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The sun dipped low, casting a golden hue over the sprawling living room of Ryan and Sophie’s luxurious home. Sophie lounged on the plush white couch, her legs curled beneath her, a glass of chilled wine in hand. Ryan sat across from her, his dark eyes fixed on her with an intensity that made her shift slightly, her silk robe slipping off one shoulder.

“What?” she laughed softly, tilting her head. “Why are you looking at me like that?”

Ryan hesitated, his fingers drumming against the armrest of the leather chair. He leaned forward, his voice steady but laced with something she couldn’t quite place. “I’ve been thinking about something... something I want to share with you.”

Sophie raised an eyebrow, setting her glass down on the marble coffee table. “Okay... you’re freaking me out a little. What’s up?”

He took a deep breath, his gaze never leaving hers. “I’ve had this fantasy for a while now. It’s not something I ever thought I’d bring up, but... I can’t stop thinking about it. About you.”

Her lips parted slightly, her pulse quickening. “Me?”

Ryan nodded, his voice dropping to a lower register. “Yeah. I’ve been imagining... seeing you with another man.”

Sophie froze, her mind racing. She blinked, trying to process his words. “Wait, what? You mean like... watching me?”

“Yes,” he said, his tone firm but gentle. “Watching you be desired, watching you take control, watching you fuck someone else. The idea of it... it drives me wild.”

Her cheeks flushed, a mix of surprise and curiosity swirling inside her. “Ryan, I... I don’t know what to say. That’s... not what I expected.”

He reached across the space between them, his hand brushing her knee. “I know it sounds crazy, but I’ve never wanted anything more. To see you like that, to see how fucking beautiful you are when you’re turned on—it’s all I can think about.”

Sophie’s breath faltered, her mind racing. She searched his face for any sign of hesitation or doubt, but all she saw was raw honesty. And something else—something that sent a shiver of excitement through her.

“I... I don’t know,” she said slowly, her voice trembling. “I mean, it’s not like I haven’t thought about it before, but... I didn’t think you would.”

Ryan’s fingers tightened on her knee, his touch warm and reassuring. “I did. I do. And the more I think about it, the more I want it.”

She swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. “But what if... what if it changes things between us? What if it’s too much?”

He leaned closer, his free hand cupping her cheek. “It won’t. Because no matter what happens, you’re mine. And this... this would just be another way for us to explore each other, to push our boundaries together.”

Sophie felt a warmth spread through her body, her doubts slowly giving way to something else—something electric. She met his gaze, her lips curving into a tentative smile. “You’re serious about this, aren’t you?”

“Dead serious,” he murmured, his thumb brushing her lower lip. “And I need to know if it’s something you could want too.”

She hesitated, her mind still spinning, but the spark of curiosity was undeniable. “I guess... I could think about it.”

Ryan’s face lit up, his excitement palpable. “That’s all I’m asking.”

Sophie leaned back against the couch, her thoughts a jumble of emotions. But one thing was clear—the idea had taken root, and she couldn’t shake it. Not that she wanted to.

***
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Ryan leaned against the kitchen counter, his arms crossed over his broad chest as Sophie stood a few feet away, her fingers nervously toying with the hem of her sweater. The air between them was thick with tension, the kind that buzzed with unspoken questions and lingering curiosity. It had been three days since their conversation in the living room, and neither of them had brought it up again—until now.

“So...” Ryan started, his voice low and steady, eyes locked on hers. “Have you thought about it anymore?”

Sophie’s cheeks flushed slightly, but she didn’t look away. “Yeah. I have. I mean, it’s not like it’s something I can just ignore after you dropped that bomb on me.”

He chuckled softly, stepping closer. “Fair enough. And... what are you thinking?”

She took a deep breath, her fingers still fidgeting. “I guess I’m... curious. But I’m also scared. Like, what if it changes things between us? What if I’m not into it? Or worse, what if you’re not into it after?”

Ryan reached out, his hand gently cupping her cheek. “Soph, listen to me. This isn’t about me wanting something from you. It’s about us. About exploring something together that could bring us even closer. I love you. That’s not going to change, no matter what happens.”

Her eyes softened, and she leaned into his touch. “I know you love me. And I love you. I just... I don’t know if I can wrap my head around the idea of being with someone else while you watch.”

“It’s not about you being with someone else,” he said, his thumb brushing her skin lightly. “It’s about sharing an experience together. About trust. And control. You’d have all the control, Sophie. We’d set boundaries, and if at any point you feel uncomfortable, we stop. No questions asked.”

She bit her lip, her gaze drifting to the window where Malik, their gardener, was outside trimming the hedges. His shirtless figure glistened in the sunlight, his toned muscles moving with precision as he worked. Ryan followed her gaze, a smirk tugging at the corner of his lips.

“What about Malik?” he asked, his voice a little huskier now.

Sophie’s eyes snapped back to his, wide and surprised. “Malik? You’re serious?”

“Why not? He’s discreet, respectful, and attractive. Plus, we already know him. It wouldn’t be some random guy we found online.”

Her heart started to race, her mind racing with images she hadn’t allowed herself to fully imagine before. Malik was undeniably handsome—his dark skin glowing under the sun, his strong hands expertly handling the tools as he worked. She felt a warmth spread through her body just thinking about it.

“I... I don’t know,” she stammered, though the thought intrigued her more than she cared to admit.

Ryan stepped even closer, his hand sliding down to rest on her hip. “Think about it, Soph. You’d have complete control. We’d talk it through beforehand, set whatever boundaries you want. And if you’re not into it, we don’t do it. Simple as that.”

She looked up at him, her breathing shallow as she searched his face for any sign of hesitation or doubt. But all she saw was raw honesty—and maybe a flicker of excitement.

“Okay,” she whispered finally, her voice barely audible. “Let’s try it. Once. With Malik.”

Ryan’s eyes lit up, a grin spreading across his face. “You mean it?”

She nodded, her heart pounding in her chest. “Yes. But we need to talk about it first. Set rules.”

“Of course,” he agreed immediately. “Whatever you need.”

Sophie took another deep breath, trying to calm the storm of emotions swirling inside her. Excitement, fear, arousal—it was all there, tangled together in a way that made her feel both overwhelmed and exhilarated.

“And Ryan,” she added, her voice firmer now. “If at any point I want to stop, we stop. No arguments.”

“Absolutely,” he said without hesitation. “Your comfort comes first. Always.”

She nodded again, feeling a strange sense of relief now that the decision was made. The idea was still daunting, but there was no denying the spark of curiosity that had been growing inside her since their first conversation.

“So... how do we ask him?” she asked, glancing back out the window at Malik.

Ryan chuckled softly. “I’ll handle it. Just leave it to me.”

Sophie felt a shiver run down her spine—part nerves, part anticipation—as Ryan turned toward the door.

“Wait,” she called out suddenly, her voice trembling slightly.

He paused, looking back at her with a raised eyebrow. “What is it?”

She hesitated for a moment before stepping closer to him, pressing her body against his and looking up into his intense dark eyes.

“Just... kiss me first,” she whispered.

Without a word, Ryan leaned down, his lips capturing hers in a slow, sensual kiss that sent a wave of warmth through her entire body. His hands slid around her waist, pulling her closer as their tongues met in a dance that was both familiar and electrifying. Sophie moaned softly into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair as she lost herself in the moment.

When they finally pulled apart, both of them were breathless.

“I love you,” Ryan murmured, his forehead resting against hers.

“I love you too,” Sophie replied, her voice thick with emotion.

And then he was gone, stepping out into the backyard where Malik was still working. Sophie watched from the window, her heart racing as she saw Ryan approach him.

“Malik,” Ryan said casually as he walked up to the taller man.

Malik looked up from the hedge he was trimming, wiping sweat from his brow with the back of his hand. “Hey, boss. What’s up?”

Ryan glanced back toward the house briefly before turning his attention to Malik again. “We need to talk about something.”

Malik raised an eyebrow curiously but nodded anyway.

Sophie couldn’t hear what they were saying anymore—only snippets carried on the breeze—but she couldn’t tear herself away from watching them interact either.

Her pulse quickened as she saw Malik’s expression shift from confusion to surprise—and then something more intense—before nodding slowly in agreement...

She swallowed hard as Ryan clapped him on the shoulder before starting back toward the house...

Sophie stood by the window, her fingers tracing patterns on the glass as she watched Ryan walk back toward the house. Her heart pounded in her chest, a chaotic rhythm that mirrored the storm of emotions swirling inside her. The idea of Malik—him—touching her, kissing her, exploring her body while Ryan watched was almost too much to process. Yet, there was a part of her that wanted it. Needed it. The forbidden thrill of it all sent a jolt of warmth straight to her core.

The door clicked open, and Ryan stepped inside, his dark eyes locking onto hers. They didn’t say a word, but the electricity between them was palpable. Sophie could see the hunger in his gaze, the way his jaw tightened as he took her in. He closed the distance between them in a few quick strides, his hands immediately finding her waist.

“Did he agree?” Sophie whispered, her voice trembling slightly.

Ryan nodded, his lips curving into a wicked grin. “He’s coming over tonight.”

Sophie’s breath caught, her stomach fluttering with a mix of anticipation and nervousness. She leaned into Ryan’s touch, her body instinctively seeking the comfort of his warmth. His fingers dug into her hips, pulling her closer until their bodies were pressed together. She could feel the hard line of his arousal against her stomach, and it only made her own desire flare hotter.

“Are you sure about this?” Ryan murmured, his voice low and rough. “You can say no. We don’t have to do this.”

Sophie shook her head, her resolve hardening. “I want to. For you. For us.”

Ryan’s eyes darkened, and he leaned down to capture her lips in a searing kiss. It was possessive, demanding, and yet there was an undercurrent of vulnerability that made Sophie melt into him. His tongue swept into her mouth, claiming her, marking her as his even as they prepared to step into uncharted territory.
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Malik stood on the threshold, his tall, muscular frame filling the doorway. His dark skin glistened under the soft glow of the porch light, and his intense gaze locked onto Sophie as soon as he stepped inside. She felt like she couldn’t breathe, her body responding to him in ways she hadn’t expected. There was something about his presence—raw, magnetic, and undeniably sensual—that made her knees weak.

“Come in,” Ryan said, his voice steady despite the tension in the room.

Malik stepped inside, his presence filling the room in a way that made Sophie's heart race. She could feel his gaze on her, intense and searching, as Ryan shut the door behind him. The air was thick with a tension that was almost palpable, a mix of anticipation and something more primal.

Ryan turned to Malik, his voice steady and calm, a stark contrast to the storm raging inside Sophie. "Why don't you come with me to the kitchen? Sophie's fixing us some drinks."

Malik nodded, his eyes never leaving Sophie as he followed Ryan's lead. She could feel his gaze on her back, like a physical touch, as she turned and walked down the hall. Her hands trembled slightly as she pushed open the swinging door to the kitchen, the cool air from the room rushing out to greet her.

The air between them crackled with unspoken desire, and Sophie could feel the heat rising in her cheeks. She glanced at Ryan, who gave her an encouraging nod, his eyes blazing with a mixture of lust and something deeper—approval, maybe even pride.

Malik approached her slowly, his movements deliberate and unhurried. His large hands reached out to gently cup her face, his touch sending shivers down her spine. Sophie’s breath faltered as she looked up at him, her heart racing so fast she thought it might burst.

“You’re beautiful,” Malik murmured, his voice deep and gravelly. It wasn’t just a compliment—it was a statement, a fact that he delivered with unwavering certainty.

Sophie’s lips parted, but no words came out. Instead, she leaned into his touch, her body betraying her eagerness. Malik’s thumb brushed over her bottom lip, his gaze dropping to her mouth. And then, without warning, he kissed her.

It started softly, a gentle press of his lips against hers, but it quickly escalated into something more urgent. Malik’s tongue slid against hers, tasting her, exploring her with a hunger that made her moan into his mouth. His hands moved from her face to her waist, pulling her flush against him. Sophie could feel every hard inch of him pressing into her, and it only fueled the fire burning low in her belly.

Ryan watched from across the room, his cock throbbing painfully in his pants as he took in the sight of his wife being kissed so passionately by another man. He hadn’t expected the jolt of jealousy that shot through him, but it was quickly overshadowed by the sheer need to see more. His hands clenched into fists at his sides as he imagined what it would be like to watch Malik take things further—to see Sophie unravel under his touch.

Malik’s hands roamed lower, skimming over Sophie’s curves with a possessiveness that made her whimper. His fingers dug into her hips, lifting her slightly so he could grind against her. Sophie gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders as she clung to him. The friction between them was maddening, and she could feel the dampness pooling between her legs.

Ryan stepped closer, unable to resist the pull any longer. He reached out to tangle his hands in Sophie’s hair, tilting her head back so he could claim her lips in a fierce kiss of his own. Sophie moaned into his mouth, torn between the two men who were overwhelming her senses. Malik’s lips trailed down her neck, nipping and sucking at her sensitive skin while Ryan continued to devour her mouth.

The room was filled with the sounds of their heavy breathing and soft moans, the tension building to a fever pitch. Ryan’s hand slid down Sophie’s side, gripping her thigh and hitching it around Malik’s hip. The motion brought them even closer together, and Sophie gasped as she felt Malik’s hardness pressing against her core through the thin fabric of her dress.

“Fuck, Sophie,” Ryan groaned against her lips. “You feel so good. I need to see you come apart.”

Malik’s hands moved to the hem of Sophie’s dress, inching it up slowly until he could slip his fingers beneath it. His touch was electric against her bare skin, and Sophie shuddered as his fingertips brushed against the lace of her panties. He didn’t hesitate, pushing the fabric aside to stroke her wet folds with practiced ease.

Sophie cried out, her head falling back against Ryan’s shoulder as Malik’s fingers worked their magic. She was slick and desperate for more, her hips rocking against his hand in a silent plea. Malik chuckled darkly, his breath hot against her ear as he whispered, “You’re fucking soaked for me.”

Ryan’s hands tightened on Sophie’s hips, holding her steady as Malik continued to play with her. The sight of his wife completely undone by another man was almost too much to handle, but Ryan forced himself to stay in control. He wanted this—needed this—and he wasn’t about to let his own desires ruin it.

Malik added another finger, stretching her gently as he curled them just right. Sophie gasped, her nails digging into Ryan’s arm as pleasure shot through her like wildfire. She was so close, teetering on the edge of bliss, and Malik knew exactly how to push her over.

“That’s it,” Malik murmured, his voice thick with arousal. “Let go for me.”

Sophie’s body tensed, every nerve ending alight with sensation as she came with a loud cry. Her legs trembled, and she would have collapsed if not for Ryan holding her up. Malik didn’t stop, working her through her orgasm until she was limp and boneless in Ryan’s arms.

“Fuck,” Ryan breathed, his own arousal pulsing with every beat of his heart. “That was... incredible.”

Malik smirked, withdrawing his fingers and bringing them to his lips to taste her. “She’s fucking delicious,” he said, his eyes locking onto Ryan’s.

Ryan’s grip on Sophie tightened possessively, but there was no mistaking the hunger in his eyes as he looked at Malik. “Lick her,” he said hoarsely.

Malik’s gaze burned into Sophie as he stepped closer, his towering frame casting a shadow over her. She could feel the heat radiating from him, the primal energy that made her thighs press together instinctively. Ryan stood back, his breathing shallow, his eyes fixed on the scene unfolding before him. Malik didn’t hesitate. He lifted Sophie effortlessly, her gasp of surprise cut short as he settled her onto the kitchen counter. The cool granite pressed against her thighs, a sharp contrast to the fire building inside her.

"Spread your legs," Malik commanded, his voice low and gravelly, sending a shiver through Sophie’s body. She hesitated for a fraction of a second before obeying, her legs parting slowly, revealing herself to him. Ryan leaned against the island, his hand gripping the edge so tightly his knuckles turned white. He couldn’t look away, every fiber of his being focused on what was about to happen.

Malik dropped to his knees, his hands sliding up Sophie’s thighs, pushing them wider. His breath was hot against her skin, and she let out a soft whimper when he leaned in, his tongue brushing lightly against her folds. Sophie’s back arched, her fingers tangling in Malik’s thick curls as he began to eat her out with a hunger that left her gasping.

"Oh God," she moaned, her head falling back as Malik’s tongue worked her with precision. He alternated between broad, languid strokes and quick, teasing flicks, making her writhe on the counter. Ryan’s eyes were glued to the sight, his cock straining against his pants as he watched Malik devour his wife. Every sound she made, every shudder that ran through her body, only fueled his arousal further.

Malik’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her closer to the edge of the counter as he deepened his ministrations. His tongue delved into her with a rhythm that had Sophie crying out, her nails digging into his shoulders. She could feel the orgasm building, a tight coil of pleasure winding tighter and tighter with every movement of his mouth.

"Fuck, Malik," she gasped, her voice trembling. "Don’t stop."

He didn’t. If anything, he intensified, his tongue circling her clit with relentless precision while his fingers slid inside her, curling just right to make her scream. Ryan stepped closer, unable to resist the need to touch her. He ran his hand up her thigh, his fingers brushing against Malik’s as he worked her. The sight of them together, of Malik fucking her with his fingers while he sucked on her clit, was almost too much to handle.

Sophie’s orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing as pleasure ripped through her. She cried out Malik’s name, her thighs clamping around his head as he continued to lick and suck, drawing out every last bit of her climax. Ryan watched in awe, his hand moving to his own cock as he stroked himself through his jeans. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d been this turned on.

When Malik finally pulled away, Sophie was limp against the counter, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. Malik stood slowly, his lips glistening with her essence, and turned to Ryan with a smirk.

"Your turn," he said, stepping aside to give Ryan access.

Ryan didn’t need to be told twice. He stepped forward, his hands immediately finding Sophie’s hips as he pulled her toward him. Her legs wrapped around his waist instinctively, and he kissed her deeply, tasting Malik on her lips. Sophie moaned into the kiss, her hands tangling in his hair as Ryan’s fingers dipped between her legs, feeling how wet she still was.

"You’re so fucking beautiful," Ryan murmured against her lips, his fingers sliding inside her again, working her with a rhythm that had her gasping. Sophie’s hips rocked against his hand, her breath coming in short, shallow bursts as another orgasm began to build.

Malik watched from behind Ryan, his hands resting on the other man’s shoulders as he leaned in close. "She can take more," Malik said, his voice low and suggestive. Ryan glanced at him over his shoulder, a silent understanding passing between them. Without breaking eye contact, Ryan withdrew his fingers and stepped back slightly.

"Get on the floor," Ryan instructed Sophie, his voice rough with need. She slid off the counter on shaky legs, dropping to her knees in front of him. Ryan unbuckled his belt with trembling fingers, letting his pants fall to the floor before stepping out of them. His cock was thick and hard, and Sophie’s mouth watered at the sight of it.

Before she could reach for him, Malik knelt beside her, his hand cupping the back of her head. "Open your mouth," he commanded softly. Sophie obeyed, her lips parting as Ryan’s cock pressed against them. Malik guided her head forward, helping her take Ryan deep into her throat. Ryan groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she began to suck him off with a desperation that only heightened their shared arousal.

Malik’s hand found its way between Sophie’s legs again, his fingers plunging inside her as she worked Ryan’s cock with her mouth. She moaned around him, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure through Ryan’s body. It was too much and not enough all at once, and Ryan knew he wouldn’t last long.

"Fuck, Sophie," he muttered, his hips thrusting gently into her mouth. "You’re so fucking good at this."

Malik leaned in close, his lips brushing against Sophie’s ear as he whispered something that made her moan even louder. His fingers worked faster inside her, curling just right to push her closer to the edge again. Sophie’s hands gripped Ryan’s thighs as she took him deeper, her throat tightening around him in a way that made him see stars.

"I’m close," Ryan warned, his fingers tightening in her hair. Sophie didn’t pull away, instead sucking him harder until he came with a guttural groan, spilling himself down her throat. She swallowed every drop, her own body trembling as Malik brought her to another orgasm with his relentless fingers.

When Ryan finally pulled away, Sophie collapsed against him, her body spent but still craving more. 

Sophie’s bare skin glowed under the honeyed light of the kitchen, her back arched slightly as she leaned over the counter, her ass on full display. Malik stood behind her, his hands gripping her hips, his cock already hard and throbbing. Ryan lingered nearby, his breath uneven, watching with a hunger that made his own arousal obvious. The air smelled faintly of sweat and musk, mingling with the lingering scent of whatever they’d been drinking earlier.

Malik’s fingers traced the curve of Sophie’s spine, moving down to tease the swell of her ass. “Fuck, you look good like this,” he murmured, his voice low and rough. He leaned in, pressing his chest against her back, his lips brushing her shoulder. “You ready for me, Sophie?”

She let out a soft gasp, her body trembling under his touch. “Yes, Malik. Please.”

He didn’t waste time. Gripping her hips tighter, he guided himself to her entrance, the tip of his cock pressing against her slickness. “God, you’re so wet,” he groaned, pushing inside slowly, inch by inch, letting her feel every bit of him. Sophie whimpered, her nails digging into the counter as he filled her completely.

Ryan stepped closer, his eyes glued to the sight of Malik fucking his wife. He reached out, running his fingers through Sophie’s hair, tugging gently to tilt her head back. “Look at you,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “Taking him so well.”

Sophie moaned, her body rocking forward with each thrust from Malik. “Ryan... I need you too.”

Ryan smirked, moving to stand beside Malik. 

“You want both of us, huh?” he asked, his hand stroking himself lazily. “You think you can handle it?”

“Yes,” she gasped, her hips pushing back against Malik’s thrusts. “Fuck me, both of you.”

Malik chuckled darkly, his rhythm steady and deep. “My turn first, Ryan. But don’t worry—you’ll get your chance.”

Ryan stepped closer again, his cock brushing against Sophie’s side as he leaned down to kiss her neck. His lips were warm, insistent, trailing up to her ear. “You’re gonna feel so fucking good when it’s my turn,” he murmured, his teeth grazing her earlobe.

Sophie shivered, her body responding to the dual sensations—Malik’s cock driving into her from behind, Ryan’s lips and hands exploring her skin. “Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking. “Please, don’t stop.”

Malik’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming harder, more forceful. He reached around to cup one of her breasts, squeezing gently before pinching her nipple. Sophie cried out, her body arching sharply. “That’s it,” Malik growled. “Take it all, Sophie. Let us use you.”

Ryan moved behind Malik, his hand resting on his friend’s shoulder as he watched Sophie’s body react to every thrust. “Fuck, she’s so tight,” he muttered, his cock aching with need. “My turn soon?”

“Almost,” Malik grunted, his rhythm faltering slightly as he fought to hold back. “Just a little longer.”

Sophie moaned again, her legs trembling as Malik fucked her deeper, harder. “I can’t... I can’t wait,” she panted, her voice shaking. “Ryan, please...”

Ryan smirked, stepping closer once more. He ran his fingers down her spine, stopping just above where Malik was buried inside her. “Don’t worry, baby,” he said, his voice dripping with promise. “I’m gonna make you scream.”

Malik’s hips slowed their tempo, his chest heaving as he gripped Sophie’s waist firmly. “You’re too fucking good,” he growled, his voice thick with restraint. He pulled out slowly, the slick sound of their connection making Sophie whimper. Her body shuddered at the sudden emptiness, but before she could protest, Ryan was already stepping forward, his cock hard and eager against her back.

“My turn, baby,” Ryan murmured, his hands sliding down her sides, tracing the curve of her hips. He positioned himself behind her, his tip pressing against her wet entrance. Sophie’s breath caught in her throat, her fingers curling against the counter as she arched her back further, offering herself to him.

Ryan didn’t hesitate. He pushed into her with a single, steady thrust, filling her completely. A low groan escaped his lips as he felt her warmth envelop him, tight and willing. “Fuck, Sophie,” he breathed, his hands gripping her hips tightly. “You feel incredible.”

Sophie let out a shaky moan, her head dropping forward as Ryan began to move. His pace was deliberate at first, each thrust deep and measured, pulling gasps from her with every stroke. She could feel every inch of him inside her, stretching her perfectly, and it was almost too much to bear.

Malik watched for a moment, his own need still throbbing between his legs. Without a word, he dropped to his knees, his hands spreading Sophie’s pussy lips apart. His tongue darted out, tasting her as Ryan continued to fuck her from behind. The sensation made Sophie cry out, her body jerking slightly as Malik’s tongue found her clit.

“Oh my god!” she gasped, her hands scrabbling against the counter for purchase. The dual sensations were overwhelming—Ryan’s cock driving into her while Malik’s tongue worked her sensitive nub. Her legs trembled, and she felt like she might collapse if not for Ryan’s firm grip on her hips.

Malik’s tongue moved with precision, swirling around her clit before flicking it rapidly. He could feel her shivering above him, hear the way her breathing hitched with every wave of pleasure. “You taste so fucking good,” he muttered against her, his words sending a fresh jolt of heat through her body.

Ryan’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming harder, more urgent. He leaned over Sophie, his chest pressed against her back as he whispered in her ear, “You’re taking me so well, baby. I love feeling you wrapped around my cock.” His words were rough, primal, and they only fueled her arousal.

Sophie’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as the pleasure built relentlessly. She could feel herself teetering on the edge, the pressure mounting with every thrust of Ryan’s cock and every flick of Malik’s tongue. “I’m close,” she panted, her voice barely audible over the sound of skin slapping against skin.

Ryan groaned in response, his hips slamming into her with even more force. “That’s it, Sophie. Come for me. Let me feel you.”

Malik’s tongue didn’t let up, working her clit mercilessly as Ryan fucked her harder and faster. The combination was too much for Sophie to handle. Her walls clenched around Ryan’s cock as she tipped over the edge, a scream torn from her throat as the orgasm ripped through her. Her entire body convulsed, her legs quaking as waves of pleasure crashed over her.

Ryan let out a guttural groan as he felt her tighten around him, the sensation pushing him closer to his own release. He fucked her through her climax, his thrusts becoming erratic as he chased his own pleasure. “Fuck, Sophie,” he gritted out, his hands gripping her hips bruisingly tight. “I’m gonna come.”

Sophie could only nod weakly, still riding out the aftershocks of her orgasm. Ryan gave a few final, desperate thrusts before he shuddered, burying himself deep inside her as he came with a low growl. His hips jerked as he spilled into her, his release sending another wave of bliss through Sophie’s oversensitized body.

Malik stood up slowly, his cock still aching with need as he watched them catch their breath. He ran a hand down Sophie’s back, his touch possessive and heated. “Not done yet,” he said, his voice rough.

Sophie turned her head to look at him, her eyes dark with desire despite the exhaustion creeping in. “What are you waiting for?” she whispered.

Malik’s lips curved into a smirk, his gaze dropping to where Ryan’s cock was still nestled inside her. He stepped closer, his presence commanding, and ran his fingers through Sophie’s sweat-dampened hair. “Your turn already?” he teased, his voice low and rough. “You’re insatiable.”

Sophie arched her back, pressing herself against him, her ass brushing his hardness. “Fuck me, Malik,” she demanded, her tone leaving no room for argument. “I need you inside me.”

Malik’s hand slid down her spine, resting on the curve of her hip. He leaned in, his breath hot against her ear. “Tell Ryan to make you come while I fuck you,” he murmured, his voice dripping with authority. “I want to feel your pussy clench around me when you lose control.”

Sophie moaned softly, the words sending a jolt of anticipation straight to her core. She reached back, her fingers tangling in Ryan’s hair as he kissed her shoulder. “Ryan,” she said, her voice trembling with desire, “rub my clit. I want to come with Malik’s cock inside me.”

Ryan grinned, his hands sliding around her hips to press against her belly. “Fuck yeah,” he growled, his fingers finding her swollen clit with practiced ease. He began to circle it slowly, his touch deliberate and teasing, making her whimper. “You’re so fucking wet for us, Sophie. Can’t wait to feel you come again.”

Malik stepped back momentarily, giving Ryan space as he pulled his cock free from his pants. The thick length of him bobbed heavily, still glistening with precum. He gripped himself, stroking once before positioning the head at Sophie’s entrance. He paused, savoring the way she trembled in anticipation, her pussy throbbing with need.

“Ready?” Malik asked, his voice a low rumble.

Sophie nodded vigorously, her breath catching as Ryan’s fingers pressed harder against her clit. “Yes. Fuck yes.”

Malik didn’t hesitate. He pushed into her with a single, smooth thrust, filling her completely. Sophie gasped, her walls stretching to accommodate him as he bottomed out. The sensation was overwhelming—a delicious blend of fullness and friction that made her toes curl.

“God, you feel incredible,” Malik groaned, his hands gripping her hips tightly. He began to move, pulling out almost completely before slamming back in, setting a slow but punishing rhythm. Each thrust forced a soft cry from Sophie’s lips, her body arching against him.

Ryan kept up his relentless assault on her clit, his fingers working in perfect harmony with Malik’s thrusts. He watched Sophie intently, his own arousal flaring as he saw the way she came undone beneath their touch. “That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. “Let us take care of you.”

Sophie’s mind was awash with pleasure, the intensity of their combined actions pushing her closer and closer to the edge. Her pussy clenched around Malik’s cock as Ryan’s fingers pressed harder, sending waves of bliss radiating through her body. She could feel every inch of Malik inside her, every stroke driving her higher.

“Faster,” she begged, her voice breaking on the word. “Please, Malik—fuck me faster.”

Malik obliged without hesitation, his thrusts growing more urgent, more powerful. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the air, mingling with Sophie’s desperate moans and the occasional growl from Ryan. Malik’s hands tightened on her hips, holding her steady as he pounded into her, his cock hitting that spot deep inside her over and over again.

Ryan increased the pace of his fingers, his touch becoming almost frantic as he worked to push Sophie over the edge. “Come for us,” he urged, his voice rough with need. “Let us feel you come.”

Sophie’s orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing as pleasure tore through her. She cried out, her voice breaking as she clenched around Malik’s cock, her pussy pulsing wildly. The intensity of it left her gasping for air, her legs trembling as Malik continued to thrust into her.

Malik growled low in his throat, the sensation of her tight walls squeezing him almost too much to bear. “Fuck, you’re amazing,” he gritted out, his hips slamming into hers with renewed force. “Feels so good... can’t hold back...”

Ryan leaned in, kissing Sophie’s shoulder as he continued to rub her clit through the waves of her orgasm. His other hand reached down to grasp his own cock, stroking himself in time with Malik’s thrusts. “God, you two are fucking perfect together,” he murmured, his voice strained with arousal.

Sophie whimpered weakly, her body still trembling as Malik drove into her relentlessly. Her mind was hazy with pleasure, every nerve in her body alight with sensation. She could feel Malik’s rhythm faltering, his thrusts growing uneven as he neared his own release.

“Malik...” she breathed, her voice barely audible.

Malik let out a low groan, his hips jerking as he buried himself deep inside her one last time. He came hard, his release spilling into her as his cock pulsed with each wave of ecstasy. Sophie felt every drop of him inside her, the warmth of his cum adding to the overwhelming sensations coursing through her body.

For a moment, the kitchen was silent except for the sound of their heavy breathing. Malik stayed inside her, his hands resting on her hips as he caught his breath. Ryan continued to stroke himself slowly, his eyes locked on Sophie with a mix of adoration and lust.

Finally, Malik pulled out, his cum dripping from Sophie’s well-used pussy as he stepped back. Sophie swayed slightly, her legs barely able to support her after the intensity of their shared pleasure. Ryan wrapped an arm around her waist, steadying her as he pressed a kiss to her temple.

“You okay?” he asked softly.

Sophie nodded weakly, a small smile tugging at her lips. “More than okay,” she murmured.

Ryan chuckled darkly, his hand still moving lazily over his cock. “Good,” he said. “Because we’re just getting started.”

Sophie’s eyes widened slightly as she looked up at him, a mixture of exhaustion and anticipation swirling in her gaze. 

Sophie's heart pounded in her chest as she leaned against the cool granite of the kitchen island, her body still throbbing with the aftershocks of pleasure. She could feel the sticky remnants of their encounter between her thighs, a stark reminder of what they had just done. Her eyes drifted from Ryan to Malik, taking in the sheen of sweat on their skin, the rise and fall of their chests as they caught their breath. The room smelled of sex and the faint lingering scent of whatever cologne Malik wore—something earthy and masculine that made her want to bury her nose in his neck.

Her legs still felt a bit wobbly, but there was a warmth spreading through her that had nothing to do with physical exhaustion. She had never felt so completely and utterly desired, so seen and cherished. It was a heady feeling, one that left her light-headed and craving more.

She looked at the two men who had just brought her to heights she hadn't known were possible. Ryan, her husband, his dark hair mussed and his chest still heaving. Malik, their gardener, his muscular body glistening, his eyes intense and hungry. She had expected to feel shy, perhaps even uncomfortable, but instead, she felt alive. Electric. And the night wasn’t over yet...
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        Daniel never meant to confess it, but the desire has been gnawing at him for years—watching his wife in another man's arms. When he finally speaks the words out loud, Anna is stunned. Shocked. But not entirely unwilling.
What begins as a whispered fantasy soon sparks into something darker, hotter, and impossible to ignore. Anna feels the thrill of temptation tugging at her, the heady rush of being wanted by two men at once. And Daniel can't get enough of imagining his beautiful wife surrendering to pleasure under another's touch.
But how far will they go? And once the boundary is crossed, can they ever go back?
🔥 Jealous heat. Taboo temptation. A wife caught between two men.Dangerous Cravings is a pulse-pounding tale of trust, lust, and the forbidden hunger that refuses to stay buried.
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