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      In the dimly lit living room, the air heavy with anticipation, I kneel before Isaac, my eyes level with the thick length of his ebony cock. It's a powerful, intoxicating symbol of the raw, primal sex I've long fantasized about, a promise of pleasure and surrender. My husband, Adam, waits in the shadows, a silent sentinel witnessing my submissive posture, the picture of untamed desire unraveling before him, his breaths barely audible yet charged with expectation.

      Isaac's strong, calloused hand cups my chin, his touch firm yet gentle, lifting my gaze to meet his. His eyes, dark and intense, seem to burn into mine. "Take it in your mouth, Tara. Suck it like you mean it." His command is a molten mix of demand and encouragement, a husky whisper that sends a shiver down my spine.

      I lean in, my heart pounding in my chest, my tongue darting out to taste the flesh of his cock, warm and salty against my lips. I close my eyes, embracing the moment, feeling the weight of his gaze on me, the heat of his desire radiating against my skin. I begin my descent, taking him into my mouth, inch by delicious inch, the world around us fading into insignificance.

      The head of his cock parts my lips, filling my mouth with its heat and thickness. I work my tongue around it, tracing the delicate veins, my hands cupping his full, heavy balls, fingers gently caressing as I learn his contours, his unique texture. His scent is intoxicating, a musky, primal aroma that fills my nostrils and fuels my desire.

      "Look at her, Adam," Isaac growls, his hand gripping my hair, holding me in place as he rocks his hips, beginning a slow, methodical fuck of my mouth. "This is what your wife wanted. My cock in her mouth, her on her knees, worshipping me. She's hungry for it, starving for a real man's touch."

      Adam's breath hitches, his stare locked on the obscene tableau unfolding before him. I can feel his growing arousal, a silent testament to the desire simmering beneath the veneer of his control. His eyes burn into me, a mix of shock, anger, and lust reflecting in their depths.

      Isaac's cock is an iron rod in my mouth, his girth stretching my lips, sliding between my teeth. I surrender to the sensation, my mouth a willing vessel, following his rhythmic urging. My body aches to please, my nipples hardening, a warm wetness pooling between my thighs as I submit to his dominant demands. Every thrust of his hips sends waves of pleasure coursing through me, my own desire intertwining with his.

      His hand tightens in my hair, fingers curling and gripping me like a vice as he fucks my face with increasing force and tempo, his breath coming in heavy, ragged gasps. "Deeper, baby, take it all," he growls, his words a heady mix of encouragement and command that sends a shiver down my spine.

      I oblige willingly, my hands now gripping his hips, pulling him closer to me. My nose is buried in the thatch of his pubic hair as his cockhead nudges insistently against the back of my throat. I relax, swallowing, taking every inch of him, reveling in the sheer sensation of my submission. My body responds, nipples tightening further, the warmth between my thighs growing slicker.

      "Fuck yeah, look at her go, Adam," Isaac grunts, his pace relentless, his need palpable in every thrust. "Sucks my cock like it's her fucking lifeline." His voice is raw, filled with a primal satisfaction that only spurs me on.

      My eyes find Adam's, taking in the shock and desire etched deeply on his features. He strokes his cock with a slow, steady motion, his gaze locked intently on the explicit display before him. The tension in the room is electric, each breath laden with anticipation.

      Isaac's cock surges, thickening further in my throat, signaling his impending climax. "I'm gonna paint your pretty wife's face, Adam. She's gonna take it all," he rasps, his voice thick with urgency.

      His hands grip my head firmly, holding me down as he empties his load, hot splashes of cum coating my tongue, sliding down my throat, and dripping onto my face. I swallow, suckling him eagerly, milking every last drop, my body trembling with the intensity of the moment.

      Withdrawal comes slow, his softened cock slipping from my mouth with a wet sound, leaving me breathless, my body humming with the aftermath of pleasure. My eyes flick to Adam, taking in the feral desire evident in his flushed cheeks, his mouth open in a silent plea for more. His gaze is locked onto mine, a mix of lust and curiosity burning in his eyes.

      Isaac, though, isn't done with us yet. He takes a step back, his chest heaving, a satisfied grin on his face. "Now, turn around, Tara, and tell your husband how my cock felt," he commands, his voice a low growl.

      I rise, my legs shaky, face glistening with his cum, voice hoarse from his use. I can feel the weight of Adam's stare as I turn to face him. "It...it was good, Adam. His cock...it was so thick, and he...he filled me completely." I trail off, the reality of our twisted, intimate exchange too raw for words. The room is silent except for our ragged breaths, the air thick with tension.

      Isaac smirks, backing me up towards the couch, his thick length already semi-erect again, bobbing with each step. "What, you can't tell him?" he taunts, his eyes gleaming with amusement. He pushes me down, my hands seeking the couch cushions for support. "Too busy remembering how it felt?"

      I nod, voice a raspy whisper, my body already craving more. "Yes, it felt amazing, Adam. It was so intense..." My words hang in the air, a confession and a provocation all at once.

      Isaac's breath is warm on my neck, his voice laced with a dominant promise that sends shivers down my spine. "Well, get ready to remember some more, baby."

      With one swift, fluid move, he lifts my dress, the cool air hitting my skin as he bares my already-wet pussy. The fabric of my lace thong is soaked through, clinging to me. His finger delves deep without hesitation, stroking, finding my wettest spot, and begins to claim me as his own.

      "That's it, baby, let me know how much you want it," he purrs, each word a caress against my ear as he nibbles on my lobe, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. His voice is a husky whisper, a command that I can't refuse.

      I moan, arching into him, lost in the pleasure of his touch. His finger works me expertly, circling, probing, his thumb finding my clit and applying just the right amount of pressure to send me teetering on the brink. My body is a live wire, every nerve ending sparking with desire.

      "Please, Isaac..." I beg, my body taut, approaching the precipice of release. My voice is a desperate plea, a surrender to the sensations he's stirring within me.

      His finger presses deeper, and with a final, brutal flick, he tips me over the edge. My body convulses, legs trembling, as waves of pleasure crash over me. His hand is still clasping my throat, a possessive hold that only intensifies my climax. His
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