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The low thrum of the bassline from their stereo vibrated through the floorboards, a familiar pre-game ritual. Scarlett’s silhouette swayed in the soft light of the bedroom, a vision in crimson lace as she adjusted the stays of her corset. Joel watched from the doorway, a cold beer sweating in his hand, his chest tightening with a cocktail of adoration and a nervous, thrumming anticipation that was entirely new.

“Almost ready,” she murmured, catching his eye in the mirror’s reflection. Her smile was a warm, intimate thing meant only for him. “You’re staring, my love.”

“Can’t help it.” His voice was rougher than he intended. He crossed the room, setting his bottle down on the dresser with a soft click. The scent of her perfume, jasmine and vanilla, filled his head as he stepped behind her. His hands found the familiar curve of her hips, the rigid boning of the corset under his palms. He leaned in, pressing a kiss to the delicate junction of her neck and shoulder. God, she smelled good.

“You’re going to be the most stunning woman there,” he said into her skin, his words a low rumble. His fingers traced the top edge of the lace, brushing the warm, bare skin of her back. Every fucking time, it hits me. She’s mine.

Scarlett leaned back into his touch, a soft, contented sound escaping her lips. “We’re just watching tonight, right? Like always?”

The question hung in the air, the perfect opening he’d been nervously crafting all day. His hands stilled on her waist. He could feel his own heartbeat, a frantic drum against his ribs. Just say it.

“Actually... I was thinking.” He turned her slowly to face him. Her dark eyes, alight with curiosity, searched his. He saw the trust there, absolute and unwavering, and it almost made him choke on the words. He took a steadying breath. “I was thinking maybe we could... do more than watch tonight.”

Her brows knitted together, a faint, playful smile touching her lips. “Joel, you know I’m not a switch. I don’t want to dominate anyone else. I just want to serve you.”

“It’s not that.” He swallowed, the words feeling like gravel in his throat. “It’s... it’s about you. My fantasy. The one I’ve never told you.”

Her playful expression softened into genuine curiosity. She placed a hand on his chest, right over his hammering heart. “You can tell me anything. You know that.”

He closed his eyes for a second, gathering the frayed ends of his courage. When he opened them, he held her gaze, forcing himself to be honest, to lay himself bare. “I want to see you with someone else, Scarlett. I want to watch another man fuck you.”

The silence that followed was absolute. The music from the other room seemed to fade into a dull buzz. The warmth in her eyes cooled, replaced by a flicker of shock, then confusion, and the first sharp edge of hurt. Her hand dropped from his chest.

“What?” The word was a whisper, brittle and disbelieving. “Joel, what are you talking about? Is this... is this some kind of test?”

“No! Fuck, no. Never.” He grabbed her hands, holding them tightly, needing her to feel his sincerity. “It’s not a test. It’s a desire. A deep, fucking powerful one. The thought of it... it excites me. The idea of seeing you be the center of attention, watching you take your pleasure from someone new, while you know I’m there, watching, loving every second of your ecstasy...” His words were tumbling out now, a rushed, desperate confession. “It doesn’t come from a place of lack. It comes from a place of... of overwhelming abundance. Because you are so completely mine that the idea of sharing you, of seeing you worshipped by someone else, just makes my claim on you feel even more powerful. It makes me fucking hard just thinking about it.”

He watched the play of emotions on her face—the initial hurt morphing into a deep, concerned frown. “Joel, I don’t... I don’t understand. Are you saying you’re not enough for me? Because you are. You are everything. The thought of being with someone else... it feels like a betrayal.” Her voice cracked on the last word.

“It’s not a betrayal if it’s a gift I’m begging for,” he insisted, his thumb stroking the back of her hand. “It’s the ultimate submission, Scarlett. You, giving yourself over to a new sensation, for us. For our thrill. And me, surrendering my sole claim on your body for one night, trusting you so completely that the idea of you coming on another man’s cock doesn’t scare me... it thrills me. I want to see your face when he enters you. I want to hear the sounds you make for him.”

He saw it then, the first crack in her wall of doubt. A faint, almost imperceptible flush crept up her chest. Her lips, which had been pressed into a thin line of worry, parted slightly. She wasn’t pulling her hands away.

“You... you’ve really thought about this,” she stated, her voice quieter, more contemplative.

“Constantly.” The admission was a relief. “When we’re at Viktor’s, my eyes aren’t on the subs or the Doms. They’re on you. I imagine you on your knees for someone. I imagine you bent over one of those benches, someone taking you from behind while I watch. I imagine the look on your face when you come for him, and then you turn and look at me, and you know it’s our secret, our game.” He brought her hands to his lips, kissing her knuckles. “I want to see you be a fucking goddess for someone else, knowing you’ll always come home to me.”

Scarlett was silent for a long moment, her gaze fixed on their joined hands. He could practically see the thoughts turning over behind her eyes, the fears wrestling with this new, shocking concept. The fear of hurting him, the fear of it changing their relationship, the social taboo—it was all there. But so was something else now. A spark.

She slowly lifted her eyes to his, and the doubt was still there, but it was now mingled with a dawning, hesitant curiosity. “You...” she started, her voice a husky whisper. “You would really want that? To just... watch?”

“More than I’ve ever wanted anything in the scene,” he breathed, his hope surging. He saw her pupils dilate, a telltale sign her body was responding even if her mind was still catching up.

A slow, speculative look crossed her face. She bit her lower lip, a nervous habit he adored. “And... who would you want to see me with?”

Joel’s blood sang. She’s considering it. Holy fuck, she’s actually considering it. He fought to keep his voice even, not to scare her off with his escalating excitement. “Whoever you find attractive. It would be your choice. Always. Your pleasure is the only thing that matters.”

She was still for another heartbeat, then she gave his hands a slight squeeze before pulling away. She turned back to the mirror, not to look at herself, but to avoid looking directly at him, as if the intensity of his gaze was too much. She ran her fingers along the edge of the vanity, her mind clearly racing a million miles a minute.

“I don’t know,” she finally said, but the rejection he’d feared wasn’t in her tone. It was pure, unadulterated contemplation. “The party is in an hour. This is... a lot to process, Joel.”

“I know it is.” He didn’t push. He just waited, his entire world narrowing to the space between them.

She took a deep breath, her chest rising and falling against the constriction of the corset. Then she looked at his reflection in the glass, her expression unreadable but no longer closed off. A new, tentative energy hummed around her.

“Let’s just go to the party,” she said, her voice softer now, laced with something that sounded like... possibility. “We don’t have to decide anything tonight. But... I’ll look. Okay? I’ll just... look.”

***
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The heavy oak door to Viktor’s townhouse swung inward, releasing a wave of sound and scent that was as familiar as it was electrifying. The low thrum of a bassline pulsed through the floorboards, mingling with the faint, sweet smell of expensive candles and the sharper, more animalistic scent of warmed leather and clean sweat. Joel’s hand found the small of Scarlett’s back, a familiar anchor point, his palm radiating a reassuring heat through the crimson lace of her corset.

Her dark eyes, wide and absorbing, scanned the sprawling main room. It was a living tableau of controlled hedonism. In one corner, a woman arched her back over a velvet-padded horse, her pleased sighs harmonizing with the sharp, precise crack of a flogger meeting its target. Across the room, a couple moved together in a slow, sinuous dance, his hands gripping her hips, her head thrown back in silent ecstasy. It was a world they knew, a theater of consensual surrender they usually observed from the plush sidelines. Tonight, the stage felt different.

Her pulse was a frantic drum against her ribs, a rhythm entirely her own beneath the composed facade. She was looking, just as she’d promised. A man with kind eyes and broad shoulders. Another, younger, with an intense stare. They were possibilities, shapes in a fog. None of them... landed.

Then her gaze found Viktor.

He was not participating. He was presiding. Leaning against the marble mantelpiece, a crystal tumbler of amber liquid held loosely in one hand, he observed his domain with the calm authority of a conductor before an orchestra. His sharp features were cast in partial shadow, the planes of his cheekbones catching the red-tinted light. He was taller than most in the room, his athletic build evident even in his relaxed stance, encased in a simple black shirt that did little to conceal the power coiled beneath.

As if sensing the weight of her stare, his head turned. His eyes, a cool, penetrating grey, locked onto hers from across the room. It wasn’t a leer or a casual glance. It was an assessment, a silent question that bypassed Joel entirely and went straight to the core of her. A hot flush, entirely separate from the room’s temperature, crept up her neck. She felt her cheeks grow warm.

Joel’s voice was a low murmur in her ear, his breath stirring her hair. “See anything you like?”

She couldn’t look away from Viktor. “I’m... looking.”

Viktor’s lips curved into a faint, knowing smile. He didn’t approach. He simply acknowledged her perusal, his gaze dipping for a fraction of a second to the deep swell of her breasts above the corset, then back to her eyes, as if asking for permission. The air between them seemed to thicken, charged with an unspoken potential that made the base of her spine tingle.

“Fuck, Joel,” she whispered, her voice husky. “He’s watching me.”

“I know he is.” Joel’s tone was tight, layered with a thrilling blend of jealousy and raw excitement. His fingers pressed more firmly into her back. “He sees what I see. Tell me what you’re thinking, Scarlett. Be nasty for me. Tell me exactly what you’re thinking.”

She finally tore her eyes from Viktor to look at her husband, her dominant, the man who held her entire trust. Seeing the desperate hunger in his intense gaze unlocked something in her. The filter dissolved.

“I’m thinking about his fucking hands,” she breathed, the words feeling illicit and powerful. “I’m wondering how they would feel on me instead of yours. If his grip would be harder. If he’d pin my wrists above my head while he fucking Mounted me right here in front of everyone. In front of you.”

Joel made a rough sound in his throat, a guttural approval. “Go on.”

Emboldened, her focus returned to Viktor, who was still watching, his expression now one of deep, patient amusement. “I’m imagining his mouth. Not on my mouth. I want to feel his fucking teeth on my neck. I want him to bite my shoulder while he’s buried deep inside me. I want to feel how different his cock feels, Joel. I want to know if he’s thicker than you. I want to feel every fucking inch of him stretching me open while you watch.”

Each filthy confession was a key turning in a lock deep within her, unleashing the submissive desire she usually reserved solely for her husband. But this was for him. This was his fantasy, and she was giving it to him with both hands, painting it in the most graphic, visceral detail she could muster.

As if on cue, Viktor finally moved. He pushed off the mantel and began to walk toward them, his stride effortless, cutting through the crowd that seemed to instinctively part for him. He didn’t look at anyone else. His entire focus was on Scarlett, a predator homing in on its chosen prey.

He stopped a foot away, his presence overwhelming. The scent of his cologne, something dark and woody, cut through the room’s other smells. His grey eyes flicked to Joel, a nod of respect between men who understood the rules of this particular game, before returning to Scarlett.

“Scarlett,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated in the space between them. “A vision in crimson. It demands attention.” His gaze swept over her, not as an object, but as a piece of exquisite art he was appreciating. “It demands a reaction.”

Joel’s hand was a brand on her back. “She was just telling me what she wants, Viktor.”

“Was she?” Viktor’s smile deepened. He reached out, not for her, but for a loose tendril of her silky hair that had escaped its twist. He didn’t touch her skin. He merely tucked it back with a single, deliberate finger, the gesture impossibly intimate. His knuckle brushed the shell of her ear. A jolt of pure, undiluted lust shot straight to her core, so sudden and intense her knees nearly buckled.

“And what is it you want, Scarlett?” Viktor asked, his voice dropping to a register meant only for them. His eyes held hers, refusing to let her look away. “Use your words. Tell me what you need.” 

The command was soft but unyielding, a velvet-lined steel that sent a shiver coursing down her spine. Her lips parted, but the words caught in her throat, tangled with the weight of her desire and the unfamiliar thrill of being so brazenly seen by another man. She felt exposed, raw, as if Viktor’s gaze had peeled back every layer of her composure and left her bare. Yet, beneath the vulnerability, there was a spark of something electric, something dangerously alluring. 

Joel’s hand on her back pressed firmer, silently urging her on. “Go ahead, baby,” he murmured, his voice rough with anticipation. “Tell him. I want to hear it.” 

Her eyes flicked briefly to her husband, seeking—and finding—his unwavering support. Drawing a shaky breath, she turned back to Viktor. “I want... I want to feel you,” she began, her voice trembling but clear. “I want your hands on me. Not just for a moment, but everywhere. I want to know how it feels when someone else touches me, when someone else owns me.” 

Viktor’s lips curved into a slow, predatory smile, though his expression remained calm, almost maddeningly patient. He leaned in slightly, just enough for his scent to envelop her—dark, masculine, intoxicating. “And what else?” he pressed, his tone deliberate, each word a carefully placed step in this dance of power and submission. “You’ve thought about this. I can see it in your eyes. So tell me, Scarlett. What are the details of your fantasy? How do you want it to happen?” 

She swallowed hard, her pulse racing as the images flooded her mind. “I want you to take me,” she admitted, her voice low but steady now, every syllable dripping with intent. “Not in some private corner where no one can see. I want the room to watch. I want them to see how you make me come undone. I want Joel to see it, too—to see how someone else can dominate me, how someone else can make me beg.” 

Viktor’s smile deepened, a glint of satisfaction in his grey eyes. He shifted ever so slightly closer, his presence overwhelming yet controlled. “Good girl,” he said, the praise sending a bolt of heat straight to her core. “You’re doing so well. But I need to hear the rest. What do you want from me specifically? Where do you want my hands? My mouth? My cock? Be precise, Scarlett. Leave nothing out.” 

Her breath hitched, the intensity of his gaze and the force of his questions pushing her deeper into the moment. “I want your hands on my hips,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. “I want them gripping me so hard I can feel the bruises forming tomorrow. I want your mouth on my neck, your teeth marking me as yours. And your cock...” She hesitated for a heartbeat before pushing forward, her words spilling out in a rush of honesty. “I want it deep inside me, Viktor. I want to feel every inch of you stretching me open, filling me completely while Joel watches. I want to know how it feels when someone else fucks me.” 

Joel’s sharp intake of breath behind her was punctuated by a low groan, but Vikor’s reaction was far more controlled. He stepped even closer, the heat of his body radiating against hers as he reached out to brush a single fingertip along her collarbone. The touch was feather-light yet searing, a promise of what was to come. “Then I’ll give you exactly what you asked for,” he murmured, his voice like dark honey. “And more.”

The air in the grand room seemed to contract, pulling the three of them into a tighter orbit. Viktor’s fingertip, still tracing the delicate line of Scarlett’s collarbone, felt like a brand. His promise hung between them, a vow that was already being fulfilled.

With seamless authority, he turned her away from the watching crowd, his body a shield and a cage. His hands settled on the laces of her crimson corset. *“Let’s begin by unwrapping my gift,” he murmured, his voice a low vibration against her ear.

Joel watched, his own breathing shallow, as Viktor’s long, skilled fingers made quick work of the intricate knots. The leather laces hissed through the grommets, a sound of imminent surrender. The corset loosened its firm embrace, and Viktor peeled it from her torso with a slow, worshipful slowness that was its own form of torture. The soft rustle of the lace giving way was obscenely loud in the anticipatory silence surrounding them. He dropped the garment to the plush carpet, a splash of red at their feet.

Scarlett stood in only her stockings and heels, the cool air a shock against her heated skin. Her full breasts, freed, felt heavy and sensitive. Viktor didn’t make her wait. His palms, warm and slightly rough, slid up her sides to cup their full weight. A soft sound, half-gasp, half-sigh, escaped her lips. He squeezed, testing her softness, his thumbs circling her peaked nipples with a pressure that made her knees feel unreliable.

“So responsive,” he observed, his gaze locking with Joel’s over her shoulder. “Every part of her sings with it.”

Then he bent his head. His mouth was hot and wet as it closed over one taut peak. He didn’t just suckle; he devoured her. His tongue lashed the hardened nub with a relentless, rhythmic friction that drew a sharp, keening cry from her throat. The sensation was electric, a direct line of pure pleasure that arced straight to her core, making her clench around nothing. He moved to the other breast, giving it the same thorough, mind-numbing attention, his teeth grazing her with just enough bite to make her jolt.

He sank to his knees before her, his hands gripping the backs of her thighs. *“Now, let me taste what’s mine to play with.”

He buried his face between her legs without ceremony. The first flat stroke of his tongue, from her entrance to the aching bud of her clit, was so sudden and so intense that Scarlett’s entire body shuddered. A raw, guttural moan was torn from her. Joel’s presence, his watchful eyes, faded into a distant buzz. There was only the agonizingly slow, expert work of Viktor’s mouth.

He ate her pussy with a focused intensity, his tongue circling her clit with a maddening, perfect pressure before dipping lower to thrust shallowly into her. He was mapping her, learning exactly what made her hips jerk and her breath catch in ragged sobs. The wet, filthy sounds of his mouth on her filled the space, a soundtrack to her unraveling. One of his hands came up, his thumb finding her clit and rubbing tight, insistent circles while his tongue continued to fuck into her.

“She’s dripping for me, Joel,” Viktor said, his voice thick with her taste. “Come feel how wet your wife is for another man’s mouth.”

Joel moved then, a dark, possessive shadow. He came behind her, his chest pressing against her back, his hands steadying her trembling hips. In his hands were a set of soft leather cuffs and a black rubber ball gag. *“Open for me, Scarlett,” he commanded, his own voice rough with desire.

Overwhelmed by the dual sensations—Viktor’s mouth wreaking havoc below and Joel’s solid presence behind her—she obeyed, parting her lips. Joel fitted the gag into her mouth, the strap snug behind her head, silencing her moans, reducing them to muffled, desperate hums. The act of being silenced while being so thoroughly pleasured sent a fresh wave of submission crashing through her.

As Viktor continued his relentless assault on her pussy, Joel took her wrists, clasping them firmly in the cuffs. He pulled her arms behind her back, the leather straps holding her in a secure, inescapable embrace. She was utterly bound, utterly open, utterly at their mercy.

Viktor slid two fingers into her, crooking them to find that perfect spot inside her. Scarlett’s back arched, a silent scream captured by the gag. He finger-fucked her with a steady, piston-like rhythm, his thumb maintaining its pressure on her clit, his mouth sucking gently on the tender flesh of her inner thigh. The world narrowed to the building coil of pleasure in her belly, a tight spring threatening to snap.

“Look at her,” Viktor growled, his eyes on Joel. “Look at how her body takes me. She’s so fucking wet, so ready. She wants to come on my fingers while her husband watches. Isn’t that right, Scarlett? You want to fucking come for us.”

The question was a command. The pressure built, a cresting wave of sensation that was too much, too intense. Her muffled cries grew higher, more frantic. Her body was a live wire, every nerve ending screaming. She was right there, teetering on the very edge, her entire being focused on the brutal, wonderful friction of his fingers and the approving gaze of the two men who held her captive.

Viktor’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming harder, deeper, each movement claiming her with a possessive urgency that left no room for hesitation. His fingers pistoned into her wetness, the slick sounds of her arousal mingling with his low growls of encouragement. “Come on, then,” he urged, his voice a dark promise, dripping with dominance. “Let me feel you come all over my fucking hand.”

Scarlett’s body was a taut string, vibrating with the tension of impending release. Every fiber of her being was consumed by the dual sensations—Viktor’s relentless fingers driving into her and Joel’s solid presence behind her, his possessive hands anchoring her trembling hips. The gag silenced her cries, but her muffled moans still carried the weight of her desperation. Her thighs quivered, her breaths came in shallow gasps, and her pussy clenched around Viktor’s fingers as if begging for more.

“That’s it,” Viktor growled, his lips brushing against the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. “Do it, Scarlett. Let go. Show your husband how good it feels to be fucked by another man.” His thumb pressed harder against her clit, circling it with a precision that sent jolts of electricity through her core. He added a third finger, stretching her wider, deeper, the fullness overwhelming her senses. Each thrust hit that perfect spot inside her, sparking waves of pleasure that threatened to drown her.

Joel watched with heated intensity, his chest pressed against Scarlett’s back, his breath warm on her neck. One hand slid up to grip her throat lightly, not enough to choke but enough to assert control, to remind her who she belonged to even as another man claimed her body. “She’s so close,” Joel murmured, his voice rough with desire. “Look at her, Viktor. She’s fucking trembling.”

Viktor’s gaze locked with Joel’s over Scarlett’s shoulder, a silent understanding passing between them. He adjusted his angle, driving his fingers even deeper, his other hand roughly kneading her breast. “You feel that, Scarlett?” he hissed. “You feel how much you want this? How much you need to come for us? Do it. Come for your husband. Come for me.” 

The coil inside her snapped. Scarlett’s entire body convulsed as the orgasm tore through her, raw and unrelenting. Her pussy clamped down on Viktor’s fingers, her hips bucking uncontrollably against his hand. A choked scream escaped from behind the gag, and her legs gave out entirely, only Joel’s firm grip keeping her upright. Viktor didn’t relent—he kept fucking her through it, prolonging the waves of pleasure until she was a trembling, broken mess in their hands.

When she finally went slack, Viktor withdrew his fingers slowly, dragging them through her slick folds before bringing them to his lips. He licked them clean with deliberate slowness, his eyes never leaving Joel’s. “She tastes as sweet as she looks,” he said, a smirk playing on his lips. “Your wife is exquisite, Joel. I can see why you’d want to share her.”

Joel tightened his hold on Scarlett, his hand moving from her throat to cup her jaw possessively. “She’s mine,” he said, his voice low and unwavering. “Tonight, she’s ours.” The unspoken command hung heavy in the air—this was just the beginning.

The sharp scent of Viktor’s cologne was the first anchor in her disorientation, a dark, spicy note that cut through the musky air. A second scent, familiar and grounding, was Joel’s possessive grip on her arm. She was moving, her legs unsteady, supported between them. The sounds of the main playroom faded, replaced by the click of a door and the profound silence of a space designed for privacy.

“Easy, baby,” Joel murmured, his lips brushing her ear. His voice was a low thrum that vibrated through her. “Just a new room. Our room now.”

She felt the soft crush of a deep pile rug beneath her bare feet. The air was cooler here, smelling faintly of leather and antiseptic. A blindfold, soft and padded, was drawn over her eyes, plunging her world into a velvety, impenetrable black. The loss of sight was immediate and total, amplifying every other sensation into a screaming crescendo.

A hand, large and knowing, cupped her breast, thumb skating over her nipple. Joel. His touch was a brand, a claim. Then another hand, its touch cooler, more precise, traced the line of her spine from her nape to the small of her back. Viktor. She shuddered, her skin pebbling everywhere at once.

“You belong to the darkness now, Scarlett,” Viktor’s voice came from her right, smooth as poured oil. “Your only job is to feel. To take what we give you.”

“And to tell us what you want,” Joel countered from her left, his fingers pinching her nipple just enough to make her gasp. “Use your words, my good girl. Tell me what you’re feeling.”

She tried to form a sentence, but all that came out was a fractured moan. The dual attention was overwhelming, her mind scrambling to process the separate points of contact. Joel’s hands were on her breasts, rough and demanding, while Viktor’s traced the curve of her hip, his fingertips skating perilously close to the wet heat between her legs.

“I... I can’t...” she stammered.

“You can,” Viktor stated, his tone leaving no room for argument. A sudden, sharp smack landed on her backside. It wasn’t hard, but the shock of it in the absolute blackness made her cry out. The sting bloomed into a delicious heat. “Focus. What do you feel?”

“Your hand,” she breathed, her voice shaky. “The sting. The heat... it’s... fuck, it’s spreading.”

“Good girl,” Joel purred, his mouth replacing his fingers on her breast, his tongue laving her nipple before he sucked, hard. The dual sensation of the throbbing heat on her ass and the pull on her breast made her knees buckle. They held her up easily.

Something cold and smooth touched her inner thigh. Metal. She flinched.

“Stay still,” Viktor commanded. The object, a vibrator from the feel of it, traced a lazy path up her thigh. It circled her clit but didn’t touch it, a maddening tease that had her hips twitching forward seeking contact. “Ah, ah. We decide when you get friction.”

“Please,” she whispered, the word ripped from her.

“Please, who?” Joel asked, biting gently on her earlobe.

“Please, Viktor. Please, Sir.”

The vibrator hummed to life, a low, insistent buzz that she felt in her teeth. It pressed against her, not on her clit, but against her slick, swollen lower lips, the vibrations traveling through her sensitive flesh. It was agony. It was ecstasy.

Then it was gone. The silence it left behind was a physical ache.

She heard the rustle of movement, the soft clink of what sounded like a chain. A new sensation followed: soft, trailing leather tails danced across her stomach, her breasts, the backs of her thighs. A flogger. The touch was feather-light, a thousand tiny whispers against her hypersensitive skin. It was Joel. She knew his particular artistry with leather.

“He’s making you pretty for me,” Viktor said, his voice closer now. His fingers plunged into her without warning, two of them, filling her, stretching her. She cried out, her body bowing toward the intrusion. “So wet. So fucking ready. You’re dripping for us, Scarlett. Isn’t she, Joel?”

“She’s always ready,” Joel’s voice was thick with pride and arousal. The flogger landed with more purpose this time, a cascade of soft impacts across her upper thighs. The mild pain mixed perfectly with the bliss of Viktor’s fingers fucking into her.

Viktor withdrew his fingers, and she heard him sucking them clean. “Exquisite.” His hands gripped her hips, spinning her with an effortless strength until she was facing where she thought Joel was. “On your knees.”

She sank down, the plush rug a comfort against her shins. Joel’s hands guided her head forward. The musky, clean scent of his cock filled her senses an instant before the velvety head brushed her lips.

“Open,” he commanded.

She did, taking him into her mouth, her tongue flattening against the sensitive underside. The taste of him, so uniquely Joel, was her newest anchor. She began to move, her world narrowing to the feel of him on her tongue, the sound of his sharp intake of breath.

A cold, hard pressure nudged at her entrance from behind. Not flesh. Something wider, smoother. A toy. Viktor. It pressed inward, stretching her, filling her in a deep, unyielding way that made her moan around Joel’s cock. The vibration traveled through her entire body.

Viktor began to move it, a slow, rhythmic fucking that pushed her forward onto Joel, then pulled her back. Joel’s hands tangled in her hair, not forcing, just holding, guiding her pace to match the thrusts of the toy from behind. She was suspended between them, a instrument being played by two masters.

The toy pulled out, and for a terrifying, wonderful second, she was empty. Then the broad, Hot, blunt head of Viktor’s cock replaced it, sheathing itself inside her with one deep, devastating thrust that stole the air from her lungs.

She screamed around Joel, her body seizing up.

“That’s it, baby,” Joel groaned, his hips pushing forward. “Take him. Take all of him. Fuck, your mouth feels so good.”

Viktor’s hands clamped on her hips, his thrusts a steady, punishing rhythm that shook her entire frame. “Tell him, Scarlett. Tell your husband what’s happening to you.”

She pulled off Joel with a gasp, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening tip. “He’s fucking me,” she panted, the words ragged. “So deep. He’s so deep inside me, Joel. I can feel every fucking inch.”

“Do you like it?” Joel’s voice was guttural.

“I love it,” she cried out as Viktor angled himself, hitting a spot that made her see white behind the blindfold. “I love his cock in my pussy. I love your cock in my mouth. Fuck me.”

Viktor’s pace intensified, his body slapping against hers. “Put your mouth back on your husband, slut. Now.”

As she obeyed, taking Joel deep into her throat, Viktor leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back. His hand snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles. The coil, so familiar now, began to wind again, tighter and tighter, amplified by the dual penetration, the darkness, the sheer debauchery of it all.

“You’re going to come,” Viktor growled in her ear, his breath hot. “You’re going to come on my cock while you suck your husband’s. And then... then we’re going to switch.”

The command was a live wire down her spine. Scarlett’s world narrowed to two points of exquisite contact: Viktor’s cock driving into her, hitting that perfect, mind-altering spot, and the thick, familiar weight of Joel’s shaft filling her mouth. Viktor’s fingers on her clit were a relentless, electric counterpoint to the deep, rhythmic fucking.

Her entire body was a single, tightening cord of pleasure. The blindfold amplified everything, turning the slick sounds of their bodies, Joel’s ragged groans, Viktor’s low growls, into a symphony of her own debasement. She was their instrument, and they were playing her masterfully.

“That’s it, Scarlett,” Viktor rasped, his voice a gravelly vibration against her back. “You’re going to fucking break for us. Now.”

The coil, wound so impossibly tight, snapped.

Her orgasm was not a wave but a detonation. A silent scream locked in her throat around Joel’s cock as her body seized, convulsing around Viktor’s relentless thrusts. Pleasure, white-hot and absolute, tore through her, erasing thought, erasing fear, erasing everything that wasn’t the raw, fucking sensation of coming apart between them. Her hips bucked against Viktor’s grip, her inner muscles clamping down on him in a series of frantic, pulsing rhythms. The darkness behind the blindfold swam with bursts of color, a private firework display of ecstasy.

Viktor rode out her climax with two more deep, grinding thrusts, prolonging the shudders that wracked her frame. Then, with a guttural sound of his own, he pulled out of her with a wet, slick sound that echoed in the quiet room.

The sudden emptiness was a shock, a void where moments before she had been so completely filled. She whimpered around Joel’s length, a sound of pure loss.

“My turn,” Joel’s voice was raw, stripped of its usual control, a voice she’d only ever heard at the very edge of his own restraint. She felt his weight shift on the bed, the mattress dipping as he moved. His hands, his hands, gripped her hips, turning her onto her back. The blindfold stayed, a blessing, allowing her to just feel. He didn’t hesitate. He positioned himself and drove into her in one smooth, powerful stroke.

It was different. Viktor’s fucking had been calculated, expert, a lesson in precision. Joel’s was pure, wild possession. He filled the emptiness violently, beautifully, his rhythm furious and claiming from the first thrust. This was her husband. This was the man who owned her.

“Fuck, Scarlett,” he grunted, his body slapping against her slick flesh. “You’re so fucking wet for me.”

He leaned over her, his mouth finding her ear. “I watched him fuck you. I watched you come on his cock. And now you’re mine.”

His words sent a fresh jolt through her oversensitive system. He wasn’t gentle. He was reclaiming, marking what was his, and the feral rightness of it made her cry out. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his frantic pace.

From the side of the bed, she heard the low, slick sound of skin on skin. A soft, rhythmic stroking. Viktor’s voice cut through Joel’s ragged breathing. “Look at her take you, Joel. Look how she fucks back on your cock. She’s a masterpiece of greed.”

Scarlett’s head thrashed on the pillows. Knowing Viktor was there, watching them, his own cock in his hand, was a potent, dirty fuel to the fire consuming her. She was the center of the entire universe, the focus of two powerful men’s absolute attention and desire.

“Tell him, Scarlett,” Joel demanded, pistoning into her. “Tell Viktor what my cock feels like.”

“It’s... it’s so deep,” she gasped, the words torn from her. “You’re so deep, Joel. Filling me up. Stretching me. God, it’s so good.”

“Whose is it?” he growled, his pace never faltering.

“Yours! It’s yours, Joel! Always yours!” she cried out, the confession wrenched from the very core of her being.

Joel’s control shattered. His thrusts became a single-minded pursuit of his own end, a glorious, brutal fucking that shook the very bed. She could feel the tension coiling in him, the way his muscles tightened under her hands. The obscene, wet sound of their joining filled the room, a counterpoint to Viktor’s controlled masturbation.

“I’m going to come inside you, Scarlett,” Joel snarled, his voice thick. “I’m going to fill this perfect, well-fucked pussy with my come.”

The promise, so crude and so perfect, was all it took. A second, shocking orgasm ripped through her, shorter but just as intense, a series of sharp, clenching spasms that milked Joel’s cock. He shouted, a raw, uninhibited sound, and she felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release deep inside her, branding her, a final, possessive claim.

He collapsed on top of her, his weight a comforting anchor, his heart hammering against her chest. They were both slick with sweat, breathing in ragged, synchronized gasps.

In the heavy silence, the only sound was Viktor’s low, approving hum. “A spectacular show,” he said, his voice a study in cool amusement. “The transfer of power was... exquisitely performed.”

Joel, still buried deep within her, lifted his head. His voice was a spent, husky whisper against her neck. "Scarlett," he murmured, his breath hot and ragged, "you were incredible." His lips brushed against her skin, leaving a trail of warmth that made her shiver despite the heat between them. 

He shifted slightly, his body still connected to hers, and she felt the soft throb of his spent cock inside her. It was a reminder of their bond, a physical testament to the passion they had just shared. Joel's hands moved to her face, cupping her cheeks as he looked into her eyes. The blindfold was long forgotten now, and the intensity of his gaze held her captive.

"You took everything I gave you," he said softly, his voice filled with a mix of awe and pride. "And more." His thumb traced the curve of her lower lip, and she could still taste the saltiness of his skin on her tongue. The weight of his body pressed her into the mattress, grounding her in the moment. 

From the side of the bed, Viktor's low chuckle broke the silence. "Indeed," he drawled, his voice laced with admiration. "You both put on quite the performance." Joel glanced over at Viktor, who was still lazily stroking himself, clearly enjoying the aftermath of their shared experience.

Joel's attention returned to Scarlett, his expression softening. "Thank you," he whispered, his voice barely audible. "For trusting me. For trusting us." The vulnerability in his tone was unexpected, and it made her heart swell with affection. 

She reached up to touch his face, her fingers tracing the stubble along his jawline. "Always," she replied, her voice equally soft but filled with conviction. In that moment, she felt an unspoken understanding pass between them, a silent acknowledgment of the depth of their connection and the new boundaries they had just explored together.

The room seemed to hold its breath, the air thick with the lingering scent of their passion. Joel finally pulled away from her, reluctantly disconnecting their bodies, but his hand found hers immediately, intertwining their fingers. He lay down beside her, pulling her close as they both caught their breath. 

Viktor, ever the observer, leaned back in his chair, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips. "Rest now," he said, his tone almost soothing. "There's plenty more where that came from." His words hinted at future possibilities, but for now, Scarlett was content to lie there, wrapped in Joel's arms, savoring the afterglow of their intense connection. 

The room eventually quieted down, save for the soft sound of their breathing. Joel's chest rose and fell steadily beneath her cheek, and she closed her eyes, letting the exhaustion and euphoria wash over her. Despite all that had transpired, she felt a sense of peace and fulfillment that she hadn't expected. Their love had been tested and deepened in ways she couldn't have imagined, and she knew that this was only the beginning.
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