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The black lace of Brooke’s garter belt bit into the soft skin of her thigh as she fastened the final clasp. Perfect pressure. Trevor watched from the bedroom doorway, a slow, appreciative smile gracing his lips as he knotted his tie. The air between them was warm, familiar, smelling of her jasmine perfume and the starch from his dress shirt.

“You’re staring,” she said, a playful smirk tugging at her mouth as she smoothed the sheer stocking up her calf.

“Can’t help it. You’re a fucking vision, Brooke.” His voice was a low rumble that slid over her skin. He crossed the room, his fingers finding the bare small of her back above the cinched waist of the corset. He leaned in, his lips grazing the shell of her ear. “The thought of every man in that club watching you tonight... watching what’s mine... it’s making me hard already.”

She pressed back against the evident ridge in his trousers, a soft sound of agreement purring in her throat. “Just one man tonight, remember? Like last time.” Her eyes met his in the mirror’s reflection, sparkling with a shared, wicked secret. Their visits to The Velvet Loop were their ritual, a way to stoke the embers of their marriage into a bonfire. He would watch, a silent, proud king, as she took a carefully selected partner. They’d return home and fuck for hours, the energy of the night overflowing between them.

Trevor’s hands stilled on her hips. He took a slow, deep breath. The words had been circling his mind for months, a persistent, thrilling hum beneath the surface of his thoughts. Tonight felt different. The charge in the air felt potent enough to finally give them voice.

“Brooke...” he started, his tone shifting, losing its playful edge and gaining a new, raw gravity.

She turned within his loose embrace, her brow furrowed slightly at the new texture in his voice. “What is it, Trev?”

His heart was a frantic drum against his ribs. He looked down at her, at the trust and love etched into every feature he adored. “I’ve been thinking... about the club. About you.” He swallowed, his mouth suddenly dry. “Watching you with one guy... it’s fucking incredible. It lights me up. But... my mind... it keeps going further.”

He paused, and the silence stretched, thick with his unspoken desire. Brooke waited, her expression now one of open curiosity, a slight line of concern appearing between her eyebrows.

“I have this... this fantasy,” he finally pushed the words out, a confession exhaled into the space between them. “It’s not just one guy. It’s... more. A few. A handful.” His gaze was intense, locking onto hers, willing her to understand the depth of his need. “I fantasize about seeing you surrounded, Brooke. On your knees, or on your back, completely lost in it. I want to watch you take multiple cocks. I want to see you get fucked by a room full of men who can’t get enough of you. I want to watch my beautiful wife get gangbanged.”

The word hung in the air, vulgar and immense. It wasn’t just a statement; it was an entire world of depraved, intoxicating possibility. Trevor’s pulse hammered in his neck, laid bare before her.

Brooke’s playful smirk had utterly vanished. Her lips parted, not in desire, but in pure, unadulterated shock. She took a small, stumbling step back, her hand coming up to her chest as if to steady a heartbeat that was suddenly scrambling. The warmth in the room seemed to leach away, replaced by a chill of disbelief.

“Trevor... what?” Her voice was a whisper, thin and reedy. “A... a gangbang? Multiple men? At once?” She shook her head, a quick, jerky motion. “Jesus. I... I don’t... Is this a joke?”

“It’s not a joke,” he said, his voice firm but gentle, his hands reaching for her again, though he stopped short of touching her. “It’s the most serious, real fucking desire I’ve ever had. It’s all I can think about when I watch you.”

“But why?” The word was laced with a tremor of something like fear. “Is one not enough for you? Am I not enough? Do you... do you want to be with other women? Is that what this is about?” The questions tumbled out, her insecurities flashing in her wide eyes. The fantasy, in her mind, morphed into a threat to their foundation.

“No! God, no, Brooke. Look at me.” He waited until her panicked gaze focused on his. “This has nothing to do with me wanting anyone else. This is all about you. It’s about my insane, fucking overwhelming love for you. It’s about seeing the most precious thing in my world be worshipped. It’s about seeing you drown in pleasure, being the center of everyone’s universe for a night. It’s the ultimate... sharing. The ultimate turn-on. For me, it would be the hottest fucking thing I could ever witness.”

He saw the rigid line of her shoulders soften a fraction. The panic in her eyes receded, replaced by a deep, contemplative confusion. She wasn’t saying no. She was processing.

“I just... I can’t even picture it,” she murmured, her gaze drifting away from him, looking inward. “All those strangers... all those hands... all at once.” A faint shiver went through her, one that wasn’t entirely unpleasant. Her mind, against her will, began to paint a blurry picture. The weight. The heat. The overwhelming sensation of being utterly consumed.

Trevor saw the subtle shift. He saw the spark of something new behind the concern. He pressed his advantage, his voice dropping to a husky, intimate whisper. “Just think about it, Brooke. Really think. No pressure. Just let the idea sit. Imagine the feeling. The stretch. The fill. Being completely taken, used for nothing but pleasure. Being the star of your own filthy fucking movie. My gorgeous, dirty wife.”

He saw her breath catch. Not a hitched breath, but a full, shuddering intake of air. Her pupils dilated, the dark centers swallowing the warm brown of her irises. The fear wasn’t gone, but it was now tangled with a thick, undeniable thread of curiosity. A dark, thrilling intrigue that coiled low in her belly.

She didn’t pull away when he finally closed the distance, when his thumb stroked her cheek. She just stared at him, her mind racing a million miles a hour, the seed he had planted already sinking roots deep into forbidden soil.

“We should go,” she said, her voice surprisingly steady, though a new, unfamiliar heat colored her cheeks. “We’ll be late.”

“Brooke...”

She cut him off with a look, a complex mixture of love, fear, and dawning hunger. “I’m not saying yes. I’m not saying anything yet.” She turned back to the mirror, adjusting a strap on her corset with fingers that only trembled slightly. “But... I’m not saying no, either.”

***
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The humid, bass-thrumming air of the club wrapped around them like a second skin. Candlelight flickered off polished leather and glistening cocktails, casting dancing shadows across the intimate booths that lined the walls. Trevor’s hand rested on the small of Brooke’s back, a possessive anchor in the swirling current of hungry glances and murmured invitations. Everywhere they walked, eyes followed Brooke, drawn to the hypnotic sway of her hips and the confident set of her shoulders. It was a familiar feeling, but tonight it felt different. Heavier.

They slid into their usual U-shaped booth, a semi-private alcove that felt suddenly like a stage. Trevor ordered their drinks, his fingers drumming a nervous rhythm on the table. The fantasy he’d unleashed at home now felt like a live wire between them, sparking in the charged atmosphere.

Brooke sipped her gin and tonic, the cool liquid doing little to douse the fire Trevor had lit. She watched the dance of bodies on the floor, a woman crying out as two men lavished attention on her neck and breasts. A shivery, unfamiliar want coiled deep in her belly.

“They can’t stop looking at you,” Trevor murmured, his voice rough with pride and need. His knee pressed against hers under the table. “Every fucking man in this room is imagining what it would be like to be with you.”

She turned to him, the complex emotions from earlier crystallizing into a single, sharp point of decision. The fear was still there, a faint echo, but it was being drowned out by a roaring curiosity, by the intense desire to see that look of utter abandon on Trevor’s face again. She placed her hand over his drumming fingers, stilling them.

“Your fantasy,” she said, her voice low but clear over the music. “The one with... more than one.”

Trevor went perfectly still, his piercing eyes locking onto hers. “Yeah?”

She took a deep breath, feeling the corset tighten around her ribs. “I want to do it.”

The air left his lungs in a rush. “Tonight?”

A slow, daring smile touched her lips. It was an expression he’d never seen before, part nervousness, part pure, unadulterated temptation. “You didn’t spend all that time painting such a vivid picture for me to just forget about it, did you?” She leaned closer, her scent enveloping him. “I want to feel what that’s like for you. I want to feel it for me.”

Before he could form a coherent thought, Brooke was rising from the booth. Her movement was fluid, deliberate. She scanned the room, her gaze not shy or searching, but selecting. She caught the eye of a broad-shouldered man with a dark beard leaning against the bar. She held up three fingers, a silent, unmistakable question. His eyebrows shot up, then a wide, hungry grin spread across his face. He nodded once, sharply, and gestured to two other men nearby.

Trevor could only watch, his heart hammering against his sternum. This was happening. It was really fucking happening. His beautiful, confident wife was orchestrating his deepest, filthiest dream right before his eyes.

The three men approached the booth. They were all different—the bearded one, a taller man with clever eyes, and a younger, athletic type with a swimmer’s build. They didn’t speak, simply looked to Brooke for instruction. She
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