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I watched from the shadowed corner of our bedroom, my heart pounding like a war drum in my chest, each beat echoing the raw anticipation that had been building all evening. The dim light from the bedside lamp cast a golden haze over the room, turning the familiar space into something charged, electric, like the air before a storm. Sarah, my wife of eight years, stood by the full-length mirror, adjusting the lace trim of her black negligee. It hugged her curves like a lover's embrace, the sheer fabric whispering against her skin, so translucent I could trace the faint outline of her nipples hardening in the cool air, pebbled and begging for attention. She knew I was there, of course—perched in my leather armchair, legs spread slightly, already feeling the insistent throb of my cock straining against the confines of my pants. This was our game, our secret thrill, the one that kept the fire in our marriage blazing hotter than ever. But tonight, like every time we invited someone new into our bed, the anticipation coiled in my gut like a spring wound too tight, ready to snap and unleash everything.

She caught my eye in the reflection, her lips curving into that sinful, wanton smile that always made my blood roar through my veins, hot and demanding. "You sure about this one, David?" she purred, her voice breathy and teasing, laced with that husky undertone that sent shivers racing down my spine. I nodded, swallowing hard, my throat dry as desert sand, my palms already slick with sweat. My cock twitched painfully, an insistent pulse that mirrored the erratic stutter of my heart. I loved this—the watching, the waiting, the exquisite torture of seeing her unravel under someone else's touch while I sat here, powerless yet utterly in control, because it was my desire, my fantasy, that set it all in motion. The jealousy twisted like a knife, but it was a sweet pain, one that fueled the fire pooling low in my abdomen.

The evening had started hours ago, over a candlelit dinner in our dining room. Sarah had worn that red dress, the one that plunged low between her breasts and clung to her hips like a promise of sin. We'd talked about him, Mark, over glasses of deep crimson wine, her foot teasing mine under the table, sliding up my calf with deliberate slowness. "He's handsome," she'd said, her eyes darkening with heat as she leaned forward, giving me a glimpse of the lace bra beneath. "Tall, strong hands. But you're the one I came home to, David. The one who lets me indulge... and watches." Her words had ignited something primal in me, a mix of possessiveness and raw arousal that had my cock hardening right there at the table. I'd reached for her hand, squeezing it, my thumb tracing circles on her palm, feeling the flush of her skin. "I want to see you lose control," I'd rasped, my voice dropping low, heavy with need. She'd winked, her tongue darting out to wet her lips, and the promise in that gesture had left me dizzy, heady with anticipation.

Now, as she stood there in the negligee, the fabric riding up her thighs with every subtle shift of her weight, I couldn't help but let my hand drift to my lap. I palmed myself through my pants, a slow, teasing stroke that did little to ease the ache but sent a jolt of electricity up my spine. My breath hitched, ragged and uneven, as I imagined what was coming. Sarah noticed, her gaze flicking down to my hand, and she bit her lip, a soft moan escaping her. "Already starting without me?" she teased, her voice silky and seductive. I grunted, my fingers pressing harder, feeling the heat of my erection through the fabric. "Can't help it," I muttered, my eyes raking over her body. "You look... fuck, Sarah, you look like sin incarnate."

The doorbell chimed downstairs, slicing through the tension like a knife, and Sarah's eyes sparkled with heated excitement. "That's him," she whispered, her breath hitching just enough to make her chest rise and fall enticingly. She smoothed her hands over her hips, rucking the negligee up slightly to reveal the smooth, creamy expanse of her thighs, the lace panties peeking out like an invitation. I shifted in my chair, the leather creaking under me as I adjusted my grip on myself, stroking lazily now, savoring the build. She sauntered out of the room, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor with a rhythmic promise, leaving me alone with my racing thoughts. I heard the door open, low voices silky and welcoming, his deep and appreciative, laced with that edge of nervousness new ones always had.

They entered the bedroom together, and my pulse thundered in my ears, blood buzzing like static. Mark was tall, broader than me, with a chiseled jawline that could cut glass and dark hair tousled just right, giving him that effortless allure. He wore a simple button-down shirt and jeans, but the way they hugged his frame screamed confidence. He glanced at me once, a quick nod of acknowledgment—respectful, as we'd discussed in our messages—but his focus snapped back to Sarah, as it damn well should. She led him to the bed with a sway in her hips that made my mouth water, her fingers trailing lightly over his arm, leaving goosebumps in their wake. I felt a jolt of electricity surge through me, my hand moving faster now, unzipping my pants quietly to free my cock. It sprang out, hard and veined, already leaking pre-cum at the tip. I wrapped my fingers around it, stroking slowly, base to head, as I watched them.

Sarah turned to him, pressing her body flush against his chest, her curves molding to his hardness. "Make it good," she murmured, loud enough for me to hear, her voice dripping with sin. Her hands slid up to cup his face, pulling him down for a kiss. Their lips met softly at first, brushing like whispers on silk, then crushing together with a hunger that made my breath catch in my throat. I watched her tongue flick out, tracing the seam of his mouth, and he groaned—a deep, guttural sound that vibrated through the room. He parted his lips, letting her in, their tongues tangling wetly, urgently. Sarah's fingers raked through his hair, pulling him closer, and he gripped her waist, his large hands spanning her sides, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts.

My skin prickled with heat, flushing from my chest to my cheeks as I stroked myself harder, the friction sending sparks of pleasure up my spine. A bead of sweat trickled down my temple, and I bit back a moan, my free hand clenching the armrest. The jealousy burned, dark and possessive, but it only fueled my arousal, making my cock throb in my grip. This was the rush: seeing her desire sparked by another, her body responding to his touch, knowing she was mine but choosing to share this fire with my blessing. Mark's hands hiked up her negligee, exposing the delicate lace panties beneath, and he cupped her ass, squeezing firmly, the flesh yielding under his fingers. Sarah ground against him, her hips rolling in that languid, sinful way that always drove me wild, pressing her core against the growing bulge in his jeans.

"Fuck," I whispered under my breath, my hand pumping faster, twisting at the head for that extra burst of sensation. My balls tightened, the pressure building already, but I edged myself, slowing down to draw it out. Sarah broke the kiss, her lips swollen and reddened, glistening with their shared saliva. She glanced at me over her shoulder, her eyes dark and blazing with lust, and winked—that small, teasing gesture sent fire pooling low in my abdomen, making my cock twitch in my hand. She knew what this did to me—the frustration, the ecstasy of denial, the way my brain short-circuited watching her.

Mark's hands roamed higher, tugging the straps of her negligee down her shoulders, exposing her full, flushed breasts. They bounced free, nipples pebbled like ripe berries, begging to be sucked. He groaned, a hungry sound, and bent to take one into his mouth, swirling his tongue around the peak, nipping gently with his teeth. Sarah's head fell back, her long hair cascading like a waterfall, and she cried out—a sharp, needy moan that shot straight to my groin. "Yes," she breathed, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. "Just like that... harder." He obliged, sucking noisily, his free hand pinching the other nipple, rolling it between his fingers until it hardened further.

I was shaking now, my knees buckling slightly even in the chair, my breath coming in heavy, ragged pants. Sweat coated my skin in a thin sheen, musky and salty, and I inhaled sharply, the scent
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