looks like he’s enjoying the show,” he murmured, his voice thick with amusement and desire.

Rachel glanced over her shoulder, her eyes locking with Matthew’s. The sight of him touching himself only heightened her arousal, and she moaned softly, her body arching into Stephan’s touch. She could see the hunger in Matthew’s eyes, the way his hand moved with urgency, and it made her feel even more wanted, more desired.

“Fuck, you’re desperate,” Stephan muttered, his voice rough with arousal. He leaned back to look at her, his gaze raking over her naked form before he grabbed her hips and pulled her closer. “You want it bad, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Rachel breathed, her voice trembling with need. “Please.”

Stephan didn’t need to be told twice. He undid his belt with one hand while holding her steady with the other, and then he was pushing his pants down just enough to free his cock. Rachel’s eyes widened as she took him in—he was huge, thicker and longer than Matthew, and the sight of him made her mouth water.

“You’re not scared, are you?” Stephan asked, his tone teasing but edged with something darker.

Rachel shook her head, her heart pounding in her chest. “No. I want it.”

He grinned wickedly and guided her hips forward until the tip of his cock pressed against her entrance. Rachel gasped as he pushed inside her slowly, inch by torturous inch, stretching her in ways she’d never experienced before. She threw her head back, her nails digging into his shoulders as he filled her completely.

“Fuck,” Stephan groaned, his hands gripping her hips tightly. “You’re so fucking wet for me. Such a good girl.”

Rachel whimpered as he began to move, thrusting into her with a rhythm that left her breathless. Each stroke sent waves of pleasure rippling through her body, building steadily until she was teetering on the edge of release. Stephan’s hands roamed over her body—her breasts, her ass, her thighs—claiming every inch of her as his own.

Matthew watched from just a few feet away, his own need evident in the way he gripped himself through his pants. His wife had never looked more beautiful—her skin glistening with sweat, her hair wild and tangled, and her expression one of pure, unbridled satisfaction. The sight of her being so thoroughly claimed by another man was intoxicating, and he couldn’t wait to have her back in his arms.

Stephan must have noticed because he grinned devilishly and slowed his pace just enough to taunt him.

Rachel turned her head to look at Matthew and saw the raw desire in his eyes. It only fueled her own arousal, making her clench around Stephan’s cock involuntarily.

“Fuck,” Stephan hissed, his grip tightening on her hips. “If you keep doing that, I’m not going to last.”

“Good,” Rachel whispered, grinding against him harder.

Stephan’s growl was primal, a sound that reverberated through Rachel’s entire body as he slammed into her with unrelenting force. His thrusts grew erratic, each one deeper and harder than the last, driving her toward the edge with a ferocity that stole her breath. Rachel’s nails dug into his shoulders, her body arching uncontrollably as pleasure surged through her like a wildfire. Her moans turned into desperate cries, her voice breaking as the pressure inside her coiled tighter, ready to snap.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” Stephan groaned, his voice ragged as his hands gripped her hips like a vise. He pulled her down onto him with every thrust, his cock stretching her in ways that made her mind go blank. Rachel could feel every inch of him, every ridge and pulse, and it was too much—too good. Her thighs trembled as she clung to him, her body hurtling toward a climax that promised to shatter her.

The first wave hit her hard, rolling through her with such intensity that she cried out, her voice trembling but loud enough to echo in the dimly lit corner. Her walls clenched around him, milking his cock as the pleasure consumed her. But Stephan didn’t stop. He kept pushing, his thrusts relentless, drawing out her orgasm until she was gasping for air, her body shuddering uncontrollably. “Oh my God,” she whimpered, her voice barely coherent as tears of ecstasy welled in her eyes. “I can’t—I can’t take it.”

Stephan’s rhythm faltered as his own release threatened to overtake him. His hips snapped forward erratically, his cock buried deep inside her as he gave in to the inevitable. “Rachel,” he growled, his voice guttural as he came, spilling himself into her with a groan that sounded almost feral. She felt the heat of his cum filling her, the sensation sending another jolt of pleasure through her already overwhelmed body.

For a moment, they were both still, their breaths mingling in the charged air as they clung to each other. Rachel’s legs felt like jelly, and she collapsed against his chest, her head resting on his shoulder as she tried to steady herself. Her heart pounded in her chest, the aftershocks of her orgasm still rippling through her in slow, delicious waves. Stephan’s hands moved to her back, stroking her gently as they both came down from the high, the intensity of their connection still lingering in the air.

As Stephan’s breathing slowed, Rachel turned her head slightly to glance at Matthew, her lips curling into a satisfied but hungry smile. “Amazing,” she murmured, her voice still trembling with the echoes of pleasure. “But we’re not done yet.” Her words were soft but laden with promise as she whispered, “Your turn, Matthew.”

Stephan’s hands lingered on Rachel’s hips as she shifted, her body still trembling from the intensity of their encounter. Her dark curls clung to her damp forehead, her chest rising and falling with labored breaths. She turned to Matthew, her eyes heavy with desire, and slowly slid off Stephan’s lap, leaving his cock glistening and spent between his thighs. The air was thick with the musk of sweat and sex, the room’s dim lighting casting shadows that danced across their bodies.

Rachel knelt before Matthew, her fingers already working the button of his pants, her movements deliberate and unhurried. Her lips parted as she pulled his zipper down, the sound sharp in the otherwise quiet room. Matthew exhaled sharply, his cock springing free, hard and desperate for her touch. She didn’t hesitate, wrapping her fingers around his shaft, her grip firm but tender.

“Fuck, Rachel,” Matthew groaned, his voice low and rough with need. His hands tangled in her hair, his fingers tightening as she leaned forward, her breath hot against him. She paused for a moment, her tongue darting out to tease the tip, tasting the precum that had already begun to bead there. The sensation sent a shiver through him, his legs trembling slightly as he fought to stay upright.

Rachel’s lips closed around him, taking him deep into her mouth in one slow, deliberate motion. Her tongue swirled around his shaft as she pulled back, then sank down again, her rhythm steady and unhurried. Matthew’s grip on her hair tightened, his hips pressing forward as he guided her head closer, forcing himself deeper into her throat. She didn’t resist, her throat opening to accommodate him, the tightness sending waves of pleasure coursing through his body.

“That’s it, baby,” Matthew whispered, his voice hoarse. “Take all of me.”

Rachel’s eyes flicked up to meet his, her gaze unwavering even as tears brimmed at the corners from the intensity of the act. Her hands rested on his thighs, her nails digging into his skin as she pushed herself further, swallowing him whole. The wet heat of her mouth was fucking intoxicating, every pull of her lips drawing him closer to the edge. But he held back, determined to savor every second.

Stephan watched from behind, his own arousal reigniting as he stripped off the last of his clothes. His cock stirred again, thick and heavy between his legs, as he took in the sight of Rachel on her knees, completely devoted to Matthew. He moved closer, his hands gliding over Rachel’s back as he stood behind her, the heat of his body pressing against hers.

“You’re fucking incredible,” Stephan murmured, his voice thick with admiration. His hands caressed her shoulders, then drifted lower, tracing the curve of her spine before gripping her hips. He leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear. “Do you like sucking his cock, Rachel? Does it make you feel good?”

Rachel moaned around Matthew’s shaft, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure through him. She pulled back slightly, her lips still wrapped around him, and nodded, her eyes closing as she lost herself in the sensation. Stephan’s hands slid around to cup her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples until they hardened under his touch.

Matthew’s hips began to move on their own, thrusting gently into her mouth, each movement sending shockwaves of pleasure through him. His hands tightened in her hair, guiding her rhythm as he fucked her throat with slow, deliberate strokes. The sight of her like this—submissive, utterly focused on his pleasure—was almost too much to bear.

“Fuck, Rachel,” he growled, his voice ragged. “You feel so good. I could stay like this forever.”

Stephan’s hands trailed down her sides, his fingers dipping between her thighs to find her already slick with arousal. He pressed two fingers inside her, curling them just enough to make her moan around Matthew’s cock. She rocked back against him, her hips moving in time with Matthew’s thrusts, caught between the two men who were overwhelming her senses.

The room was filled with the sound of wet suction and low groans, the scent of sex hanging heavy in the air. Rachel’s body was alight with sensation, every touch, every thrust sending her spiraling closer to the edge. Her hands gripped Matthew’s thighs tightly, her nails leaving crescents in his skin as she surrendered to the pleasure.

Matthew could feel his control slipping, the pressure building low in his gut as Rachel’s mouth worked him relentlessly. He pulled back slightly, dragging himself out of her mouth just long enough to catch his breath. His cock was slick with her saliva, glistening in the dim light as he looked down at her.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “My beautiful wife, on your knees for me.”

Rachel’s eyes met his, dark and hungry, as she opened her mouth wider, inviting him back in. With a groan, he pushed forward again, sinking deep into her throat once more. His thrusts became more urgent, less controlled, as he teetered on the brink of release. But he held back, determined not to come yet. This wasn’t about finishing—it was about claiming her, about reminding her who she belonged to.

Stephan’s fingers moved faster inside her, his other hand gripping her hip as he pressed against her from behind. He could feel her trembling, her walls fluttering around his fingers as she edged closer to another climax. “That’s it, Rachel,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble. “Let go. You’re fucking perfect.”

Rachel’s body convulsed as she came again, her moans muffled by Matthew’s cock in her mouth. Her throat tightened around him, the sensation pushing him closer to the edge. Matthew pulled out abruptly, leaving her gasping for air, strands of saliva clinging to her lips as she panted heavily.

Matthew’s hands slid down Rachel’s back, his fingers tracing the curve of her spine until they reached the swell of her ass. “On the couch,” he murmured, his voice low and commanding, a thread of hunger woven into every word. Rachel obeyed without hesitation, her legs trembling slightly as she moved, her body still tingling from the intensity of her last orgasm. Stephan stood nearby, watching with a smirk that promised more, his piercing eyes locked on Rachel as she bent over the edge of the couch, her ass raised in the air.

Matthew kneeled behind her, his hands gripping her hips possessively. “You’re going to take me in your ass tonight, Rachel,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument. “And you’re going to fucking love it.”

Rachel moaned softly, her body already responding to the promise in his words. She could feel the anticipation building, a mix of nerves and excitement coiling low in her belly. Her breath faltered as Matthew’s fingers teased her entrance, slick with her own arousal and the remnants of Stephan’s earlier touch. He pressed a single finger inside, testing her readiness, and Rachel gasped, her hips pushing back against him instinctively.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Matthew muttered, his voice rough with desire. He added a second finger, stretching her slowly, carefully, as Stephan stepped in front of her, his cock already hard and waiting. Rachel’s eyes widened as she took him in, her lips parting as he guided his length to her mouth. Without hesitation, she opened wider, taking him deep, her tongue swirling around him as she sucked.

Stephan groaned, his hands tangling in her dark curls as he thrust gently into her mouth. “That’s it, Rachel,” he said, his voice thick with approval. “Take it all.”

Behind her, Matthew removed his fingers, replacing them with the tip of his cock. He pressed forward, the head of his shaft nudging against her tight ring of muscle. Rachel’s moan was muffled by Stephan’s cock as Matthew pushed in slowly, inch by inch, until he was fully sheathed inside her. The sensation was overwhelming—a mix of pleasure and pressure that had Rachel rocking her hips back against him, craving more.

Matthew’s hands tightened on her hips as he began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate at first, allowing her body to adjust. But soon, the pace quickened, his cock pounding into her ass with a rhythm that left her breathless. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure crashing through her, the friction igniting a fire that burned hotter with every movement.

Stephan’s grip on her hair tightened as he fucked her mouth, his cock sliding deep into her throat with every push. Rachel’s eyes fluttered shut as she lost herself in the sensation, her body caught between the two men, completely and utterly claimed by both. She could feel the wetness between her thighs, hear the lewd sounds of skin slapping against skin, and smell the heady scent of sweat and sex that filled the air.

“You’re so fucking good at this,” Stephan growled, his hips snapping forward as he thrust harder into her mouth. “Taking us both like a fucking pro.”

Matthew’s breath came in ragged gasps as he pounded into her ass, his cock throbbing inside her. “Look at you,” he muttered, his voice strained with need. “My wife, taking my cock in your ass while you suck another man’s dick. You’re fucking amazing.”

Rachel’s moans grew louder as the sensations overwhelmed her, the pleasure building to a crescendo that threatened to consume her entirely. Her body trembled with each thrust, her ass clenching around Matthew’s cock as she neared the edge. Stephan’s hand moved to her breast, rolling her nipple between his fingers as he continued to fuck her mouth, his other hand slipping down to rub her clit.

The dual stimulation was too much and not enough all at once. Rachel felt like she was unraveling, her mind drowning in pleasure as Matthew and Stephan worked together to bring her closer to the brink. Her breaths came in short, shallow gasps, her body writhing between them as she teetered on the edge of ecstasy.

“Come for us, Rachel,” Matthew urged, his voice rough with need. “Let me feel you come on my cock.”

Stephan pulled back slightly, giving her a moment to breathe before thrusting deep again. “Yeah, Rachel,” he said, his tone dripping with desire. “Show us how much you fucking love this.”

Rachel’s orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, crashing over her with an intensity that left her trembling and gasping for air. Her ass clenched tightly around Matthew’s cock as pleasure ripped through her body, her moans muffled by Stephan’s length as he continued to thrust into her mouth. Matthew groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic as he chased his own release, spurred on by the way Rachel tightened around him.

Stephan wasn’t far behind. With a low, guttural growl that rumbled from deep within his chest, he pulled out of Rachel’s mouth, her lips swollen and glistening from the relentless pace he’d set. He gripped his cock tightly, stroking himself with a rhythm that matched the urgency building in his body. His eyes never left her face, watching as her cheeks flushed and her lips parted, her breaths coming in ragged gasps. “Fuck, I’m close,” he muttered, his voice thick with need, the words barely audible over the sound of skin slapping against skin. “You’re so fucking hot like this.”

Matthew’s thrusts grew harder, more deliberate, his cock plunging deep into Rachel’s ass as he chased his own release. The tension in the room was palpable, the air heavy with the scent of sweat and sex. Matthew’s hands tightened on Rachel’s hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he drove into her with a primal intensity. “Take it, Rachel,” he growled, his voice strained and raw. “Take every fucking inch.”

Rachel’s body trembled between them, her ass clenching around Matthew’s cock as Stephan’s hand moved faster on his own length. She could feel the heat of Stephan’s gaze on her, the way he watched her with a hunger that matched Matthew’s. Her own pleasure was still rippling through her, leaving her sensitive and raw, every touch amplified, every sensation heightened. Stephan’s free hand reached out to grip her hair, gently tugging her head back so he could see her face. “Look at me,” he commanded, his voice sharp with desire.

Rachel’s eyes met his, dark and glazed with lust. Her lips parted as she panted, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Stephan’s breath hitched as he took her in, the sight of her completely undone nearly pushing him over the edge. With a final stroke, he let out a harsh cry, his cock pulsing as he came, his cum splashing across Rachel’s face and chest. The sight of her marked, claimed by him even as Matthew continued to fuck her ass, was enough to send a shiver of satisfaction through his body. “Fuck,” he muttered again, his voice hoarse. “You’re perfect.”

Matthew wasn’t far behind. With a final thrust, he buried himself deep inside Rachel, his own release spilling into her as he groaned her name. His hands tightened on her hips, holding her in place as he rode out the last waves of his orgasm, his body trembling with the intensity of it. “Rachel,” he murmured, his voice soft now, almost reverent. “My wife.” 

For a moment, the room was silent except for their ragged breathing, the weight of what had just happened hanging heavy in the air. Rachel’s body was limp between them, utterly spent but still trembling with residual pleasure. Stephan stepped back slightly, his eyes still locked on her as he caught his breath. “Fuck,” he said again, the word almost a whisper. “You’re incredible.”
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Matthew and Rachel stepped into their quiet home, the soft hum of the air conditioner a stark contrast to the electric energy they had just left at the club. Rachel’s legs still felt like jelly, her body humming with the echoes of Stephan’s hands, Matthew’s cock, and the relentless intensity of their shared encounter. She leaned against the doorframe for a moment, catching her breath, while Matthew slid his arms around her waist from behind, his lips brushing the nape of her neck.

“You okay?” he murmured, his voice low and warm, his breath tickling her skin. His hands slid down her hips, his fingers tracing the curve of her ass through the thin fabric of her dress. Rachel shivered, her body still so sensitive that even his lightest touch sent sparks through her.

“I’m... I don’t know,” Rachel admitted, her voice trembling slightly. She turned in his arms to face him, her dark curls falling into her face as she looked up at him. “That was... insane. Fucking insane.”

Matthew chuckled, his deep laugh vibrating through her as he pulled her closer. “Insanely good?” he asked, his eyes locking onto hers with that familiar intensity that always made her pulse quicken.

Rachel hesitated, then nodded slowly. “Yeah,” she whispered. “But it’s also a lot to process. Like... I let another man fuck me, Matthew. In front of you. And you... you were into it. We were all into it.”

Matthew’s expression softened, his hands moving to cradle her face. “I was more than into it,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “Seeing you like that... watching you take him, feeling you clench around me while he came all over you... fuck, Rachel. It was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Rachel’s cheeks flushed at his words, her body responding instinctively to the raw hunger in his tone. She felt the wetness between her thighs, the memory of Stephan’s cock filling her mouth, Matthew’s hands gripping her hips as he claimed her ass. Her breathing faltered as she reached up to slide her hands under his shirt, her nails dragging lightly across his chest.

“You really liked it?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. “Seeing me with someone else? Seeing him... fuck me like that?”

Matthew’s eyes darkened, his hands sliding down to grip her ass firmly. “Liked it?” he growled, pulling her hard against him so she could feel the thick outline of his cock pressing against her stomach. “I’ve never been so turned on in my life. You were fucking perfect, Rachel. The way you moaned for him, the way you took his cock in your mouth while I fucked you... God. I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Rachel’s breath hitched as his words sent a jolt of arousal straight to her core. She could feel herself getting wetter, her body betraying her as it heated up all over again. She bit her lip, her fingers curling into his chest as she looked up at him with wide, pleading eyes.

“Do you... do you want to do it again?” she asked hesitantly, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and desire.

Matthew didn’t answer with words. Instead, he bent down and captured her lips in a searing kiss, his tongue plunging into her mouth with a hunger that made her knees weak. His hands gripped her ass tightly, lifting her off the ground as he carried her to the couch, their mouths never parting. He laid her down gently, his body covering hers as he kissed her deeply, his hands roaming over her curves with possessive urgency.

When he finally pulled back, Rachel was gasping for air, her body on fire. Matthew stared down at her, his eyes blazing with need. “I want to do it again,” he said hoarsely. “But not tonight. Tonight is just us. Just you and me. I want to fuck you, Rachel. I want to remind you who you belong to.”

Rachel’s heart pounded as he yanked her dress up over her hips, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties and tearing them off in one swift motion. She gasped as his hand roughly pushed her legs apart, his fingers sliding through her slick folds with a groan.

“So fucking wet,” he muttered, his voice thick with lust. “You’re still aching for it, aren’t you? Still dripping from what we did back there.”

Rachel whimpered, her hips bucking up against his hand as he teased her clit with firm, deliberate strokes. “Matthew,” she breathed, her voice breaking as pleasure shot through her like lightning. “Please...”

He didn’t make her wait. In one fluid motion, he unzipped his pants and freed his cock, already hard and leaking with anticipation. Rachel’s eyes widened as she watched him stroke himself, the thick length of him making her mouth water.

“Do you want it?” Matthew asked, his voice dangerously low. “Do you want me to fuck you until you scream?”

Rachel nodded frantically, her hands reaching for him. “Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, fuck me, Matthew. Please.”

With a low growl, Matthew hooked her legs over his shoulders and drove into her in one hard thrust, burying himself to the hilt. Rachel cried out, her back arching off the couch as he filled her completely, the stretch and friction sending sparks racing through her body.

“Fuck,” Matthew groaned, his hips snapping forward with a brutal rhythm. “You feel so fucking good, Rachel. So tight. So wet.”

Rachel clawed at the cushions beneath her, her moans escalating with each thrust. The heat of him inside her, the way his hands gripped her thighs, the sound of their bodies slapping together—it was overwhelming. She could feel herself spiraling toward the edge already, the intensity of their earlier encounter still lingering in every nerve ending.

“Harder,” she begged, her voice breaking as she rocked her hips against his. “Fuck me harder.”

Matthew obeyed immediately, his thrusts becoming faster, harder, more erratic. The couch creaked beneath them as he pounded into her with a ferocity that left them both breathless. Rachel could feel the pressure building inside her, her orgasm hovering just out of reach.

Matthew leaned down to capture her lips again, his kiss swallowing her moans as he reached between them to rub her clit in tight circles. “Come for me,” he commanded against her mouth. “Fucking come for me, Rachel.”

The combination of his cock driving into her and his fingers working her clit was too much. Rachel shattered with a strangled cry, her whole body tensing as waves of pleasure crashed over her. Matthew didn’t stop, fucking her through her orgasm until she was gasping for air, her body trembling uncontrollably.

When he finally pulled out, Rachel collapsed back onto the couch, utterly spent. But Matthew wasn’t done yet. He flipped her onto her stomach and pulled her hips up, positioning himself behind her. She barely had time to brace herself before he was inside her again, this time taking her from behind with a force that made her cry out.

“Mine,” Matthew growled, his hands gripping her hips so tightly she knew there would be marks later. “You’re mine.”

Rachel could only nod weakly, unable to form words as he fucked her with relentless determination. The angle was deeper this way, every thrust hitting that sweet spot inside her that made stars explode behind her eyes. She could feel another orgasm building, slower this time but no less intense.

Matthew’s pace quickened, his breathing ragged as he neared his own release. “Tell me,” he demanded, his voice rough with need. “Tell me you’re mine.”

“Yours,” Rachel gasped, her voice barely audible over the sound of their bodies slamming together. “I’m yours, Matthew. Always yours.”

With a guttural groan, Matthew buried himself deep inside her and came hard, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself into her. Rachel cried out as she came again, the force of it leaving her shaking and weak.

For a moment, they stayed like that, their bodies still connected as they caught their breath. Then Matthew leaned down to press a soft kiss to the small of her back before pulling out gently and collapsing beside her on the couch.

They collapsed together on the couch, limbs tangled, bodies slick with sweat. Matthew pulled Rachel against his chest, his heartbeat gradually slowing beneath her ear. His fingers traced lazy patterns along her spine as she nestled closer, her body still humming from the intensity of what they'd shared.

"I love you," he murmured against her hair, his voice rough with emotion. "More than anything."

Rachel tilted her face up to his, her eyes searching his features in the dim light of their living room. The vulnerability she saw there made her chest tighten. This man who had just claimed her so completely, who had watched her with another man and found it beautiful rather than threatening—he was still her Matthew, still the same person she'd fallen in love with years ago.

"I love you too," she whispered, pressing her lips to the underside of his jaw. "Thank you for... for everything tonight."

Matthew's arms tightened around her, his expression softening as he gazed down at her. "No regrets?"

Rachel considered the question, taking stock of her body—pleasantly sore, utterly satisfied—and her mind, which felt strangely clear despite everything. "No," she said finally, surprised by how much she meant it. "No regrets."

They lay in comfortable silence for several minutes, their breathing synchronizing as they held each other. Rachel felt herself drifting toward sleep when Matthew spoke again, his voice barely audible.

"Would you want to see him again?"

The question hung in the air between them, loaded with possibility. Rachel thought about Stephan—his confidence, his touch, the way he'd made her feel. She thought about Matthew watching them, his eyes dark with desire rather than jealousy. She thought about how complete she'd felt between them, how liberated.

"Yes," she admitted, her voice steady despite the flutter in her stomach. "I think I would."

Matthew's smile was slow and knowing as he pressed a kiss to her forehead. "Good," he murmured. "Because I think we're just getting started."
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Book 5 - Blacked Primal
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“What if I told you I’ve been fantasizing about watching you fuck another man?” Thomas blurted out, his voice trembling slightly as the words left his lips. Julia froze, her hand mid-air as she was about to pour herself a glass of wine. The room suddenly felt too quiet, the hum of the refrigerator in the background amplifying the tension.

Her eyes widened, and she set the bottle down slowly, the clink of glass against granite echoing in the silence. “Wait... what?” she asked, her voice soft but edged with disbelief. She stared at him, searching his face for some sign that this was a joke. But Thomas’s expression was earnest, his cheeks flushed with a mixture of nerves and something else—excitement?

He took a deep breath, running a hand through his hair. “I’ve been thinking about it for months, Julia. Watching you... with someone else. Seeing you take another man. It’s all I can think about sometimes.” His voice wavered, but there was a ferocity in his tone, a hunger that made her stomach tighten.

Julia’s heart thudded loudly in her chest, her mind racing. She sank into the chair across from him, her fingers fidgeting with the edge of the tablecloth. “Thomas, I... I don’t even know what to say. Are you serious? Is this really something you want?” Her voice was a mix of confusion and curiosity, her thoughts swirling like a storm.

He reached across the table, his hand covering hers. “Yes,” he said firmly. “I know it sounds crazy, but it’s something I need. You’re everything to me, Julia, and seeing you like that... it would be the most fucking erotic thing in the world.”

She blinked, her mind still trying to process his words. “But... why? Why would you want that? Aren’t I enough?” Her voice cracked, and she looked away, her cheeks burning with a mix of embarrassment and something she couldn’t quite name.

Thomas stood up, moving around the table to kneel beside her. He took her face in his hands, forcing her to meet his gaze. “You are more than enough, Julia. This isn’t about you not being enough. It’s about... sharing you. Letting someone else see how fucking perfect you are. Watching you lose yourself in pleasure. It’s about us—together—experiencing something new.”

Her breath faltered as she looked into his eyes, feeling the intensity of his desire. She could see the truth in his words, the raw honesty that made her heart ache and her body stir in ways she hadn’t expected. “I... I don’t know, Thomas. It’s a lot to take in. What if I’m not comfortable with it? What if it changes things between us?”

He stroked her cheek gently, his touch warm and reassuring. “We’ll take it slow. We’ll talk about it, figure out boundaries, and only do what you’re comfortable with. I would never push you into something you didn’t want. But Julia... just think about it. Think about how incredible it could be.”

She shivered, her mind already starting to wander down that forbidden path. The idea was terrifying yet thrilling, and she couldn’t deny the spark of curiosity that had been ignited. As she sat there, her thoughts raced with fleeting images—sensual, hazy, and intoxicating. What would it feel like to have another man’s hands on her, exploring her body, making her moan? And Thomas... watching her every move, his eyes dark with desire? She could almost feel the weight of his gaze, the heat of it sending a flush through her skin. “Okay,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’ll think about it.”

Thomas’s grin widened, and he leaned in to kiss her again, deeper this time, his tongue brushing against hers. The kiss was slow but insistent, his lips claiming hers with a hunger that made her pulse quicken. When he pulled away, her breath was ragged, her body tingling from his touch. She could see the raw desire in his eyes, the way they gleamed with anticipation. “Good,” he said, his voice low and husky. “Because I can’t fucking wait to see what you decide.” 

Julia felt a shiver run down her spine, her heart pounding wildly in her chest. She could feel the magnetic pull of his fantasy, the way it tugged at something deep inside her—a part of her that craved exploration, excitement, and danger. Would she be brave enough to let go? To step into this uncharted territory with him? The thought was both exhilarating and unnerving, like standing on the edge of a cliff, unsure whether to step back or leap forward. 

“I just... I need to process this,” she admitted, her voice trembling slightly. “It’s so... different. But I can’t stop thinking about it.” Her hand reached out instinctively, gripping his arm as if to anchor herself. Thomas chuckled softly, the sound deep and warm, and placed his hand over hers.

“Take your time,” he murmured, his thumb brushing over her knuckles. “There’s no rush. I just want you to understand how much this means to me—how much you mean to me. This isn’t about taking anything away from us. It’s about adding something... something we can both enjoy.” 

Julia nodded slowly, her mind still swirling with possibilities. She could feel the weight of his words settling over her like a blanket, both comforting and electrifying. The idea of sharing herself with another man while Thomas watched sent a jolt of heat through her core, stirring something primal she hadn’t known existed. Could she really do it? The question lingered in her mind, taunting her with its uncertainty. But one thing was clear—she was intrigued. Deeply, undeniably intrigued. 

“I’ll think about it,” she repeated, her voice steadier this time as she met his gaze. “I promise.” 

Thomas smiled, his eyes alight with a mixture of love and anticipation. “That’s all I need,” he said softly, leaning in to kiss her once more. His lips lingered on hers, sealing the unspoken promise between them.

***
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The days following Thomas’ confession passed in a haze of quiet tension between them. Julia found her thoughts straying often to his words, replaying the way his voice had trembled with honesty and desire. She caught herself glancing at him more frequently, studying the lines of his jaw, the way his broad shoulders shifted as he moved around the house. There was something magnetic about the way he had laid himself bare to her, offering up this secret fantasy with a vulnerability that made her heart ache. Yet, it wasn’t just his vulnerability that clung to her thoughts—it was the idea itself. The idea of another man’s hands on her, Thomas watching, encouraging it. It was forbidden, thrilling, and utterly intoxicating.

One evening, as they sat together on the couch, the TV humming softly in the background, Julia broke the silence. “Thomas,” she began, her voice tentative but firm. “I’ve been thinking about what you said. About...your fantasy.”

His head turned sharply toward her, his dark eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that made her stomach flip. “Yeah?” he asked, his voice low, almost cautious.

She nodded, twisting her fingers together in her lap. “I have questions. A lot of them. This isn’t something we can just jump into without talking about it.”

“Of course,” he said immediately, shifting closer to her. His hand reached out, settling over hers, warm and grounding. “Ask me anything.”

She took a deep breath, her mind racing. “What if I don’t like it? What if it changes things between us? I don’t want to ruin what we have.”

Thomas’ thumb traced circles over her knuckles, his touch steady and reassuring. “Julia, I love you. This is about trust—about us. If it doesn’t feel right, we stop. We walk away. But if it does...” He paused, his gaze darkening with something she couldn’t quite place. “If it does, it could be something incredible.”

Her pulse quickened, a shiver of anticipation skittering down her spine. “And you’d really be okay with it? Watching me with someone else?”

He nodded without hesitation. “It’s not about stepping back or being replaced. It’s about sharing you. Seeing you let go, seeing you feel...it would be the hottest thing I could ever imagine.”

The raw honesty in his voice stirred something deep within her. She could feel the heat building low in her belly, a flicker of desire that grew stronger with every word he spoke. “What if...what if I wanted to choose the man?” she asked slowly, testing the waters.

Thomas’ lips curved into a slow smile. “I’d say that’s perfect. You’re in control, Jules. Always.” He leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear as he whispered, “Tell me. Who do you see yourself with?”

Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she met his gaze head-on, her voice barely above a whisper. “A black man. I’ve always...wanted to know what it would be like.”

His eyes darkened, a low hum of approval escaping him. “Fuck, Julia,” he murmured, his hand tightening around hers. “That’s so fucking hot. Let’s do it. Go out, find someone, bring him home. I’ll be there every step of the way.”

Her heart pounded in her chest, a mix of nerves and excitement coursing through her veins. “You really mean that?”

“Every word,” he said firmly, his fingers brushing along her cheek. “This is your decision. Your fantasy too, if you want it to be.”

She hesitated for a moment longer, then nodded slowly. “Okay. Let’s try it. Once. If it feels right.”

The smile that spread across Thomas’ face was nothing short of triumphant. He pulled her into his arms, his lips crashing against hers in a kiss that was equal parts desperation and promise. When they finally broke apart, both of them breathless and flushed, Julia felt a surge of boldness she hadn’t known she possessed.

“Let’s go out tonight,” she said suddenly, her voice steady despite the fluttering in her chest.

Thomas raised an eyebrow, his grin widening. “Looking for trouble already?”

She couldn’t help but laugh, the sound light and giddy. “Maybe. Or maybe I’m just ready to see where this takes us.”

They dressed quickly, Julia slipping into a sleek black dress that hugged her curves in all the right places while Thomas opted for a simple button-down and jeans that accentuated his athletic build. As they stepped out into the cool night air, Julia felt a thrill of anticipation that made her skin tingle.

The bar they chose was lively but not overwhelming, the dim lighting casting a warm glow over the patrons scattered throughout the room. They found a table near the edge of the dance floor, close enough to observe but far enough to maintain a sense of privacy.

“See anyone who catches your eye?” Thomas asked softly, his hand resting on her thigh beneath the table.

Julia scanned the room, her gaze lingering on a tall man with dark skin and a confident posture standing near the bar. He was striking, his broad shoulders and chiseled features drawing her attention like a magnet. As if sensing her stare, he turned slightly, his eyes meeting hers across the room.

Her breath faltered, butterflies erupting in her stomach as he offered her a slow, knowing smile. “Him,” she whispered, her voice trembling with excitement.

Thomas followed her gaze, his fingers tightening slightly on her thigh. “Good choice,” he murmured, his tone laced with approval.

The man began making his way toward them, his movements smooth and deliberate. When he reached their table, he extended a hand to Julia, his deep voice sending a shiver down her spine. “Hi there. I’m Gabriel.”

“Julia,” she replied, placing her hand in his. His grip was firm yet gentle, his touch sending a spark of electricity through her.

Thomas cleared his throat, drawing Gabriel’s attention. “I’m Thomas,” he said casually, though his eyes gleamed with a hunger that wasn’t lost on the other man.

Gabriel nodded in acknowledgment before turning back to Julia.

“Would you like to dance?” he asked, his tone low and inviting.

She glanced at Thomas, who gave her an encouraging nod. Taking a deep breath, she stood, allowing Gabriel to lead her to the dance floor.

The music pulsed around them as Gabriel pulled her close, his hands settling on her hips with a possessiveness that sent a jolt of heat through her body. She could feel every inch of him pressed against her—his hard chest, his muscular thighs—and it made her head spin.

His lips brushed against her ear as he murmured, “You’re absolutely stunning.”

With those words, Julia surrendered to the moment, feeling overwhelmed.

Gabriel’s breath was warm against Julia’s ear as he leaned in closer, his voice low and dripping with intent. “I want to fuck you right here, Julia. Right on this dance floor.” His words were a hot whisper that sent an electric jolt through her body, her skin tingling in response. She could feel the heat of his desire radiating off him, and it made her thighs clench with anticipation.

Her heart hammered in her chest as she glanced around nervously, the dim lights of the club casting shadows over the crowd. Is he serious? She felt exposed but undeniably turned on by the sheer audacity of his suggestion. Her eyes flicked to Thomas, who was watching from their table, his expression a mix of arousal and approval. It was that look from her husband—the way his gaze burned into her—that made her feel safe enough to let this fantasy play out.

But not here. Not like this.

“Let’s go home,” she murmured, her voice shaking slightly with both nerves and excitement. She could feel Gabriel’s body tense against hers, his hands tightening on her hips as if he might protest. But then he nodded, his lips curling into a slow, knowing smile.

“Your place?” he asked, his voice thick with promise.

She nodded, her breath catching as he pulled her even closer, his hardness pressing into her through the fabric of his pants. “Our place,” she clarified, her eyes darting back to Thomas.

The three of them left the club together, the cool night air doing little to quell the fire burning inside Julia. She walked between them, Gabriel’s hand resting possessively on the small of her back, while Thomas stayed close, his presence a steady anchor. The tension between them was palpable, a heady mix of anticipation and raw need.

When they arrived at the house, Julia led them inside, her heart pounding so loud she was sure they could hear it. She turned to face them, her cheeks flushed, her lips slightly parted. Thomas stepped forward first, cupping her face in his hands and kissing her deeply. His tongue slid against hers, coaxing a soft moan from her lips as his hands moved to her waist, pulling her tight against him.

“You’re so beautiful,” Thomas breathed as he broke the kiss, his eyes searching hers. “I’ve never wanted you more.”

Gabriel watched them intently, his gaze dark with hunger. He stepped closer, his fingers brushing against Julia’s arm as he leaned in to whisper in her ear. “I need to feel you, Julia. Every inch of you.”

She shivered at his words, her body responding instantly. Without waiting for permission, Gabriel’s hands were on her, sliding up her sides and under her top. His fingers grazed the curve of her breasts, and she gasped, arching into his touch. Thomas stepped back slightly, his eyes alight with desire as he watched them.

“Take it off,” Gabriel commanded softly, his voice a velvet rumble that sent a thrill down Julia’s spine. She reached behind her to unzip her dress, letting it fall to the floor in a pool of fabric. Goosebumps prickled her skin as she stood there in just her lace lingerie, feeling exposed yet exhilarated.

Gabriel’s eyes roamed over her body hungrily, his hands skimming her waist before moving to cup her breasts through the thin fabric of her bra. He leaned down, capturing one of her nipples in his mouth, sucking gently through the lace. Julia’s head fell back as a moan escaped her lips, her hands tangling in his hair.

Thomas watched silently, his gaze fixed on the scene unfolding before him. He could feel his own arousal building as he saw Gabriel’s hands exploring his wife’s body, claiming her in a way that made his heart race. It was everything he had fantasized about—and more.

Gabriel pulled back slightly, his lips grazing Julia’s ear once more. “I’m going to make you scream,” he promised, his tone sending a shiver through her. Then he turned to Thomas, a smirk playing on his lips. “You’re going to watch every second of it.”

Thomas nodded, his voice rough with need. “Fuck yeah.”

Gabriel didn’t waste any time. He scooped Julia into his arms and carried her to the couch, laying her down gently but with an urgency that made her pulse quicken. He climbed on top of her, his body pressing hers into the cushions as he kissed her deeply, his tongue exploring her mouth with relentless hunger.

Julia moaned into the kiss, her hands roaming over Gabriel’s muscular back, feeling the strength in every movement. His hands were everywhere—touching, teasing, igniting sparks wherever they went. He tugged at the straps of her bra, pulling it down to expose her breasts fully. His mouth found them again, sucking and nipping until she was writhing beneath him.

“Fuck,” she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders as he continued to devour her.

Gabriel pulled back just long enough to remove his shirt, revealing his chiseled torso. Julia’s hands immediately went to his chest, feeling the hard planes of muscle under her fingertips. He groaned at her touch, his hips grinding against hers in a rhythm that made her whimper.

“I need you now,” Gabriel growled, his voice thick with need. He reached down to unbuckle his belt and unzip his pants, freeing himself. Julia’s breath caught at the sight of him—hard and ready for her.

He positioned himself between her legs, his tip brushing against her entrance. Julia’s whole body trembled with anticipation as he leaned down to kiss her again, their lips clashing with a fiery intensity.

“Tell me you want this,” Gabriel demanded, his voice a low rasp.

“I want this,” Julia whispered, her voice trembling but filled with desire. “Fuck me.”

With that, Gabriel pushed into her slowly, inch by inch, stretching her in the most delicious way. Julia’s eyes fluttered shut as she felt him fill her completely, a moan spilling from her lips.

Julia’s breath caught as Gabriel’s cock slid deeper inside her, stretching her in ways she hadn’t felt before. Her head fell back against the couch, her hair splayed out like a halo, while her legs wrapped tightly around his waist, pulling him closer. “Oh God,” she whimpered, her nails digging into his shoulders as he began to move, slow and deliberate at first, each thrust making her body quake.

Gabriel’s hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he increased the pace, his muscles flexing with every powerful stroke. “You feel so fucking good, Julia,” he growled, his voice low and raspy, his dark eyes locked on hers. “You take my cock so well.”

Thomas sat just feet away, his own breath shallow as he watched his wife writhe beneath another man. His hand instinctively moved to his crotch, grasping himself through his pants as he took in every detail—the way Gabriel’s body moved with primal intensity, the way Julia’s breasts bounced with each thrust, the way her lips parted in silent pleasure before letting out a moan that sent shivers down his spine.

“Faster,” Julia begged, her voice trembling with need. “Please, Gabriel, fuck me harder.”

Gabriel obliged without hesitation, his thrusts becoming more forceful, sending waves of pleasure crashing through Julia’s body. Her moans grew louder, echoing through the room, each one driving Thomas wild with desire. He couldn’t take his eyes off her, couldn’t stop imagining what it would feel like to be the one buried deep inside her, but the thrill of watching her unravel under someone else was intoxicating.

Julia’s hands moved to Gabriel’s chest, feeling the hard planes of his muscles as he pounded into her. She could feel every inch of him, every ridge and vein, and it was driving her to the edge. “You’re so big,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “God, you’re filling me up so fucking well.”

Gabriel smirked, clearly enjoying her reaction. “You like that, don’t you?” he teased, his voice dripping with confidence. “You like feeling my cock stretch you out?”

Julia could only nod, her words lost in another moan as Gabriel hit a spot inside her that made her toes curl. Her body clenched around him, begging for more, and he didn’t disappoint. His pace became relentless, each thrust deep and purposeful, pushing her closer to the edge.

Thomas watched transfixed as his wife’s body began to tremble, her moans growing more desperate. He could see the pleasure written all over her face, the way her lips quivered, the way her eyes fluttered shut as she lost herself in the moment. It was the hottest thing he had ever seen.

“I’m gonna cum,” Julia cried out, her voice filled with a mixture of surprise and pure ecstasy. “Gabriel, I’m gonna cum!”

“Cum for me, Julia,” Gabriel commanded, his voice firm but tinged with excitement. “Cum all over my cock.”

With that, Julia’s body erupted in pleasure, her back arching off the couch as waves of euphoria crashed over her. Her screams filled the room, raw and unrestrained, as Gabriel continued to thrust into her, drawing out her orgasm until she was gasping for air.

Thomas couldn’t hold back any longer. He unzipped his pants and freed his throbbing cock, stroking himself in time with Gabriel’s thrusts. The sight of Julia being pleasured so thoroughly was too much to bear, and he knew he wasn’t going to last long.

Gabriel wasn’t done yet. He grabbed Julia by the hips and flipped her over, positioning her on all fours. “Let’s see how well you can take me from behind,” he said, his voice dark and hungry.

Julia’s heart raced as she felt him press against her entrance once more. The position was new to her, but the anticipation only heightened her arousal. Gabriel didn’t waste any time, slamming into her with a force that made her cry out in pleasure.

“Yes!” she screamed, her hands gripping the edge of the couch for support. “Fuck me! Fuck me harder!”

Gabriel obliged, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he pounded into her with reckless abandon. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room, mixed with Julia’s moans and Gabriel’s grunts of exertion.

Thomas could feel his own orgasm building as he watched his wife being taken so savagely. “Julia,” he moaned softly, stroking himself faster. “You look so fucking beautiful like this.”

Julia turned her head to look at Thomas, her eyes filled with lust and a hint of something deeper. “Watch me,” she pleaded, her voice trembling. “Watch me take him.”

Thomas could barely contain himself as he watched Gabriel’s cock disappearing inside his wife again and again. He could see the way her body responded to every thrust, the way she arched her back to take him deeper. It was everything he had fantasized about and more.

Gabriel leaned forward, wrapping an arm around Julia’s waist to pull her back against him. “You’re such a good little slut for my cock,” he growled in her ear. “I’m gonna fill you up so fucking good.”

The words sent a fresh wave of arousal through Julia, and she could feel herself getting close again. “Do it,” she begged. “Cum inside me.”

With a final thrust, Gabriel buried himself deep inside her, his body shuddering with pleasure as he came. Julia felt the warmth spreading inside her, and it pushed her over the edge once more. Her body convulsed with pleasure as she came around him, her cries of ecstasy filling the room.

Thomas couldn’t hold back any longer. With a few quick strokes, he came hard, his release spilling over his hand as he watched his wife and Gabriel collapse onto the couch in a tangled heap of sweaty limbs.

Gabriel’s voice was low and smooth, breaking the heavy silence in the room. “How about we take a break? A shower sounds good right now,” he suggested, his dark eyes locking onto Julia’s as she lay there, still catching her breath. She glanced at Thomas, who nodded with a sly smile, his chest rising and falling as he watched them both.

Julia felt a shiver of anticipation—a shower? With both of them?—but before she could fully process it, Gabriel was already on his feet, extending a hand to her. She took it, her body still trembling from the intensity of what had just happened. “You’re coming too, Thomas,” Gabriel said, his tone leaving no room for argument. Thomas followed without a word, his eyes gleaming with excitement.

The bathroom was steamy within moments, the sound of the rushing water filling the space. Gabriel stepped in first, his muscular frame glistening under the stream as he turned to Julia, beckoning her forward. She hesitated for just a second, her heart pounding, before stepping under the warm spray. The water cascaded down her body, washing away the sweat and tension of the last hour.

“Let me take care of you,” Gabriel murmured, his hands already reaching for the bottle of body wash. He poured a generous amount into his palms, the scent of lavender and sandalwood filling the air. His hands moved to her shoulders first, kneading gently as he worked the soap into her skin. Julia closed her eyes, leaning into his touch as his fingers slid down her arms, leaving trails of heat wherever they went.

But then his hands drifted lower, cupping her breasts in his palms. “Fuck, Julia,” he growled, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, teasing them into hard peaks. She gasped, her back arching instinctively as his fingers rolled and pinched, sending jolts of pleasure through her body. “You’re so fucking perfect,” he muttered, his voice dripping with desire.

Behind her, Thomas stepped closer, his hands sliding around her waist. She could feel his hardness pressing against her lower back, and it only intensified the ache building inside her. “You’re so beautiful like this,” Thomas whispered in her ear, his breath hot against her skin. His hands moved lower, gripping her hips as he teased the curve of her ass.

Gabriel’s hands didn’t stop. They moved lower still, sliding down her stomach and over her slick folds. “Fuck, you’re still so wet,” he said hoarsely, his fingers parting her lips and tracing slow circles around her clit. Julia moaned loudly, her head falling back against Thomas’s shoulder as pleasure coiled tightly in her core. “I can’t get enough of you,” Gabriel added, his fingers dipping inside her briefly before pulling out to continue their torturous rhythm.

Thomas’s hands wandered lower now, his fingers tracing the curve of her ass before slipping between her cheeks. Julia gasped again as he teased her tight opening, his touch sending sparks of electricity through her body. “Relax, baby,” Thomas murmured, his voice soothing but laced with need. “Just let me take care of you.”

Gabriel’s fingers were relentless on her clit, driving her closer and closer to the edge. “I want to hear you scream,” he said roughly, his other hand squeezing her breast as he worked her body with expert precision. Julia’s breathing grew erratic, her hips rocking against his hand as pleasure threatened to consume her.

Thomas’s fingers pressed against her ass more firmly now, gently working her open. “That’s it,” he encouraged, his voice thick with arousal. “You’re doing so well.” Julia whimpered, her body caught in the delicious tension between their hands.

Gabriel leaned in, capturing her lips in a searing kiss as his fingers continued to work her clit. “Cum for me,” he demanded against her mouth, his voice fierce with desire. Julia couldn’t hold back any longer. Her body tensed as waves of pleasure crashed over her, her cries muffled by Gabriel’s kiss. She trembled uncontrollably, her legs nearly giving out as the intensity of her orgasm washed through her.

Thomas didn’t stop either. His fingers moved deeper now, pushing into her tight opening as she clenched around them. “Fuck,” he groaned, his own pleasure evident in his voice. “You feel incredible.”

Julia was still shaking when Gabriel pulled back, his eyes blazing with hunger. “You’re not done yet,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “We’re just getting started.” He stepped closer again, his body pressing against hers as he kissed her deeply, his hands roaming over her wet skin.

Thomas’s fingers were relentless now, moving in and out of her with a steady rhythm that made her moan into Gabriel’s mouth. “You’re so fucking tight,” Thomas murmured, his free hand gripping her hip to hold her steady. I can’t wait to fuck you like this.”

Gabriel pulled back slightly, his lips trailing down her neck as his hands explored her body once more. He cupped her breasts again, squeezing and teasing until she was gasping for air. Then his hands moved lower, skimming over her stomach and down to where Thomas’s fingers were buried inside her. “You ready for more?” Gabriel asked, his voice rough with desire as his fingers joined Thomas’s in teasing her tight opening. Julia nodded frantically, whimpering as they stretched her even further.

Gabriel’s strong hands gripped Julia’s hips, lifting her effortlessly off the tiled floor of the shower. She gasped, her legs instinctively wrapping around his waist as water cascaded over their bodies. Thomas was close behind, his fingers still working her ass, stretching her with a slow, steady rhythm that made her moan deeply.

“You’re so fucking wet,” Gabriel growled, his voice rough and hungry. He adjusted her slightly, aligning his hard cock with her pussy, the tip pressing against her slick entrance. Julia’s breath faltered, her hands gripping Gabriel’s shoulders for balance as she felt him push in, inch by agonizing inch. He’s so big, she thought, her body tightening around him as he filled her completely.

Thomas stepped closer, his own erection pressing against her back. He leaned in, his lips brushing her ear as he whispered, “You’re taking him so well, baby. But I think you’re ready for me too.” His fingers withdrew from her ass, leaving her feeling strangely empty for a moment before she felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against her tight opening.

Julia’s nails dug into Gabriel’s shoulders as Thomas pushed in, the stretch overwhelming but electric. “Oh god,” she gasped, her body trembling between them. Gabriel’s hands tightened on her hips, holding her steady as Thomas buried himself fully inside her. The sensation was intense—both men filling her at once, their cocks pressing against each other through the thin wall separating her pussy and ass.

Gabriel began to move first, pulling out slowly before thrusting back in deep. The friction sent sparks through Julia’s body, her breath hitching as pleasure surged through her. Thomas matched his rhythm, pulling out and thrusting in sync with Gabriel. The two men moved together, their bodies working in perfect harmony as they took her.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” Gabriel groaned, his voice strained with effort. His hips snapped forward, driving into her with a force that made Julia cry out. Thomas’s hands gripped her hips tightly, his thrusts just as powerful as they stretched her ass. The dual sensations were almost too much—Gabriel’s cock hitting that spot deep inside her pussy while Thomas filled her ass, the pressure building with every thrust.

Julia’s head fell back, water running down her face as she moaned loudly. Her legs tightened around Gabriel’s waist, pulling him deeper into her as she arched against Thomas. “Harder,” she begged, her voice trembling. “Please, fuck me harder.”

Gabriel obeyed immediately, his thrusts becoming more forceful, each one slamming into her with a controlled precision that made her scream. The sound echoed off the bathroom tiles, mingling with the rush of water as he drove into her again and again, his cock hitting that deep, tender spot that made her vision blur. Julia’s nails dug into his shoulders, her body arching as she tried to take every inch of him, her pussy clenching around him like a vice. “Oh god, Gabriel,” she gasped, her voice shattered and broken. His hands tightened on her hips, pulling her harder onto him with every thrust, his rhythm unrelenting and primal.

Thomas followed suit, his cock pistoning in and out of her ass with a steady, unyielding pace that left her breathless. The stretch and burn were overwhelming but deliciously so, each movement sending electric shocks of pleasure through her body. He leaned in, his chest pressing against her back, his lips brushing her ear as he whispered, “You’re so fucking tight, baby. Taking us both like a perfect little slut.” His words sent a shiver down her spine, and she moaned louder, her body trembling as the dual sensations consumed her.

Julia’s mind was a whirl of pleasure and need, every nerve alight as the two men fucked her in perfect harmony. Gabriel’s cock filled her pussy entirely, hitting that sweet spot with every deep thrust, while Thomas stretched her ass with a relentless rhythm that pushed her closer and closer to the edge. She could feel the heat building in her core, the pressure coiling tighter with every movement. “I can’t... I can’t take it,” she whimpered, though her body betrayed her words, meeting their thrusts with eager urgency.

The intensity of their movements only grew, Gabriel’s hips snapping forward with a force that made her cry out, his cock plunging deeper than she thought possible. Thomas matched him stroke for stroke, his hands gripping her hips so tightly she knew there’d be marks later—a thought that only heightened her arousal. “You’re such a good girl,” Thomas murmured, his voice thick with desire as he fucked her harder, his cock driving into her with a relentless precision that left no room for thought.

Julia’s body was on fire, every thrust sending waves of pleasure crashing over her. She could feel herself spiraling toward the edge, her orgasm building with an intensity that threatened to overwhelm her. “Please... please don’t stop,” she begged, her voice shaking as she clung to Gabriel, her legs tightening around his waist. The sensation of being filled so completely, stretched to her limits by both men, was unlike anything she’d ever experienced.

The shower was filled with the sounds of their moans and the slap of skin against skin, the steam swirling around them as they moved together in a rhythm that felt almost primal. Julia’s breaths came in short, desperate gasps, her body trembling as the pleasure built to an unbearable peak. She could feel Gabriel’s cock throbbing inside her, his thrusts becoming more erratic as he neared his own release, while Thomas continued to fuck her with that same unrelenting intensity. It was too much and not enough all at once, and Julia knew she was about to shatter.

“You’re such a good girl,” Thomas murmured, his voice thick with desire. His hands roamed over her body, squeezing her breasts and pinching her nipples in time with his thrusts. Julia whimpered, the added stimulation pushing her closer to the edge. Gabriel’s lips found hers, kissing her roughly as he continued to pound into her. His tongue tangled with hers, the kiss messy and hungry, mirroring the intensity of their movements.

Julia’s orgasm hit suddenly, crashing over her like a wave. Her body convulsed between them, her pussy and ass clenching tightly around their cocks as she screamed through the pleasure. “Fuck!” she cried out, her voice raw and broken. Gabriel let out a low groan, his thrusts becoming erratic as he felt her tighten around him. He pulled back slightly, slamming into her one last time before he came, his cock pulsing deep inside her as he filled her with his release.

Thomas wasn’t far behind. The sight of Julia writhing in ecstasy between them, combined with the feel of her tight ass clenching around him, pushed him over the edge. He buried himself to the hilt, his cock throbbing as he came inside her. Julia moaned weakly, her body still trembling as the two men held her between them, their cocks buried deep as they rode out their orgasms.

For a moment, the only sounds in the shower were their heavy breathing and the rush of water around them. Gabriel gently lowered Julia until her feet touched the floor, though she still leaned heavily against him for support. Thomas pulled out slowly, his hands resting on her hips as he steadied her.

Julia’s legs felt weak, her body utterly spent but still buzzing with residual pleasure. She turned to look at Thomas, her eyes meeting his as a small smile tugged at her lips. “That was...” she started, but words failed her.

Thomas grinned, leaning in to kiss her softly. “Incredible,” he finished for her.

The water cascaded down their bodies as Gabriel turned off the shower, the steam still clinging to the air. Julia leaned against Thomas, her legs still trembling from the intensity of their shared pleasure. Gabriel reached for a towel, his dark eyes glinting with satisfaction as he wrapped it around his waist.

"What a night," Gabriel said, his voice low and gravelly, dripping with unspoken promises.

Julia couldn’t help but laugh softly, her cheeks flushing as she glanced at Thomas. It’s all still so surreal, she thought, her mind racing with the memories of what had just happened.

Thomas handed her a towel, his fingers brushing against hers as he did so. His touch was warm, comforting, grounding her in the moment. She dried herself off slowly, savoring the way the soft fabric felt against her skin.

Gabriel stepped out of the shower first, toweling off his muscular ebony frame with practiced ease. He reached for his clothes, slipping into them with a fluidity that made Julia’s breath catch. She couldn’t help but admire him—the way his muscles rippled with every movement, the confidence in his stride. It was intoxicating.

Once they were all dressed, Gabriel turned to them, a smirk playing on his lips. "I should get going," he said, his voice tinged with a hint of reluctance.

Julia nodded, feeling a strange mix of relief and disappointment. She walked him to the door, Thomas trailing behind her. Gabriel paused, his hand resting on the doorknob as he turned to look at her one last time.

"You’re incredible, Julia," he said, his voice soft but intense. "I won’t forget this."

She felt a shiver run through her body, his words igniting something deep within her. Neither will I, she wanted to say, but instead, she simply smiled, her heart pounding in her chest.

With a final nod, Gabriel opened the door and stepped out into the night, leaving Julia and Thomas alone in the quiet of their home.

For a moment, neither of them spoke. The air between them was charged with unspoken emotions, their shared experience hanging heavily in the silence. Julia turned to Thomas, her eyes searching his for some kind of reassurance.

"So..." she began, her voice trembling slightly. "How are you feeling?"

Thomas swallowed hard, his gaze never leaving hers. How am I feeling? he thought, his mind racing with conflicting emotions. There was jealousy, yes, but also an undeniable arousal that still pulsed through him.

"I’m... overwhelmed," he admitted, his voice rough with emotion. "But in a good way. It was... intense."

Julia nodded, her fingers nervously twisting the edge of her towel. "Yeah," she whispered. "It was."

He reached out, his hand cupping her cheek gently. "Are you okay?" he asked, his voice filled with concern.

She leaned into his touch, her eyes closing as she savored the warmth of his hand against her skin. Am I okay? she wondered. Her body still hummed with pleasure, her mind replaying every moment of their shared encounter.

"I think so," she said finally, opening her eyes to meet his gaze. "It’s just... a lot to process."

Thomas nodded understandingly, pulling her into his arms. She rested her head against his chest, listening to the steady rhythm of his heartbeat. It was comforting, familiar, grounding her in the reality of their relationship.

"We don’t have to do it again," he said softly, his voice filled with sincerity. "If it’s too much for you... if it’s not what you want..."

Julia shook her head, pulling back slightly to look up at him. "No," she said firmly. "I want this. I want... more."

Her words sent a thrill through Thomas, his heart racing at the thought of what "more" could entail. He hadn’t expected her to be so eager, but the fire in her eyes was impossible to ignore.

"Tell me what you want," he urged, his voice low and husky. "Be honest with me."

Julia hesitated for a moment, her mind racing with desires she had never dared to voice before. But now, after what they had just experienced, she felt a newfound freedom to explore those desires.

"I want... to feel that again," she admitted, her voice trembling with need. "I want to feel... everything."

Thomas’s breath caught in his throat, his body responding instantly to her words. He could feel the heat building between them, the tension growing with every passing second.

"Then let’s make it happen," he said, his voice thick with desire. "Together."

Julia’s heart pounded in her chest as she nodded eagerly, her fingers fumbling with the buttons on his shirt. He helped her undress him quickly, their movements frantic with need. Soon they were both naked again, their bodies pressed together as they kissed passionately.

Thomas’s hands roamed over her curves, rediscovering every inch of her as if for the first time. He couldn’t get enough of her—her soft skin, her intoxicating scent, the way she moaned softly against his lips.

"You’re so beautiful," he murmured between kisses, his hands gripping her hips tightly.Thomas’s lips trailed down her neck, brushing against the sensitive skin as his hands roamed lower, exploring every curve with a hunger that mirrored her own. Julia gasped softly, her fingers tangling in his hair as she arched into him, craving the closeness.

"Thomas," she whispered, her voice trembling with need. "I want you... like before."

He pulled back just enough to meet her gaze, his eyes dark with desire. "You’re sure?" he asked, his voice rough but tender.

Julia nodded, her heart pounding so loudly she was sure he could hear it. "I’m sure," she breathed. "I want to feel us... together."

With a groan of relief and longing, Thomas guided her to the edge of the bed, his hands gentle yet firm as he laid her down. He climbed over her, his body pressing against hers, their skin radiating heat. The connection between them was electric, every touch sending waves of pleasure through her.

As their bodies joined, Julia felt an overwhelming sense of completeness, as if this was where they were meant to be. Thomas moved with a controlled intensity, his eyes locked on hers, ensuring she felt every ounce of his love and devotion. The world outside faded away, leaving only the two of them—their breaths mingling, their hearts beating in sync.

When their release finally came, it was slow and consuming, a shared fire that burned brightly between them. Julia clung to Thomas, her body trembling as she whispered his name, her voice filled with emotion.

For a long moment, they simply held each other, their breathing gradually steadying. Thomas brushed a strand of hair from her face, his touch affectionate and lingering. "You’re everything to me," he said softly, his voice thick with sincerity.

Julia smiled, her heart swelling with love. "And you’re everything to me," she replied, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. They lay there in comfortable silence, wrapped in each other’s warmth, knowing that whatever challenges lay ahead, they would face them together.
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Book 6 - Blacked Fiery
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Luke’s fingers drummed lightly on the kitchen counter as he watched Hannah move around the room, her hips swaying in that effortless way that always caught his attention. The soft hum of their evening routine filled the air—the clink of plates, the faint aroma of rosemary chicken lingering from dinner. She was wearing that thin cotton dress she loved, the one that clung to her curves just right, and he couldn’t help but imagine sliding it up over her hips right here on the counter. But tonight, his mind wasn’t just on her. It was on them. On what he’d been fantasizing about for weeks.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her eyes widened in surprise. “He has?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Do you trust me?" Omar whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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