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The soft click of the lock was the day’s starting pistol. Jordan’s keys landed in the ceramic bowl by the door with a familiar clatter, followed by the heavy sigh of a man shedding the weight of the world. Sarah was already there, a glass of red wine in her hand, another waiting for him on the coffee table.

“Rough one?” she asked, her voice a balm. She didn’t wait for an answer, rising on her toes to press a soft, lingering kiss to his lips. He tasted of coffee and autumn air.

“The usual.” He shrugged off his suit jacket, his shoulders finally relaxing. “But it’s better now.” His eyes, a warm hazel, crinkled at the corners as he smiled at her. His hand found the small of her back, pulling her close for a deeper kiss. This was their ritual. This was home.

Later, tangled together on the couch, the remains of a takeout feast between them, the mood was warm and lazy. Sarah’s legs were draped over Jordan’s lap, his fingers absently tracing patterns on her bare calf. The television was on, but it was just background noise to the gentle rhythm of their breathing.

He took a slow breath, and she felt the slight tension in his body. “Can I... can I talk to you about something?” he asked, his voice uncharacteristically tentative. “Something... different.”

She muted the TV, turning to face him fully, her expression open. “Of course. You can tell me anything. You know that.”

He nodded, his gaze dropping to his hands for a moment before meeting hers again. The honesty in his eyes was stark, vulnerable. “I have this... fantasy. It’s been circling in my head for a while now. And I need you to know it’s not because I’m unhappy. God, it’s the opposite. It’s because what we have is so fucking strong.”

She stayed quiet, just watching him, her thumb stroking his hand reassuringly.

“The fantasy... it’s about you,” he continued, his voice dropping to a husky, intimate pitch that vibrated straight through her. “It’s about seeing you. With someone else.”

Sarah’s breath hitched. She blinked, the warmth of the room suddenly feeling stifling. “What? Another... man?” The words felt foreign on her tongue.

“Yes.” The word was a blunt, honest confession. “Not an affair. Not an emotional thing. Nothing like that. It would be... for us. Something we share.” He was speaking faster now, the words tumbling out as if he’d rehearsed them. “I picture you in a club. Somewhere dark, loud with music. You’re wearing that little black dress, the one that hugs your hips. You’re dancing, and you’re the most beautiful woman there. And a guy approaches you. He’s confident, attractive. And he wants you. And I’m there, watching. Watching you be wanted. Watching you... respond.”

A cold dread pooled in Sarah’s stomach, eclipsing the earlier warmth. She pulled her legs back, tucking them beneath her. “Jordan... Are you saying you want me to sleep with another man?” Her heart was a frantic drum against her ribs. This is it, a panicked voice whispered in her mind. This is where it starts to unravel.

“No. Yes. Fuck, not like that.” He ran a hand through his hair, frustrated with his own inability to explain. “It’s not about him. It’s about you. It’s the ultimate turn-on for me, the idea of seeing my incredible, sexy wife being adored. Seeing the power you have. I’d be there. It would be our secret. Our game.”

Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes. “Do I not satisfy you? Is there something I’m not doing?” The fears tumbled out, raw and insecure. “This feels like a doorway to you leaving. To you getting bored of me.”

He moved then, closing the distance between them, his hands cradling her face. His touch was firm, grounding. “Look at me, Sarah. I have never been more satisfied in my entire life. Never. This isn’t about a lack. It’s about an excess. An excess of love for you, of pride in you, of desire for you. The thought of another man touching you... it doesn’t make me jealous. It makes me hard. Because he would just be a prop. A tool for our pleasure. He gets to touch the surface, but I’m the one who gets to come home with you. I’m the one you love.”

His words were so absolute, so fiercely possessive in their own strange way, that her fear began to recede, replaced by a terrifying, flickering curiosity. She searched his face for any hint of a lie and found only a desperate, earnest hunger.

He saw the shift in her expression, the slight parting of her lips. He leaned in, his mouth hovering just above hers. “Just think about it,” he murmured, his breath warm against her skin. “Imagine it with me. A dark corner of a club. His hands on your hips, pulling you against him. You’d feel his cock against your ass, hard already, just from dancing with you.”

A shuddering breath escaped her. The image, once frightening, now bloomed behind her eyelids, vivid and illicit.

“He’d be whispering things in your ear,” Jordan continued, his own voice a low, seductive whisper now, weaving the fantasy around them both. “Filthy, gorgeous things about what he wants to do to you. And you’d be getting wet for him, wouldn’t you? Your pussy getting hot and aching, just from the thrill of it.”

Sarah’s eyes were wide, her pulse hammering in her throat. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod, but it was enough. Jordan smiled, his fingers brushing lightly against her cheek, guiding her back into the moment. The air between them felt charged, electric, as if the room itself was holding its breath. She could feel the weight of his words lingering, the image he’d painted still vivid in her mind.

“You’d look so fucking beautiful,” he murmured, his voice low and honeyed, as if he could see it too. “The way you move already drives me wild, but in that club? With all those eyes on you? You’d be a goddess. And then, when he steps closer, when his hands find your hips...” His voice trailed off, leaving the space for her imagination to fill. Sarah could almost feel it—the heat of another man’s body pressing against hers, the way his touch would send sparks racing down her spine.

Her breath hitched, her lips parting slightly as she absorbed the intensity of his words. A flush crept up her chest, warmth pooling low in her belly. It wasn’t just curiosity now; it was something more primal, something that made her skin tingle and her heart race. She could almost hear the music, the bass thrumming through her veins, the whispers of strangers blending into the background noise. Just one dance, she thought. What would it hurt?

Jordan leaned in closer, his lips brushing against her ear as he continued, his voice dropping to a whisper that sent shivers down her spine. “He’d be so hard for you, Sarah. You’d feel it against you, and you’d know how much he wanted you. And I’d be there, watching, feeling that fire inside me too. Watching you be his for just a moment, but knowing you’re mine forever.”

Her eyes fluttered closed as she let the fantasy take hold. It was dizzying, intoxicating, and despite herself, she felt a flicker of excitement. Could I really do that? she wondered. The idea was both terrifying and thrilling, like standing on the edge of a cliff, unsure whether to step back or jump. But the look in Jordan’s eyes—so full of love and desire—made her want to lean into it, just a little. 

She opened her eyes again, meeting his gaze with a mix of nerves and something deeper. “I... I need to think about it,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper. But she didn’t pull away. Instead, she leaned into him, her body betraying the spark of curiosity that had ignited within her. Jordan smiled again, his hand sliding down to intertwine with hers. “Take all the time you need,” he said, his voice steady but laced with promise. “It’s just us. Always just us.”

***
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The silence in their living room stretched for three days. It wasn’t a cold silence, but a thick, charged one, filled with unspoken questions and the electric hum of Jordan’s fantasy. Sarah turned it over and over in her mind, examining it from every angle. The fear was still there, a quiet, persistent whisper, but it was now drowned out by a louder, more insistent thrum of want.

It was that thrum that led her to their walk-in closet on the fourth evening. She bypassed her usual jeans and sweaters, her fingers brushing past silks and wools until they found it. The little black dress. She held it up, the fabric slinking through her hands like dark water.

Jordan appeared in the doorway, leaning against the frame, watching her. He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to. The heat in his hazel eyes said everything.

“Okay,” Sarah said, the single word feeling like a leap from a great height. “Let’s go.”

The club was everything he had described and more. A throbbing heart of bass and shadow, where the air itself tasted of sweat and expensive perfume. Bodies moved in a single, undulating mass, but Sarah felt strangely separate from it all, an island of nervous tension. Jordan’s hand was a firm, possessive anchor on the small of her back as he guided her to a raised booth with a clear view of the dance floor.

He leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, his voice a low command that vibrated straight to her core. “Go on. Dance. For me.”

He didn’t join her. He just sat back, a king surveying his domain, his gaze a physical weight on her. She felt exposed, a rare sensation for a woman who wielded her confidence like a shield. But this was different. This was for him.

She moved into the crowd, letting the music seep into her bones. She started slowly, a subtle sway of her hips, a roll of her shoulders. She closed her eyes, trying to lose herself, to forget the hundreds of eyes and focus on the one pair that mattered.

When she opened them, a man was there.

He was handsome, with a confident ease that wasn’t arrogant, just sure. He didn’t speak. He just moved with her, his body aligning to the same rhythm. His eyes, dark and intent, held hers. A question. An offer.

A jolt of pure adrenaline spiked through her. Her gaze flickered to Jordan. He was perfectly still, watching, a faint, intense smile playing on his lips. He gave a single, almost imperceptible nod.

Permission. Encouragement.

She turned back to the stranger and gave a small nod of her own.

His hands found her hips, his touch firm and sure through the thin silk of her dress. He pulled her closer, and her breath caught. She could feel the solid wall of his chest, the heat of his body. And lower, pressed against her thigh, the unmistakable, rigid length of his cock.

Oh god.

The thought was a lightning strike. This was real. A real man, with a real erection, was holding her, grinding against her on a dance floor while her husband watched. A wave of heat flooded her, so intense it was dizzying. Her own body responded instantly, a damp, aching warmth blooming between her legs. Her pussy clenched, empty and suddenly desperate.

He leaned in, his stubble scratching her cheek, his voice a rough whisper in her ear. “You are fucking breathtaking. The second you walked in, I couldn’t look away.”

His words were a direct echo of Jordan’s fantasy. It was surreal. His hands slid from her hips, one palm splaying across her lower back to press her more firmly against his erection, the other sliding down to caress the curve of her ass. A sharp, wanting gasp escaped her lips.

From his booth, Jordan watched, mesmerized. Every detail was a brand on his senses. The way the stranger’s large hands looked on Sarah’s body, claiming what was his. The way her head fell back, exposing the elegant line of her throat as a shiver ran through her. The way her perfect lips parted on a moan he couldn’t hear but could perfectly imagine.

He adjusted his position, the pressure of his own cock against his zipper becoming almost painful. It was a sweet, exquisite agony. He was so hard it was a dull, constant throb, a physical manifestation of the possessive fire roaring in his gut. She’s doing this for me. She’s getting wet for him, for us.

The stranger’s hand on Sarah’s ass squeezed, a possessive, intimate gesture that made her jump. His other hand moved around her hip, his fingers skimming the inside of her thigh, dancing dangerously close to the hot, soaked center of her.

“I can feel how hot you are through this dress,” he murmured into her ear, his voice thick with desire. “I bet you’re dripping for me, aren’t you?”

Sarah’s eyes, heavy-lidded with a lust she hadn’t known she was capable of feeling for a stranger, found Jordan’s across the room. His face was a mask of raw, unvarnished hunger. He was palming himself through his trousers, a silent, shocking confession of his arousal. The sight of it, of her strong, confident husband so undone by watching her, unleashed something primal inside her.

She stopped resisting. She stopped thinking. She let her body take over, grinding back against the stranger’s cock, a explicit, rhythmic motion that had them both breathing harder. She could feel the thick ridge of him, the way his hips stuttered against her.

“Yes,” she breathed, the word lost in the music but felt in the tremor that ran through the man holding her.

His fingers finally, finally, pressed against the damp silk covering her pussy. A low groan rumbled in his chest. “Fuck. You’re soaked.”

The blunt pressure of his fingers, the coarse fabric of his jeans against the back of her bare thighs, the smell of his cologne mixed with the scent of her own arousal—it was a sensory overload. Her entire world had narrowed to this: the bass vibrating up through the floor, the stranger’s hard cock, her husband’s burning gaze, and the aching, empty throbbing between her legs.

The stranger’s fingers pressed harder, circling the sensitive nub of her clit through the wet fabric. Her knees almost buckled. A broken, whimpering moan was torn from her throat. Her head fell back against his shoulder, her eyes squeezing shut as a bolt of pure, undiluted pleasure shot through her.

She forced her eyes open, seeking Jordan again, needing to share this, needing him to see. His jaw was clenched, his hand stilled on his cock, his eyes wide and dark, utterly captivated.

The stranger’s voice was guttural, a promise and a threat. “I need to get you out of here. I need to feel this without any clothes on.” His lips were on her neck now, hot and demanding. “I need to get my mouth on you. Now.”

Sarah’s heart slammed against her ribs. This was it. The fantasy was careening past the point of no return. Her body screamed yes, a liquid, desperate need. Her mind was a whirlwind of fear and exhilaration. She looked at Jordan, her eyes asking the only question that mattered.

Her eyes locked with Jordan’s across the pulsating club. The stranger’s words were a hot brand against her neck, his promise of what was to come a tangible force in the air between them. In Jordan’s gaze, she didn’t see jealousy or hesitation; she saw a inferno of pure, unadulterated need. His jaw was tight, his own hand still pressed against the prominent bulge in his pants. His nod was slight, almost imperceptible, but it was all the confirmation she needed. It was a green light blazing in the dark.

Yes, she thought, the single word a seismic shift within her. For us.

She turned her head, her lips brushing the stranger’s ear. Her voice, when it came, was a husky rasp she barely recognized. “The bathroom. Now.”

A low, gratified growl rumbled from his chest. His hand, which had been cupping her ass, slid down to grasp her thigh, his grip firm and possessive as he began to guide her through the throng of dancers. She didn’t look back at Jordan. She could feel his eyes on her, a laser-focused heat tracing the path of her silk-clad body as she was led away.

The music faded to a dull throb as he pushed open the heavy door to the men’s restroom. It was empty, a stark, tiled sanctuary of buzzing fluorescent lights and the faint scent of antiseptic. The door clicked shut, muffling the outside world into a distant hum.

In an instant, his demeanor shifted from the smooth dancer to a man consumed. He spun her, pressing her back against the cold, polished wood of the door. His mouth crashed down on hers in a kiss that was all hunger and no finesse. It was nothing like Jordan’s kisses. This was raw, demanding, a claiming. His tongue plunged into her mouth, and she met it with her own, a moan vibrating in her throat as her hands came up to clutch at his shoulders.

He broke the kiss, breathing heavily, his dark eyes blazing. “I’ve wanted to taste you since I saw you,” he muttered, his hands sliding down to grip the hem of her little black dress. In one swift, powerful motion, he gathered the fabric and yanked it up to her waist, leaving her exposed from the hips down. The cool air hit her heated skin, making her shiver.

His gaze dropped between her legs, taking in the sight of her delicate lace panties, already dark and soaked through. “Fuck, look at you,” he breathed, a possessive thrill in his voice.

Before she could process it, his hands were on her ass, lifting her effortlessly. Her legs instinctively wrapped around his waist as he carried her the few steps to the large, porcelain sink. He set her down on the cold, hard edge, the shock of the temperature against her bare skin making her gasp.

He didn’t waste a second. He stepped between her spread legs, his hands pushing her thighs apart even wider. His eyes were fixated on her center, on the visible evidence of her arousal darkening the lace. With a rough, impatient hook of his finger, he tugged the damp fabric aside, exposing her completely to the harsh light and his ravenous gaze.

Sarah’s head fell back, a soft cry escaping her lips. Jordan. Jordan is watching this. The thought sent a fresh, electrifying wave of heat through her. She was on display, utterly vulnerable, for both of them.

The stranger’s index finger slid through her slick folds, a slow, deliberate exploration that made her hips jerk. “So fucking wet,” he groaned, the sound reverent and dirty all at once. “All for me.”

He didn’t tease. He circled her swollen clit once, twice, a torturous, perfect pressure that had her biting her lip to keep from screaming. Then his fingers shifted. Two of them pressed against her entrance, and with a low, guttural sound from him, they plunged deep inside her.

Sarah’s back arched off the cold sink, a strangled gasp ripped from her throat. Her eyes flew open, but she couldn’t see anything but the ceiling tiles, her vision blurring at the edges. The feeling was overwhelming. His fingers were thick, stretching her, filling her in a way that was entirely new and shockingly intense. He fucked her with his hand, a steady, relentless rhythm that was both punishing and exquisitely pleasurable.

“Yes...” she hissed, her own hands gripping the edge of the sink for purchase, her knuckles turning white.

Outside, Jordan’s forehead was pressed against the cool wall beside the door, his body trembling. He had found a sightline through a slight gap near the hinges, a sliver of a view that was somehow more potent than the whole picture. He saw the stranger’s broad back, the muscular shoulders working as his arm moved. He saw Sarah’s legs, wrapped around the man’s hips, her high heels digging into his back. He saw her head thrown back in ecstasy, her mouth open in a silent cry he could vividly imagine.

The ache in his own cock was a savage, throbbing pain. He palmed himself through his trousers, applying a rough, desperate pressure that did little to relieve the tension coiling in his gut. Every groan he heard from her, every shift of the stranger’s body, was a direct assault on his senses. He was mesmerized, consumed by a jealousy so potent it fused with his arousal into something unbearably hot. She’s feeling that. Because of me. For me.

Inside, the stranger curled his fingers, searching, and found the spot that made her see stars. A sharp, guttural cry tore from Sarah’s lips, echoing off the tiles.

“There?” he demanded, his voice rough with exertion and lust. “You like that?”

“God, yes!” she cried out, her hips beginning to move in time with his thrusting fingers, meeting him stroke for stroke. The cold porcelain beneath her, the stranger’s hot breath on her neck, the distant bass of the music—it all melted into a singular, overwhelming sensation of being utterly and completely fucked. Her senses were overloaded, every nerve ending screaming. The coiled spring of pleasure in her lower belly was tightening unbearably, fed by the image of Jordan’s hungry eyes watching her come apart on another man’s hand.

The stranger increased his pace, his thumb finding her clit again, pressing hard circles into the hypersensitive nub. “You gonna come for me?” he growled against her ear. “I want to feel you come on my fingers. Do it. Now.”

The command, the raw dominance in his voice, was the final push she needed. The coil snapped. A seismic wave of pleasure erupted from her core, radiating outwards until her entire body was convulsing with it. Her cry was muffled against his shoulder as she buried her face in his shirt, her inner walls clenching and fluttering around his invading fingers in a relentless, pulsing rhythm. The world dissolved into a blinding, white-hot bliss.

He held her through it, his fingers still inside her, prolonging the shocks until she was a trembling, boneless mess against him. As her climax began to ebb, leaving her breathless and utterly spent, he slowly, almost reluctantly, withdrew his fingers.

He brought them to his lips, his dark eyes holding hers as he slowly sucked her taste from them. The act was so explicitly possessive, so carnal, that a fresh, dizzying thrill shot through her spent body.

Outside the door, Jordan heard her cry, a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure he knew intimately yet had never heard in this context. It was the most erotic sound of his life. He squeezed his eyes shut, his own release threatening to overwhelm him right there in the hallway. He braced a hand against the wall, his breathing ragged.

Inside, the stranger leaned close, his voice a hot, promise-laden whisper against Sarah’s damp skin. “That was just the start, beautiful. Now I’m going to taste that pretty pussy until you come screaming my name.”

The stranger’s words hung in the tiled room, a visceral promise that made Sarah’s spent body clench with renewed interest. Before she could form a thought, his hands were on her hips, pulling her to the very edge of the cold sink. Her wetness smeared on the porcelain.

“Down here,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for debate.

He guided her off the sink, her shaky legs barely supporting her. With a firm pressure on her shoulders, he lowered her to the floor. The tiles were cool and unyielding against her bare thighs and ass. He nudged her legs apart with his knee, spreading them wide until she was exposed to the buzzing fluorescent light, to his hungry gaze, and to the sliver of the door where she knew Jordan watched.

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of shame and exhilaration. He’s seeing all of me. Like this. The thought should have been mortifying. Instead, a fresh surge of slick heat dampened her thighs. She was a spectacle, an offering, and the power of it was utterly intoxicating.

The stranger didn’t kneel. He loomed over her for a terrifying, delicious moment, his eyes devouring the sight of her splayed open. Then, with a predatory grace, he lowered himself. He hooked his hands under her knees, lifting them, pushing them back towards her shoulders, opening her up even further until she felt a faint, delicious stretch. She was completely vulnerable, utterly at his mercy.

He held her there, suspended, for a heartbeat. Then he lowered his mouth.

The first touch of his tongue was a flat, slow, deliberate lick from her entrance all the way up to her throbbing clit. Sarah’s back arched off the floor, a sharp, broken cry escaping her lips. It wasn’t just the sensation—it was the shock of it, the raw, primal intimacy of the act, performed so brazenly on a public bathroom floor.

He groaned against her, the vibration shooting through her core like lightning. “So fucking sweet.”

And then he began to feast.

This was nothing like the finesse of Jordan’s lovemaking. This was animalistic, a study in pure, unadulterated greed. His tongue delved into her, fucking her with broad, rough strokes that mimicked the thrust of a cock. He tasted her deeply, consumed her, his nose pressed against her, breathing her in. The wet, obscene sounds echoed off the tiles, a lewd soundtrack to her undoing.

Her hands fisted in his hair, not to push him away, but to hold on, to anchor herself as the world dissolved into a whirlpool of sensation. Her hips lifted off the floor, meeting his mouth, begging for more without words.

He switched tactics, his tongue becoming a precise, relentless point focused solely on her clit. He circled it, flicked it, sucked it into the heat of his mouth with a gentle, rhythmic pressure that had her seeing stars. The coil, which had only just begun to relax, wound itself tight again, hotter and more urgent than before.

Oh god, Jordan, are you seeing this? Are you watching him do this to me? The thought was a catalyst, pouring gasoline on the fire of her arousal. Her eyes, heavy-lidded and glazed, sought the crack in the door. She couldn’t see him, but she could feel his gaze like a physical touch, a brand of possession searing into her skin. She was doing this for him. She was coming on another man’s tongue for her husband.

The stranger’s fingers joined the assault, two of them sliding into her with an easy, slick glide, finding that perfect, deep spot within her. He crooked them, pumping in a steady counter-rhythm to the devilish work of his tongue.

The dual assault was too much. It was everything. Pleasure, sharp and blinding, began to crest, pulling her towards an abyss of pure feeling. Her breaths came in ragged sobs. “I’m... I’m gonna...”

He redoubled his efforts, his mouth sealing over her clit, sucking hard, his fingers pistoning inside her. The orgasm crashed over her with the force of a tidal wave. It ripped a scream from her throat, a raw, unfiltered sound of ecstasy that was surely heard beyond the door. Her body convulsed, her inner walls clenching violently around his invading fingers, her legs trembling uncontrollably in his grasp. She was completely, utterly dismantled.

Outside, Jordan’s knees felt weak. The sounds—the wet, hungry feasting, her ragged pleas, and finally, that primal, uninhibited scream—were the most erotic symphony he had ever heard. His forehead was pressed against the wall, his hand working furiously over the straining fabric of his trousers. He was so hard it was a constant, painful ache, a direct physical manifestation of the turmoil inside him—a possessive, jealous fire stoked to an inferno by the sight and sound of his wife’s absolute pleasure.

He saw the stranger’s shoulders working, heard Sarah’s broken whimpers as the aftershocks rocked her. The jealous heat in his gut fused with his own desperate arousal, becoming something singular and overwhelming. He was mesmerized, captive to the scene he himself had orchestrated.

Inside, the stranger finally lifted his mouth from her, his chin glistening with her release. He looked down at her, sprawled and trembling on the floor, her eyes glassy with satisfaction. A slow, supremely satisfied smile spread across his face.

He lowered himself over her, bracing himself on his arms, his face inches from hers. He was still fully clothed, the rough denim of his jeans scraping against her sensitive inner thighs, a stark contrast to her nakedness.

“You taste even better than I imagined,” he breathed, his voice thick and hoarse. His own arousal was a hard, pressing ridge against her hip. “But I’m not nearly done with you.”

He captured her mouth in a deep, searing kiss. She could taste herself on his tongue—musky, sweet, and utterly primal. The intimacy of it was even more shocking than anything that had come before. Her arms wrapped around his neck, pulling him closer, her body responding to him even in its spent state.

He broke the kiss, his dark eyes burning into hers. “I need to be inside you now.”

The taste of herself on his tongue was a dark, forbidden thrill that sent a fresh jolt through Sarah’s spent body. His kiss was a brand, a claim, and when he pulled back, his words hung between them, a raw and undeniable command. I need to be inside you now.

Before she could even process the statement, his hands were on her, gripping her waist with a possessiveness that made her breath catch. In one fluid, powerful motion, he lifted her from the cool tiles as if she weighed nothing. Her world tilted, the fluorescent lights swimming above her before she was pressed, stomach-down, against the cold, hard edge of the porcelain sink. The air hit her damp skin, raising goosebumps.

“Hold on,” he grunted, his voice thick with need.

Her hands, trembling slightly, scrambled for purchase on the slick surface. She could see her own wide-eyed reflection in the mirror, her lips swollen, her hair a mess of dark waves. And behind her, the stranger, a tall, dominant silhouette. His dark eyes locked on hers in the glass, a silent, intense connection that made her pussy clench in anticipation.

She heard the quick, efficient rustle of clothing, the rasp of a zipper, the soft thud of his jeans hitting the floor. Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was it. The final barrier.

His hands landed on her hips, his grip firm and certain, fingers digging into her soft flesh. He used his knees to nudge her legs wider apart, spreading her open for him. The cool air kissed her most intimate parts, making her acutely aware of her exposure. She felt the broad, blunt head of his cock press against her soaked entrance, a teasing, insistent pressure.

A choked gasp escaped her. He was so much bigger than his fingers, the stretch an imminent, thrilling promise. Her eyes flicked to the sliver of the door, her mind screaming a single, powerful thought. Jordan. Are you seeing this? Are you watching him take me?

As if in answer, the stranger’s hips drew back slightly, then drove forward in one smooth, devastating thrust.

He filled her completely, a sudden, breathtaking fullness that stole the air from her lungs. A sharp, guttural cry was torn from her throat, echoing in the tiled room. He was thick and hard, stretching her in a way that was exactly what her aching body had been craving. He didn’t pause, didn’t give her a moment to adjust. He set a relentless, deep rhythm from the very first stroke, his pelvis slapping against her ass with a sharp, rhythmic sound that was obscenely loud in the sterile space.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. His hands tightened on her hips, holding her in place as he pistoned into her. “Taking my cock so fucking well.”

Sarah’s head dropped forward, her forehead pressing against the cool mirror. Her vision blurred. Every sense was obliterated by the feeling of him. The hard, cold sink beneath her stomach. The hot, solid weight of him pounding into her from behind. The raw, carnal sounds of their bodies meeting. Her own moans, which she couldn’t suppress, poured out of her with every deep drive.

He leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back, his stubble scratching her shoulder. His mouth found her ear. “Look at yourself,” he commanded, his breath hot and ragged. “Look at how beautiful you are getting fucked.”

Her eyes, heavy with lust, focused on her reflection. She saw a woman she barely recognized—wild, wanton, utterly consumed. She saw the intense pleasure contorting her own features. She saw the powerful man behind her, his muscles corded with strain, his face a mask of primal hunger as he claimed her body.

The sight, combined with the brutal, perfect friction of his cock moving inside her, sent another orgasm coiling deep within her, building with terrifying speed.

Outside, Jordan’s hand was a frantic blur on his own length, his breathing a ragged, desperate pant. The view through the gap was fragmented, but it was enough. More than enough. He saw the powerful thrust of the stranger’s hips. He saw the way Sarah’s body jolted forward with each impact. He heard the wet, slick sounds of penetration, her sharp, pleasure-filled cries, the man’s guttural groans.

A possessive, jealous fire burned in his gut, but it was inextricably fused with a blinding, all-consuming arousal. That’s my wife. My beautiful wife, coming on another man’s cock. The thought should have eviscerated him. Instead, it made him throb, his own climax gathering like a storm.

Inside, the stranger’s pace became frantic, brutal, losing any semblance of control. He was chasing his own release, fucking her with a raw, animalistic desperation that shattered the last of Sarah’s inhibitions.

“You feel that?” he grunted, his thrusts becoming shallower, harder, aimed directly at that perfect, deep spot within her. “You feel how deep I am? This is my cock. Remember it.”

His words were the final trigger. The coil in her belly snapped. Her third orgasm ripped through her without warning, a cataclysm of sensation that made her scream his name into the mirror, her nails scratching at the porcelain. Her inner muscles convulsed around him, milking his length in rhythmic, uncontrollable pulses.

The feeling of her clamping down on him was his undoing. With a raw, guttural shout that was pure triumph, he buried himself to the hilt and held there. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release flooding into her, a intimate, claiming warmth that seemed to go on and on. His body shuddered violently against hers, his grip on her hips almost painful as he ground himself against her, emptying himself completely.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their harsh, ragged breathing and the distant thump of the club’s music. He stayed inside her, his weight slumped over her back, both of them spent and trembling.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. A trickle of his release followed, a warm, sticky trail down her inner thigh. The reality of it, the sheer physical evidence of what they’d just done, made her legs weaken.

He straightened up, his hands leaving her hips. She stayed bent over the sink, unable to move, her body humming with aftershocks and a profound, dizzying exhaustion.

She heard him step back, the rustle as he pulled his jeans back on. Her eyes, still locked on the mirror, watched him. He zipped his fly, his movements languid and satisfied. Then he stepped forward again, his reflection appearing behind hers. He didn’t touch her. He just looked at her, his dark eyes raking over her exposed, well-used body with a look of pure male satisfaction.

The stranger’s footsteps echoed faintly as he stepped away from her, his shadow moving across the tiled floor. Sarah stayed bent over the sink, her trembling thighs slick with the aftermath of their encounter. Her reflection in the mirror was a portrait of debauchery—hair wild, lips swollen, and her body marked by his touch. She heard the soft rustle of fabric as he pulled his jeans back on, the metallic click of his belt buckle fastening, and the low, satisfied exhale that escaped him.

He paused for a moment, his dark eyes lingering on her exposed form with a possessive, almost primal satisfaction. “You’re fucking perfect,” he muttered, his voice gravelly and rough. He didn’t touch her again, but the weight of his gaze was enough to make her shiver. Then, with one last appraising look, he turned and walked out, the door creaking softly as it swung shut behind him.

Sarah remained frozen, her breaths shallow and uneven. The bathroom felt eerily silent now, save for the distant thrum of bass from the club below. Her mind reeled, trying to process what had just happened. I just let another man take me like that, she thought, her pussy still throbbing from the memory of his cock buried deep inside her. The sticky trail of his release on her thigh was a visceral reminder of their coupling, a mark of her surrender.

Before she could gather her thoughts, the door opened again, the hinges groaning softly. Her heart leapt into her throat as Jordan stepped inside. His presence was both a comfort and a source of guilt, his familiar face a stark contrast to the stranger who had just claimed her. He closed the door behind him, locking it with a deliberate click, and leaned against it, his eyes fixed on her.

For a long moment, neither of them spoke. The air between them was thick with tension, a potent mix of arousal, jealousy, and something deeper—something unspoken. Jordan’s gaze traveled over her, taking in every detail of her disheveled state: her flushed skin, the bite marks on her neck, the way her legs still trembled slightly. His jaw tightened, but there was a glimmer of something else in his eyes—a hunger that mirrored her own.

“He... he took you,” Jordan finally said, his voice hoarse. It wasn’t a question, but a statement, heavy with meaning.

Sarah swallowed hard, her throat dry. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “He did.”

Jordan stepped closer, his movements slow and deliberate. He reached out, his fingers brushing against the curve of her hip, tracing the place where the stranger’s hands had gripped her so possessively. “Did you like it?” he asked, his tone softer now, but laced with an intensity that made her breath catch.

Sarah hesitated, her mind racing. But then she met his eyes, and she saw it—not judgment, not anger, but a raw, consuming desire. “Yes,” she admitted finally, her voice trembling. “I liked it.”

A muscle in Jordan’s jaw twitched, and for a moment, she thought he might pull away. But instead, he stepped even closer, his body pressing against hers. “Good,” he murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. “Because I did too.” His hand slid lower, his fingers grazing the slick evidence of the stranger’s release on her thigh. “Fuck, Sarah,” he breathed, his voice thick with need. “Watching you with him... it drove me insane.”

Sarah’s body responded instantly, her hips instinctively arching toward him. This is Jordan, she thought fiercely. My husband. And yet, in that moment, the line between lover and voyeur blurred, leaving only a raw, unfiltered connection between them. She turned her head to meet his lips in a searing kiss, their shared desire igniting something deeper and more intense than either of them had anticipated.

Jordan’s eyes, dark with a storm of jealousy and raw need, roamed over Sarah’s body, taking in every detail: the flush on her skin, the faint red marks on her hips from the stranger’s grip, the glistening evidence of another man’s release trickling down her inner thigh.

His gaze was a physical touch, and Sarah shivered, a fresh wave of heat pooling in her thoroughly used pussy. She felt exposed, claimed, and utterly his.

“He marked you,” Jordan’s voice was a low, gravelly rasp, stripped of all its usual warmth. It was pure, undiluted possession.

She could only nod, her throat too tight for words.

In two swift strides, he was on her. His hands, familiar and yet suddenly foreign in their intensity, grabbed her shoulders and spun her around to face the mirror. He pressed his front against her back, his own arousal a hard, demanding ridge against her ass. His eyes met hers in the reflection, a blaze of hazel fire.

“Look,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. “Look at what he did to you. Look at what belongs to me.”

His hands slid down her arms, over the curve of her waist, and gripped her hips, his fingers covering the exact spots where the stranger’s had been. The symbolism was brutal, intentional. He was erasing the other man’s touch by claiming it for his own.

“He fucked you here,” Jordan growled, one hand sliding around to her stomach, pulling her back against his throbbing cock. “But this...” His other hand slid down, through the wetness on her thigh, his fingers plunging deep into her slick, swollen folds without warning. “...this is mine.”

Sarah cried out, her head falling back against his shoulder as his fingers invaded her. It was a reclaiming, a branding. He wasn’t gentle. He was possessive. He curled his fingers inside her, finding her most sensitive spots with an intimate knowledge the stranger could never have.

“You’re still so wet,” he muttered into her ear, his voice thick with a feral pride. “So fucking wet from him. But you’re gonna come for me.”

He worked his fingers in a ruthless, knowing rhythm, the heel of his palm grinding against her clit. It was too much, too soon after her last shattering climax, a delicious, overwhelming assault. Her knees buckled, but he held her upright, his body a cage of muscle and intent.

“Jordan... please...” she begged, unsure if she was asking him to stop or never to stop.

“Tell me you’re mine,” he demanded, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin of her neck. “Say it.”

“I’m yours!” The words tore from her, a ragged sob of pure surrender. “Always yours!”

Her admission was the key. With a grunt, he withdrew his soaking fingers. He fumbled with his belt and zipper, the sounds harsh and urgent. The moment his cock sprung free, he guided himself to her entrance. The broad, familiar head of him pressed against her, and she gasped, pushing back against him, needing him to fill the incredible emptiness the stranger had left behind.

“Look,” he ordered again, his voice a strained whisper as he notched himself at her core. “Watch me take back what’s mine.”

His eyes locked with hers in the mirror. And then he thrust.

It was not a gentle reunion. It was a claiming. He drove into her in one long, deep, punishing stroke, burying himself to the hilt. A guttural cry was ripped from both of them. Sarah’s vision whited out at the edges. He was stretching her, filling her so completely, so familiarly, that it felt like coming home and being conquered all at once.

“Fuck, Sarah,” he groaned, his body shuddering against hers. “So tight. Still so fucking tight around me.”

He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He set a brutal, possessive pace, fucking her with a raw intensity she had never experienced from him. Each deep drive was a punctuation mark. Mine. Mine. Mine. The sink rattled against the wall with the force of his thrusts. The mirror blurred as tears of overwhelm and ecstasy welled in her eyes.

His hands were everywhere—gripping her breasts, pinching her nipples, sliding down to where their bodies joined to feel his own cock plunging into her wetness. He was consuming her, erasing every trace of the stranger with his touch, his taste, his scent.

“You liked watching me, didn’t you?” she panted, the confession tumbling out in time with his thrusts. “You liked seeing me with him?”

His rhythm faltered for a second, a low growl rumbling in his chest. “It made me crazy,” he admitted, his voice ragged. “It made me so fucking hard I thought I’d explode. Seeing another man’s hands on you... seeing you come for him...” He slammed into her, a particularly deep thrust that stole her breath. “...it just made me want to fuck you harder than I ever have in my life.”

The honesty, the raw vulnerability beneath the dominant act, shattered her completely. Her third orgasm of the night began to coil, fed by his words, by his jealousy, by the incredible friction of his cock pounding into her overstimulated, sensitive flesh.

“I’m close...” she whimpered, her fingers scrambling for a hold on the slick sink. “Jordan, I’m so close...”

“Not yet,” he commanded, his pace becoming even more frantic, more desperate. “Wait for me. Come with me.”

He wrapped one arm tightly around her waist, holding her flush against him, and the other hand slid around her hip, his fingers finding her clit. The dual sensation was unbearable. He was fucking her deep and rough while his fingers worked her clit in frantic, perfect circles.

It was too much. The coil snapped.

Her climax was a silent, screaming thing at first, a powerful internal convulsion that clenched around his cock like a vise. Then the sound followed, a raw, broken cry as the waves of pleasure radiated outwards, turning her limbs to liquid. She shuddered violently in his grasp, her inner muscles milking him relentlessly.

Feeling her come undone around him was his final undoing. With a hoarse shout of her name, he buried himself as deep as possible and held there. She felt the hot, pulsing jet of his release flooding into her, a possessive, claiming warmth that seemed to go on forever. His body jerked against hers, his own release wracking through him as he poured himself into her, marking her from the inside out.

They collapsed together against the sink, both of them trembling, panting, slick with sweat. He stayed inside her, his weight a heavy, comforting pressure on her back. His lips found her shoulder, placing a soft, almost reverent kiss there, a stark contrast to the frenzy of moments before.

After a long moment, he softened and slipped out. He turned her slowly in his arms to face him. His hazel eyes searched hers, the storm in them finally calming to a warm, deep sea of love and a dawning, awe-struck realization.

“My god, Sarah,” he breathed, his thumb stroking her cheek. “That was...”

But he never finished the sentence. The bathroom door shuddered under a sudden, loud, impatient fist. The sound was jarring, ripping through the haze of afterglow that had settled over them. Both Sarah and Jordan froze, their hearts pounding in unison as the reality of their surroundings crashed back in. The club’s muffled bass thrummed through the walls, a reminder of the world waiting just beyond the door.

Jordan’s grip on Sarah tightened instinctively, his protective instincts flaring. His eyes darted to the door, then back to her, searching her face for guidance. “What do we do?” he whispered, his voice tinged with a mix of nerves and adrenaline. Sarah swallowed hard, her mind racing. She hadn’t thought this far ahead—hadn’t considered what would happen when the door opened and they were forced to confront the aftermath of what they’d done.

Another sharp knock echoed through the small space, more insistent this time. “Hey, come on! Some of us need to use the goddamn bathroom!” a gruff male voice called from the other side. Sarah’s cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and defiance. She glanced at Jordan, her lips quirking into a tentative smile despite the tension. “Well,” she murmured, her voice barely audible over the thudding music, “I guess we can’t hide in here forever.”

Jordan hesitated for a moment, then sighed, his shoulders relaxing slightly. He brushed a strand of hair from her face, his touch tender yet tinged with a lingering possessiveness. “Whatever happens next,” he said, his voice low but firm, “we face it together.” Sarah nodded, her heart swelling with a strange mix of fear and exhilaration. She wasn’t sure what the rest of the night would bring, but one thing was certain: this was only the beginning.

The door rattled again, louder this time, and Jordan stepped back, adjusting his clothes with a hurried efficiency. Sarah followed suit, smoothing down her dress and wiping the smudged makeup from her face. She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror—flushed, disheveled, and utterly alive. There was no going back now; the line had been crossed, and she couldn’t deny the thrill coursing through her veins.

“Ready?” Jordan asked, his hand on the doorknob. His eyes held hers, steady and unflinching. Sarah took a deep breath, her pulse quickening with a mix of anticipation and uncertainty. “Ready,” she replied, her voice steady despite the storm of emotions swirling inside her. With one last shared look, Jordan turned the knob and pulled the door open, stepping out into the pulsing chaos of the club with Sarah close behind. The night was far from over.
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