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The door to the charming countryside cottage creaked open, revealing a cozy and inviting interior. Mary's heart raced with anticipation, her green eyes sparkling as she excitedly clutched Steve's strong hand. This was going to be one hell of a weekend.

"Welcome to paradise," Steve whispered into her ear, his warm breath sending a shiver down her spine. Mary felt her body flush with desire, eager to explore every inch of their secluded haven.

As they stepped inside, the sight of Joe lounging casually on a plush sofa caught them off guard. Mary's eyes widened in surprise, confusion clouding her features as she glanced from Joe to Steve, searching for an explanation.

"Joe?" she stammered, her voice wavering slightly. "What are you doing here?"

"Hey, Mary." Joe grinned, his sandy blond hair tousled and his eyes twinkling mischievously. "Hope you don't mind me crashing your romantic getaway."

"Uh, well..." Mary hesitated, her gaze darting between the two men, unsure how to respond. Her heart pounded in her chest, curiosity piquing at the unexpected turn of events.

"Relax, babe." Steve wrapped his arm around Mary's waist, pulling her close. "I invited him. I thought it'd be... interesting to have him join us."

"Interesting?" Mary raised an eyebrow, her lips curving into a half-smile as she tried to wrap her head around the idea. "How so?"

"Trust me, my love." Steve's voice dropped to a sultry whisper, igniting a flame within her. "I have a great idea."

Steve took Mary's hands in his, the warmth of his touch sending a thrill up her spine. His eyes bore into hers, shimmering with an intensity she hadn't seen before. "Mary," he said softly, "there's something I've been wanting to share with you for a while now."

"Go on," Mary murmured, her curiosity piqued as she searched his face for any sign of what might come next.

"I've always had this fantasy," Steve confessed, his voice barely above a whisper. "I want to watch you... with another man. And not just any man, but someone I trust. Someone like Joe."

Mary's breath caught in her throat, shock rippling through her system. "You can't be serious," she stammered, trying to pull away from him. "Are you out of your fucking mind?"

"Shh," Steve silenced her protest by pressing a finger against her soft lips. "Hear me out, babe. This isn't about replacing what we have. It's about enhancing it, exploring new heights of pleasure together."

As Steve spoke, images flashed through Mary's mind - moments of passion between them intertwined with the rugged masculinity of Joe. She couldn't deny the surge of arousal that coursed through her veins, leaving her trembling and confused. Was she really considering this? Could she let go of her inhibitions and dive headfirst into this forbidden fantasy?

"Steve..." she whispered, torn between her own desires and the potential consequences of their actions.

"Please, Mary," Steve implored, the intensity in his eyes never wavering. "Just think about it. I trust Joe completely, and I want to share this with you. Together."

Mary's heart pounded in her chest, a mixture of fear and excitement coursing through her veins. Steve's words echoed in her mind, their implications almost too overwhelming to comprehend. She glanced at Joe, who remained quiet but attentive, his eyes locked on her as if he could sense her growing arousal.

"Fuck," she muttered under her breath, her hands clammy with nervous energy. Her thoughts raced, torn between the scandalous proposition and the undeniable curiosity that gnawed at her insides.

"Imagine it," Steve urged softly, his voice tinged with desire. "Feeling Joe's strong hands on your body, experiencing new heights of pleasure. And all the while, I'll be here, sharing in your ecstasy."

"Jesus, Steve," Mary gasped, her own imagination betraying her as she pictured the scene unfolding before her. The thought of Joe's rough fingers tracing her curves sent shivers down her spine, causing her nipples to harden beneath her dress.

"Say yes, babe," Steve whispered, his lips brushing against her earlobe. "Give us this chance to explore together. I need this. We need this."

"Fuck, I don't know," she stammered, her arousal warring with her better judgment. "What if it changes everything? What if it ruins us?"

"Trust me, Mary," Steve soothed, stroking her cheek tenderly. "Nothing can ruin what we have. This will only make us stronger."

Mary closed her eyes, her breathing ragged as she wrestled with her emotions. The tantalizing images filled her mind, her darkest fantasies brought to life in vivid detail. Was she willing to take this leap of faith, to throw caution to the wind and embrace the unknown?

Mary's fingers trembled as she stared into her husband's pleading eyes, the weight of his proposition bearing down on her. She was torn between desire and fear, wondering if she could really go through with it.

"Alright," she whispered at last, her voice barely audible. "I'll do it."

"Thank you, babe," Steve breathed, his eyes alight with passion as he pressed a searing kiss to her lips. Their world was about to change, and they were ready to face it together. "Mary, you have no idea how much this means to me," Steve murmured, his eyes smoldering with lust as he pulled her close. Their lips met in a searing kiss that sent shivers down her spine, fueling the fire that burned within her.

"Remember, babe," Steve said, his breath hot against her ear, "this is for us, alright? Just let go, and let’s enjoy ourselves."

As his words echoed in her mind, Mary felt the last of her inhibitions crumble away. She wanted this – she needed it – just as much as Steve did. With one final, lingering glance at her husband, she turned her attention to Joe, who stood waiting patiently across the room.

"Alright, Joe," she said, her voice laced with equal parts determination and trepidation. "Let's do this."

"Your pleasure is my command," Joe replied, his deep voice sending a shiver down her spine.

"Fuck," Mary thought, her heart pounding in her chest. "I'm really doing this." And with that final realization, she surrendered herself to the unknown, embracing the wild ride ahead.

Joe rose from the couch, a predatory smirk playing on his lips as he slowly approached Mary. His gaze locked with hers, promising untold pleasures and pushing her curiosity to the edge.

"Relax, baby," he drawled, reaching out to cup her face in his rough hands. "I'll take real good care of you."

Mary's breath hitched, her body tingling with anticipation as Joe's fingers traced down her neck, grazing her collarbone. She couldn't deny the thrill she felt at his touch, the way it sent shivers racing down her spine.

"Fuck, you're so beautiful," Joe murmured, his voice low and sultry. His hands continued their exploration, gliding over her shoulders and down her arms, leaving goosebumps in their wake.

"You’re not so bad yourself," Mary confessed, her chest heaving with desire. The sight of Steve watching them only added fuel to the fire, intensifying the lust that coursed through her veins.

"Good girl," Joe praised, his fingers dancing along her sides before slipping under her dress. He eased the fabric up, exposing her taut stomach and the curve of her breasts.

"Let me see you, Mary," he commanded, his eyes dark with desire. "Show me what you've been hiding from the world."

With a shaky breath, Mary lifted her arms, allowing Joe to remove her dress and toss it aside. Her heart raced as she stood before him, vulnerable and exposed. But instead of fear, she felt empowered – intoxicated by the raw passion that filled the room.

"Fuck, look at you," Joe breathed, his hands gripping her hips as he pulled her flush against his body. "You're fucking perfect, Mary."

"Please, Joe," she whispered, her nails digging into his shoulders as she arched her back. "Touch me. Worship me."

"Anything you want," he promised, his fingers deftly unclasping her bra and baring her breasts to his hungry gaze. He bent down, capturing one nipple between his lips as his hand teased the other, coaxing a moan from Mary's throat.

"Shit, that feels so good," she gasped, her eyes drifting closed as Joe continued his sensual assault on her body. 

Mary removed her lace panties, throwing them on the floor next to her dress and bra. Her body was a sight to behold: perfect curves that Joe couldn't take his eyes off. He traced his fingers along her smooth skin, savoring the softness of her flesh.

"Are you sure, Steve?" Joe growled, his eyes meeting those of his friend as he continued to lavish attention on Mary's body. "Do you want me to continue?"

"Fuck yes," Steve replied, his voice thick with lust as he watched Mary tremble under Joe's expert touch. There was no doubt in his mind that this was exactly what he'd been craving – and seeing it unfold before him only made it all the more intoxicating.

Steve's gaze remained locked on the scene before him, his hands slowly unzipping his pants and freeing his cock. He began to stroke his shaft, his eyes never leaving the spectacle unfolding between his wife and his best friend.

The heat between Joe and Mary crackled like a live wire, the air thick with desire as Joe's lips met hers in a ravenous kiss. Their mouths fused together, tongues dancing in a lustful tango as she found herself backing towards the plush bed, the soft fabric brushing against her calves.

"God, I want you," Joe growled between kisses, his hands roaming over her body, igniting a fire that threatened to consume them both. Mary could feel herself being swept away by the raw, primal energy pulsing through the room.

As Mary continued to kiss Joe passionately, she reached behind him and unzipped his jeans. His erection sprang free, and she grasped it, stroking it gently.

"That's it, baby," Joe moaned, his eyes never leaving Mary's as she worked him over. "You're gonna make me come just by touching me."

Mary's body tingled with desire, her heart beating wildly in her chest as she took him in hand. She couldn't believe how eager she was to please him, to give him the ultimate pleasure.

With steady hands, she helped him step out of his jeans and boxers, leaving him standing before her in nothing but his t-shirt and socks. Her eyes trailed down his hard, toned body, taking
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