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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.”

***
[image: ]


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
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