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The sun was a warm, heavy weight on Tessa’s skin, the sound of the waves a lazy, rhythmic lullaby. Grains of white sand, fine as sugar, clung to the damp skin of her thighs where Logan’s hand rested, his thumb tracing slow, absent-minded circles. She tilted her face up to the light, eyes closed, breathing in the salt-and-sunscreen scented air of their private villa’s beachfront.

“Happy?” His voice was a low rumble, closer to her ear than she’d expected.

A slow smile spread across her lips. “Mmm. Perfect.” She turned her head to look at him, taking in the way the sun caught the flecks of gold in his brown eyes. “Two weeks of this? I might just refuse to get on the plane home.”

He laughed, a warm, easy sound that fit the day perfectly. He leaned in and kissed her, a soft, lingering press of lips that tasted of the sweet rum punch they’d shared at lunch. It was a kiss that spoke of years of familiarity and a deep, comfortable love. But as he pulled back, Tessa saw a flicker in his gaze, a tension around his mouth that hadn’t been there a moment before.

“What is it?” she asked, her voice soft with concern. She shifted on the oversized beach towel, propping herself up on an elbow to look at him fully. “You’ve got your ‘thinking too hard’ face on.”

Logan’s gaze dropped to her bikini top, to the swell of her breasts above the blue fabric, then back to her eyes. He took a deep breath, as if steeling himself. “I’ve been thinking... about us. About... a fantasy.”

She raised an eyebrow, a playful smirk playing on her lips. “Oh? Do tell. Is it me in that little black lace thing from the boutique? Because that can be arranged.”

“It’s... more than that.” He hesitated, his thumb stopping its circles on her leg. He looked out at the turquoise water, avoiding her eyes, and the nervous energy rolling off him was suddenly palpable. “It’s a fantasy I’ve had for a while. I’ve been too... scared to tell you.”

The playful mood shifted, crystallizing into something more serious. Tessa sat up fully, crossing her legs. She placed a hand over his. “Logan. You can tell me anything. You know that.”

He finally met her gaze, his own eyes wide with a mixture of fear and raw honesty. “I want to see you with another man.”

The words hung in the air, heavy and shocking. The sound of the waves seemed to recede. Tessa blinked, sure she had misheard. “You... what?”

“I want to watch you,” he continued, the words now coming in a rushed, nervous torrent. “See you be desired by someone else. See you enjoy someone else. And... and not in a bedroom. In public. Somewhere we could almost... almost be seen.”

Tessa’s heart hammered against her ribs. She pulled her hand back from his as if burned. “Logan, what are you saying? Are you... are you not happy with me? With us?” A cold dread pooled in her stomach. This wasn’t the man she’d married. This was a stranger uttering a terrifying, incomprehensible thing.

“No. God, no, Tess. That’s not it at all.” He reached for her, but she flinched back. His face fell, etched with panic. “It’s because what we have is so strong. This is about us. About my desire. The thought of it... it turns me on more than anything I’ve ever imagined. The risk, the danger of it... but mostly, just seeing you, my beautiful, sexy wife, being the center of someone’s absolute, undeniable lust. Knowing you’re mine, but watching you revel in that power.”

He was breathing heavily now, his confession laid bare between them on the sunny beach. Tessa stared at him, her mind reeling. She searched his face for a joke, for any sign this was some elaborate prank, but found only desperate sincerity.

“You want people to see me?” she whispered, her voice small. “See me... like that? Logan, I’d be mortified. What if someone we know saw? What would they think of me? Of you? What would they think of our marriage?” The potential for shame was a cold wave washing over her. “This is... this is a really dangerous game.”

“I know,” he admitted, running a hand through his hair. “I know it is. That’s part of it. But it would be controlled. We’d choose the place, the time. We’d be in control. It would just be for us.” He leaned forward, his intensity overwhelming. “Tessa, the thought of your breath catching as a stranger’s hand brushes your hip... of your eyes getting that dark, hungry look I love, but because of a touch that isn’t mine... fuck.” He shuddered, a genuine, visceral reaction. “It makes me feel like I’m going to explode.”

His raw, unfiltered passion was a key turning a lock inside her. The initial shock began to recede, replaced by a bewildering, creeping curiosity. He wasn’t pushing her away; he was inviting her into the deepest, most secret room of his mind. He wanted to share this with her.

She looked out at the ocean, trying to calm the frantic beat of her heart. The idea was insane. Reckless. It went against every instinct of privacy and propriety she possessed.

But then another thought, small and shocking, uncoiled in the pit of her stomach.

What would it feel like?

Not the fear, but the... freedom. The sheer, illicit thrill of being touched, wanted, adored in the open air, with the man who owned her heart watching, loving every second of it. The power Logan spoke of—was it real? Could she feel it?

She turned back to him, her expression no longer just alarmed, but now profoundly contemplative. The fear was still there, a tight knot in her throat, but it was now tangled with something else entirely.

“You...” she started, her voice unsteady. “You really get off on that? On the idea of me... with someone else?”

Logan’s eyes darkened, his gaze dropping to her lips. “More than anything,” he breathed, the words thick with want. “It’s all I can think about.”

Tessa’s pulse, which had been racing with anxiety, suddenly kicked into a different, hotter rhythm. A flush spread across her chest, creeping up her neck. She uncrossed her legs, a sudden restless energy moving through her.

The silence stretched between them, filled only by the rhythmic crash of waves and the frantic beat of Tessa’s heart. Logan’s confession hung in the salt-tinged air, a phantom third presence on their balcony. The initial shock was subsiding, replaced by a low, throbbing curiosity that pulsed in time with the ocean.

She looked at her husband, really looked at him. The raw, unguarded need in his warm, gold-flecked eyes wasn’t a rejection of her; it was an obsession with her. He saw her as the ultimate object of desire, so desirable that the ultimate thrill was watching others desire her too. The thought was dizzying.

“Show me,” she finally said, her voice softer than she intended, almost carried away by the breeze.

Logan’s head snapped up. “What?”

“The place,” Tessa clarified, a new boldness threading through her veins. “You’ve imagined it, haven’t you? A spot. Show me the spot on the beach where you see it happening.”

A slow, devastating smile spread across his face. He stood, his movements suddenly charged with a new, electric energy. He took her hand, his grip firm and reassuring. “Okay. Yeah. I’ll show you.”

They left their villa, the comfortable intimacy of their morning now replaced by a buzzing, anticipatory tension. They walked along the shoreline, the warm sand shifting under their feet. The beach was sparsely populated this time of day, a few scattered sunbathers and a couple walking a dog in the distance. Logan led her away from them, toward a rocky outcrop that curved around a small, semi-private crescent of sand.

“Here,” he murmured, pulling her into the lee of the largest rock formation. It created a natural cove, shielded from the main beach, but with an open view to the sea. It felt hidden, yet thrillingly exposed. “You can see the path from here. Someone could walk by at any moment.”

Tessa’s breath hitched. She could feel the scenario now, not just hear about it. The risk was a tangible thing, a prickle on her skin. She leaned back against the sun-warmed rock, her blue bikini feeling suddenly flimsy. Logan stepped close, his body heat radiating against her. He didn’t kiss her. He just looked at her, his gaze a physical caress.

“Imagine it, Tess,” he whispered, his voice rough. “Right here.”

The fantasy was taking root, painting itself over the empty beach. And then, as if summoned by their illicit thoughts, a man appeared on the path above the cove.

He was tall, with broad shoulders and a lean waist, his skin tanned a deep bronze. He moved with an easy, athletic grace, a towel slung over his shoulder. He hadn’t seen them yet, his gaze fixed on the water.

Logan’s hand tightened on her hip. “Holy shit,” he breathed, his voice thick with a mixture of panic and pure, undiluted lust.

The man, hearing the soft sound, turned. His eyes, a startling shade of sea-green, found them. He offered a small, apologetic smile. “Sorry, didn’t mean to intrude on your spot. My brother’s holed up in our villa, and I needed some air.” His voice was a low, pleasant rumble.

“It’s okay,” Tessa heard herself say. The words were out before she could stop them. Her heart was a drum against her ribs. She felt Logan’s fingers dig into her skin, not in warning, but in encouragement.

Logan cleared his throat, finding his own voice. “No intrusion. It’s a public beach.” A pause, heavy and intentional. “Quiet today, though.”

The man—Roman, he said his name was Roman—nodded, his eyes flicking between them, sensing the strange, charged energy but not understanding its source. “Yeah. Peaceful.”

An electric silence descended. Tessa knew this was the moment. The fantasy was no longer abstract. It was standing six feet away, confused and handsome. She looked at Logan, a silent question in her eyes. His answering gaze was fervent, desperate. He gave a nearly imperceptible nod.

Her mouth went dry. She pushed off from the rock, taking a single, shaky step toward Roman. “Actually... my husband and I were just talking...” She trailed off, her courage faltering.

Roman’s eyebrow quirked up, a curious smile playing on his lips. “Yeah?”

Logan stepped forward then, his presence solid behind her. “We have a... a fantasy,” he said, the words rushing out. “A shared one. And you... you walking up right now... it feels like fate.” He was radiating a nervous honesty that was somehow more compelling than slick confidence.

Roman’s gaze turned assessing, then intrigued. He looked at Tessa, a slow, dawning comprehension in his sea-green eyes. He was clearly an adult, mature and understanding the proposition being laid before him. “A fantasy?” he repeated, his voice dropping an octave.

“I... I want to watch,” Logan stated bluntly, his hand finding the small of Tessa’s back. “I want to watch my beautiful wife with someone. Here. Where it’s dangerous. Where we might be seen.”

Tessa felt a fresh wave of heat flood her system. Hearing him say it so directly to a stranger made it devastatingly real. She watched Roman’s face, waiting for rejection, for disgust.

Instead, a slow, brilliant smile broke across his features. He looked at Tessa with unmistakable, approving heat. “That’s... an incredibly hot fantasy.” He took a step closer, closing the distance. The air crackled. “And you,” he said, his eyes locked on Tessa, “are an incredibly beautiful woman to be the star of it. I’d be... honored. If you’re both sure.”

Consent hung clear and explicit in the air between all three of them. Tessa’s earlier doubts evaporated, burned away by the intensity of the two men’s focus on her. She nodded, a slow, deliberate movement. “I’m sure.”

Roman didn’t hesitate. He closed the final step, his hand coming up to cradle her jaw. His touch was warm, sure. He was giving Logan exactly what he wanted, playing his role perfectly. He leaned in, and his kiss wasn’t tentative or questioning. It was deep and claiming, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a confidence that made her knees weak. She moaned against his lips, her hands coming up to grip his strong, bare shoulders.

Over Roman’s shoulder, she could see Logan. He had sunk onto a lower part of the rock, his eyes dark and wide, his breath coming in short pants. He was watching, just as he’d dreamed.

Roman’s hands slid down from her face, over the sensitive skin of her neck, to her shoulders. His thumbs stroked the straps of her bikini top. He broke the kiss, his lips trailing down her jaw to her neck. “Is this okay?” he murmured against her throat, the words a hot brand on her skin.

“Yes,” she gasped, her head falling back. “God, yes.”

His fingers found the knot of her bikini top at her back. With a single, deft tug, it came loose. He didn’t pull it away immediately. He cupped her breasts through the damp fabric, his thumbs circling her nipples, which were already hard, aching points. A sharp, needy sound escaped her.

She heard Logan groan from his perch, a raw, animal sound of approval.

Then Roman pulled the bikini top away, letting it fall onto the sand. The late afternoon sun warmed her bare skin, but it was nothing compared to the heat of his gaze. He looked at her, his eyes full of open, hungry appreciation. “You are stunning,” he breathed, before lowering his head and taking one taut nipple into his mouth.

The sensation was electric. His mouth was hot and wet, his tongue laving her, his teeth grazing with just the right amount of pressure. Tessa cried out, her fingers tangling in his hair, holding him to her. She was achingly aware of the open sky, the sound of the waves, the possibility of a stranger cresting the path at any second. The risk translated directly into an almost unbearable pleasure, coiling tight in her core.

Roman’s hand slid down her flat stomach, over the damp fabric of her bikini bottoms, and pressed firmly against the aching heat there. She bucked against his palm, a helpless motion. He kissed his way to her other breast, giving it the same devoted attention while his fingers began to trace slow, maddening circles over the thin fabric.

She was losing herself, drowning in sensation, hyper-aware of every touch, every sound, and of Logan’s intense, worshipful stare. Roman’s finger dipped beneath the edge of her bikini bottoms, finally finding her bare, slick flesh. He groaned against her breast.

“So wet for me already,” he murmured, his voice husky with desire.

The sound of the waves was a distant rhythm now, a mere backdrop to the pounding of her own heart. Roman’s finger, having slipped beneath the edge of her bikini, was a brand of pure fire against her slick, sensitive flesh. His groan vibrated through her body, a low, primal sound that made her clench around the empty space his touch promised to fill.

“So wet for me already,” he’d murmured, and the words weren’t a question but a fact, a powerful aphrodisiac that made her feel both exposed and deeply desired.

She dared a glance at Logan. His stance was rigid, his knuckles white where he gripped his own thighs. But his eyes... his eyes were blazing, drinking in the sight of her with a raw, unadulterated hunger that sent a fresh wave of heat cascading through her. He gave her a small, almost imperceptible nod, his lips parted, his breathing as ragged as her own. Permission. Encouragement. A shared secret unfolding under the sun.

Emboldened, Roman hooked a finger into the side of her bikini bottom. “Let’s get you out of these,” he said, his sea-green eyes holding hers as he slowly, deliberately, tugged the scrap of blue fabric down her legs. The ocean air kissed her bare skin, a cool contrast to the inferno he was stoking between her thighs. He let the bikini drop to the sand, leaving her utterly exposed to him, to Logan, to the vast, open sky.

His hands returned to her hips, guiding her to sit back on the sun-warmed rock. The rough texture was a sharp, thrilling counterpoint to the smoothness of her skin. He knelt before her on the sand, placing himself squarely between her spread knees. The intimacy of the position, the sheer vulnerability of it, made her gasp.

Logan’s sharp intake of breath was audible. “Oh, god, Tessa...” he whispered, the words barely more than a sigh of pure awe.

Roman didn’t speak. His gaze was fixed on her, on her most intimate self, displayed for him. He ran his hands up the inside of her thighs, pushing them wider apart, and she shuddered at the deliberate, claiming gesture. He leaned in, and she felt his warm breath first, a ghost of a touch that made her muscles quiver in anticipation. Then came the flat, hot stroke of his tongue.

It was a long, slow, luxurious lick from her entrance all the way up to her throbbing clit. Tessa cried out, her head falling back, her fingers scrambling for purchase on the rough rock beneath her. He’s tasting me. Right here. Where anyone could see. The thought should have terrified her, but it only spiked the pleasure, twisting it into something darker, more urgent.

He settled into a rhythm, his mouth a masterful instrument of torment. He licked and suckled, his tongue circling her clit with a precision that felt clairvoyant. His broad shoulders blocked her view of Logan, and for a moment, it was just her and this stunning stranger and the mind-numbing pleasure he was wringing from her body. She could feel the coarse texture of the sand on his knees against her calves, the heat of the sun on her closed eyelids, the slick, wet sounds of his mouth on her flesh.

A finger, then two, pressed against her entrance, sliding into her with an easy, slick push. She was so ready, so open for him. He curled his fingers inside her, finding a spot that made her back arch clear off the rock with a sharp cry. He fucked her with his fingers in a steady, relentless rhythm while his mouth continued its devastating work on her clit. The dual assault was overwhelming, each sensation magnified by the public thrill, by Logan’s watchful, eager eyes just beyond Roman’s shoulders.

“That’s it, baby,” Logan’s voice cut through her pleasure-drenched haze, thick with strain. “Let him taste you. Let him make you feel good.”

His encouragement was the final key, unlocking a deep, feral part of her. She began to move against Roman’s face, meeting the thrust of his fingers, grinding against his mouth, her own sounds becoming incoherent pleas and moans. The coil inside her was winding tighter, tighter, a spring about to snap.

Just as the first tremors of her climax began to gather at the base of her spine, Roman pulled back. The sudden absence of his mouth was a physical agony. She whimpered, a sound of pure protest, her body begging for the release he’d denied her.

He looked up at her, his chin glistening with her arousal, a predator’s grin on his handsome face. “Not yet,” he said, his voice a gravelly promise. “I want to feel that tight little mouth of yours first.”

He rose to his feet, his own need evident in the prominent bulge straining against his swim trunks. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband and pushed them down, freeing his erection. He was thick and hard, the head already flushed a deep, angry red. The sight sent a new jolt of desire straight through her.

He stepped closer. “Your turn.”

Driven by a hunger she no longer recognized in herself, Tessa slid off the rock and onto her knees in the sand. The granules stuck to her damp skin. She looked up the long, lean line of his body, meeting his confident gaze before leaning forward. She didn’t hesitate. She took the length of him into her mouth in one smooth, practiced motion.

The taste of salt and him filled her senses. She heard Logan groan, a deep, guttural sound of approval. She set a slow, deep rhythm, using her tongue, her lips, her hands. She worshipped him, each bob of her head a performance for her husband, a gift to this stunning man. She felt powerful, desired, and utterly, completely wanton.

A sudden, sharp rustle came from the dense foliage just beyond their secluded cove. A dry crunch of leaves underfoot.

All three of them froze.

Tessa’s mouth stilled around Roman, her eyes, wide with sudden fear, darting toward the sound. Logan’s head whipped around, his body tensing. Roman’s hand, which had been gently tangled in her hair, stilled.

The only sound was the relentless crash of the waves and the frantic beating of her own heart.

Maybe it was just the wind. They held their breath, waiting, the silence stretching taut between them like a bowstring. The rustling came again, closer this time, and Tessa’s heart lurched, her lips still wrapped around Roman’s thickness. Her mind raced with the possibilities—a hiker, a stray dog, or worse, someone who might stumble upon their illicit scene. Yet, even as fear prickled at the edges of her consciousness, the forbidden thrill of being discovered sent a fresh wave of heat pooling low in her belly.

Roman’s hand tightened ever so slightly in her hair, a silent command to hold still. She obeyed, her body trembling with the effort of staying frozen in place. Logan’s gaze darted back to her, his jaw clenched, his expression a mixture of arousal and apprehension. The tension was electric, the air thick with the weight of their shared secret.

When no one appeared from the foliage and the sound faded into the distance, Roman exhaled slowly, his grip on her loosening. His thumb stroked the curve of her cheek, a gesture that was both reassuring and possessive. “Easy,” he murmured, his voice low and steady. “Just the wind.”

Logan let out a shaky breath, his shoulders relaxing as the immediate threat passed. But the interruption had done something irreversible—it had heightened the already potent mix of danger and desire. “Keep going,” he urged, his voice rough with need. “Don’t stop.”

Tessa hesitated for only a moment before leaning forward again, her mouth reclaiming Roman with renewed fervor. The taste of him was intoxicating, salt and musk mingling on her tongue. She moved with purpose now, her hands gripping his hips as she took him deep, relishing the way he filled her mouth. His low groan was a reward in itself, a sound that sent a shiver down her spine.

Watching her husband watch her, Tessa felt a surge of power. She was the center of attention, the focus of two men’s desires, and it was heady. She could feel Logan’s eyes on her, drinking in every detail, every movement of her mouth and hands. It was as if they were all caught in a web of shared pleasure, each thread pulling tighter until it seemed impossible to break free.

Roman’s breathing grew ragged, his fingers threading through her hair with a gentleness that belied the intensity of the moment. “That’s it,” he murmured, his voice thick with approval. “Just like that.” Tessa closed her eyes, letting herself drown in the sensations—the taste of him, the sound of his praise, the knowledge that Logan was watching. It was madness, and yet it felt like the most natural thing in the world.

The sound of the rustling foliage faded into the background, replaced by the heavy rhythm of their breathing and the distant crash of waves. Roman’s hands, which had been gentle in her hair, now moved with a new, decisive purpose. He pulled back from her mouth with a soft, wet sound, his sea-green eyes dark with a hunger that made Tessa’s core clench in anticipation.

“Up,” he commanded, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her.

Before she could fully process it, his strong hands were under her arms, lifting her to her feet as if she weighed nothing. The world spun for a dizzying second as he turned her, her back now to his solid, sun-warmed chest. Her eyes, wide and a little dazed, found Logan’s. He was still leaning against the rock, his hand stroking his hard length in a slow, hypnotic rhythm. His expression was one of raw, unadulterated lust, his gaze locked on her. He’s not just watching, she realized, a fresh wave of heat washing over her. He’s a part of this.

“Logan,” she breathed, the name a question and a statement all at once.

“I’m right here, Tess,” he answered, his voice thick. “Don’t look away from me.”

Roman’s hands slid down her sides, his touch possessive and sure. One arm banded around her waist, holding her securely against the hard planes of his body, while the other hand hooked into the side of her blue bikini bottom. With a firm tug, he pulled the flimsy fabric down her thighs, the cool air a shocking contrast to the heat of her skin. Exposed. So exposed. The thought was a thrill, not a fear.

He guided her forward, bending her over the smooth, sun-warmed surface of the large rock she’d been kneeling against. The stone felt good against her flushed skin, a solid, unyielding anchor. She braced her hands flat on its surface, the granules of sand sticking to her palms. Her head was turned, her cheek against the rock, her vision filled with the sight of her husband, watching, needing.

Roman’s hands gripped her hips, his thumbs pressing into the soft flesh of her ass, positioning her. She heard the rustle of his swim trunks, then the unmistakable sound of him spitting into his palm. The crude, primal sound made her shiver. She felt the blunt, wet head of his cock nudge against her entrance, already slick with her own arousal.

“Yes,” she whispered, the word meant for both of them.

With a single, powerful thrust, he was inside her.

Tessa cried out, a sharp, gasping sound swallowed by the beach around them. He filled her completely, stretching her in a way that was almost too much, yet perfect. He didn’t move, letting her adjust to the stunning invasion, letting Logan see her full, stretched around him.

“Fuck, Tessa,” Logan groaned, his fist moving faster on his own cock. “Look at you take him.”

Roman began to move, setting a slow, deep, punishing rhythm. Each thrust drove her forward against the rock, each withdrawal leaving her empty and aching for more. The slap of his skin against hers was a lewd, rhythmic percussion to the ocean’s beat. Her fingers scrambled for purchase on the stone, her knuckles white.

“Is this what you wanted, Logan?” Roman growled, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. “To see your beautiful wife get fucked on a public beach?”

“Yes,” Logan hissed, his eyes blazing. “God, yes. Harder.”

As if given direct permission, Roman’s pace shifted. His thrusts became faster, harder, driving into her with a force that stole her breath. Pleasure, sharp and coiling, built deep within her with every powerful stroke. She could feel every ridge, every vein of him as he pistoned in and out, hitting a spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids.

“Oh God... right there...” she moaned, the words torn from her.

Roman’s hand left her hip and snaked around her front, his fingers finding her clit with unerring accuracy. He rubbed tight, frantic circles there, the dual stimulation pushing her toward the edge with terrifying speed. Her legs began to tremble, her moans becoming constant, ragged things.

“She’s close,” Roman announced to Logan, a maestro describing his work. “Look at her. She’s gonna come all over my cock while you watch.”

Logan’s breath hitched. “Come for us, Tess. Let me see you.”

The command, the visuals, the overwhelming sensations—it was too much. Her orgasm broke over her with the force of a wave, a silent scream on her lips as her body convulsed around Roman’s driving length. Pleasure, white-hot and absolute, radiated out from her core, seizing every muscle, melting every bone. She clenched around him, milking him, her vision spotting as she shook against the rock.

Roman groaned, a deep, guttural sound of triumph, and drove into her one last, final time as her own climax began to subside. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release deep inside her, a claiming that was as psychological as it was physical. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, his body trembling against hers.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their heavy breathing mingling with the ocean. Slowly, Roman pulled out, and a traitorous trickle of their combined pleasure slid down her inner thigh. The sensation was lewd, undeniable.

Tessa slumped against the rock, spent, her body humming with residual ecstasy. Her eyes, heavy-lidded, found Logan’s. He was still stroking himself, his expression one of awe and intense hunger, his own release clearly imminent.

Roman gently turned her over, his gaze appreciative as he took in her thoroughly-fucked state. He leaned down, capturing her mouth in a deep, possessive kiss she could taste herself on.

When he pulled back, he looked over her shoulder at Logan. “Your turn,” he said, his voice a low promise.

The taste of Roman was still on her lips, salt and sex and the ocean air. But as his words hung between them—Your turn—Tessa’s focus shattered, narrowing to a single point: Logan. His hand was still wrapped around his hard, leaking length, his chest heaving, his eyes dark with a storm of want and adoration.

A powerful, possessive need surged through her, washing away the last of her trembling lethargy. It was a current, pulling her toward her husband. She pushed herself from the warm rock, her legs shaky but determined. She didn’t look at Roman as he stepped back, granting them the space. Her world was only Logan.

She dropped to her knees in the soft, cool sand before him, her hands sliding up his tense thighs. His breath hitched, a sharp, ragged sound.

“Tess...” he breathed, his voice thick.

Her eyes, dark with her own desire and a newfound, primal confidence, locked onto his. She didn’t speak. She simply held his gaze as she leaned forward, her tongue snaking out to trace a wet, hot line from the base of his cock to the throbbing tip. He jerked, a full-body shudder wracking his frame.

He’s so hard for me, she thought, the realization a powerful aphrodisiac. All of this... for me.

She opened her mouth, taking him in slowly, savoring the feel of him, the weight of him on her tongue, the taste of his pre-cum, sharp and uniquely his. She heard his choked groan, a sound of pure, undiluted pleasure, and it fueled her. She hollowed her cheeks, drawing him deeper, her head beginning to bob in a rhythm that was both practiced and completely new, charged with the electricity of what they had just done, what they had just shared.

Her fingers dug into his hips, holding him steady as she took him to the back of her throat, relaxing into it, swallowing around him. Logan’s hands came down, tangling in her sun-streaked hair, not forcing, but guiding, his touch reverent and desperate. “God, yes, Tessa. Just like that. Fuck. Watching you... watching you with him... I’ve never been so hard in my life.”

She moaned around him, the vibration drawing another sharp gasp from his lips. The sound of the waves, the distant cry of a gull, the raw, wet sounds of her mouth on him—it was a symphony of their debauchery. She could feel the tension coiling in his muscles, the telltale twitch that warned of his impending peak. But she pulled back, letting him slip from her lips with a soft, wet pop.

She looked up at him, her lips swollen, her chin glistening. “Not yet,” she whispered, her voice husky. “I need you inside me. Now.”

Logan didn’t need telling twice. In one fluid, powerful motion, he hauled her up and laid her back onto the discarded towel, the rough weave a delicious contrast to her sensitized skin. He came down over her, his body covering hers, his warm, familiar weight a grounding force amidst the whirlwind. He kissed her, deep and searching, and she could taste herself on his tongue, a tangy reminder of Roman’s earlier worship.

He broke the kiss, his forehead resting against hers, his breath hot on her face. “You are so fucking beautiful,” he rasped. “Watching you come apart... it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Then feel it,” she challenged, her voice a breathy plea. She hooked her legs around his waist, opening herself to him, guiding him to her entrance. “Feel what you created.”

With a groan that was ripped from the depths of his soul, Logan pushed into her. She was still so wet, so thoroughly opened and ready from Roman, that he slid in to the hilt in one smooth, overwhelming stroke. A cry was torn from Tessa’s throat, a sound of pure, unadulterated possession. This. This was what she needed. The familiar stretch of her husband, the way he filled her perfectly, the look in his eyes that was for her and her alone.

He began to move, setting a deep, claiming rhythm that was entirely different from Roman’s thrilling, anonymous force. This was connection. This was love, forged in the fire of shared fantasy. Each thrust was a punctuation mark to the scene that had unfolded, each one driving her higher. She met him thrust for thrust, her hips rolling, her nails scraping down his back.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice guttural.

Her eyes, which had squeezed shut in pleasure, flew open. She was trapped in his molten gaze, seeing the awe, the hunger, the absolute love there. He was claiming her, reaffirming their bond in the most primitive way possible.

“You’re mine,” he grunted, driving into her with renewed intensity.

“Yours,” she gasped, the word breaking on a sob of pleasure. “Always yours.”

The orgasm that had been simmering within her since Roman’s mouth was on her crested again, sharper and more profound. It wasn’t just physical this time; it was emotional, spiritual. It was the final, shocking realization of his fantasy, and it was theirs. Her body clamped down around him, milking him, pulling a ragged, shouting release from his lips as he plunged into her one last, shuddering time.

He collapsed onto her, his weight a welcome anchor as they both spiraled down from the peak. Their harsh breaths mingled, their hearts hammering against each other’s chests. He nuzzled into her neck, placing a soft, tender kiss there.

From the periphery, a low, appreciative chuckle broke the silence. “A beautiful sight,” Roman’s voice washed over them. Tessa turned her head to see him pulling on his shorts, a satisfied smirk on his handsome face. He gave them a final, lingering look. “Enjoy the rest of your holiday.”

And just like that, Roman was gone, disappearing over the dune, leaving them alone on the beach, tangled together and utterly spent. The world seemed to slow as the sound of his footsteps faded, replaced by the rhythm of the waves crashing softly against the shore. Logan shifted his weight, propping himself up on an elbow to look down at Tessa. His fingers traced the line of her jaw with a tenderness that made her heart ache, his expression soft, sated, but with a new, unspoken question in his eyes. 

“So,” he whispered, his thumb brushing her kiss-swollen bottom lip, his touch both possessive and adoring. “What did you think?” His voice was low, laced with vulnerability and a hint of nervous anticipation. He had laid himself bare tonight, sharing a fantasy that had lived in the shadows of his mind for so long. Now, he waited for her response, his heart pounding as loudly as it had during their passion.

Tessa’s gaze locked onto his, her dark eyes still shimmering with the afterglow of their shared ecstasy. She could feel the weight of his question, the significance of what they had just experienced together. Her lips parted as she searched for the right words, her mind a whirlwind of emotions—surprise, curiosity, and a deep, unfathomable connection to the man above her. “I...” she began, her voice trembling slightly, “I don’t know what to say, Logan. It was... intense. More than I ever imagined.”

He smiled faintly, his thumb still caressing her lip, as if reassuring her that it was okay to feel uncertain. “You don’t have to have all the answers right now,” he murmured. “I just needed you to know... how much it meant to me. To see you like that. To share that with you.” His hand moved to cup her cheek, his warmth seeping into her skin. “You were breathtaking, Tess. Absolutely breathtaking.”

She leaned into his touch, her own hand rising to cover his. The sand beneath them was cool now, a stark contrast to the heat that still radiated between their bodies. Her thoughts swirled—questions, fears, and a growing sense of curiosity she hadn’t expected. She didn’t reject the idea, nor did she fully embrace it. Instead, she found herself wanting to explore it further, to understand what it meant for them, for their relationship. “It’s a lot to process,” she admitted softly, her fingers tightening around his. “But... I think I need some time to figure it out.”

Logan nodded, his expression understanding yet hopeful. “Take all the time you need,” he said, his voice steady and reassuring. “We’re in this together, no matter what.” He leaned down, pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead, his lips lingering for a moment before he pulled back. “For now, let’s just be here. Just us.”

Tessa smiled faintly, her body relaxing against his as they lay entwined on the beach. The night stretched out before them, full of possibilities and unanswered questions. But for now, in the quiet aftermath of their shared fantasy, all that mattered was the man beside her and the love that bound them together.
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