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The warm, steady rhythm of Marcus’s heart thumped against Emily’s ear, a familiar and comforting drumbeat in the post-coital quiet of their bedroom. Her own skin was still flushed, her limbs heavy and satisfied. His fingers traced lazy, meaningless patterns on the small of her back, a soft sigh escaping his lips as he nestled deeper into the pillows.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured into her hair, his voice thick with spent passion. “Absolutely incredible.”

She smiled, nuzzling his chest. “You’re not so bad yourself.” Her hand slid over his abdomen, feeling the firm muscle beneath his still-damp skin. This was their perfect rhythm, their sanctuary. A decade together had honed their lovemaking into a beautiful, predictable dance. Wonderful, but predictable.

His hand stilled on her back. The silence stretched, different now. Charged.

“Em?” The word was tentative, a quiet crack in the comfortable quiet.

“Hmm?” she hummed, eyes closed, already halfway to sleep.

He took a deep breath, and she felt the expansion of his chest beneath her cheek. “I... I have something I need to tell you. Something I think about. A lot.” His voice was low, a little strained.

She lifted her head, propping her chin on his chest to look at him. The soft light from the bedside lamp carved shadows on his handsome face, highlighting the tension in his jaw. His eyes, usually so sure and direct, darted away from hers.

“Okay...” she said, her own contentment shifting into mild concern. “You’re starting to worry me. What is it?”

He finally met her gaze, his expression a vulnerable mix of fear and raw honesty. “It’s a fantasy. One I’ve been... hiding.” He swallowed hard. “I want to see you with another man.”

The words landed not with a bang, but with a dull, confusing thud in the center of the room. Emily blinked, sure she had misheard. “You... what?”

“I want to watch you,” he continued, the words coming faster now, as if a dam had broken. “I want to see you be the beautiful, sensual, fucking goddess that you are, but for someone else. In a club, maybe. Somewhere loud and dark and anonymous. I’d be there, watching from a corner, seeing every man in the room want you, but knowing you’ve chosen one. Just one. For me.”

Emily pushed herself up, pulling the sheet around her, suddenly feeling exposed in a way that had nothing to do with nudity. The comfortable warmth of moments before had evaporated, replaced by a cold knot of anxiety in her stomach. “Marcus, what are you saying? Are you... are you not happy with me? With us?” Her voice trembled, the fear sharp and immediate.

“No! God, no, Emily. It’s because I’m so happy with us.” He sat up, reaching for her, but she subtly shifted back. His hand fell to the mattress. “It’s not about a lack of anything. It’s an excess. It’s... it’s the hottest thing I can possibly imagine. Seeing the woman I love, the woman I get to come home to every night, completely blowing some lucky stranger’s mind. Seeing him completely undone by how gorgeous you are. Seeing you own your power.” His eyes were blazing now, all trace of nervousness burned away by the intensity of his confession.

She shook her head, trying to process it. The images he conjured were alien, jarring. “So, what? You’d just... sit there? While some random guy... touches me?” The word felt dirty in the context he’d created.

“I’d be there,” he said, his voice dropping to a husky whisper. “I’d see the way his hands would grip your hips. I’d watch his eyes roll back in his head when he finally gets to feel how wet you are. I’d hear the sounds you make... sounds I usually only get to hear.”

A traitorous flush crept up Emily’s neck. The clinical, terrifying idea was suddenly, unexpectedly, painted in a different light through his words. He wasn’t describing rejection; he was describing worship.

“I don’t understand,” she whispered, but the protest was weaker now. “How could you... enjoy that? How could that not tear you apart?”

“Because you’d be doing it for us,” he insisted, moving closer, his knee brushing hers under the sheet. A spark of electricity, tiny but undeniable, passed between them. “It would be our secret. Our game. And at the end of the night, I’d be the one to take you home. I’d be the one to feel your legs shake against me. I’d be the one to reclaim every inch of you, knowing some other guy got just a taste, but I get the whole fucking meal.” His hand landed on her thigh, his grip firm, possessive. The contrast between his shocking words and his familiar, claiming touch was utterly disorienting.

Emily’s mind raced, a whirlwind of fear, confusion, and a startling, thin thread of... something else. Curiosity. She looked at her husband—her solid, loving, dependable husband—and saw a raw, primal hunger in his eyes she had never seen before. It wasn’t a hunger for someone else. It was a hunger for her, amplified to an almost terrifying degree.

Her own body was betraying her. Her heart was still hammering, but the cold knot in her stomach was softening, warming. The image of a dark club, of anonymous eyes on her, of strong, unfamiliar hands on her skin... it should have repulsed her. But framed by Marcus’s desperate, turned-on honesty, it didn’t. The sheet felt restrictive. She was becoming aware of her own nakedness again, but differently. Not as his wife, but as... an object of pure desire.

She looked down at his hand on her thigh, then back into his hopeful, anxious face. Her voice was barely a breath when she finally spoke, the question leaving her lips before her brain could veto it.

The words hung in the air, fragile and tentative, like a thread of silk that could snap at any moment. Emily’s voice was soft, almost a whisper, but it carried the weight of something deeper—something raw and unspoken. Her heart was still racing, her body caught between the comfort of Marcus’s familiar touch and the dizzying, uncharted territory he’d just opened up. She felt exposed, not just in the physical sense but in a way that made her soul feel bare. And yet, there was a flicker of curiosity, a spark she couldn’t quite extinguish, no matter how hard she tried.

Marcus’s eyes widened slightly, his breath catching as though he hadn’t fully expected her to ask. His hand on her thigh tightened ever so slightly, a grounding anchor in the storm of emotions swirling between them. He exhaled slowly, his voice low and deliberate. “I’d want someone... who sees you the way I see you. Someone who looks at you and can’t look away. Someone who understands how fucking lucky they are just to be near you.” His words were dripping with reverence, each syllable laced with a possessive undertone that sent a shiver down Emily’s spine.

She bit her lower lip, her mind racing with the implications of what he was saying. “But...” she hesitated, searching his face for reassurance, “what if he... what if he doesn’t treat me right? What if he’s... too rough? Or too aggressive?” The vulnerability in her voice was palpable, her fears bubbling to the surface.

Marcus’s expression softened, his thumb brushing soothing circles against her skin. “I wouldn’t let that happen, Em. Not for a second. I’d be there, watching, making sure you’re safe. If he even looked at you wrong, I’d step in. But... I think you’d be in control the whole time. You’d decide how far it goes. You’d decide when to stop.” He paused, his gaze locking onto hers with an intensity that made her breath hitch. “And I think... I think you’d love knowing how much power you have over him. Over me.”

A flush crept up Emily’s neck, her cheeks burning with a mix of embarrassment and something far more primal. Her thoughts were a tangled mess, but one image kept rising to the surface: herself, standing in a dimly lit club, feeling the heat of a stranger’s gaze on her skin while Marcus’s eyes burned into her from across the room. The idea should have terrified her. But instead, it sent a jolt of heat straight to her core, leaving her wet and aching in a way she hadn’t expected.

“So...” she murmured, her voice trembling slightly, “you’d want him to... touch me? Where?” Her question was innocent in its phrasing, but the undercurrent of need was unmistakable.

Marcus’s lips curved into a slow, wicked smile, his fingers trailing higher up her thigh. “Everywhere,” he said, his voice rough with desire. “I’d want him to feel how soft your skin is, how perfect your curves are. I’d want him to lose himself in your tits, your pussy... everything. But most of all, I’d want him to understand that he’s only getting a taste. Because you’re mine.” His hand slid higher, his fingers brushing the sensitive skin just below her hipbone, and Emily gasped, her body betraying her hesitation.

She looked at him, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she tried to reconcile the man she knew with the one sitting before her now—a man who wanted to share her but still claim her as his own. It was overwhelming, terrifying... and undeniably intoxicating. Her voice was barely audible when she finally spoke again, her question hanging in the air like a promise on the verge of being fulfilled.

***
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The thrum of the bass was a physical thing, a vibration that moved through the soles of Emily’s shoes and up into her bones. The air in the club was thick with the scent of expensive perfume, sweat, and something else, something primal and electric. Promise. Marcus’s hand was a firm, warm anchor on the small of her back, guiding her through the dim, pulsating labyrinth of bodies.

She clung to him, her eyes wide, trying to take it all in and failing. It was too much. The low lighting glinted off polished leather and gleaming skin. Couples and trios were entwined in shadowy booths and on low couches, their movements a languid, explicit dance. This is it, she thought, her heart hammering against her ribs. This is what he wanted me to see.

Marcus leaned down, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, his voice a low growl that cut through the music. “See? Just watch. No expectations.” His breath was hot, sending a shiver down her spine that had nothing to do with fear.

He found a semi-secluded table tucked against a wall, a perfect vantage point. He sat, pulling her onto his lap, his arms wrapping around her waist, holding her close. His erection was a hard, undeniable presence against the curve of her ass, and she instinctively pressed back against it, a soft sigh escaping her lips. He was already so turned on. Just from being here. Just from the idea.

Her gaze, hesitant at first, began to focus. A few yards away, a woman with fiery red hair was arched over the back of a plush velvet couch. A man knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips, his face buried between her spread cheeks. The woman’s eyes were closed, her mouth open in a silent cry of pleasure, one hand tangled in the hair of a second man who was on his knees before her, his mouth working intently at her pussy.

Emily’s own breath hitched. She could see the flicker of the man’s tongue, the way the woman’s thighs trembled. She could see the utter, devoted worship on the face of the man behind her. These men weren’t just taking; they were honoring her. They were slaves to her pleasure, and she was a queen granting them an audience.

A warm, heavy flush spread through Emily’s entire body. The nervous knot in her stomach dissolved, replaced by a deep, pooling heat between her legs. She felt her nipples harden into tight points against the silk of her emerald green dress. She was becoming aroused simply by watching. By seeing the power these women wielded so effortlessly.

“Do you see it?” Marcus murmured, his voice thick with desire. One of his hands slid from her waist, his fingers sneaking under the hem of her dress to stroke her bare thigh. “Do you see how much he loves tasting her? Look at him, Em. He’s in heaven.”

She could only nod, her mouth dry. She was mesmerized. The redhead’s head tipped back, a real cry this time, loud enough to be heard over the music as her body convulsed in a powerful orgasm. The man at her front didn’t stop, drinking deeply from her until her shudders subsided.

The sight was the most potent aphrodisiac Emily had ever encountered. A soft, needy whimper escaped her lips. She felt Marcus smile against her neck. “That’s my girl,” he whispered, his fingers inching higher up her thigh. “You understand now.”

Before she could answer, a presence materialized beside their table. Emily looked up, her gaze colliding with a pair of intense, dark eyes. The stranger was tall, broad-shouldered, with a confident ease that didn’t feel arrogant. He had a short-cropped beard and his shirt was open at the collar, revealing a glimpse of toned chest.

His eyes didn’t dart to Marcus for permission. They stayed locked on Emily, a slow, appreciative smile gracing his lips. “That’s a spectacular color on you,” he said, his voice a smooth baritone that vibrated right through her.

Every lesson in politeness screamed at her to look away, to defer to her husband. But something else, something new and hungry, kept her gaze fixed on his. “Thank you,” she said, and her voice didn’t sound like her own. It was lower, more sensual.

She felt Marcus’s grip on her tighten almost imperceptibly, a silent signal of his presence, his approval. He was a spectator now. This was for her.

“I couldn’t help but notice you,” the stranger continued, his eyes dipping to her lips for a heart-stopping second before returning to her eyes. “It’s hard to look anywhere else.” He took a half-step closer. The scent of his cologne, something clean and spicy, cut through the club’s haze. “My name is Leo.”

“Emily,” she breathed.

“Emily.” He let her name roll off his tongue like a taste he was savoring. “Are you here with anyone?” It was a game, and they all knew it. A delicious, thrilling game.

She felt Marcus’s lips press against her shoulder blade, a silent, heated kiss. Go on.

“I’m here with my husband,” she said, the words feeling incredibly daring.

Leo’s smile widened, a flash of white teeth. “Lucky man.” His eyes finally flickered to Marcus, a brief, respectful nod of acknowledgment, a man recognizing another man’s exquisite taste. Then his focus was entirely on her again. “Would it be... terribly forward of me to ask for a dance?”

Her pussy clenched, aching and empty. She could feel her own wetness, a slick heat begging for attention. She looked over her shoulder at Marcus. His eyes were black with lust, his jaw tight. He gave her a single, sharp nod.

He wants this. I want this.

She turned back to Leo, a new sense of power flooding her veins. This stunning man wanted her, and her husband, the most handsome man she knew, was aroused by it. She slid off Marcus’s lap, her legs a little unsteady. Leo’s hand was extended, not to grab, but to offer.

She placed her hand in his. His fingers closed around hers, warm and strong, and he led her the few steps to a small, slightly darker patch of flooring near their table. The music shifted to a slower, deeper rhythm, a primal beat.

He didn’t pull her tight against him. He simply held her hand and placed his other on her hip, his touch firm but not demanding. They began to move, a slow, subtle rocking. Emily was hyper-aware of everything: the rough texture of his jeans against her bare leg as his thigh brushed between hers, the heat of his palm through the thin silk of her dress, the intense, hungry way he was looking down at her.

His thumb began to stroke slow circles on her hipbone. “You feel incredible,” he murmured, his head dipping closer to hers. “The way you move.”

She could feel the eyes on her. Not just his. Marcus’s. She could feel her husband’s gaze like a physical touch, burning into her back, watching every shift of her body, every reaction this stranger elicited. It should have felt intrusive. It felt like the most potent foreplay of her life.

Leo’s hand slid from her hip, around to the small of her back, pulling her just an inch closer. The hard ridge of his cock pressed against her lower stomach. A jolt of pure, undiluted lust shot through her. Her breath caught in her throat.

“He’s watching us, isn’t he?” Leo whispered, his lips now dangerously close to her ear. His voice was a low, intimate rumble. “Your husband. He’s enjoying the show.”

Emily nodded, her eyes fluttering closed for a second. “Yes.”

“Do you like that he’s watching?” His hand drifted lower, his fingers splaying over the curve of her ass. “Do you like knowing I can feel how hot your skin is through this dress? That I can feel how your breath just hitched?”

“Yes,” she gasped. The word was a confession.

His fingers pressed harder, pulling her firmly against his erection. “Do you want him to see me touch you, Emily?”

His fingers pressed harder, pulling her firmly against his erection. “Do you want him to see me touch you, Emily?”

The question hung in the thick, perfumed air, a direct line to the raw, throbbing nerve of her desire. Her lips parted, but no sound came out. She could only manage a shaky, desperate nod.

That was all the permission he needed.

Leo’s hand slid from the curve of her ass, his touch burning a trail up her spine before his fingers tangled in the hair at the nape of her neck. He didn’t crush his mouth to hers. He took it, a slow, deliberate claiming that started with the softest brush of his lips. It was a whisper of a kiss, a promise of what was to come, and it utterly undid her. Her knees buckled, but his other arm, solid as an oak branch, caught her around the waist, holding her up as he deepened the kiss.

His tongue swept into her mouth, and the taste of him—dark, spicy, male—flooded her senses. It was so different from Marcus. So new. A groan vibrated from his chest into hers, and she answered it with a whimper, her hands coming up to clutch at his shoulders, her fingers digging into the hard muscle there. The music, the other couples, the entire club faded into a distant hum. There was only the heat of Leo’s mouth, the commanding stroke of his tongue, and the scalding knowledge that Marcus was seeing it all.

When Leo finally broke the kiss, they were both breathless. Her head spun, her lips felt swollen, well-used. He kept his forehead pressed to hers, his dark eyes gleaming with a predatory satisfaction. “Let’s go back to your husband,” he murmured, his voice rough. “I think he’s waited long enough.”

He kept a possessive arm around her as he guided her the few stumbling steps back to the table. Marcus was exactly where they had left him, but the look on his face was transformed. The controlled lust was gone, replaced by something feral, primal. His gaze was locked on Emily, devouring her flushed cheeks, her kiss-swollen lips, the dazed, wanton look in her eyes. His own cock strained blatantly against the front of his trousers, a thick, hard line she could feel from across the space.

Without a word, Marcus reached out, his movements sharp with need. He gripped her wrist and pulled, not back onto his lap, but directly onto his straining cock, settling her so that her ass was nestled perfectly against the solid ridge of him. A sharp, startled gasp tore from her throat at the contact, at the sheer rightness of being anchored to him while still feeling the phantom press of Leo’s body against her front.

Marcus’s arms banded around her waist, locking her in place against him. He buried his face in her hair, his breath hot and ragged against her ear. “You are so fucking beautiful like this,” he growled, the words a raw scrape of sound. “Watched. Wanted.” His hips gave a subtle, involuntary thrust upwards, pressing his cock harder against her. “Now kiss him again. For me.”

His command was a lightning strike. It shattered the last of her hesitation, melting it into a pool of pure, liquid need in the pit of her stomach. She turned her head, her eyes meeting Leo’s. He was watching them, his own desire a palpable heat, one hand casually stroking the prominent bulge in his jeans.

Leo needed no second invitation. He closed the small distance, his hands coming up to frame her face. This kiss was not slow. It was deep, hungry, and wet. He consumed her, and she let him, opening for him completely, moaning into his mouth as his tongue plunged against hers. She was the nexus of a storm, caught between the hard proof of her husband’s arousal beneath her and the demanding, unfamiliar taste of the stranger in front of her.

Marcus’s hands moved from her waist, sliding up her sides, his thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts through the silk. “That’s it,” he whispered, his voice thick with awe. “Let him taste you.”

Leo broke the kiss, his breathing harsh. His dark eyes burned into hers for a heartbeat before he dropped his head. His mouth found the frantic pulse at the base of her throat, sucking hard enough to brand her. She cried out, her head falling back against Marcus’s shoulder. Leo’s lips and tongue blazed a trail down her chest, lower, until his face was buried in the valley of her breasts pushed up by her dress and corset.

“Fuck, yes,” Marcus hissed, his fingers digging into her hips. “Get your mouth on her. Taste what’s mine.”

As if obeying his command, Leo sank to his knees. The world tilted. The music swelled. Emily looked down, her vision hazy with lust, to see the handsome, bearded man on his knees before her, his eyes dark with worship. He grabbed her hips, his grip firm, and yanked her to the very edge of Marcus’s lap. The position arched her back, thrusting her pelvis forward, presenting her to him.

Marcus held her securely, his own body a throne of muscle and desire for her to reign from. One of his hands slipped from her hip, his fingers finding the damp, heated apex of her thighs through the silk. He rubbed a slow, torturous circle over her clit, and she jerked against him, a broken sob escaping her lips.

Leo watched Marcus’s hand for a moment, a low groan rumbling in his own chest. Then he looked up at Emily, his gaze searing. “I need to taste you,” he said, his voice gravel. It wasn’t a question.

He pushed the hem of her dress up, gathering the slippery material in his fists until it was bunched around her waist. The cool club air hit her bare thighs, her exposed black lace panties. She was completely exposed to him, to Marcus, to anyone who might glance their way. The shame was a fleeting ghost, instantly vaporized by a wave of such intense, dizzying power it stole her breath. They both want this. They both want me.

Leo hooked his fingers into the sides of her panties. He didn’t tear them. He peeled them down her thighs with a deliberate slowness that was its own exquisite torture. Once they were past her knees, he let them fall to the floor. And then there was nothing between his mouth and her pussy.

He didn’t dive in. He leaned forward, his warm breath ghosting over her slick, aching folds first. Emily whimpered, her fingers clawing at Marcus’s thighs. Marcus’s hand was still on her, his thumb resuming its slow, maddening circles over her clit.

“Look at him, Em,” Marcus commanded, his voice tight. “Watch him worship your pussy.”

Her eyes, which had squeezed shut, fluttered open. She looked down to see Leo’s intent face, his eyes locked on her most intimate place. He held her gaze as he finally leaned in and dragged the flat of his tongue through her soaked folds in one long, slow, devastating lick.

Her entire body bowed, a silent scream on her lips. The sensation was electric, so much more intense with Marcus’s touch on her clit and the visual of this powerful man on his knees. Leo’s tongue was expert, lapping at her, exploring her, before focusing on the swollen, hypersensitive bundle of nerves. He sucked it gently into his mouth, and stars exploded behind her eyes.

“Oh god!” The moan was ripped from her, loud and unabashed.

He ate her with a single-minded devotion that was utterly intoxicating. His tongue flicked and circled, his lips nibbled, his stubble providing a rough, delicious friction against her tender inner thighs. He moaned against her, the vibration shooting straight to her core, and the sound of his pleasure, of him enjoying her taste, her scent, her sounds, pushed her higher.

Marcus’s breaths were coming in ragged pants in her ear. “You like that, baby? You like the way he eats your pussy? Look how hungry he is for you.”

She was beyond words, capable only of ragged gasps and desperate whimpers. Her hips began to move of their own volition, rocking against Leo’s mouth, seeking more pressure, more friction, more of everything. She was a live wire, every nerve ending screaming. The coil of pleasure in her belly tightened, winding impossibly tight, fed by two sources—the skillful, eager mouth between her legs and the possessive, approving words of the husband holding her.

“That’s it,” Marcus encouraged, his own hips shifting beneath her, his cock a relentless pressure. “Come for him, Emily. Let him feel you come on his tongue.”

The command was the final key. The coil snapped. A climax, more powerful than any she had ever experienced, tore through her. It was a silent, seismic event for a second before the scream followed, a raw, guttural cry of pure ecstasy as her body convulsed, shaking violently in Marcus’s arms. Leo held her hips firm, his mouth never stopping, drinking from her, drawing out every last shuddering wave until she collapsed, boneless and spent, against Marcus’s chest, her cries softening into helpless, sobbing breaths.

The world was a hazy, pleasure-soaked blur. Emily floated in the warm, solid safety of Marcus’s embrace, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of the most intense orgasm of her life. The scent of her own arousal, mixed with Leo’s spicy cologne and Marcus’s familiar musk, was the only air she could breathe.

Leo rose from his knees, his eyes dark with a fierce, possessive hunger that made her already-racing heart kick against her ribs. He didn’t look at Marcus for permission this time. His gaze was locked on her, on the glistening, well-licked flesh he had just worshipped. A slow, wicked smile touched his lips as he unbuckled his jeans, the sound of the zipper lowering a rasp of pure intent in the charged silence.

The thick, hard length of his cock sprang free, and Emily’s breath caught. He was impressively large, thick and veined, the head flushed a deep, angry red. He fisted himself, giving a single, slow stroke as he closed the small distance between them.

“My turn,” he growled, the words not a request but a promise.

Marcus’s arms tightened around her, a possessive cage of muscle. His lips found her ear, his voice a rough, thrilling command. “Open your legs wider for him, baby. Show him what’s his.”

A moan slipped from her lips as she obeyed, spreading her thighs, making space for him in the cradle of her hips. The movement pressed her back more firmly against Marcus’s own straining erection, and she felt him groan against her neck, a sound of pure, torturous bliss.

Leo moved in, the head of his cock nudging against her slick, aching entrance. He held himself there for a torturous moment, teasing her swollen flesh, letting her feel the insistent pressure. Her head fell back against Marcus’s shoulder, her eyes fluttering closed.

“Look at him, Em,” Marcus commanded, his voice tight. “Watch him take what’s mine.”

Her eyes snapped open, meeting Leo’s intense gaze. He held it, not looking away for a second, as he began to push forward.

The stretch was exquisite, a delicious, burning fullness that stole the air from her lungs. He was so much bigger than Marcus, stretching her in a way that was entirely new. She could feel every inch of him as he sank deeper, a slow, relentless invasion that made her whimper, a sound of both protest and desperate need.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Leo gritted out, his own composure cracking for a second as he buried himself to the hilt inside her.

He was all the way in. The feeling was overwhelming. She was impossibly full, stuffed with his thick cock, her own sensitive inner walls clenching and fluttering around the unfamiliar intrusion. Her pussy ached with the stretch, but it was a good ache, a deep, primal satisfaction.

Marcus’s hand slid from her waist, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles that sent fresh jolts of pleasure spearing through the overwhelming fullness. “Feel that?” he whispered, his voice ragged with his own arousal. “Feel how he fills you up? God, I can feel him through you.”

He could. With every shallow thrust Leo made, Emily could feel the movement echo through her body and into Marcus’s. She was the living, breathing connection between them, a conduit of pure sensation.

Leo began to move in earnest, setting a deep, punishing rhythm. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, using his hold to pull her onto his cock with every thrust. The sound of their bodies meeting, the wet, slick slap of skin on skin, was obscene and utterly erotic.

Each drive of his hips pushed her back, grinding her down onto Marcus’s rock-hard cock, creating a feedback loop of pleasure that threatened to short-circuit her brain. She was being fucked from both sides, claimed by two men at once, and the psychological power of it was as intoxicating as the physical sensations.

“That’s it,” Marcus moaned in her ear, his own hips moving in tiny, helpless circles beneath her, seeking friction. “Take his cock, baby. You look so fucking beautiful being fucked.”

Leo’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming harder, more urgent. His grunts were raw, animalistic. He leaned forward, bracing one hand on the back of the couch beside Marcus’s head, caging them both in. His eyes burned into Emily’s. “You feel even better than I imagined,” he panted, his breath hot on her face. “So fucking wet. So perfect.”

His words, his intense focus on her, combined with Marcus’s whispered filth in her ear and the expert circles his fingers were still tracing on her clit, sent her spiraling towards another climax with terrifying speed. The coil in her belly wound tight again, hotter and sharper than before.

“I’m... I’m gonna...” she choked out, the words barely audible over the music and their ragged breathing.

“Yeah, you are,” Leo growled, pounding into her with a new, frantic intensity. “Come on my cock, Emily. Let me feel you.”

Marcus’s voice joined his, a dual command that shattered her last remaining control. “Do it, Em. Come for us.”

The orgasm exploded through her, a blinding, white-hot detonation that ripped a scream from her throat. Her pussy clamped down on Leo’s cock in a vicious, rhythmic spasms, milking him, pulling him deeper. Her body convulsed between them, her vision whiting out at the edges.

Leo’s rhythm faltered, his own control breaking. With a guttural roar that was muffled against her neck, he drove into her one last, final time, hilting himself deep as his own release pumped into her, hot and endless. She could feel the hot pulse of his cum filling her, a foreign, thrilling sensation that pushed her own climax into a second, shuddering wave.

She went limp, a boneless, spent doll held upright only by Marcus’s strong arms and Leo’s final, trembling thrusts. The two men stayed locked with her for a long moment, a tangled, sweating, breathless heap of satisfied desire.

Slowly, carefully, Leo pulled out of her, the sensation a slow, slick slide that made her whimper softly. He stayed close, his forehead resting against her damp temple, his breathing gradually slowing.

Marcus’s arms were the only thing keeping her from sliding to the floor. He nuzzled her hair, placing a soft, reverent kiss there. “My god, Emily,” he breathed, his voice full of awe.

Leo finally straightened up, tucking himself back into his jeans. He looked down at her, at the dazed, utterly fucked-out expression on her face, and a slow, satisfied smile spread across his own. He reached out, his thumb gently stroking her kiss-swollen bottom lip.

“So,” he said, his voice a low, intimate rumble that was just for her. “What happens now?”

The air was still thick with the scent of sex, a heady mixture of sweat, her arousal, and the musk of two men. Emily’s body was a languid, boneless weight against Marcus, her head resting on his shoulder, her breathing slowly returning to normal. Leo’s question—What happens now?—hung between them, a challenge and an invitation all at once.

Marcus’s arms were a steel band around her, but his voice, when it came, was a low, possessive rumble that vibrated through her very core. “What happens now,” he said, his gaze never leaving Leo’s, “is I take what’s mine.”

The words sent a fresh, shocking jolt of heat straight to Emily’s already-sensitive pussy. He’s not done. He wants more. The thought should have been daunting. Instead, it was the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known.

With a strength that made her gasp, Marcus shifted beneath her, effortlessly maneuvering her limp form. He didn’t set her aside. He laid her down on the plush velvet of the couch, her back against the cool fabric. He loomed over her, his muscular frame blocking out the club’s dim lights, his dark eyes blazing with a fire she had never seen before. This wasn’t the controlled, observing husband from before. This was the primal, claiming beast his fantasy had always promised.

“Watch us, Leo,” Marcus commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. He didn’t even glance back. His entire world had narrowed to the woman splayed beneath him. “You got a taste. Now you get to see the main course.”

Leo didn’t speak. He simply took a half-step back, a silent, respectful spectator granting the stage to its rightful owner. But his presence was a tangible thing, a third point of energy in their circuit. Emily could feel his eyes on her, could feel his hungry gaze tracing the lines of her body, and it made her skin prickle with renewed arousal.

Marcus’s hands were on her, but they were different. Where Leo’s touch had been exploratory, worshipful, Marcus’s was known. His palms slid up her inner thighs, pushing them apart with an intimate familiarity that made her breath hitch. He knew every curve, every dip, every secret place that made her sigh. And he was about to reclaim them all.

“You are so fucking beautiful like this,” he growled, his eyes drinking her in—her flushed skin, her breasts still heaving, the glistening evidence of Leo’s possession coating her inner thighs. “Still wet from him. Still warm from his cock.” His thumb brushed through her slick folds, not to tease, but to mark, smearing the mixed essence of her and Leo. “But this... this is all for me now.”

He lowered his head, and his mouth crashed down on hers. It wasn’t the slow, sensual kiss from earlier. It was a branding. A claiming. His tongue plunged into her mouth, tasting of her, of him, of the unique, sinful flavor of the night. She moaned into him, her hands coming up to clutch at his broad shoulders, her nails digging into the fabric of his shirt. She could feel the hard ridge of his cock straining against his trousers, pressing insistently against her thigh.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “I’ve been so hard for you all night,” he panted, his voice raw. “Watching you. Watching him on you. It almost killed me.” His fingers made quick work of his belt buckle, the rasp of his zipper loud and urgent. He shoved his trousers and briefs down just enough to free himself.

Emily’s eyes dropped, and a fresh wave of desire washed over her. His cock, thick and veined and gloriously familiar, stood proud and desperate. It was slick already with his own pre-cum, and the sight of it, after the night’s torment, made her mouth water.

“I need to be inside you,” he groaned, the words a plea and a demand fused into one. “Right now.”

He didn’t wait for an answer. He guided himself to her entrance, the head of his cock nudging against her swollen, oversensitive flesh. She was so wet, so open from Leo’s thorough fucking, that he slid in with one smooth, devastating thrust.

Home.

The thought was instantaneous, visceral. This was her husband. This was them. The feeling of him filling her was a profound relief, a perfect fit that went beyond the physical. A choked sob of pure ecstasy escaped her lips as he buried himself to the hilt, his groan of satisfaction echoing her own.

“God, Emily,” he moaned, his forehead dropping to hers. “I can feel him on you. I can feel where he was.” He began to move, a slow, deep withdrawal followed by a powerful, driving thrust that rocked her entire body. “And I’m fucking covering him up. Erasing him. Making you mine again.”

Each stroke was a declaration. His hips pistoned against hers, each impact a slap of flesh that sang through the silent, watchful space Leo occupied. Emily’s cries grew louder, more frantic. This wasn’t just fucking. This was a ritual. A cleansing. A reaffirmation of everything they were.

“Look at me,” Marcus commanded, his pace never faltering.

Her eyes, which had squeezed shut in pleasure, fluttered open. The intensity in his gaze stole her breath. It was full of love, of lust, of a fierce, terrifying pride.

“You are my wife,” he ground out, his thrusts becoming harder, more possessive. “That’s my cock in your pussy. That’s my cum that’s going to fill you up. You understand? You belong to me.”

“Yes!” she cried out, her body arching to meet his, wanting to take him deeper, to feel all of him. “Marcus, yes! I’m yours!”

From the periphery, she saw Leo. He had sunk into a nearby chair, his hand slowly stroking his own hardened length as he watched them, his eyes dark with a mixture of awe and intense arousal. The sight of him, this powerful man reduced to a masturbating spectator of their union, sent a vicious thrill through her. She was the center of this universe. Two alpha males, one buried inside her, the other jerking himself off to the sight of it.

The dual sensations—the familiar, perfect friction of Marcus’s cock and the illicit thrill of Leo’s rapt attention—pushed her higher and higher. The coil in her belly, which had never fully unwound from her last orgasm, began to tighten again with a terrifying speed.

“I’m gonna come,” she whimpered, her fingers clawing at Marcus’s back. “Please...”

“Not yet,” he growled, his own control fraying. His thrusts became erratic, desperate. “Look at him. Look at him watching me fuck my wife.”

Her head turned, her glazed eyes meeting Leo’s. He was staring, transfixed, his hand moving faster on his cock.

“Come for me, Emily,” Leo’s voice was a husky command from the shadows. “Let me see you come on his cock.”

The permission from the other man, the sheer audacity of it, was the final key. The orgasm detonated, a silent, seismic shockwave that tore through her before she could even scream. Her body convulsed, her pussy clamping around Marcus’s cock in a vicious, rhythmic grip that milked him, pulling a guttural roar from his lips.

He drove into her one last, final time, his own release triggering as he emptied himself deep inside her with a series of powerful, shuddering thrusts. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his cum, a stark, claiming contrast to Leo’s, and it sent her spiraling into a second, even more intense wave of pleasure that left her shaking and sobbing beneath him.

He collapsed on top of her, his weight a welcome anchor, his breath hot and ragged against her neck. For a long moment, there was only the sound of their harsh breathing and the distant thrum of the club.

Slowly, Marcus pushed himself up on his elbows, looking down at her wrecked, beautiful face. He brushed a sweat-dampened strand of hair from her forehead, his touch impossibly tender.

He then turned his head, his eyes finding Leo’s in the dim light. A slow, triumphant smile spread across his lips. The air between them was electric, charged with the unspoken understanding of what had just transpired. Marcus’s gaze was both possessive and grateful, a silent acknowledgment of the boundary that had been crossed yet respected. He didn’t need words to convey his satisfaction—the way Leo sat there, still hard, still captivated, was testament enough to the power of his wife’s allure and his own dominance.

Leo met his gaze steadily, his hand finally stilling on his cock. There was no hint of challenge now, only a deep, almost reverent awe. “She’s incredible,” he said softly, his voice hoarse with desire. “You’re a lucky man.” Marcus’s smile widened, a glint of pride flashing in his eyes. “I know,” he replied simply, his tone leaving no room for doubt.

Emily lay between them, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm, her skin flushed and her breath uneven. She could feel Marcus’s weight pressing her into the couch, the sensation grounding her even as her mind floated in a haze of satisfaction and wonder. Her eyes flicked to Leo, taking in the way he watched her with a mixture of admiration and hunger. It was intoxicating, knowing she had brought two such powerful men to this point—one fully sated inside her, the other achingly hard just from watching.

Marcus shifted slightly, his lips brushing against her ear as he whispered, “Did you enjoy that, baby? Did you like having him watch me claim you?” His voice was low, thick with the remnants of his own release, and it sent a fresh shiver down her spine. She nodded, unable to form words, but her body spoke for her as she instinctively tightened around him, drawing a low groan from his chest.

Leo exhaled sharply, his grip on his cock tightening for a moment before he forced himself to release it. “Fuck,” he muttered under his breath, shaking his head in disbelief. “You two are something else.” He leaned back in the chair, his legs spreading slightly as he gave himself over to the moment, his chest rising and falling with heavy breaths.

Marcus chuckled softly, the sound warm and satisfied, before pressing a tender kiss to Emily’s temple. “She’s mine,” he murmured, not just to Leo but to himself, as though reaffirming the truth of it. “And tonight... tonight was everything I dreamed it would be.” His words hung in the air, a promise and a declaration, sealing the night’s forbidden desires in the intimacy of the moment. And yet, Emily thought faintly, there’s something about this that feels like it’s only just begun.
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        Adam has harbored a secret fantasy for years—watching his beautiful wife Lily with another man. When he finally finds the courage to share his deepest desire, Lily's curiosity ignites a fire neither of them expected.
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Will their marriage emerge stronger from this ultimate test of trust? Or will the very fantasy that brought them closer together tear them apart?
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