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“You want to watch me with another man?” Helena asked, her wine glass hovering halfway to her parted lips.

The question hung in the warm, kitchen air, a bomb detonated in the middle of their cozy domesticity. Victor watched her, his heart hammering against his ribs like it wanted to escape. He saw the shock in her wide, hazel eyes, the slight tremble in her hand that made the deep red wine swirl.

He’d finally said it. The fantasy he’d cradled in his mind for months, nurtured in secret, was now out in the open, naked and vulnerable between them.

“Yes,” he breathed, the word barely audible. He forced himself to hold her gaze, to not look away in shame. His palms were damp where they rested on the polished oak of their dining table. “The thought of it... God, Helena, it unravels me.”

Just an hour before, the scene had been one of their perfect, ordinary nights. He’d come home to the rich, savory smell of her marinara sauce simmering on the stove. She’d greeted him with a kiss that tasted of red wine and basil, her body soft and familiar against his after a long day. They’d moved around each other in their kitchen with the easy, practiced rhythm of a couple deeply in love, his hand finding the small of her back as he reached for a spice, her laughter ringing out at a stupid joke he’d made about his boss.

They’d eaten, talking about nothing and everything, their feet tangled together under the table. The comfort of it, the sheer rightness of their life together, was what had finally given him the courage. If their foundation wasn’t this solid, he never would have dared.

Now, he watched the cascade of emotions on her beautiful face. Surprise first, then a flicker of something that looked like hurt.

“Victor,” she said slowly, carefully setting her glass down. “Are you... are you not happy? With me? With us?” Her voice was small, and that tiny fracture in her confidence shattered him.

He was out of his chair in an instant, kneeling beside her, taking her hands in his. They felt cold. “No. God, no, Helena. Look at me.” He waited until her anxious eyes met his. “I have never been happier. I love you more than I knew it was possible to love anyone. This... this fantasy... it’s not about something missing. It’s about...” He searched for the words, the truth he’d examined so carefully in his own mind. “It’s about celebrating you.”

She stared at him, bewildered. “Celebrating me by giving me to someone else?”

“Not giving,” he corrected, his voice gaining a little strength, a little heat. “Sharing. The idea of seeing you... seeing another man see what I see. The way your head falls back when you laugh. The fire in your eyes when you’re passionate about something. The incredible, breathtaking beauty of your body.” His thumb stroked the inside of her wrist, feeling her rapid pulse. “The thought of watching you be desired, watching you bloom under that attention... knowing that you’re mine, but seeing you freely take your pleasure...” He swallowed hard. “It makes me so hard I can’t think straight.”

A faint blush crept up her neck. He saw her breath catch.

“I don’t understand,” she whispered, but her fingers curled slightly around his. “What if... what if I like it too much? What if it changes things? What if I change?” The fears tumbled out of her, her biggest concern laid bare. She wasn’t worried about the act itself, but about the fragile ecosystem of their relationship.

“It won’t,” he said, with a conviction he felt bone-deep. “Because it would be for us. A secret we share. The hottest, most intense secret imaginable.” He leaned closer, his voice dropping to a husky murmur near her ear. “Imagine it, Lena. A dark club. The music is throbbing. You’re wearing that little black dress, the one that hugs your curves and makes every man in the room track you with his eyes. You’re dancing, and a stranger’s hands are on your hips. You can feel his cock hard against your ass.”

A sharp, quiet gasp escaped her lips. Her eyes were glued to his, her pupils dilating.

“He’s whispering things in your ear, filthy, delicious things about what he wants to do to you,” Victor continued, painting the picture with his words, watching her carefully. “And the whole time, you know I’m watching. You can feel my gaze on you, and it only makes you hotter, doesn’t it? Makes your pussy ache.”

Helena’s free hand drifted unconsciously to her throat. Her breathing had deepened. The initial shock and fear were still there, but now they were mingling with something else. Curiosity. A dark, thrilling spark of it.

“He leads you to a booth, somewhere shadowy,” Victor pressed on, encouraged by the new heat in her cheeks. “His hand is sliding up your thigh, under that dress. He finds you wet. Soaking. And you look right at me across the room while his fingers slide inside you.”

“Victor,” she breathed, a shudder wracking her frame. It wasn’t a rejection. It was a plea. For him to stop? Or for him to never stop?

He brought her captured hand to his lips and kissed her knuckles, then turned it over and pressed a hot, open-mouthed kiss to her palm. “I want to see it, Lena. I want to see you lost in it. I want to watch another man make you come, and then I want to take you home and reclaim every inch of you.”

He saw the internal war in her eyes. The sensible, loving wife wrestling with the sensual, adventurous woman he knew was hidden just beneath the surface. The woman he wanted to set free.

She pulled her hand from his grasp, and for a terrifying second, he thought he’d gone too far. But she didn’t stand up. She didn’t walk away. Instead, she brought her own fingers to her mouth, her gaze never leaving his, her expression unreadable.

Finally, she spoke, her voice low and a little hoarse.

“What kind of club?” Helena’s voice was soft, almost hesitant, but there was a flicker of something beneath the surface—a spark of curiosity that Victor had never seen before. Her fingers still lingered near her lips, her chest rising and falling with shallow breaths. She didn’t look away from him, and in her hazel eyes, he saw a mix of trepidation and intrigue that made his heart race.

Victor leaned in closer, his voice low and intimate, as if sharing a secret that the world was not ready to hear. “A place where desire is celebrated, Lena. A club where people go to explore their fantasies without judgment. The lights are dim, the music pulses through your body, and the air is thick with anticipation. It’s a space where you can let go, where you can be whoever you want to be, even if it’s just for one night.” He paused, studying her reaction, and then added, “And I’d be there the whole time, watching you shine like the star you are.”

She tilted her head slightly, her fingers now twirling a lock of her dark hair as she processed his words. “And... what would I do there? Dance with strangers? Let them touch me?” Her voice wavered slightly, but it wasn’t fear that colored her tone—it was something hotter, something that made Victor’s cock throb with need.

He nodded, his gaze unwavering. “Yes. You’d dance, move your body in ways that drive them wild. They’d see what I see every day—your confidence, your allure, the way you command a room without even trying. And yes, their hands would be on you. They’d feel the curve of your hips, the heat of your skin. But it wouldn’t just be about them, Lena. It would be about us. About the thrill of knowing I’m watching, that I’m part of this moment, part of your pleasure.”

Helena’s breath hitched, and her hand drifted down to rest on her thigh. She glanced away for a moment, as if gathering her thoughts, but when her eyes met his again, there was a new intensity in them. “And what if... what if I like it too much? What if I want more than just dancing?”

Victor’s pulse quickened at the implication of her words. He reached out, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear, letting his fingers linger against her cheek. “Then we give in to it, together. You take what you want, and I’ll be there, watching every second, savoring every moan, every gasp. And when it’s over, when you’re trembling and satisfied, I’ll take you home and remind you who you truly belong to.” His voice dropped to a whisper, raw and needy. “Because no matter what happens in that club, no matter how many hands or cocks you let touch you, you’ll always be mine.”

Helena’s cheeks flushed a deep crimson, and her lips parted slightly as if she were about to speak—or maybe to protest. But instead, she exhaled softly, her body relaxing into the chair as though a weight had been lifted. “I don’t know if I could ever do something like that... but,” she hesitated, her voice barely audible, “the way you describe it... it’s hard not to imagine it. To wonder what it would feel like.”

Victor felt a surge of triumph mingled with desire. He hadn’t pushed her too far; instead, he’d unlocked a door in her mind that neither of them had dared to open before. “Think about it,” he murmured, stealing one last kiss from her palm before standing up. “There’s no rush. No pressure. Just... let the idea settle. And if it excites you even half as much as it excites me, we’ll talk more.”

Helena nodded slowly, her eyes distant but glowing with the embers of curiosity he’d ignited. And as Victor walked back to his seat, he couldn’t help but smile. The fantasy was no longer just his alone—it was theirs. And for the first time, he felt like it might actually come to life.

***
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The bass throbbed through the soles of Helena’s shoes, a physical pulse that vibrated deep into her bones. The air was thick with perfume, sweat, and the electric hum of unspoken promises. Victor’s hand was a firm, reassuring anchor on the small of her back as he guided her through the shifting, shadowy crowd of The Velvet Rooms.

He’d been right. She was wearing the little black dress. The silk whispered against her thighs with every step, and she was intensely aware of how the neckline dipped, of how the fabric clung to the swell of her hips. Victor’s intense eyes, dark with possessive heat, had devoured her when she’d emerged from their bedroom. “You look fucking edible, Lena,” he’d growled, his voice rough with a need that was equal parts his and, now, hers.

Now, those same eyes scanned the room, a predator assessing his territory. He found what he was looking for—a plush, semi-circular booth nestled in a deeply shadowed alcove. It offered a perfect, clandestine view of the dance floor. He guided her to it, his touch searing through the thin silk.

“This is our spot,” he murmured, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, sending a shiver down her spine. “I’ll be right here. Watching.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. “You’re not coming with me?” The question was a breathy, nervous flutter.

He shook his head, a slow, deliberate motion. His gaze was locked on hers, full of unwavering trust and smoldering desire. “This is your show, my love. Go dance. Feel the music. See who finds you.” He gave her a gentle push toward the edge of the pulsating light. “I’ll be your audience.”

Swallowing hard, Helena took a tentative step onto the dance floor. The music enveloped her, a sensual, driving beat that seemed to sync with the frantic rhythm of her blood. She closed her eyes for a moment, letting the sound wash over her, moving her hips in a small, hesitant circle. She felt exposed. Aroused. Terrified. Alive.

It didn’t take long.

A presence materialized behind her. She felt his heat first, then the faint scent of sandalwood and clean male skin. Large, strong hands settled on her hips, his touch confident but not demanding. Her eyes flew open, her body stiffening for a split second before the music coaxed her into motion again.

He moved with her, his body a solid wall against her back. Helena’s gaze instinctively shot to the shadows where Victor sat. She could just make out the outline of him, the faint gleam of his eyes fixed on her. The knowledge that he was watching, that he was seeing this stranger’s hands on her, sent a bolt of pure lightning straight to her core. Her pussy clenched, a sudden, empty ache blooming deep within.

The stranger’s voice was a low rumble against her ear, barely audible over the music. “You move like a dream.”

Helena didn’t answer. She couldn’t. Her entire world had narrowed to the feel of his palms on her hips, the hard ridge of his cock pressed firmly against the cleft of her ass, and Victor’s unwavering gaze from the dark.

One of his hands slid from her hip, smoothing around to her lower stomach, pulling her back flush against him. He was undeniably hard, the length of him a brand through the layers of their clothing. A soft, involuntary moan escaped her lips. His other hand began a slow, deliberate journey upwards, skating over the silk covering her ribs.

Her breath hitched. She was melting into him, her head falling back against his shoulder as his fingers inched higher. She was putting on a show for Victor, and the thought alone made her wetter. The stranger’s thumb brushed the underside of her breast, and a jolt of sensation shot through her. Her nipple tightened into a hard, sensitive peak against the confines of her dress.

He’s going to touch me. Right here. In front of everyone. In front of Victor.

The thought should have horrified her. Instead, a fresh wave of slick heat drenched her panties. Her hips rolled back against him of their own accord, a silent plea for more.

“That’s it,” the stranger whispered, his voice thick with appreciation. “Just let go.”

His hand finally closed over her breast, his palm warm and heavy. He squeezed gently, then more firmly, his fingers finding her nipple and rolling it through the silk. Helena’s eyes squeezed shut as a wave of pleasure-pain radiated from the point of contact. Her hand came up, gripping his thigh for balance, her nails digging into the fine wool of his trousers.

From his booth, Victor’s knuckles were white where he gripped his glass. The sight of another man’s hand groping his wife’s breast, of her body arching into the touch, was the most potent aphrodisiac he’d ever experienced. He was painfully hard, his own arousal a taut, demanding pressure. He watched, mesmerized, as the stranger’s fingers continued their exploration, sliding from her breast, down her stomach, and back to her hip.

Then, the man’s hand slipped lower. It slid over the curve of her ass, a possessive, kneading motion that made Victor bite back a groan. Helena’s eyes flew open again, finding his in the dark. Her expression was a breathtaking mix of shock, pleasure, and a question. Is this okay?

Victor gave her a slow, deliberate nod, his gaze burning with intensity. Yes. More.

Encouraged, emboldened by the silent permission from the shadowy voyeur, the stranger’s hand dipped between her legs from behind. His fingertips pressed against the damp silk of her dress, right over her aching pussy.

Helena gasped, her legs nearly buckling. The pressure was exquisite, maddening. He rubbed slow, firm circles over her sensitive flesh, the friction of the wet fabric a delicious torment. She could feel the hard length of him grinding against her ass in time with his movements.

“So wet for me,” he murmured, his voice laced with dark satisfaction. “I can feel you dripping through this dress.”

His fingers gathered the soaked material, pulling it taut, increasing the pressure directly on her swollen clit. A strangled cry was torn from her throat. Her body was coiling tight, a spring about to snap. She was lost in the sensation, in the anonymity, in the audacity of it all. But her eyes never left Victor’s. This was for him. This primal, public display of her pleasure was their secret, their fantasy made flesh.

The stranger’s other hand slid around from her stomach, his fingers seeking and finding the hem of her short dress. He began to inch it up, slowly, revealing her bare thighs to the humid club air. Helena’s breath came in ragged pants. She watched Victor watch as the man’s large, masculine hand slipped beneath the silk, his fingertips skating up the inside of her thigh.

His touch was electric on her bare skin. Higher and higher his fingers crept, towards the heat, towards the drenched lace of her panties. Helena’s mind went blank, consumed by a whirlwind of sensation and the thrilling wrongness of it all. She was seconds from being touched intimately by a man whose name she didn’t know, while her husband watched, craving every second.

The stranger’s fingertips hooked into the top of her lace panties. He began to tug them down, just an inch, exposing the very top of her bare pussy to his touch, to Victor’s hungry gaze. His voice was a hot, dark promise in her ear.

“Let’s see what other sounds I can pull from those pretty lips.”

His fingertips dipped below the lace, a searing invasion of heat against her slick, bare skin. Helena’s breath hitched, a sharp, silent gasp stolen by the thrumming music. This is happening. Victor is watching this happen. The thought echoed, a frantic, thrilling drumbeat in time with the bass.

The stranger’s touch was not tentative. It was a claim. His middle finger found her soaked opening, circling it once, twice, gathering her wetness before sliding up through her slick folds to press directly on her swollen, hypersensitive clit.

A violent shudder wracked her frame. Her head lolled back against his shoulder, her eyes slamming shut as a wave of pure, undiluted sensation crashed over her. Oh God. Her own husband’s gaze felt like a physical weight, a brand on her skin, amplifying every touch a thousandfold.

“That’s it,” the stranger’s voice was a dark, gritty whisper against her ear, his breath hot. “Let them all see how much you love it.”

His finger began a ruthless, perfect rhythm on her clit, circling, pressing, lightly flicking. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, a tight, coiling spring deep in her belly. Her hips bucked against his hand, a desperate, involuntary search for more pressure, more friction, more. Her own fingers, still gripping his thigh, dug in hard, her knuckles white.

From the shadows, Victor watched, mesmerized. He saw the exact moment her composure shattered. Saw the way her mouth fell open in a silent cry, the way her body went taut, then pliant in the stranger’s arms. The sight of that anonymous hand working between his wife’s legs, of the faint glistening wetness on her inner thigh caught in the strobe light, was the most potent aphrodisiac he’d ever known. His own cock was a rigid, aching bar trapped behind his zipper, demanding release. He subtly palmed himself through his trousers, the pressure a feeble echo of what was being done to her.

The stranger added a second finger, sliding them both down and into her with a smooth, effortless thrust that stole the air from Helena’s lungs. She was so wet, so ready, she took him easily. He filled her, a stark, thrilling stretch that was so different from Victor. Different. The word screamed in her mind, laced with guilt and an undeniable, intoxicating thrill.

He fucked her with his fingers, a slow, deep, piston-like motion that rubbed against a spot inside her that made stars erupt behind her eyelids. At the same time, his thumb never ceased its relentless attention on her clit. The dual assault was overwhelming, decadent, brutal in its efficiency. Pleasure built, a terrifying tsunami gathering force, pulling her under.

She was moaning now, low, ragged sounds she didn’t recognize as her own. Her eyes fluttered open, blurry with unshed tears of ecstasy, searching blindly for Victor. She found him. His intense gaze was locked on the intimate junction between the stranger’s hand and her body. His expression was one of raw, primal hunger. He gave her another slow, deliberate nod. Come for him.

It was the permission she needed. The coil inside her snapped.

Her orgasm ripped through her with the force of a hurricane. A broken cry was torn from her throat as her body convulsed, clamping down hard around the stranger’s invading fingers. Waves of pure, electric pleasure radiated out from her core, shaking her to her very foundation. Her vision whited out. The music, the crowd, the world—it all dissolved into a roaring, blissful nothingness. The only anchors were the stranger’s arm locked around her waist, holding her upright, and Victor’s burning eyes, witnessing her complete and utter surrender.

For a long moment, she hung there, suspended in the aftershocks, trembling and breathless. The stranger slowly, carefully, withdrew his fingers from her aching, sensitive flesh. The sudden emptiness was a shock. He brought his wet fingers to his mouth, his eyes on Victor, and sucked them clean with a low, appreciative hum. The gesture was so blatantly carnal, so possessive, that a fresh, hot flush of desire pooled in Helena’s spent body.

He leaned in, his lips brushing her earlobe. “That was just the beginning, beautiful.” His voice was thick with his own arousal. “This floor is too crowded. Come with me.”

Still dazed, her legs like jelly, Helena could only nod. His arm remained around her, supporting her as he began to guide her off the dance floor. She stumbled, and he held her tighter, his grip firm and sure. She glanced back over her shoulder, a silent question in her hazy eyes.

Victor was already moving, sliding out of the booth with a predator’s grace. He met her gaze and gave a single, almost imperceptible tilt of his head toward the shadowy corridor the stranger was leading her down. He would follow. He would watch. The game was not over; it was escalating.

The stranger led her away from the pulsating heart of the club, down a quieter, dimly lit hallway lined with heavy velvet curtains. He stopped before one, pulled it aside, and guided her into a more private booth. It was smaller, dominated by a deep, cushioned lounge seat. The sounds of the club were muffled here, reduced to a distant, rhythmic throb.

He turned to face her, his hands sliding up to cup her face. His eyes, now clearer in the intimate gloom, scanned her features—her flushed cheeks, her kiss-swollen lips, her wide, dazed eyes.

“Now,” he murmured, his thumb stroking her jaw. “Where were we?”

He started to unbuckle his belt, the soft clink of metal against leather cutting through the muffled thrum of the club. His movements were deliberate, unhurried, as if savoring the moment, the anticipation. Helena’s breath caught in her throat, her eyes locked on his hands as they worked the buckle free. The sound of his belt sliding through the loops was almost obscene in the intimate quiet of the booth.

Her heart pounded as he let the belt drop to the floor with a muted thud. His fingers found the button of his trousers next, the pop of it releasing sending a shiver down her spine. She could feel her own pulse throbbing between her legs, a hot, insistent ache that matched the rhythm of the music still faintly echoing from the main room of the club. Her lips parted slightly, her tongue darting out to wet them as she watched him push his trousers down just enough to free himself.

The first glimpse of him made her stomach tighten with a mix of nerves and raw desire. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, the tip glistening slightly in the dim light. It was different from Victor’s—longer, perhaps, more defined veins running along its length. Her fingers twitched with the urge to touch him, to feel the heat of his skin, the weight of him in her hand. But she hesitated, caught between the thrill of the unknown and the residual guilt that gnawed at the edges of her mind.

The stranger stepped closer, his grip firm but not forceful as he guided her hand toward him. Her fingers brushed against him first, tentative, exploring the smooth, taut skin before wrapping around his shaft. He was warm, almost hot to the touch, and she could feel the faint throb of his heartbeat beneath her palm. His breath hitched, a low, guttural sound escaping his lips as she tightened her grip ever so slightly.

“Go on,” he murmured, his voice rough with need. “I know you want to.”

Helena’s gaze flicked up to his face, finding his eyes dark with hunger but also something softer—encouragement, perhaps even respect. It gave her the push she needed. Her hand began to move, stroking him slowly at first, feeling him twitch and harden further in her grasp. She could sense Victor watching from the shadows, his presence a silent but undeniable force that emboldened her. This is for him, she thought, though the thought was quickly swallowed by the intensity of the moment.

Her strokes grew bolder, more confident, her thumb brushing over the head of his cock with each upward motion. The stranger’s breathing grew heavier, his hips subtly thrusting into her hand as he fought to maintain control. She could see the tension building in his body, the way his jaw clenched and his hands flexed at his sides. He’s close, she realized, and the power of that knowledge sent a surge of heat straight to her core. But she wasn’t ready to let him finish—not yet. This was her moment, her control, and she intended to savor every second of it.

His cock was hard and thick in her hand, the weight of it sending a shiver through her. Helena hesitated for just a moment, her heart pounding as she glanced up at the stranger’s face. His eyes were dark, hooded with desire, but there was something else there—patience, a quiet assurance that this was her choice, her moment. She could feel Victor’s gaze from the shadows, watching intently, his presence a silent encouragement. It emboldened her.

She leaned in, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth. The taste of him was unfamiliar, musky and primal, and it sent a jolt of electricity straight to her core. Her tongue slid along the length of him, exploring the hard ridge of his shaft before swirling around the sensitive tip. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound that vibrated through her, and his hand came to rest gently on the back of her head, not forcing her, but guiding.

Helena’s movements grew more confident, her mouth working him with a rhythm that matched the throbbing pulse of the music still echoing faintly in the background. Her hand stroked what her lips couldn’t reach, her fingers tightening slightly as she felt him twitch against her tongue. She could tell he was close—his breathing had turned ragged, his grip on her hair tightening ever so slightly. He’s about to come, she thought, and the realization sent a thrill through her.

But then she stopped. Slowly, deliberately, she pulled her mouth away from him, leaving him hovering on the edge of release. Her lips were slick with saliva, her breath coming in short, uneven gasps as she looked up at him. His eyes were wide with surprise, his chest heaving as he fought to regain control. “Tease,” he growled, though there was a hint of amusement in his voice.

She smirked, a slow, sly curve of her lips that mirrored the confidence she suddenly felt. “Patience,” she whispered, her voice low and husky. Her hand still gripped his cock, stroking him lazily, keeping him hard but denying him the final release he craved. This is my control now, she thought, and the power of it was intoxicating.

From the shadows, Victor watched, his own arousal barely contained. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from the scene—his wife, so confident, so commanding, in a way he’d never seen before. The stranger’s frustration was palpable, but Helena’s control was absolute. It was a dangerous game they were playing, and Victor couldn’t wait to see how it would end.

The low growl that rumbled from the stranger’s chest was pure, unfiltered need. In one fluid, powerful motion, his hands gripped Helena’s waist and lifted her, settling her onto the deep cushions of the plush lounge seat. The velvet was cool against the backs of her thighs, a stark contrast to the feverish heat of her skin.

“Let me see you,” he commanded, his voice a dark velvet rasp that matched their surroundings. His hands, strong and sure, hooked behind her knees, gently but firmly pushing her legs apart, spreading her wide open for him. The humid club air whispered against her exposed, glistening flesh, making her shudder.

Her head fell back against the cushions, her gaze instinctively searching the dark folds of the curtain separating their booth from the hallway. She found him instantly. Victor stood in the shadows, half-hidden, his form a silhouette of tense, rapt attention. One hand was braced against the wall, the other was plunged into the open fly of his trousers, his fist slowly stroking his own aching cock. The sight of him, so utterly consumed by the sight of her, sent a fresh, dizzying rush of arousal straight to her core.

The stranger didn’t wait for her permission. He lowered his head between her splayed thighs, his hot breath ghosting over her wet, sensitive skin a split second before his tongue made contact.

It wasn’t a tentative exploration. It was a claiming.

He licked a long, slow, devastatingly sure stripe from her opening all the way up to her throbbing clit, gathering the essence of her desperate arousal. Helena’s hips jerked off the seat, a sharp, broken cry escaping her lips. His large hands clamped down on her thighs, pinning her in place, his grip firm and unyielding.

“Stay still,” he murmured against her, the vibration of his words echoing through her very bones. “Let me taste all of you.”

And then he feasted. His tongue was an instrument of pure, unadulterated pleasure, circling her clit with a maddening precision before flicking over the hypersensitive nub with rapid, torturous flicks. He sucked gently, and her back arched, her fingers twisting into the velvet cushions, her knuckles white. He was relentless, his focus absolute, his mouth working her with a skill that felt both foreign and utterly divine.

Every moan, every gasp that tore from her throat was for the man with his mouth on her, but her eyes were locked on her husband. Victor’s hand moved faster on his own length, his chest heaving, his hungry gaze devouring the intimate scene. He’s watching him taste me, she thought, the realization a bolt of lightning to her system. He sees how wet I am for a stranger. The taboo of it, the sheer, illicit thrill, made her clench around nothing, desperate to be filled.

As if reading her mind, the stranger shifted his ministrations. His tongue plunged inside her, fucking her with shallow, quick thrusts that mimicked the act of sex itself. The sensation was so different, so utterly consuming. He tasted her deeply, humming his approval against her core, the sound a carnal vibration that pushed her closer to the edge.

Then his fingers joined the symphony of sensation. Two thick digits slid into her with ease, filling the aching emptiness his tongue had left behind. He curled them, finding that perfect, spongy spot deep inside her that made her see stars. He pressed, rubbing in a firm, circular motion that had her crying out, her voice a hoarse, ragged thing.

His mouth returned to her clit, sucking hard as his fingers pistoned in and out of her slick channel. The dual assault was overwhelming, a sensory overload that short-circuited every thought except one: more.

“Oh god... oh, please...” she begged, not knowing what she was begging for, only that she needed it.

From the shadows, Victor bit out a strangled groan. “That’s it, Lena. Let him make you come. Come for him. Let me watch.”

His voice, raw and strained with his own pleasure, was the final key. The coil of tension in her belly snapped, violently, beautifully. Her orgasm crashed over her with the force of a tidal wave, pulling her under into a whirlpool of pure, mindless ecstasy. Her body seized, clamping down hard on the stranger’s invading fingers as she convulsed against his merciless mouth. A long, wordless scream was torn from her throat as the waves of pleasure radiated out, shaking her to her very soul.

The stranger didn’t let up. He worked her through the shattering climax, his tongue gentling to soft, lapping strokes, coaxing every last shuddering aftershock from her spent body until she was a trembling, boneless heap on the cushions.

Slowly, he pulled back, his lips and chin glistening with her release. His eyes, dark with triumph and unsated hunger, met hers. He brought his wet fingers to his mouth, sucking them clean with a low, appreciative hum, his gaze never leaving her flushed, dazed face.

He rose to his knees on the floor between her legs, his cock still wet from her mouth. Lena was determined to face her husband's intense, approving gaze from the darkness. 

The stranger leaned over her, bracing himself on his arms, his face inches from hers. His breath was warm and ragged, carrying the faintest hint of her own arousal, mingling with the intoxicating musk of his desire. His gaze was molten, locking onto hers with an intensity that made her pulse skyrocket. She could see every detail of his face now—the faint stubble shadowing his jaw, the way his lips curved in a knowing, predatory smile. He didn’t just want her; he owned her in this moment, and the raw dominance in his expression sent a shiver down her spine.

"You taste even better than I imagined," he murmured, his voice low and gravelly, sending a fresh wave of heat pooling between her thighs. 

Her gaze shifted to Victor, who was still stroking himself, his movements slower now but no less deliberate. His eyes were dark with lust, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he devoured the sight of her spread out before the stranger. The knowledge that her husband was this turned on by the scene only heightened her arousal, making her pussy throb with anticipation.

The stranger’s hand slid up her thigh, his fingers brushing against her sensitive skin as he traced a path toward her core. "You’re so wet for me still," he said, his tone both smug and awed. "Even after I’ve made you come so hard. You want more, don’t you?"

She bit her lip, her body betraying her thoughts as she instinctively arched toward him. "Yes," she whispered, the word barely audible but heavy with need. She could feel the heat of his cock pressing against her inner thigh, the velvety hardness impossibly close to where she craved him most.

He chuckled darkly, leaning in closer until his lips brushed against her ear. "Good girl," he purred, the praise sending a jolt of electricity through her. "Because I’m not done with you yet. Not even close." His breath hitched as he shifted his hips, aligning himself with her entrance. The tip of his cock pressed against her slick folds, teasing her with the promise of what was to come. 

Her nails dug into the velvet cushions as she braced herself, her heart pounding in her chest. "Please," she breathed, the word a desperate plea. "I need you."

"Tell me, Lena," he growled, his voice thick with restraint. "Do you want me to fuck you?"

Her eyes flicked back to Victor, who was now completely still, his hand frozen on his cock as he waited for her answer. The thought of him witnessing every intimate detail of this encounter sent a fresh surge of liquid heat to her core. "Yes," she gasped, her voice trembling. "Please fuck me."

The stranger smirked, satisfaction gleaming in his eyes. "Your wish is my command," he said, before finally thrusting into her with a deep, possessive groan.

The stranger’s first thrust was a declaration. It wasn’t a gentle exploration or a cautious entry. It was a deep, powerful, complete possession that stole the very air from Helena’s lungs. He buried himself to the hilt in one smooth, brutal motion, stretching her, filling her in a way that was shockingly, undeniably different.

A choked cry ripped from her throat, her back arching off the velvet cushions. Her eyes, wide with shock and instant, overwhelming sensation, found Victor’s in the shadows. He was a statue of frozen desire, his hand a blur on his own cock, his intense gaze locked on the point where their bodies joined.

“Fuck,” the stranger growled, the word a raw, guttural sound of pure pleasure. He held himself deep for a moment, letting her feel every inch of him. “So fucking tight. Like a goddamn fist.”

Then he began to move.

He set a punishing rhythm from the start, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back into her with a force that jolted her entire body. Each powerful thrust was a shockwave of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. The slap of his hips against her thighs was a lewd, rhythmic percussion beneath the muffled throb of the club’s music.

Helena’s mind dissolved into a whirlwind of sensation. The hard, unyielding pressure of his cock pistoning inside her. The rough texture of his trousers against her bare legs. The musky, sweat-and-sex scent of him filling her nostrils. And always, always, the searing heat of Victor’s gaze from the darkness.

Her head lolled to the side, her hazy vision focusing on Victor. His lips were parted, his breathing ragged. He was whispering something she couldn’t hear, his own hand mirroring the stranger’s frantic pace. The sheer, illicit thrill of it—of being used so hard, so thoroughly, for his pleasure—unlocked something primal inside her.

Her own hips began to meet his thrusts, a desperate, eager rhythm of her own. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length, pulling a ragged groan from his chest.

“Yeah, that’s it,” he snarled, increasing his pace. His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her hips, holding her in place for his relentless assault. “Take it. Take every fucking inch. Show me how much you love it.”

And she did. God, she did. The initial shock had melted into a searing, all-consuming inferno of need. Each brutal thrust rubbed against a spot so deep inside her it felt like he was rearranging her very soul. Pleasure, sharp and bright, sparked along every nerve ending. Her cries grew louder, less restrained, evolving into wanton moans that echoed in the intimate space.

“Harder,” she heard herself beg, the word torn from somewhere she didn’t recognize. “Please, don’t stop... fuck me harder.”

A dark, approving chuckle rumbled from the man above her. He obliged without hesitation, his thrusts becoming faster, sharper, more animalistic. The lounge seat creaked under their combined weight and motion. Helena’s hands scrambled for purchase, finally tangling in his hair, pulling him down to her.

Their mouths crashed together in a messy, desperate kiss. It was all teeth and clashing tongues and shared, ragged breath. He tasted of her and of him, a potent, carnal mixture that fueled the fire burning her alive.

He broke the kiss, his forehead resting against hers, his eyes burning into her. “You feel that?” he grunted, punctuating each word with a savage thrust. “That’s my cock. Stretching you. Filling you.”

Her gaze flicked back to Victor. His eyes were glazed, his face a mask of rapturous agony. He was close; she could see it in the tense line of his jaw, the frantic motion of his hand. The sight of him, brought to the edge by the sight of her being taken, was the final key.

The coil in her belly, wound impossibly tight by the relentless fucking, suddenly snapped.

Her third orgasm of the night detonated without warning. It was neither gentle nor sweet. It was a violent, seismic convulsion that tore a raw, screaming sob from her throat. Her body seized, clamping down viselike around the stranger’s pounding cock, her vision dissolving into a white-hot haze of pure, mindless ecstasy. Wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed through her, shaking her, breaking her apart.

Feeling her convulse around him, the stranger let out a guttural roar. His rhythm faltered, his thrusts becoming erratic, losing their brutal precision. He was chasing his own end, driven over the edge by the violent clenching of her climax.

“Lena...” Victor’s voice, strained and thick with his own release, cut through the haze from the shadows.

The sound of her name from her husband’s lips, whispered in the midst of her being fucked by another man, triggered a secondary, shocking aftershock that ripped through her already shuddering body.

The stranger buried himself to the hilt one last time with a final, powerful surge of his hips, pinning her to the cushions as his own release claimed him. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of him deep inside her, a foreign, intimate claiming that should have felt wrong but only magnified the dizzying heights of her pleasure. A long, low groan was torn from his chest as he emptied himself, his body shuddering above hers.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged, gasping breaths and the distant thump of the bass. The stranger stayed buried within her, his weight a heavy, comforting pressure. Helena was utterly spent, a boneless, trembling mess beneath him, sensation slowly returning to her limbs.

Slowly, he pushed himself up on his arms, his cock sliding out of her with a soft, wet sound that made her blush. He looked down at her, his expression one of raw, male satisfaction. Her gaze, however, drifted past him, seeking the shadows.

Victor was still there, a shadow among shadows, yet his presence was as palpable as the stranger’s weight had been on her body. His hand, now still, rested against his thigh, fingers twitching faintly as though they longed to return to their previous task. His eyes, dark and intense, held hers with an intensity that made her pulse quicken all over again. In them, she saw no trace of jealousy or regret—only awe, reverence, and a hunger so profound it stole her breath. A single, slow smile curled his lips, a smile that spoke of satisfaction, of pride, and of something deeper, something that made her stomach flutter with a strange mix of excitement and vulnerability.

The stranger lingered for a moment, his presence still heavy in the air as he adjusted his clothing with deliberate, almost ritualistic movements. His fingers smoothed over the fabric of his shirt, tucking it back into place, and he straightened his tie with a casual ease that contrasted sharply with the raw intensity of what had just transpired. Helena watched him through half-lidded eyes, her body still trembling faintly from the aftershocks of her orgasm. She couldn’t help but notice the way his hands lingered on his belt buckle, as if savoring the memory of where they had just been—clenched around her hips, holding her in place as he claimed her.

His gaze flicked to her briefly, a sly smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. "You’re something else," he murmured, his voice low and gravelly, sending a fresh shiver down her spine. He reached out, brushing a strand of damp hair from her forehead with a tenderness that seemed almost out of place after the brutality of their shared passion. The touch was fleeting but electric, leaving her skin tingling in its wake.

Victor shifted slightly in the shadows, his hands flexing as if restraining himself from stepping forward. His eyes were locked on the scene, his expression a mix of awe and something darker, something possessive. 

With one final, lingering look, the stranger stepped back, his movements unhurried as he moved toward the edge of the booth. "Until next time," he said, his voice carrying a promise that made her pulse quicken despite her exhaustion. Then he turned and disappeared into the shadows of the club, leaving behind only the faint scent of sweat and sex and the echo of his presence.

Helena let out a shaky breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding, her body slumping against the cushions as the reality of what had just happened began to settle over her. Her gaze drifted to Victor, who was still watching her with that same intense, unreadable expression. In the silence that followed, a strange new energy hummed between them—a sense of shared discovery, of boundaries pushed and desires unleashed. For the first time since this night began, she felt not just seen but truly known, and it was both terrifying and exhilarating.

“Lena,” he murmured, her name a soft, reverent whisper that seemed to hang in the air between them. His voice was rough, strained with the remnants of his own release, but there was a tenderness in it that made her heart ache. “You were... incredible.” He took a step closer, his gaze flickering over her disheveled form, taking in the flushed skin, the heaving chest, the way her legs still trembled faintly. “I’ve never seen anything so beautiful.”

She felt exposed under his scrutiny, not just physically but emotionally. It was as though he could see every secret corner of her soul, every forbidden thought she’d ever had. And yet, instead of shrinking away, she found herself leaning into it, craving the connection that hummed between them like an electric current. Her gaze dropped briefly to his hand, then back to his face. “Did you...?” she began, her voice barely above a whisper, too raw and shaky to form the rest of the question.

His smile deepened, a wicked glint appearing in his eyes. “Oh, yes,” he said, his tone low and rich with amusement. “Watching you take him like that... feeling the way you responded... it was everything I’ve ever fantasized about and more.” He moved closer still, until he was standing beside the lounge seat, his fingers brushing lightly against her cheek. “You have no idea how hot it was, seeing you let go like that. How powerful you looked.”

Her breath caught at his words, the praise sending a fresh wave of heat through her already sated body. She wanted to protest, to tell him she hadn’t felt powerful—she’d felt possessed, consumed, overwhelmed. But the look in his eyes silenced her. He meant every word. And somewhere deep inside, a part of her began to believe it too.

Victor’s hand cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing gently over her skin. “Are you okay?” he asked, his voice softening further, laced with concern now. “Was it... too much?”

She hesitated, her mind a whirlwind of emotions and sensations. Too much? Yes. But also... not enough. She shook her head slowly, a small, tentative smile forming on her lips. “No,” she whispered. “It was... everything.” And as she said it, she realized it was true. In that moment, with Victor’s eyes on her and the lingering heat of the stranger’s touch still coursing through her veins, she felt more alive than she ever had before.
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