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The soft click of the door announced Victor’s arrival home. Laura looked up from the novel resting in her lap, a warm smile instantly gracing her lips. The living room was their sanctuary, bathed in the golden-orange light of the setting sun filtering through the large windows, highlighting dust motes dancing in the air. The scent of her earlier baking, a lazy attempt at banana bread, still lingered sweetly.

“Hey, you,” she said, her voice a comfortable melody.

“Hey, beautiful.” He dropped his briefcase by the door and crossed the room, leaning down to kiss her. It wasn’t just a peck; it was a long, slow kiss that tasted of mint and the faintest hint of coffee, a kiss that spoke of a long day apart and the deep relief of coming back together. His hand cupped her cheek, his thumb stroking her skin. This, she thought, this is what contentment feels like.

Later, after a simple dinner of pasta and a shared bottle of red wine, they were curled together on the sofa. Laura’s head was on his chest, rising and falling with his steady breath, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his shirt. The television was on, but it was just background noise, a murmur against the comfortable silence they shared.

Victor’s heartbeat, a steady thrum under her ear, began to quicken. She could feel the subtle tension coiling in his body, a shift in the atmosphere. He cleared his throat, a soft, nervous sound.

“Laur?” he began, his voice a decibel lower than usual.

“Hmm?” she murmured, nuzzling closer.

“I... there’s something I’ve been thinking about. A lot, actually.” He paused, and the hesitation was so unlike his usual confident self that Laura lifted her head to look at him. His brow was faintly furrowed, his gaze fixed somewhere on the far wall.

“You can tell me anything, you know that,” she said softly, her own curiosity now piqued.

He took a deep breath, finally meeting her eyes. The vulnerability she saw there made her heart clench. “It’s a fantasy. One I’ve had for... years, maybe. I’ve just... I’ve never had the courage to say it out loud.”

She stayed quiet, just watching him, giving him the space to find the words.

“The idea of...” He swallowed. “The idea of seeing you. With someone else.”

Laura blinked. The words hung in the air, simplistic and yet utterly complex. She straightened up slowly, pulling away just enough to see him fully. “What?” she asked, the word barely a whisper.

“Not like... not an affair,” he rushed to clarify, his hands gesturing vaguely as he searched for the right explanation. “Not something secret. Something we’d do together. Something... for us.” He took another steadying breath. “I fantasize about being at a club. Somewhere dark, loud, with that heavy beat you can feel in your chest. And I see you across the room. And you’re not mine in that moment. You’re this... incredible, radiant, untouchable creature that every man there wants.”

His words started to flow faster now, fueled by a nervous energy. “I’d watch you dance, knowing you’re doing it for me, knowing you’re putting on a show for your husband. But then... a guy would approach you. Someone handsome, confident. He’d buy you a drink. And you’d smile at him. And I’d watch from the shadows, my heart pounding, as he’d lean in, his hand finding the small of your back, pulling you closer on the dance floor.”

Laura’s mind was reeling. A cold trickle of anxiety dripped down her spine, momentarily overpowering the warm haze of the wine. “Victor... are you... are you saying you want me to sleep with another man?” The concept was so foreign, so antithetical to the life they had built, that she could hardly grasp it.

“I’m saying the thought of it... the thought of watching another man desire you, touch you, because I allowed it, because it was my fantasy... it... God, Laura, it fucking arouses me like nothing else.” The confession was raw, honest, and it left him looking utterly exposed.

Her concerns tumbled out in a rush. “But what if... what if I like it?” she asked, her voice small. “What if it changes how I feel about you? What if it changes how you feel about me? Seeing that... for real... it’s not a movie, Victor. It’s me. My body. What if you get jealous? What if you hate it? What if you hate me after?” The fears were primal, scratching at the foundation of their security.

He reached for her hands, his grip firm and reassuring. “Look at me. That’s why it’s a fantasy. It only works if it makes our bond stronger. If, at the end of the night, you come home to me. That you let another man make you feel good, but you come and tell me every detail while I reclaim every inch of you.” His eyes darkened with a possessive heat that was familiar and comforting. “I would never hate you. I would be the proudest, most turned-on husband on the planet, knowing that stunning woman chose to come home to me.”

Laura fell silent, absorbing his words. The initial shock was receding, replaced by a swirling, confusing maelstrom of emotions. Fear was still there, a sharp, serrated edge. But beneath it... something else was stirring. A flicker of... intrigue.

She thought about the power he was offering her. The audacity of it. To be desired not just by her husband, but for her husband. To be the center of such an intense, shared experience. Her skin prickled with a strange new heat. She imagined the scenario he painted—the thumping music, the anonymous eyes, the thrill of a stranger’s appraisal.

A faint, entirely unexpected thrum of arousal pulsed low in her belly. The wine, the intimacy of the moment, the raw honesty—it was all combining into a potent cocktail.

She looked down at their joined hands, then back up at him, her expression shifting from confused concern to something more thoughtful, more... curious. Her voice was quieter now, laced with a new, tentative energy. “So... this club... what kind of club are we talking about?”

Victor’s eyes widened slightly, and she could see the flicker of hope in them, mingled with a restrained excitement. He hesitated for a moment, as if weighing his words carefully. “It’s not just any club,” he began, his voice low and steady. “It’s... exclusive. Luxurious. The kind of place where people go to explore their desires openly but respectfully. There’s no pressure, no judgment. It’s a safe space.” His thumb brushed over her knuckles, a gesture meant to reassure her, to ground them both in the moment. 

“You’d be the center of attention,” he continued, his tone softening even further. “Dressed in something that makes you feel like the goddess you are. Everyone would see you, want you, but they’d know you were mine. And I’d be there, watching, feeling this... thrill that you’re doing this for us. For me.” His voice cracked slightly on the last word, betraying the depth of his desire, the vulnerability he still felt in laying this fantasy bare.

Laura exhaled slowly, her mind racing with images—images that both unsettled and intrigued her. She imagined herself walking into a dimly lit room, the air thick with anticipation, the hum of music vibrating through her body. A stranger’s eyes locking onto hers, a spark of something forbidden and electric. She felt a faint flutter in her chest, a mix of fear and something else—something darker, hotter. “And you’d be okay?” she asked softly, searching his face. “Really okay? Watching someone else... touch me?”

He nodded, his grip on her hands tightening just enough to convey his certainty. “I’d be more than okay. I’d be... consumed. Knowing that you were doing this because I asked, because it turns me on to see you like that—it would drive me wild. And afterwards...” He leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear as he whispered, “Afterwards, I’d make sure you remembered who you belong to. Every inch of you. I’d claim you in every way possible.”

Her cheeks flushed at his words, a heat spreading through her body that she hadn’t expected. She bit her lip, her gaze dropping to their hands again as she processed everything. The fear was still there, tangled up with a growing curiosity she couldn’t ignore. What would it feel like? she wondered. To let go of her inhibitions, to be desired by a stranger while her husband watched? To feel that power, that freedom, knowing it was all part of something they shared?

When she finally looked back up at him, her eyes held a new resolve—a spark of something daring. “Okay,” she said quietly, her voice trembling but steady. “I'll think about it.”

***
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The low, insistent thrum of the bassline vibrated through the soles of Laura’s shoes, a physical sensation that seemed to climb up her legs and settle deep in her core. The air in the club was thick, humid with body heat and the sweet, smoky scent of expensive cocktails. It was everything Victor had described—a cavern of shadow and shimmering light, where figures moved in a primal rhythm, half-hidden in the gloom.

Victor’s hand was a brand on the small of her back, guiding her through the crowd. He’d chosen her dress, a sinuous slip of emerald silk that clung to every curve and plunged daringly in the back. I feel like a prize, she thought, a tremor of something—fear, excitement, power—coursing through her. Every glance from a stranger felt like a physical touch, and she was hyper-aware of Victor beside her, his presence a steady anchor in the swirling chaos.

He found them a small, high-top table nestled against a wall, a vantage point that allowed them to see the entire pulsing dance floor. He leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, his voice a rough whisper that cut through the music. “You are the most beautiful woman in this room. Look at them. Look at them all watching you.”

She did. And she saw it. The lingering stares from men, the appreciative glances. A rush of dizzying power flowed through her. This is for him. This is all for him. The thought was a mantra, a permission slip.

Victor pressed a cool glass of champagne into her hand. “Dance,” he murmured, his blue eyes dark with an intensity that made her pussy clench. “Just dance. For me.”

He melted back into the shadows, leaving her alone, exposed under the shifting lights. For a moment, panic fluttered in her throat. She took a swift, fortifying sip of the bubbly wine, the alcohol a familiar warmth in her stomach. Then, she let the music take over. She closed her eyes, letting her hips find the beat, a slow, sensual sway that was just for herself, and for the man she knew was watching.

She lost herself in it, the thumping rhythm dictating the roll of her hips, the arch of her back. The silk of her dress whispered against her skin, and she imagined it was someone else’s hands. The fantasy was no longer abstract; it was here, in the heat, the noise, the lingering scent of a stranger’s cologne as he passed.

A presence materialized beside her. She sensed him before she saw him—a shift in the air, a new heat source. She opened her eyes.

He was tall, almost as tall as Victor, with short-cropped blond hair and a confident, easy smile. His white shirt was open at the collar, revealing a glimpse of a taut chest. His eyes, a warm brown, travelled over her with an open appreciation that made her skin flush.

“You move like you hear something the rest of us can’t,” he said, his voice a pleasant, low rumble that somehow carried over the music.

Laura’s heart hammered against her ribs. This was it. The script was coming to life. She offered a small, nervous smile. “Maybe I do.”

“Care to share the secret?” he asked, gesturing to the space around them, an unspoken invitation to dance.

Her gaze flickered instinctively toward the shadows where Victor stood. She couldn’t see his face clearly, only the broad outline of his shoulders, the intense stillness of his posture. But she could feel his gaze like a physical weight, hot and approving. He wants this. He’s loving this.

She turned back to the stranger, a new boldness surging through her. She nodded, a single, decisive dip of her chin.

He moved in front of her, not touching her yet, just mirroring her movements. His body was lean and powerful, his own dance a display of controlled grace. The space between them crackled with potential. He moved closer, his hand rising, not to her back, but hovering just beside her hip. A question.

Laura’s breath hitched. She gave another slight nod, her mouth suddenly dry.

His palm settled on her hip, his touch firm and warm even through the silk. A jolt of pure electricity shot through her. Oh God. This was real. A stranger’s hand was on her. And Victor was watching.

The man’s other hand found her other hip, and he gently pulled her into the rhythm of his own body. They weren’t just dancing near each other now; they were dancing together. The space between them vanished. Her back brushed against his chest, and she could feel the solid muscle of his torso, the heat radiating from him.

He leaned down, his voice a hot whisper against her ear, his breath stirring her hair. “You feel incredible.”

A soft, involuntary moan escaped her lips. The music pounded, a relentless soundtrack to her rising desire. His hands slid from her hips to her stomach, pulling her flush against him. She could feel the hard ridge of his cock pressing against the curve of her ass, a blatant, thrilling promise.

He’s hard. For me. The thought was a shot of pure adrenaline. She let her head fall back against his shoulder, exposing her throat, surrendering to the sensation. His stubble scratched the sensitive skin of her neck as he nuzzled her, and she shuddered.

One of his hands slid lower, palm flat against her lower belly, fingers splayed. The possessiveness of the gesture should have felt wrong, but it felt devastatingly right. It was everything Victor had promised—the anonymity, the raw, animalistic desire. His other hand crept higher, over her ribcage, his thumb brushing the sensitive underside of her breast through the thin silk.

A wave of heat flooded her, and she felt a corresponding dampness between her legs. Her pussy throbbed, aching with a need that was entirely for this stranger, yet completely for her husband.

His thumb circled her nipple, which was already a hard, aching peak against the fabric. She gasped, her hips pushing back against his erection involuntarily. A low groan rumbled in his chest, vibrating through her.

“Fuck, you’re responsive,” he breathed into her ear, his voice thick with his own desire. His fingers pinched her nipple gently, expertly, and stars exploded behind her eyes. The club, the people, everything blurred into a haze of sensation. There was only the music, the heat of this man behind her, and the searing knowledge of Victor’s gaze from the dark.

The stranger’s hand on her belly slid lower, his fingers tracing the top of her pubic bone through the silk. He wasn’t rushing. He was exploring her, claiming the territory Victor had offered. She was panting now, her body singing under his touch.

His fingertips dipped lower, pressing against the silk that was damp with her own arousal. He found the swollen nub of her clit and pressed down, a firm, circular pressure exactly where she needed it.

Laura cried out, the sound swallowed by the music. Her legs trembled, and she reached back, her hand gripping his thigh for support, feeling the rock-hard muscle there. She was so close already, teetering on the edge from the sheer taboo intensity of it all.

He rubbed her through the slick silk, his other hand still working her breast, his cock grinding against her ass. His mouth was on her neck, sucking lightly, and she knew he would leave a mark. A mark for Victor to see later.

The orgasm built rapidly, a coil of pure pleasure tightening deep inside her. She was dimly aware of her own whispers, pleas falling from her lips. “Yes... right there... don’t stop...”

He chuckled, a dark, sensual sound. “Not here, beautiful,” he murmured, his voice a wicked promise. “Let’s find someplace a little more... private.” His hand stilled its motion, leaving her aching and desperate on the precipice.

Her eyes flew open, searching frantically for Victor in the shadows.

His question hung in the humid air between them, a direct line from the fantasy Victor had painted in their living room to this very moment. Private. Her eyes, wide and glazed with arousal, found Victor’s shadowed form. She saw the slight, almost imperceptible nod, the gleam of his intense blue eyes in the dark. Permission. Encouragement. It was all the confirmation she needed.

Her voice was a husky whisper, barely audible over the thumping bass. “Yes.”

The stranger’s hand, still possessively low on her belly, guided her off the dance floor. They moved through a labyrinth of velvet curtains and dimly lit corridors, the sound of the club fading to a muffled pulse. Her heart was a frantic drum against her ribs, a wild counter-rhythm to the music. Every sense was heightened. The feel of his strong hand on her, the scent of his expensive cologne mixed with her own rising musk, the taste of champagne still on her tongue.

He pushed open a heavy door, revealing a small, lavish lounge. It was dominated by a deep, plum-colored chaise lounge. The lighting was a soft, seductive crimson, and the air was still, a stark contrast to the chaotic energy of the main club. But Laura’s attention wasn’t on the room. Her gaze was locked on the far wall.

It wasn’t a wall. It was a mirror, dark and tinted. And she knew, with a certainty that sent a fresh, dizzying wave of heat through her, that Victor was on the other side. Watching. He’s there. He’s seeing all of this.

The stranger turned her to face him, his brown eyes dark with intent. He didn’t kiss her. Instead, his hands came up to frame her face, his thumbs stroking her heated cheeks. “You are so fucking stunning,” he breathed, his voice full of genuine awe. He was looking at her like she was the only woman in the world, and for this moment, she was. His gaze dropped to her lips, then further down, taking in the rapid rise and fall of her chest, the visible evidence of her excitement.

Slowly, he sank to his knees before her.

The sight was so powerfully erotic that a soft gasp escaped her. He looked up at her, his expression a mix of reverence and raw hunger. His hands slid down her body, over the emerald silk, coming to rest on her hips. He leaned forward, nuzzling the faint dampness between her legs through the fabric, and she shuddered, her fingers instinctively tangling in his blond hair.

“I’ve wanted to taste you since the moment I saw you swaying to the music,” he murmured, his hot breath seeping through the silk, making her clit jump in anticipation.

But he didn’t use his mouth. Instead, his hands went to the delicate side ties of her dress. With a gentle tug, the knot came loose. The silk whispered away from her skin, pooling at her feet on the plush carpet. She stood before him, bathed in the crimson light, completely bare except for her high heels. The cool air brushed her nipples, hardening them into tight, aching peaks. She felt incredibly exposed, incredibly powerful.

His eyes drank her in, a low groan escaping him. “Christ.”

His hands slid up her thighs, over the curve of her hips, his touch worshipful. Then he leaned in again, but this time his mouth found the inside of her thigh. He placed a hot, open-mouthed kiss there, his tongue tracing a lazy path upward. She whimpered, her legs trembling. He was taking his time, drawing out the anticipation until it was a physical ache.

He moved to the other thigh, repeating the torturous process, his stubble scratching sensitively against her soft skin. She was panting now, her core clenched around nothing, wet and ready for him. Her gaze flickered to the mirror, to the unseen audience of one, and the knowledge that Victor was witnessing this intimate worship fueled her desire to a fever pitch.

Finally, finally, he pressed a soft kiss to her neatly trimmed mound. Then his tongue delved lower, finding her slit and giving one long, slow, flat lick from bottom to top.

Laura cried out, her head falling back. Her grip on his hair tightened. “Oh, God...”

He didn’t relent. He buried his face between her legs, his tongue a wicked, clever instrument. He licked and suckled at her folds, exploring every sensitive inch. He circled her throbbing clit with the very tip of his tongue, once, twice, a dozen times, never quite giving her the pressure she desperately needed. He was teasing her, building the pleasure until it was a tight, screaming coil in her belly.

“Please,” she begged, her voice ragged. “Please.”

He gave a low, dark chuckle against her pussy, the vibration setting every nerve ending alight. “Please what, beautiful?” he murmured, his words muffled against her wet flesh.

“I need... I need your cock,” she gasped, the words feeling both filthy and utterly right. For Victor. He wants to hear this.

Behind the tinted mirror, Victor’s breathing was shallow, his heart pounding as if it might burst from his chest. He was watching her. His wife, his beautiful Laura, bathed in crimson light, her body bared and trembling under the touch of another man. His hands gripped the edge of the chair he sat on, knuckles white from the effort of staying still. Every sound, every gasp, every moan from the other side of the glass sent a jolt of heat straight to his cock. He could feel it straining painfully against his trousers, aching with a mix of jealousy and raw, unrelenting desire.

He watched as the stranger sank to his knees before her, his hands sliding up her thighs, worshiping her curves with a reverence that made Victor’s chest tighten. Laura, he thought, her name a mantra in his mind. She’s doing this for me. The sight of her standing there, so vulnerable yet so powerful, was intoxicating. Her fingers tangled in the stranger’s hair as he nuzzled the dampness between her legs, and Victor felt a surge of something primal, possessive, and electric. He wanted to be the one touching her, tasting her, but knowing she was surrendering herself to this man for him made the experience even more potent.

When the stranger finally pressed his mouth to her pussy, Victor let out a low groan he couldn’t suppress. Her sharp cry of pleasure echoed in the small room, and he shifted in his seat, his arousal unbearable now. He could see her body quivering, her hips arching toward the stranger’s mouth as he devoured her with slow, deliberate strokes. Victor’s gaze flickered to her face—her eyes were closed, her lips parted in ecstasy—and then back down to where the man’s tongue was working magic on her most sensitive flesh. She’s so wet, he thought, his own cock twitching at the sight.

The moment she begged for the stranger’s cock—his cock—Victor felt a rush of euphoria. Her words were a direct line to his own fantasies, confirming everything he’d dreamed of. He watched, transfixed, as she took him into her mouth, her lips stretched around his thickness, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked. She’s mine, Victor thought fiercely, his hand moving unconsciously to his own crotch. Even now, even like this. The knowledge that she was doing this for him, that she was still his, was what made the scene so unbearably erotic.

When the stranger pulled away and laid her back on the chaise, Victor leaned forward, his eyes glued to the mirror. The man’s words—"Let’s give your husband a proper show"—sent a shiver down his spine. He knows I’m here. The thought added an illicit thrill to the moment, intensifying every sensation. Watching the stranger’s mouth descend on her pussy again, his fingers plunging into her wetness, Victor felt like he was teetering on the edge of madness. Laura’s cries were almost too much to bear, her orgasm ripping through her with such force that he felt it through her, as if he were part of it.

By the time the stranger whispered, “That was just the beginning,” Victor was trembling, his own need urgent and undeniable. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from Laura’s splayed form, her body still shaking with aftershocks. This is just the beginning, he repeated silently, his mind already racing with anticipation for what would come next.

That was all the encouragement he needed. He rose to his feet, his own arousal evident in the prominent bulge straining against his trousers. He didn’t undress. He simply freed his cock, and Laura’s breath hitched. He was thick and hard, the head already glistening. He stroked himself slowly, his eyes locked on hers.

“Open your mouth,” he commanded, his voice rough.

She obeyed without hesitation, parting her lips. She kept her eyes open, focused on the dark mirror, wanting Victor to see her absolute surrender.

He guided himself to her mouth, the warm, smooth head pressing against her lips. She opened wider, and he slid inside. The taste of him, musky and male, flooded her senses. She relaxed her jaw, letting him push deeper, her eyes watering slightly as he hit the back of her throat.

Mine. The thought was Victor’s, echoing in her mind. You’re doing this for me.

She began to move, taking him deeper with each pass. She used her tongue, swirling it around the sensitive head when he pulled back, then hollowing her cheeks to suck as he thrust forward. Her hands rested on his hips, feeling the powerful muscles there flex with each movement. The sounds were obscene and thrilling—her wet, ragged breaths, his low grunts of pleasure, the slick noise of her mouth working his cock.

She lost herself in the rhythm, in the act of pleasing this stranger for her husband. She was a conduit for their shared desire. She could feel his thighs beginning to tense, his thrusts becoming more urgent. His fingers twisted in her hair, not pulling, just holding.

“Fuck, your mouth... it’s incredible,” he groaned, his voice strained.

But just as she felt him begin to pulse on the edge of release, he pulled himself away from her lips with a wet pop. She looked up at him, dazed and confused, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening cock.

He was breathing heavily, a wicked smile playing on his lips. “Not yet,” he panted. “My turn.”

In one fluid motion, he lifted her and laid her back on the deep plum chaise. She sank into the softness, her body on display. He knelt between her legs, spreading her wide. He looked from her glistening, swollen pussy up to her face, and then directly at the mirror.

“Let’s give your husband a proper show,” he said, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper meant only for her, yet surely meant for Victor, too.

The stranger’s hands were on her hips, gripping her with a firm, possessive certainty that sent a fresh tremor through her spent body. Laura’s cheek was pressed against the cool, smooth fabric of the chaise, her vision filled with the dark, distorted reflection of the three of them in the tinted mirror. Her own wide, dazed eyes. The stranger’s powerful form, arched over her. And in the deepest shadows of the glass, the faintest outline of Victor—her husband, her anchor, her most ardent audience.

A soft, ragged sob escaped her lips, a mixture of overwhelming sensation and profound vulnerability. The stranger leaned over her, his chest blanketing her back, his mouth finding her ear.

“Shhh, beautiful,” he murmured, his voice a low, gravelly vibration against her skin. “Just feel it. He’s watching. He loves this.” His words were both a comfort and an accelerant, pouring directly onto the embers of her desire.

His hands smoothed over the curves of her ass, a possessive, appreciative caress that made her shiver. Then, she felt it. The blunt, insistent pressure of his cock, probing the slick, swollen entrance of her pussy. He was so much larger than Victor, the stretch a breathtaking, almost-too-much sensation. He didn’t thrust. He pressed. A slow, inexorable invasion that forced a low, guttural moan from her throat as her body yielded, accommodating his thick length inch by exquisite inch.

He’s inside me. The thought was a lightning strike. A stranger is inside me, and Victor is watching him do it.

He filled her completely, a deep, stretching fullness that was entirely new. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, letting her feel every millimeter of him. The world narrowed to that single, searing point of connection. She could feel his heart hammering against her back, the dampness of his skin, the faint tremble in his own thighs.

Then he moved.

He withdrew almost completely, a slow, torturous slide that made her gasp at the loss, before plunging back into her depths with a single, powerful thrust that punched the air from her lungs. Oh, God.

A rhythm began, each stroke a masterclass in controlled force. He wasn’t frantic; he was deliberate, each movement calculated to maximize sensation. His thrusts were long and deep, a piston driving into her very core. The wet, slapping sound of their bodies meeting filled the small room, a lewd soundtrack to the scene in the mirror.

Laura’s fingers scrabbled for purchase on the chaise, her knuckles white. Pleasure, sharp and electric, began to coil deep within her again, so soon after her first shattering peak. It was different this time—deeper, more penetrating, a result of his size and the raw, primal angle of his possession. Each inward stroke brushed a spot inside her that made her see stars, a sweet, constant pressure that had her moaning with every exhale.

His hands tightened on her hips, pulling her back onto his cock with every thrust, ensuring he reached the deepest part of her. “That’s it,” he grunted, his voice strained with his own effort. “Take it. Take every fucking inch. Let him see how well you take a cock that isn’t his.”

The filthy words, spoken for Victor’s benefit, spiraled through her, mingling with the pleasure, amplifying it. Her eyes, glassy with ecstasy, were locked on the mirror, on the shadow that was her husband. Is he enjoying this? Is this what he wanted to see? The thought was answered by a particularly deep thrust that made her cry out, her back arching. Yes. He must be. This is everything.

Behind the glass, Victor was indeed transfixed, a prisoner of his own devising. His hand was wrapped around his own aching cock, stroking in time with the stranger’s thrusts, a frantic, mimicked rhythm. Seeing her body jolt with the force of the man’s penetration, hearing the wet, rhythmic sounds of their coupling—it was the most potent aphrodisiac he’d ever known. A possessive jealousy burned in his gut, but it was inextricably twisted with a pride so intense it bordered on pain. Look at her. She’s magnificent. She’s doing this for me.

The stranger changed his angle slightly, leaning over her further, and the new position made Laura gasp. He was hitting something profound, a place that sent shockwaves of pleasure radiating through her entire body. Her moans became constant, a broken stream of sound. One of his hands slid from her hip, around her thigh, his fingers finding her dripping slit from behind. He pressed his thumb against her throbbing clit, applying a firm, circular pressure.

The dual assault was too much. The coil inside her, wound so impossibly tight, snapped.

Her orgasm detonated without warning, a cataclysm of sensation that tore a raw, screaming cry from her throat. Her pussy clamped down around his invading cock, a series of violent, rhythmic convulsions that milked his length. Her vision whited out, her entire universe condensing into the explosive pleasure ripping through her core. She was barely aware of the stranger groaning loudly above her, his own thrusts becoming erratic and forceful as her inner muscles clenched and fluttered around him.

He drove into her one last, final time, burying himself to the hilt as his own release claimed him. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his cum flooding her depths, a claiming so intimate and so illicit that a second, smaller aftershock trembled through her. He collapsed over her, his weight a heavy, comforting anchor as they both shuddered through the final waves of their climax.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Laura felt boneless, utterly spent, her mind a blissful blank. The stranger nuzzled the sweat-dampened hair at her nape, pressing a soft, almost tender kiss there.

Behind the mirror, Victor’s own breath hitched, his hand stilling on his cock. The sight of the stranger’s final, possessive thrust, the knowledge of his release inside Laura—it was the pinnacle of the fantasy. It was also its end. A fierce, overwhelming need rose in him, a need to reclaim what was his.

The stranger shifted, his softening cock slipping from her with a wet, intimate sound that echoed in the quiet room. He rolled off her, lying beside her on the chaise. Laura remained on her stomach, unable to move, feeling the warm trickle of their combined release between her thighs.

He traced a lazy pattern on the small of her back. “Your husband is a very lucky man,” he said, his voice hoarse.

Laura turned her head, her eyes finding the mirror again. The shadow was gone. A new kind of tension threaded through her spent muscles. Where is he?

The door creaked open, and Victor filled the frame, his broad shoulders blocking the crimson light from the hall. The air in the lounge, thick with sex and sweat, seemed to crackle with a new, electric current. His blue eyes, usually so warm for her, were dark pools of pure, unadulterated hunger, fixed on Laura’s splayed, glistening form on the chaise.

The stranger, lounging beside her, merely smiled, a lazy, satisfied curve of his lips. He made no move to cover himself or her. “I believe this belongs to you,” he said, his voice a low rumble of amusement.

Victor didn’t even glance at him. His entire world had narrowed to Laura. To the sight of her well-fucked pussy, the evidence of another man’s possession slick on her inner thighs. A possessive growl started deep in his chest. Mine.

Laura’s breath hitched, her green eyes wide, a tumultuous mix of residual ecstasy, shock, and a sudden, fierce need for her husband. “Victor...” His name was a whisper, a plea, a confession.

He crossed the room in three long strides, his movements predatory, deliberate. He didn’t speak. He simply reached for her, his hands—those strong, familiar hands she loved—clamping onto her hips. He pulled her off the chaise, turning her to face him, her back now against the soft plum fabric. The stranger watched, a silent, approving spectator to the final act.

Victor’s gaze scorched a path down her body, taking in every detail: the bloom of a faint bruise on her neck, the sheen of perspiration on her breasts, the beautiful, swollen mess between her legs. The jealousy he’d felt behind the glass wasn’t gone; it was fused now with a pride so potent it was dizzying. She did this. For us.

“Look at you,” he finally rasped, his voice rough with emotion. He traced a single fingertip through the wetness on her thigh, bringing it to his lips, his eyes locked on hers. He tasted them both—her arousal, the stranger’s release. The act was so primal, so shockingly intimate, that a fresh flood of heat soaked Laura’s already drenched folds. “You are so fucking beautiful like this.”

He didn’t bother with undressing. He fumbled with his belt, the clink of the buckle loud in the quiet room. He pushed his trousers and briefs down just enough to free himself. His cock sprang out, thick and violently erect, the head dark and weeping. It was a part of him she knew intimately, the feel of it, the taste of it, the way it filled her. But seeing it now, after the stranger’s, it looked like home.

He gripped himself, stroking his length once, slicking it with the precum beading at the tip. His other hand grabbed her knee, hooking it over his hip, opening her up to him completely. He pressed the broad head of his cock against her sensitive, well-used entrance. She was so slick, so open, but still so tight for him. His fit was different. It was known. It was everything.

“This is mine,” he growled, the words a promise and a claim. “This pussy is mine. Tell me.”

“Yours,” she breathed instantly, her back arching, trying to impale herself on him. “Always yours, Victor. Please.”

With a single, powerful thrust, he buried himself to the hilt.

Laura screamed. It wasn’t a scream of pain, but of overwhelming sensation. The feeling of being filled by him, so soon after the stranger, was utterly seismic. Where the stranger’s size had been a thrilling stretch, Victor’s was a perfect, soul-deep possession. He filled her in a way that went beyond physicality, touching a place inside her that belonged only to him. It was a reclamation, a reassertion of their bond, and it was the most erotic thing she had ever experienced.

He didn’t give her a moment to adjust. He set a brutal, punishing pace from the start, each drive of his hips a statement. His hands gripped her ass, lifting her, angling her so that every thrust smashed against her cervix, igniting fireworks behind her eyes. The wet, slapping sound of their bodies meeting was louder, more visceral than before.

“He watched me take you,” the stranger said from the chaise, his voice a dark, turned-on murmur. “Now watch me watch him take you back.”

The comment should have shattered the moment. Instead, it heightened it. Laura’s eyes, which had been squeezed shut in pleasure, flew open. She looked from Victor’s fiercely concentrated face to the stranger’s amused, aroused gaze. She was the nexus of their shared desire, the object of a fantasy made devastatingly real. It was too much. It was everything.

Victor’s rhythm became frantic, his control shattering. “You liked it, didn’t you?” he grunted, his voice strained with the effort of his thrusts. “You liked his cock in my pussy.”

“Yes!” she cried, the admission torn from her. It was the truth, and he needed to hear it. “I loved it. I loved it because it was for you. It made me want you more.”

Her words unleashed something feral in him. His hand snaked between their pounding bodies, his thumb finding her oversensitive, throbbing clit. The pressure was immediate, expert, knowing her body better than she knew it herself. He circled the swollen nub, his touch just on the right side of rough.

The dual assault was catastrophic. The coil, which had never fully unwound, spiraled tighter and tighter, pulled taut by Victor’s possessive fucking and his intimate knowledge of her pleasure. She could feel the stranger’s cum inside her, feel Victor stirring it up with each powerful stroke, claiming it, claiming her.

“I’m gonna come,” she sobbed, her nails digging into his forearms. “Victor, I’m gonna come all over your cock.”

“Do it,” he commanded, his breath hot against her neck. “Come for me. Show him who makes you come. Show him who you belong to.”

The orgasm erupted like a supernova. It wasn’t the sharp, screaming peak the stranger had given her; this was a deeper, more profound detonation that shook her to her very foundation. Her pussy clamped down on Victor’s cock in a series of violent, rhythmic pulses, milking him, pulling him deeper into her convulsing heat. A raw, guttural cry was torn from her throat, a sound of pure, unadulterated possession.

Feeling her climax, Victor’s own control shattered. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, he buried himself as deep as he could go, his own release roaring through him. She felt the hot, pulsing jet of his cum flooding her, mixing with the stranger’s, a final, ultimate claim. His name was a prayer on her lips as he collapsed over her, his weight a comforting, familiar anchor.

For long moments, there was only the sound of their ragged breaths and the heavy, satisfied silence from the chaise.

Victor finally lifted his head, brushing the sweat-dampened hair from her forehead. His eyes were soft now, the fierce possession replaced by a awe-struck love. “Laura...” he whispered.

From the side, the stranger shifted, rising to his feet with a quiet grace. He dressed with an efficient, unselfconscious ease. He paused at the door, looking back at them—Victor still buried inside her, their bodies joined, both spent and shaking.

“Like I said,” he murmured, a genuine smile in his voice. “A very lucky man.” And with that, he slipped out, leaving them alone in the crimson glow.

Victor’s cock, already softening, slipped from her with a soft, wet sound. He gathered her into his arms, holding her tightly against his chest. She could feel his heart hammering against her cheek, a wild echo of her own.

She looked up at him, her voice a husky whisper. “Now what?” The question hung between them, laden with the weight of everything that had just transpired. Her body still trembled from the aftershocks of her climax, her pussy still pulsing faintly, hot and swollen from being so thoroughly claimed. She could feel his cum inside her, mingling with the stranger’s, a tangible reminder of the forbidden fantasy they had just brought to life.

Victor’s arms tightened around her, his chest rising and falling as he caught his breath. He pressed a kiss to the top of her head, his lips lingering there as though he couldn’t quite believe she was real. “Now,” he said slowly, his voice rough but tender, “we figure out what this means for us.” His hand trailed down her back, fingertips brushing over the curve of her spine in a gesture that was both possessive and reassuring. He didn’t regret it. She could feel that in the way he held her, in the way his heartbeat seemed to sync with hers. But there was a new intensity in his gaze, a hunger that hadn’t been fully sated.

Laura exhaled shakily, her mind still reeling. The sensation of another man’s cock inside her, the way Victor had reclaimed her so fiercely—it was all overwhelming, intoxicating, terrifying. “I didn’t think it would feel like this,” she admitted softly, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his chest. “So raw. So... powerful. I wasn’t expecting you to be so...” She paused, searching for the right word. “Possessive.”

A low chuckle rumbled in his chest, and he tilted her chin up so their eyes met. “You’re mine, Laura. Always have been. Always will be.” His thumb brushed over her bottom lip, his expression softening. “But seeing you like that... it did something to me. Something primal. I wanted to remind you who you belong to.”

Her breath hitched at his words, a fresh surge of heat pooling low in her belly. The idea that he could be so turned on by watching her with another man—that it could ignite something so fierce and undeniable in him—was both thrilling and unnerving. “And what if...” she began hesitantly, her voice barely audible, “what if I want to do it again?”

Victor’s eyes darkened, his grip on her tightening almost imperceptibly. “Then we’ll talk about it,” he said firmly, his tone leaving no room for doubt. “But know this—you’re mine, Laura. No matter what happens, no matter who else you let inside you, I’ll always be the one who comes back to claim you.”

She nestled closer to him, her heart pounding as she let his words sink in. The night had been a whirlwind of emotions—fear, desire, jealousy, and an overwhelming sense of connection. And now, as they lay there tangled together, she couldn’t help but wonder where this new path would lead them. For now, though, she was content to stay in his arms, feeling the steady rhythm of his heartbeat against her skin, knowing that no matter what, he was hers, just as much as she was his.
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