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Book 1 - To Have and to Hold
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The scent of garlic and rosemary still hung in the air, a warm testament to another of Scott’s surprisingly competent kitchen adventures. Vanessa leaned back in her chair, tracing the rim of her wineglass. “I still can’t believe Mark is finally getting married. To the pianist, of all people.”

Scott’s smile was a slow, easy curve. “Samantha. And he’s been smiling like an idiot for months. I’m happy for him.” He reached across the small table, his thumb stroking the delicate skin on the inside of her wrist. A familiar, comforting touch that sent a quiet hum through her. This, she thought, this is what people spend their lives looking for.

“The wedding’s this Saturday,” she murmured, turning her hand to intertwine her fingers with his. “You’ll need to get your suit pressed.”

“I will.” He fell silent for a moment, his gaze dropping to their joined hands before lifting to meet hers. The ease in his expression had shifted, replaced by a flicker of something else. A nervous intensity. “It, uh... it actually got me thinking.”

“About tailoring?” she teased, but the joke fell flat. His seriousness was a tangible thing.

“About you.” He took a breath, his grip on her hand tightening almost imperceptibly. “About us.”

Vanessa stilled, her playful mood evaporating. “Okay...?”

“At the reception,” he began, his voice lower now, a rough edge to it she rarely heard outside their bedroom. “I was imagining it. You. In that emerald dress you wore to the Christmas party. The one that makes your skin look like moonlight. You’re dancing, laughing... and it’s not with me.”

Her brow furrowed. “Who am I dancing with?”

“I don’t know. A stranger. Someone from the reception, maybe. Someone whose name you barely remember.” He leaned forward, his eyes dark and utterly focused on her. “He’s got his hand on the small of your back, Van. Right where that dip is, just above your ass. His thumb is moving, just a little, under the fabric. And you’re not pulling away.”

A strange, unwelcome heat bloomed low in her stomach. It wasn’t arousal; it was alarm. She pulled her hand from his. “Scott, what are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about a fantasy,” he said, the words coming out in a rush now, as if a dam had broken. “My fantasy. I’ve had it for... a while. A long while. The thought of seeing you with someone else. Watching you. Watching another man discover what I get to have every single day. Watching him want you. Watching you... enjoy it.”

The silence that followed was so thick it pressed against her eardrums. Vanessa felt her face grow warm, a confusing mix of embarrassment and a sharp, stinging hurt. “You... you want to watch me cheat on you?”

“No. God, no, Vanessa. Not cheat.” He shook his head, his own frustration evident. “It wouldn’t be cheating if I’m there. If I’m a part of it. If it’s for us.” He ran a hand through his hair. “It’s the hottest fucking thing I can possibly imagine. Seeing the woman I love, the most gorgeous, intelligent, fucking captivating woman on the planet, being desired by someone else. Seeing her let go and take that pleasure. For herself. For me.”

Her mind reeled. This was her husband, the man who brought her coffee in bed and whose laugh could brighten her worst day. The man who had always felt... possessive, in the sweetest way. The thought of another man’s hands on her had always been a non-starter, a line never to be crossed. And now he was drawing her a map right to it.

“I don’t understand,” she whispered, her voice thin. “Aren’t I enough? Is this because you want to be with someone else?” The fears tumbled out, sharp and insecure.

“Fuck, no.” The force in his voice made her jump. He was out of his chair now, kneeling beside hers, his hands framing her thighs. He looked up at her, his expression raw and open. “You are everything. You are it for me. That’s the whole point. This isn’t about me wanting anyone else. It’s about... amplifying us. It’s the ultimate trust. The ultimate turn-on. To share the one thing that is most mine. To see you as this powerful, sexual creature, completely unleashed, and know that you’re coming home to me. That you’re doing it with me.”

He leaned his forehead against her knee, his breath warm through the fabric of her jeans. “The thought of it, Van... it drives me out of my fucking mind.” His voice was a husky confession. “I get hard just picturing it. Picturing you on your knees for someone else, looking back at me with those big eyes while you take another man’s cock in your pretty mouth. Or watching you ride him, your tits bouncing, your face flushed, and you’re moaning for him but your eyes are locked on mine, and you’re telling me you love me while another man fucks you senseless.”

Vanessa’s heart was a frantic drum against her ribs. The graphic, vulgar picture he painted should have revolted her. It should have made her angry. But a treacherous, molten thread of something else began to weave through the shock. Curiosity. A dark, illicit flicker of... interest. She could see the genuine, desperate need in his eyes. This wasn’t a rejection of her; it was a twisted, profound form of worship.

She placed a trembling hand on his head, her fingers threading through his hair. “You’re serious.”

He looked up, hope and anxiety warring in his gaze. “Deadly serious.”

“I... I don’t know,” she breathed. The initial panic was receding, leaving a strange, buzzing emptiness in its wake. An emptiness that was starting to feel a lot like possibility. She thought of the wedding this weekend. Of dancing. Of a stranger’s hand on the small of her back. Her pulse, which had been racing with alarm, began to beat with a different, slower, heavier rhythm.

A slow, tentative image formed in her mind, unbidden. A strong, unfamiliar body pressed against hers on a dimly lit dance floor. A low voice in her ear. The scent of a different cologne.

She didn’t pull her hand away from Scott’s hair. Instead, she tightened her grip just a little.

“Let me think about it,” Vanessa whispered, her voice barely audible.

***
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Saturday morning arrived in a haze of sunlight streaming through half-drawn curtains. Vanessa stood before the bathroom mirror, mascara wand poised midair, her reflection staring back with an intensity that had nothing to do with makeup application. Her thoughts had circled the same track for days, around and around, always returning to the same crossroads.
"Zipper help?" Scott appeared in the doorway, already dressed in his charcoal suit, the one that made his shoulders look broader, his eyes greener. He held up his tie—deep burgundy, the one she'd bought him last Christmas.
"Sure." She turned, lifting her hair away from her neck. His fingers were warm against her skin as he drew the zipper of her emerald dress upward. The same dress he'd mentioned in his fantasy.
She'd chosen it deliberately.
Scott's eyes met hers in the mirror, a silent question hanging between them. He didn't push, didn't ask. Just waited, his hands resting lightly on her shoulders.
"I've been thinking," Vanessa said, setting down her mascara. "About what you said."
His fingers tightened almost imperceptibly. "And?"
"I want to try." The words came out steadier than she'd expected. "Tonight. At the wedding."
Scott's reflection went still, his eyes darkening with something primal and hungry. "You're sure?"
"No," she admitted with a small laugh. "I'm terrified. But... curious. And I trust you." She turned to face him, needing to see his expression directly, not through the remove of glass. "I want to understand this part of you. And maybe... maybe this part of me too."
He pulled her close, his cologne wrapping around her like a familiar blanket. "We can stop anytime. Just say the word."
"I know." She pressed her forehead against his chest, feeling the steady thump of his heart. "So who did you have in mind?"
Scott's hand traced a slow path down her spine. "Amir. He's one of the groomsmen. Mark's friend from grad school."
Vanessa pulled back, searching his face. "You've already talked to him about this?"
"No," Scott said quickly. "God, no. But I know him well enough. He's... adventurous. Discreet. And he's been single since his divorce last year." His thumb brushed her lower lip. 
A flutter of something—nervousness? excitement?—rippled through her stomach. "I've never met him."
"That's part of the appeal, isn't it?" Scott's voice dropped lower. "A stranger. Someone who doesn't know the sounds you make when you come. Someone who'll have to discover you."
Heat bloomed across her chest, up her neck. The image was vivid now—herself with another man, Scott watching. It should have felt wrong, taboo. Instead, it felt like standing at the edge of a high dive, the anticipation of the fall both terrifying and exhilarating.
"Okay," she whispered. "Amir."
Scott kissed her then, deep and possessive, his hand sliding down to cup her ass through the silk of her dress. When he pulled away, his pupils were blown wide. "You're incredible, you know that?"
She smoothed his tie, steadying herself with the familiar gesture. "So how does this work? Do we just... proposition him at the reception?"
"Let me handle it," Scott said. "I'll feel him out, see if he's interested. If he is, we'll take it from there." He tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. "No pressure. If at any point you change your mind—"
"I know." She nodded, grateful for the reassurance even as determination solidified within her. "But I won't."
The certainty in her voice surprised them both. Something was awakening in her, something she hadn't known existed until Scott had given it a name, a shape. It was frightening, yes—but also strangely liberating. As if a door had been unlocked in a house she'd lived in her entire life, revealing a room she'd never known was there.
"We should go," she said, reaching for her clutch. "We don't want to be late for the ceremony."
Scott caught her hand, pressed a kiss to her palm. "Have I told you how beautiful you look in that dress?"
Vanessa smiled, remembering his words from days before. Like moonlight on her skin. "You have. But I wouldn't mind hearing it again."
His answering smile was slow, heated. "Save that thought for later, when Amir tells you the same thing."
The image flashed in her mind—another man's appreciative gaze, another man's hands where only Scott's had been. Her heart rate kicked up, sending a flush of anticipation through her veins.
They were really going to do this.
As they left the apartment, Vanessa felt as though she were stepping into a different version of herself—one bolder, more daring than the woman who had entered this building seven years ago as a newlywed. The weight of her wedding ring was familiar on her finger, but today it felt different. Not a symbol of possession, but of freedom. Of trust so complete it could bend without breaking.
Whatever happened tonight would change them. She just didn't know yet if it would be for better or worse.
***
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The hum of the reception was a living thing, a thrum of laughter, clinking glass, and a bass line that vibrated up through the soles of Vanessa’s shoes. She stood near the edge of the dance floor, a glass of champagne feeling suddenly very cold in her hand. Scott’s arm was around her waist, a familiar anchor in the swirling sea of satin and suits.

“There he is,” Scott murmured, his lips close to her ear. His voice was low, a private rumble that cut through the party’s din. ”That’s Amir. The one talking to the bartender.”

Vanessa followed his gaze. The man was exactly as Scott had described—tall, built with the kind of athletic grace that made his suit look like it was tailored onto him second-skin tight. Dark hair, a strong jaw dusted with stubble, and an easy, confident smile as he chatted. Her stomach did a slow, dizzying flip. This is it. This is really happening.

“Are you sure about this?” she whispered, her voice tighter than she intended.

Scott turned her to face him, his hands on her hips. His eyes were dark, intense, but not with jealousy. With a raw, feverish heat that made her own blood simmer. “I have never been more sure of anything in my life, Van. Look at you. You’re glowing. You’re the most stunning woman in this room, and I get to share that. I get to watch you own that power.” He leaned in, his breath warm against her neck. “I want to see him look at you. I want to see him want you. And then I want to watch you take what you want.”

His words were a key, unlocking a door deep inside her she hadn’t known was bolted shut. A thrill, sharp and electric, shot through her. Take what you want. She took a final sip of champagne, the bubbles sharp on her tongue, and set the glass down with a decisive click. “Okay,” she breathed. “Introduce me.”

The next few minutes passed in a blur of pleasantries. Scott’s hand on the small of her back, a firm, guiding pressure. Amir’s handshake, his grip strong and sure, his blue eyes holding hers for a beat too long, a silent acknowledgment of something unspoken. The music shifted to a slower, sultry rhythm.

“Would you like to dance?” Amir asked, his voice a smooth, dark velvet that she felt in her bones.

She simply nodded, letting him lead her onto the floor. Scott melted back into the crowd, a phantom presence she could feel watching, and the thought sent another jolt straight to her core.

Amir’s hand settled on her waist, the heat of his palm searing through the silk of her emerald-green dress. His other hand took hers, not in a formal ballroom hold, but with their fingers interlacing. He pulled her close, not quite touching, but near enough that she could feel the solid wall of his chest, smell the clean, spicy scent of his cologne mixed with the undeniable musk of his skin.

They began to move, a slow, circling sway. His body was a symphony of controlled strength, guiding her effortlessly.

“Scott told me you were beautiful,” he said, his mouth close to her ear. “He undersold it.”

Vanessa’s laugh was a shaky exhale. “And what else did Scott tell you?”

“That he’s a very lucky man. And that he wanted to see you... unleashed.” His hand slid a fraction lower on her back, his thumb pressing gently just above the curve of her ass. The simple, possessive touch made her knees feel weak. “Are you feeling unleashed yet, Vanessa?”

Her heart was a frantic drum against her ribs. She could feel the eyes of the other couples, the normalcy of the scene, and it made the secret, illicit electricity between them ten times more potent. She let her head tilt back, offering him the line of her throat. “I’m getting there.”

His fingers tightened on hers. “Let’s get you there faster.”

He spun her slowly, then pulled her back in, this time her back flush against his front. The change was instantaneous, devastating. His entire body molded against her, from his broad chest against her shoulder blades to his strong thighs bracketing hers. And pressed firmly against the small of her back, she could feel the hard, thick length of his cock straining against his trousers.

A sound caught in her throat, half-gasp, half-moan. Oh, god. It was so much, so real. She could feel the shape of him, the insistent pressure, and a corresponding ache bloomed deep within her, a throbbing emptiness begging to be filled.

His lips were at her ear again, his voice a rough, dirty whisper that scraped over every nerve ending. “You feel that, Vanessa? That’s what you do to me. I’ve been half-hard since you walked in the room, and now, with your perfect ass pressed against me, I am so fucking ready to burst. I want to hike up this pretty dress, peel your fucking thong to the side, and sink my cock into you right here on this dance floor. I want to fuck you so deep everyone knows you’re mine for the night.”

His vulgarity should have shocked her. It didn’t. It ignited her. Her head fell back against his shoulder, her eyes drifting shut. She could picture it—the music swirling, his hands on her hips, driving into her from behind. She ground back against him, a slow, deliberate roll of her hips, a silent answer.

A low groan vibrated through his chest into hers. “Fuck, yes. Just like that. You like that, don’t you? You like feeling how much I want to fuck you.” His hand left hers and slid around her hip, his fingers splaying across her lower belly, pulling her even tighter against his erection. “I’m going to take you to the men’s bathroom down the hall. I’m going to bend you over the sink, and I’m going to fuck you until you forget your own name. And your husband is going to watch every second of it. He’s going to watch you come on my cock.”

The song ended. The spell broke for a moment. Couples around them pulled apart, clapping lightly. Amir turned her to face him, his eyes blazing with unleashed hunger. He didn’t let go of her.

Across the room, she found Scott. He was leaning against a pillar, a drink in his hand, his gaze locked on them. The look on his face wasn’t anger or regret. It was pure, undiluted rapture. He gave her a slow, almost imperceptible nod. Go on.

Vanessa looked back at Amir, at the promise of raw, uncomplicated pleasure in his eyes. The decision was made. Every doubt had been incinerated by the heat between them.

She took his hand, her voice steady now, certain. “Show me the bathroom.”

***
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The heavy door of the private bathroom clicked shut, sealing them in a world of stark, elegant opulence. The walls were cool, veined marble, and the silence was a thick, humming contrast to the thrumming bass of the reception just beyond. Amir didn’t pause. He backed her against the door, his body a solid wall of heat, and claimed her mouth in a kiss that was nothing like the dance floor’s teasing prelude.

This was a claiming. His tongue delved into her mouth with a possessive urgency that made her knees weaken. She tasted the faint, sharp tang of whiskey and the darker, more essential flavor of his own wanting. A sound, raw and desperate, vibrated in her throat as her hands came up to clutch at the hard muscle of his shoulders. Her emerald silk dress rustled, a whisper of protest crushed between their bodies.

From the plush armchair in the corner, Scott watched, his breath a suspended thing in his chest. God, she’s beautiful like this. The sight of another man’s hands on her hips, pulling her flush against him, didn’t ignite jealousy. It fanned a furnace in his gut, hot and voracious.

Amir’s mouth left hers, tracing a searing path down the column of her throat. His fingers found the zipper at the back of her dress. The sound of it sliding down was obscenely loud in the quiet room. “Let me see you, Vanessa,” he murmured against her skin, his voice a gravelly command that brooked no argument.

The silk sighed as it pooled at her feet, leaving her in only a matching set of black lace. The cool air kissed her heated skin, raising goosebumps. Amir’s blue eyes darkened as they raked over her, taking in the swell of her breasts above the lace, the curve of her hips. “Fuck, Scott,” he said, his gaze flicking to the corner. “You didn’t tell me she was this perfect.”

“I wanted you to see for yourself,” Scott’s voice was tight, strained. His hand was already working the front of his trousers, a slow, deliberate motion beneath his suit jacket.

Amir’s attention returned to her, a predator zeroing in. He hooked his thumbs into the sides of her panties and drew them down her legs. She stepped out of them, her heart hammering against her ribs. He knelt before her, his hands skating up the outsides of her calves, her thighs. He placed a hot, open-mouthed kiss on the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, and Vanessa’s head fell back against the door with a soft thud. Her fingers tangled in his dark hair.

“Look at him, Vanessa,” Amir ordered, his voice muffled against her skin. “Look at your husband while I taste you.”

Her eyes, heavy-lidded with building need, dragged across the room to meet Scott’s. The intensity there stole what was left of her breath. He was fully hard, his cock freed from his pants, gripped in his fist. He was stroking himself slowly, his eyes devouring the scene. He’s enjoying this. He’s really, truly enjoying this. The thought, once terrifying, now sent a fresh, liquid pulse of heat through her.

“That’s it, baby,” Scott encouraged, his voice rough. “Let him. Let him make you feel good.”

As if those words were a trigger, Amir’s mouth found her core. There was no finesse, only a greedy, devouring hunger. His tongue laved her, a broad, wet stroke that had her crying out. He held her hips firm, anchoring her as he feasted on her, his stubble a delicious, rough friction against her tender skin. The dual sensations were overwhelming: the wet, expert heat of Amir’s mouth and the searing visual of Scott, watching, stroking himself, his eyes black with lust.

“Oh, god...” she moaned, her body beginning to tremble.

Amir’s mouth became a merciless engine, never slackening in its focus or force, driving Vanessa higher, even higher, on a trajectory that threatened to burn her alive. He devoured her with his tongue, plunging into her as if he could claim her soul through sheer want, sucking and swirling over her clit with a single-minded, ruthless purpose. The pleasure built too quickly, an onslaught, and she teetered right on the edge, every muscle in her body straining toward the inevitable. 
She was about to shatter, could feel the promise of relief cresting—when Amir abruptly stopped. His mouth withdrew. The heat vanished, air kissing her wetness, and she was left gasping, cut off in the middle of freefall. She let out a strangled sound, half protest, half plea, her hands scrabbling at the marble behind her as her knees buckled. The sudden emptiness ached. It was like a scream echoing in her bones. She needed him, needed more, and the loss left her pulsing and exposed, trembling on a wire of need so taut it felt like pain.
She looked down, desperate, wild, and saw Amir’s face. He wore her slickness on his lips, grinning up at her with a self-satisfied hunger that bordered on feral. His hands came up to frame her hips, holding her in place as she writhed, and he licked a slow stripe along her thigh, eyes never leaving hers. She tried to protest, to beg, but her throat had forgotten how to form words.
“Fuck, you’re so gorgeous like this,” he said, the words hot against her skin, but he didn’t resume. Instead, he stood in one fluid, predatory motion, his hands sliding up her sides, seizing the bare flesh of her waist, pulling her upright. He held her there, suspended for a beat, her body still quaking with denial. 
Across the room, Scott watched with a reverent, feverish intensity, hand still working himself in slow, deliberate strokes. The sight of his wife—flushed, desperate, hungry for another man’s touch—had transformed him. His eyes met hers, and in them she saw permission, pride, and something like awe. The boundaries of their old marriage had been obliterated, replaced with this raw, sacred spectacle.
Amir pressed her against the marble, his body a wall behind her. She could feel the hot, hard line of him through his pants, pressing into her ass, making her ache with anticipation. He gripped her wrists, pinning them gently but firmly above her head against the cool stone. He leaned in, his mouth at her ear, his voice a gravelled promise: “You’re not allowed to come until I say so. Do you understand?”
She nodded, frantic, the words lost somewhere between the throbbing between her legs and the wild hammering in her chest.
He released her wrists. He rose to his full height, unbuckling his own pants with quick, impatient movements.
He turned her around, pressing her front against the cool marble wall. The shock of the temperature against her flushed skin made her gasp. He pressed against her from behind, his cock, hard and thick, riding the cleft of her ass. One hand wrapped in her hair, not painfully, but with a firm possessiveness that made her shudder. The other hand guided himself to her entrance.

“You want this, Vanessa?” he breathed into her ear. “You want me to fuck you right here while your husband watches?”

“Yes,” she panted, the word a mere exhale. “Please.”

“Look at him,” Amir commanded again.

Vanessa turned her head, her cheek against the cold stone. Scott had moved closer, standing just a few feet away, his fist moving faster on his cock. His eyes were glued to where Amir’s body met hers.

“Fuck her,” Scott growled, the words sounding torn from him. “Fuck my wife.”

With a grunt of pure animal need, Amir drove into her in one smooth, devastating thrust. Vanessa’s mouth opened in a silent scream. He was so full, stretching her, filling her in a way that was completely new and utterly consuming. He didn’t give her a moment to adjust, setting a brutal, pounding rhythm against the wall. Each thrust slammed her into the marble, a counterpoint of hard and soft, cold and searing heat.

The noises filling the marble bathroom were wild, unashamed, a mad symphony of flesh and want. There was the primal wet slap as Amir’s hips pistoned against her ass, his cock splitting her with every hard, hungry thrust; his breath, harsh and needy, spilled into her ear in ragged bursts. Her own voice, once so careful, now broke free in desperate, indelicate gasps and shattered little cries, every inch of control gone. Beneath it all—surreally soft yet persistent—was the sticky, rhythmic tempo of Scott’s hand gliding over his cock, a slick sound that tangled with the others and folded the whole moment into something lawless.
Vanessa’s senses frayed at the edges, stretched to nearly snapping by the onslaught. She saw herself and Amir and Scott in the mirrored walls: a prism of bodies, of animal motion and the shattering of old lives. The mirrors multiplied every angle, every forbidden touch and wild expression, until she was everywhere at once—a thousand Vanessas, all of them lost, all of them starved and devoured and reborn.
Amir’s hands tightened at her hips, steadying her as he slammed into her, harder with every pass, and she felt the tremor of her own pleasure ricochet up her spine, uncaring who heard her. Her cheek was mashed to the cool marble, smearing streaks of fog onto the perfect stone, and her breasts bounced with the force of his rhythm. She could see Scott in the reflection, the gleam of his exposed cock in his fist, the way his jaw hung slack, his eyes enormous and worshipful and just a little bit afraid.
He was watching her come apart at the seams for another man, and she found there was no shame left in it. Only the raw, bright ache to be watched, to be adored, to be ruined and displayed and loved beyond the border of all rules.
Scott’s voice, ragged and thick, cut across the din. “Oh, fuck, Van. God, you’re so fucking beautiful. Take it. Take it for him. For me.”
The words detonated inside her, blowing away any resistance, any urge to pretend. She arched back into Amir’s body, driving him deeper, her own hands scrambling at the marble as she fought to stay upright. Her wetness smeared along the inside of her thighs, slick and obscene, and she could feel how hungry he was for it: the way his cock twitched and surged, the way his teeth grazed her shoulder, not quite biting.
The sounds, the sights, the permission in Scott’s eyes—she was being fucked on every level, her mind as much as her body. She stared at her own slack-jawed reflection, watched herself buck and scream and shudder, and felt a strange, unspeakable pride. This was her. This was them. This was what they had chosen.
Amir’s grip moved, snaking around her waist to grind her down on him just as he bottomed out. His other hand fisted her hair, pulling her head back so she could see all of it, every second, every filthy miracle of the moment. Each thrust sent a bolt through her clit and up her spine, and she was so close, so close her toes curled and her vision blurred.
“You like that, don’t you?” Amir gritted out, his fingers digging into her hips. “You like being watched. You like being this fucking naughty.”
She could only nod, moaning as he hit a spot deep inside her that made her vision blur.

“Tell him,” Amir demanded, his pace never faltering. “Tell your husband how good my cock feels.”

“Scott...” she cried out, her voice breaking. “It’s so... oh god... it’s so deep. I can feel all of him.”

A sharp, guttural groan came from Scott. “I can see, baby. I can see you taking him. You look so fucking beautiful.”

Amir’s rhythm began to fracture, his thrusts becoming more erratic, more desperate. “I’m gonna come inside you, Vanessa,” he snarled, his body tensing behind her. “I’m gonna fill you up right in front of him.”

The raw, vulgar promise, the feel of him pistoning into her, the sight of Scott’s enraptured face—it was all too much. Her orgasm ripped through her with a violence that stole the air from her lungs, a silent, shuddering convulsion that clenched around Amir’s driving cock. He shouted her name, his own release surging into her as he pressed her impossibly harder into the wall, his body shuddering with the force of it.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. Amir stayed buried inside her, his weight heavy and warm on her back. Slowly, Vanessa turned her head again to look at her husband.

Scott’s eyes were blazing with a triumphant, possessive fire she had never seen before. His voice was a low, rough murmur that vibrated through the sexually charged air.

Amir withdrew from her with a soft, wet sound that seemed impossibly loud in the quiet room. His slick cock glistened in the low light as he stepped back, a self-satisfied smirk playing on his lips. Vanessa felt the sudden emptiness, a cool rush of air against her heated, sensitized skin. She stayed pressed against the wall for support, her legs trembling, her breaths still coming in shallow gasps.

Then Scott was there.

He moved with a purpose she had never seen before, a predatory grace that made her stomach flip. He didn’t look at Amir. His intense dark eyes were locked only on her, on the sight of his wife, naked and glistening with a thin sheen of sweat, her body marked by the passion of another man. The possessive fire in his gaze was a physical touch.

He gripped her hips, his hands familiar and firm, and turned her to face the wall. The cool marble kissed her flushed cheeks and her breasts.

He stepped forward, his shadow falling over her like a dark veil of anticipation. Vanessa’s breath hitched as she felt the heat radiating from him, his body so close yet not quite touching. She braced herself against the wall, her fingers splayed against the cool marble, her back arching slightly in invitation. The air between them felt electric, charged with unspoken promises and the weight of what was about to happen.

The broad head of his cock pressed against her, a firm, insistent nudge that made her gasp. It wasn’t just the physical sensation—it was the intimacy, the way he claimed her with such deliberate intent. She felt the stretch, exquisite and familiar, as he began to push into her. He was thicker than Amir, his girth filling her in a way that sent shivers rippling through her body. It was a fullness she had missed, even amidst the thrilling novelty of what had just happened. Her body recognized him, welcomed him, and she couldn’t suppress the soft moan that escaped her lips.

He slid into her in one smooth, claiming stroke, burying himself to the hilt with a guttural groan that was pure, unfiltered want. Vanessa’s knees nearly buckled at the sensation, but his hands on her hips held her steady, grounding her. His touch was firm, possessive, yet tinged with a tenderness that made her heart ache. She could feel every inch of him inside her, the familiar shape and weight of him igniting a fire that burned hotter and deeper than anything she’d ever known. 

“Fuck,” he rasped, his voice low and rough against her ear. “You’re so tight. So fucking perfect.” His words sent a shiver down her spine, and she clenched around him reflexively, drawing another deep groan from him. He stayed there for a moment, unmoving, letting her adjust to the stretch, letting the intensity of their connection settle between them. But then he pulled back, slow and deliberate, before driving into her again with deliberate force.

Each thrust was a rediscovery, a reclamation. It wasn’t hurried or frantic—it was measured, as if he were savoring every second, every sensation. She could feel the tension in his body, the way he held himself in check, but there was an undercurrent of wildness in his movements that threatened to break free. Vanessa’s breath came in short, shallow gasps as he filled her again and again, the rhythm of his hips driving her closer to the edge with every stroke.

“Tell me,” he growled, his voice thick with need. “Tell me what you feel right now.”

“I feel you,” she gasped, the words tumbling out between his powerful thrusts. “Oh god, Scott, I feel you so deep. You’re stretching me... filling me up... it’s so much. It’s so fucking good.” She could barely think, barely speak, as pleasure surged through her in waves. The combination of his familiar presence and the lingering traces of what had come before created a symphony of sensations that overwhelmed her completely. 

He didn’t respond with words—his body spoke for him. His pace quickened slightly, each thrust more urgent than the last, as if he couldn’t hold back any longer. Vanessa felt herself teetering on the edge, her body humming with need, every nerve ending alight with the fire he was stoking inside her. She pressed her forehead against the cool wall, her eyes squeezed shut, as she gave herself over to him completely.

“Fuck, Vanessa,” he growled, his hands tightening on her hips. “Fuck, you feel incredible. So full of him, and now you’re taking all of me.”

He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that was entirely his own. It wasn't the frantic, animalistic pace of Amir; it was deliberate, a rediscovery, a reclaiming. Every thrust was a statement. She could feel every inch of him, the familiar shape and feel of him igniting a different, deeper fire within her. Her body, already primed and hyper-sensitive, sang for him.

“Do you feel him on my cock?” he asked, his tempo increasing, driving into her with more force. “Do you feel his come inside you while I fuck my wife?”

The crude, visceral truth of it made her moan, a long, low sound of absolute surrender. “Yes! I can feel it... I can feel all of it. Oh god, don’t stop.”

From his vantage point, Amir let out a dark chuckle. “She loves it. Look at her take it. She’s a fucking natural.”

Scott ignored him, his entire world narrowed to the woman in his arms and the incredible, hot clutch of her body around his. He drove into her again and again, the slapping sound of their skin a lewd metronome in the opulent bathroom. Vanessa’s fingers splayed against the cool wall, her head bowed as sensations overwhelmed her. This was the fantasy, made real. The watching eyes, the two distinct types of pleasure colliding inside her, the utter surrender to a desire she never knew she could possess.

Scott’s control began to fray. His thrusts became harder, less measured, fueled by the visual of her submitted form and the knowledge of what had just happened. “You’re mine,” he rasped, his voice thick with impending climax. “This perfect, filthy, incredible body is mine. And watching someone else worship it... fuck, Vanessa... fuck...”

He was losing his rhythm, his body tensing, coiling tight. Vanessa felt her own climax building again, a swift, shocking tide rising from the depths he was pounding into. “Scott... I’m gonna... please...”

“Come for me,” he commanded, his final thrusts becoming frantic, desperate. “Come on my cock, right now. Let me feel you.”

The orgasm crashed over her without warning, a silent, seizing wave that clenched around him, milking his own release from him. He cried out, a raw, shattered sound of pleasure as he emptied himself into her, joining what was already there, his body shuddering violently against her back.

He stayed buried inside her, both of them panting, spent, connected. Slowly, he wrapped his arms around her waist, holding her upright, his forehead resting between her shoulder blades.

––––––––
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The door of the bathroom opened and closed with a soft click. Amir was gone, leaving them alone in the aftermath.
Scott pressed his lips to the nape of Vanessa's neck, his breath warm and steady against her skin. His arms stayed wrapped around her waist, holding her upright as her legs trembled beneath her. The marble wall felt cool against her overheated skin, a welcome contrast to the heat still radiating from her husband's body.
"Are you okay?" Scott murmured, the words vibrating against her shoulder.
Vanessa nodded, not quite trusting her voice yet. Her mind was swimming, trying to process the hurricane of sensations and emotions that had just torn through her. She felt raw, exposed, reborn.
Scott slowly withdrew from her, and she felt the slick evidence of both men trickling down her inner thigh. The physical reminder sent an unexpected aftershock of pleasure through her.
He turned her gently to face him, his hands cupping her face with a tenderness that made her throat tighten. His eyes searched hers, concern mixing with the lingering heat.
"Talk to me, Van," he said softly. "I need to know what you're feeling."
She leaned into his touch, her body still humming with residual pleasure. "I feel... incredible." The word seemed woefully inadequate. "And a little overwhelmed. But in a good way." She let out a small, breathless laugh. "A really good way."
Relief softened his features. He pressed his forehead against hers, their breaths mingling. "You were amazing. So fucking beautiful. I've never seen anything like it."
"It was different than I expected," she admitted, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw. "Watching you watch me... it was like seeing myself through new eyes. Like I was more than just... me."
Scott's thumb brushed across her lower lip, his gaze intense. "You've always been more. I've always seen it."
"I know," she whispered. "But now I see it too."
He kissed her then, slow and deep, his lips tender against hers. It wasn't a claiming kiss like before; it was a promise, a homecoming. When he pulled back, his eyes were bright with something that looked suspiciously like tears.
"I love you," he said, his voice rough with emotion. "God, Vanessa, I love you so much."
She felt her own eyes sting. "I love you too." She hesitated, then added, "Do you... want to do this again sometime?"
A slow smile spread across his face, equal parts surprise and delight. "You'd want that?"
"Maybe." She bit her lip, feeling a flush rise to her cheeks that had nothing to do with exertion. "Not right away. But... yes. I think I would."
Scott laughed, the sound rich with wonder. "You continue to amaze me, Vanessa Mitchell."
She leaned into him, resting her head against his chest. She could hear his heart beating, strong and steady, a rhythm that had been the soundtrack to her life for seven years. Only now, it seemed to beat with a different cadence—wilder, freer, but no less true.
"We should probably get cleaned up," she murmured after a moment. "People will wonder where we've gone."
"Let them wonder." His arms tightened around her. "I'm not ready to share you again just yet."
Vanessa smiled against his chest, a sense of peace settling over her. They had crossed a boundary tonight, ventured into territory she'd never imagined exploring. And yet, here in his arms, she felt more secure than ever before. They had tested the limits of their trust and found it unbreakable.
The reception continued beyond the bathroom door, music and laughter filtering through. But in this moment, wrapped in each other's arms, they existed in their own perfect bubble—a space where desire and love flowed without boundaries, where trust wasn't just a word but a tangible thing they had built together.
Whatever came next, they would face it together. Changed, perhaps, but stronger for it.
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Book 2 - To Love and to Pleasure
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The soft hiss of the steam iron was the soundtrack to their Saturday morning. Patrick watched Daisy from their ensuite doorway, a slow, fond smile touching his lips. She was a study in concentration, her brow furrowed as she pressed the wrinkles from a slinky silver dress laid out on their bed. The morning light caught the subtle silver streaks in her dark hair, and the simple cotton robe she wore gaped open just enough to offer a teasing glimpse of the soft curve of her breast.

“You’re staring,” she said without looking up, a knowing smirk playing on her mouth.

“Can’t help it. You’re a vision. Even fighting with a disobedient hemline.”

She finally glanced over, her eyes warm. “It’s this damn chiffon. It has a mind of its own. Like someone else I know.” She shot a pointed, affectionate look his way. “Did you finally decide on a tie?”

He held up two options: a conservative navy and a bold burgundy with a subtle pattern. “Which one says ‘happy for the couple but not trying to upstage the groom’?”

“The burgundy. It makes your eyes look... intense.” She set the iron down and walked over, taking the silk from his hands. Her fingers trailed over the fabric, then up to adjust the collar of his shirt. Her scent—jasmine and sleep—wrapped around him. “I’m excited to see everyone. It’s been forever. Do you think... what was his name... your old roommate? The ridiculously good-looking one with the laugh?”

Patrick’s stomach did a familiar, anxious flip. “Nico?”

“Yes! Nico. God, he was gorgeous. Is he going to be there?”

There it was. The opening he’d both craved and dreaded. His pulse, a frantic drum against his ribs, felt suddenly loud in the quiet room. He could play it cool, give a simple yes or no, and the moment would pass. They’d go to the wedding, have a lovely time, and come home to their normal, wonderful life.

But the fantasy, the one he’d nurtured in the darkest, most secret part of his mind for months, was clawing its way to the surface. He took a slow breath, the air feeling thin.

“He is,” Patrick said, his voice lower than he intended. He reached out, not for the tie, but for her hand, lacing his fingers through hers. Her skin was warm. “Daisy... there’s something I’ve been thinking about. About him. About you.”

Her playful smile faded into a look of gentle curiosity. “Oh? What about us?”

He looked down at their joined hands, gathering the words he’d rehearsed a hundred times in his head. “I love our life. I love you more than I knew was possible. This... this is going to sound crazy, but it comes from that place. From how much I adore you.” He forced himself to meet her gaze. Her beautiful, confused gaze. “The thought of you... with someone else... it does something to me. It fucking consumes me.”

Daisy’s eyebrows shot up. She tried to pull her hand back, but he held it gently. “Patrick, what are you saying? Are you... are you unhappy? Have I—”

“No. God, no. The opposite.” The words began to tumble out now, a nervous, eager torrent. “It’s a fantasy. The hottest, most potent fucking fantasy I’ve ever had. The idea of seeing you desired by another man. Of watching you enjoy that. Of seeing how powerful and beautiful and sexy you are through someone else’s eyes.” He swallowed hard. “And specifically... the idea of it being Nico.”

The room was utterly still. The confession hung between them, huge and pulsating. Daisy stared at him, her lips parted slightly. He could see the calculations happening behind her eyes: concern, shock, a flicker of something else he couldn’t name.

“You want to watch me have sex with another man?” The question was barely a whisper, stripped of all inflection.

“I want to see you receive pleasure from another man,” he corrected softly, his thumb stroking the inside of her wrist. “I want to see you lost in it, Daisy. I want to see you fuck him. I want to hear the sounds you make for him. I want to know every damn detail of what it feels like to have him inside you. It’s the biggest turn-on of my life. It’s all for us. It would be for us.”

Her concern sharpened. “But... what if I like it too much? What if it changes things? What if it changes how you see me?” The vulnerability in her voice cracked his heart open. “I don’t want you to look at me one day and see someone who’s been with your friend. I don’t want to break what we have.”

“You couldn’t.” His conviction was absolute. “Look at me. You are everything. This wouldn’t be you sneaking around. It would be us sharing an experience. It would be me giving you a gift and getting the most erotic show on earth in return. It would be me, loving you so goddamn much that the thought of your pleasure—all of it, from any source—is my pleasure.”

He watched her. He saw the initial alarm begin to recede, replaced by a dawning, bewildered contemplation. She wasn’t shutting him down. She was thinking about it.

A slow blush crept up her neck. She looked away, toward the silver dress on the bed, a garment that suddenly seemed less innocent. “Nico...” she said, testing the name in this new, charged context. “You’ve really thought about this.”

“Every night for months,” he admitted, a ragged edge to his voice. “I imagine every second of it. I imagine his hands on your hips. I imagine the way your back would arch for him. I imagine the taste of you on his mouth when I kiss you afterward.”

A soft, shuddering sigh escaped her. Her free hand came up to her chest, clutching her robe closed. But her eyes were dark now, her pupils wide. The fear was still there, but it was mingling with something else. Something hot and curious.

“So tonight...” she started, her voice huskier. “At the wedding... if he’s there...”

“We just see,” Patrick whispered, moving closer, his lips near her ear. “We just look at him, and you let yourself look back. That’s all. Nothing more. Unless you want it.”

She turned her head, her nose brushing his cheek. Her breathing was deeper now. “You are a very strange and incredible man, Patrick.”

“Is that a yes? To just... seeing where it leads?”

She was silent for a long moment, her gaze searching his, looking for any trace of doubt or regret. Finding none, she gave a slow, almost imperceptible nod. A thrilling, terrifying agreement.

“Okay,” she breathed. “Okay. For us.”
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The low hum of the luxury sedan’s engine was the only sound for several miles, a stark contrast to the buzzing, electric silence between them. Patrick kept his eyes on the road, his knuckles white where he gripped the steering wheel. The confession hung in the air, thick and heavy, a new, unexplored continent on the map of their marriage.

Daisy watched the rolling hills blur past her window, the secret thrumming in her veins. Okay. For us. Her own words echoed, sparking a low, unfamiliar fire in her belly. It wasn’t fear anymore. It was a profound, dizzying curiosity, a door cracked open to a room she never knew existed.

She turned her head slowly, studying his profile. The strong line of his jaw, the faint tremor in his hand. He was nervous. He’d handed her a loaded fantasy and now waited, vulnerably, to see what she would do with it. A powerful surge of love and want for him washed over her, mingling with the new, illicit thoughts of Nico.

Without a word, she reached over and placed her hand high on his thigh, her fingers pressing into the firm muscle. He jumped slightly at the contact, his eyes flicking to her for a second before returning to the highway.

“You’re still thinking about it,” she said, her voice a low murmur that vibrated through the quiet cabin.

“I can’t stop,” he admitted, his voice rough.

“Tell me what you’re thinking about right now.”

He swallowed. “I’m thinking about you. In that silver dress. And him looking at you.”

Her fingers walked inward, tracing the seam of his trousers. She felt the hard ridge of his cock beginning to swell beneath the fine wool blend. A smile touched her lips. So this is the game.

“Pull over,” she whispered.

“What? Daisy, we’re on the interstate.”

“There’s an exit half a mile ahead. An old scenic overlook. It’s always empty. Pull over, Patrick.”

He didn’t argue. The indicator clicked a rapid, frantic rhythm as he guided the car off the highway and onto a narrow, tree-lined road that climbed upward. In a minute, they were alone, the car parked on a gravel patch overlooking a vast, empty valley. He shifted the car into park, the silence now absolute.

Daisy unclipped her seatbelt with a definitive click. “I want to see what this does to you,” she said, her voice dropping into a husky register that went straight to his groin. She slid across the creamy leather seat, the fabric of her dress whispering against the material. “I want to feel how hard this fantasy makes you.”

She didn’t wait for a reply. Her hands went to his belt, the metallic snick of the buckle unnaturally loud. He helped her, fumbling with his button and zipper, lifting his hips so she could tug his trousers and briefs down to his mid-thighs. His cock sprang free, fully erect and straining upward, a visible testament to the turmoil in his mind.

“Fuck, Patrick,” she breathed, wrapping her fingers around the hot, velvety steel of his shaft. “You’re already so fucking hard for this. For him.”

She lowered her head, her dark hair curtaining their view. Her tongue, slick and warm, darted out to trace a slow, torturous line from the base of his cock all the way to the tip. He gasped, his head falling back against the headrest with a soft thud.

“Is this what you imagined?” she asked, her lips hovering just above his aching flesh. Her breath was a hot, tantalizing ghost against his sensitive skin. “Did you imagine my mouth on him like this?”

A guttural sound, something between a moan and a groan, tore from his throat. Yes.

She took him into her mouth then, not all at once, but with a devastating slowness that made his toes curl in his dress shoes. Her lips formed a perfect, tight seal around the crown, her tongue swirling over the slit, tasting the salty precome that had beaded there. Her eyes were open, locked on his, watching every flicker of ecstasy and agony cross his face.

She pulled off with a wet, soft pop. “I wonder if he’s this thick,” she mused, her hand pumping him slowly as she spoke. Her words were a filthy, beautiful poison. “I wonder if Nico would groan like you do when I take him deep.” She swallowed him again, deeper this time, her head beginning a slow, rhythmic bobbing motion.

Patrick’s hands fisted in her hair, not guiding her, just holding on, anchoring himself to the universe-shattering sensation of her mouth and her words. The car filled with the wet, soft sounds of her sucking, his ragged breathing, the faint rustle of her dress.

She deep-throated him, taking his entire length until her nose pressed into the coarse hair at his base. He cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound of pure need. She held him there for a long second before pulling back, gasping for air, a string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to his glistening cock.

“I want to do this to him, Patrick,” she whispered, her voice wrecked. She licked a long, slow stripe up his shaft, her eyes burning with a new, defiant fire. “I want to get on my knees for Nico at this wedding. I want to feel his hands in my hair while I fucking choke on his cock. I want to taste a different man on my tongue while you watch.”

The visual was so vivid, so shockingly lewd coming from her lips, that his hips bucked involuntarily. She smiled, a wicked, knowing curve of her mouth, and took him back in, her pace quickening, becoming more urgent. Her moans vibrated around his flesh, a continuous hum of her own mounting arousal.

Her free hand slipped between her own legs, hiking up her dress. He could see her fingers moving in her periphery, pressing against the fabric of her panties, and the sight nearly ended him. She was getting wet for this. For the idea. For Nico.

“God, Daisy...” he rasped, his control fraying into nothing.

She released him again, panting. “Do you want to see that, Patrick? Do you want to see me lost in another man? Do you want to see me fuck someone else?”

“Yes,” he begged, the word torn from the deepest, most honest part of him. “Fuck, yes, I do.”

“Then don’t come yet,” she commanded, her voice dropping to a whisper as she stroked him with a slick, furious intensity. “You save it. You save every fucking drop of this for when you watch me with him.”

She dipped her head, her mouth closing over him one last time, her tongue working a merciless, perfect rhythm, and he knew he was a goner, teetering on the very edge, held there only by the sheer force of her will and the devastating promise of what was to come.
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The liminal space of the interstate vanished, replaced by the manicured grounds of the country club. The lush green lawn was dotted with white chairs, chatter and the soft melody of a string quartet filling the air. Inside the car, the air was still thick with the scent of Daisy’s perfume and the lingering promise she had wrung from Patrick on the highway.

Patrick’s palm was damp against the small of Daisy’s back as they navigated the crowd. Her silver dress, the one she’d so carefully pressed, clung to her hips and swayed with a hypnotic rhythm that made it impossible for him to look anywhere else. He could still feel the ghost of her mouth on him, a phantom echo of pleasure that tightened his gut with every step.

“He’s here,” Patrick murmured, his voice low, meant only for her. His gaze was fixed on a point across the terrace.

Daisy followed his look. And there he was.

Nico stood near the open bar, a tumbler of amber liquid in his hand. He was taller than Patrick remembered, his shoulders broader beneath the expertly tailored charcoal suit. He was laughing at something a friend said, the sound a rich, warm baritone that cut through the polite wedding hum. As if feeling the weight of their stare, his eyes shifted from his companion. They passed over Patrick with a quick, familiar grin, then landed on Daisy.

The grin didn’t fade. It simply... transformed. It deepened, the amusement in his eyes simmering into something more potent, more focused. His gaze was a physical touch, a slow, deliberate journey from the silver streaks in her dark hair down the column of her throat, over the generous swell of her breasts against the silk of her dress, all the way to her heels and back up again. It wasn’t a casual glance. It was an appraisal. A claiming. A silent conversation that bypassed all pleasantries.

He began to walk toward them, and with every step, the air between them seemed to crackle and compress.

“Patrick, you old bastard,” Nico said, pulling him into a brief, back-slapping hug. His voice was just as Patrick remembered, laced with an easy charm that had always drawn people in. But his eyes never fully left Daisy. “It’s been too long.”

“Nico. Looking good,” Patrick managed, his own voice sounding strangely thin.

“Weddings,” Nico said with a theatrical sigh, finally turning the full force of his attention—and that devastating smile—on Daisy. “They always make me feel nostalgic for... wilder days.” He extended a hand. “And Daisy. Even more beautiful than the last time I saw you.”

Daisy placed her hand in his. Patrick watched, mesmerized, as Nico didn’t just shake it. He turned it over, his thumb brushing lightly across her knuckles before he raised it to his lips. The kiss was brief, a whisper of a touch, but the intimacy of the gesture was staggering. A faint tinge of pink colored Daisy’s cheeks.

“It’s a pleasure to see you again, Nico,” she said, her voice steady, though Patrick could feel the slight tremor in the arm still linked with his. 

The three of them fell into a stilted conversation about mutual friends, the wedding, the open bar. But the subtext was a live wire, sparking and dangerous. Nico’s attention was a laser beam fixed on Daisy. He listened to her with an intensity that was almost unnerving, his eyes dropping to her mouth when she spoke, his body angled toward hers, subtly excluding the rest of the world—and to a degree, even Patrick.

Patrick felt a dizzying cocktail of jealousy and white-hot arousal. This was it. This was the precipice. He saw the way Daisy’s breath shallowed under Nico’s gaze, the way she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, a nervous gesture he hadn’t seen in years. She was affected. Deeply.

A lull settled in the conversation. Nico’s eyes met Patrick’s over the rim of his glass, and in them, Patrick saw a question—and a deep, intuitive understanding of the unspoken tension thrumming between the three of them.

Patrick took a half-step closer, dropping his voice so only Nico could hear, the words tasting like both a confession and a dare. “She’s something else, isn’t she?”

Nico’s smile was slow, predatory, knowing. “She’s a fucking vision, mate.”

“I was thinking...” Patrick continued, his heart hammering against his ribs. “...some of those old stories we had... maybe they don’t have to stay in the past.”

Nico’s eyebrow arched a fraction of an inch. He didn’t look surprised. He looked... interested. Deeply, carnally interested. His gaze flicked back to Daisy, who was watching them both, her dark eyes wide with a mixture of alarm and thrilling curiosity.

Nico leaned in, his voice a low, intimate rumble meant for Patrick and Patrick alone. “Are you telling me what I think you’re telling me?”

The music swelled as the bride and groom took to the dance floor, but Patrick didn’t hear it. All he heard was the roaring in his own ears and the heavy, anticipatory silence waiting for his answer. He looked at Daisy, seeing not his wife of years, but the wild, untamable woman from the car, the one who had commanded his orgasm with a vicious promise.

He looked back at Nico, his oldest friend, who was looking at Daisy like she was the last drink of water in the desert.

Patrick nodded, once, a sharp, decisive movement. Fuck yes.

Nico’s smile widened. He didn’t say a word. Instead, he turned his full body toward Daisy, completely closing their little triangle. He reached out, not for her hand this time, but to gently hook a finger under the delicate silver chain of her necklace, letting the pad of his finger rest against the hollow of her throat. Daisy’s lips parted on a silent, sharp intake of air.

“Daisy,” Nico said, his voice dropping to a velvet-rough whisper that was barely audible over the music. “The night is young. And I find myself incredibly... curious. Patrick here seems to think you might be open to... making some new stories.” He tugged ever so gently on the chain, a minuscule pull that brought her an inch closer. “What do you think? Feel like being wild tonight?”
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The music from the reception faded into a dull, thumping bassline as Daisy led Nico by the hand. Patrick followed a few paces behind, his blood roaring in his ears, a sound far louder than any band. He watched Daisy’s hips sway, a hypnotic rhythm in the deepening twilight, the silver threads in her dress catching the last of the evening light. She didn’t look back. Her grip on Nico’s hand was firm, decisive.

She pulled him through a rose-covered arbor and into a secluded garden nook, a world away from the champagne and chatter. The air was thick with the scent of jasmine and damp earth. A single, antique lantern cast long, dancing shadows against the stone wall.

Daisy stopped. She finally turned, her eyes finding Patrick’s over Nico’s shoulder. Her expression was unreadable for a heartbeat—a flicker of questioning, of final confirmation. Patrick gave her a single, jerky nod, his throat too tight to form words. Do it. Please.

That was all she needed.

In one fluid motion, Daisy turned back to Nico, placed her palms flat on his chest, and pushed. It wasn’t aggressive, but it was startling in its certainty. Nico’s back met the cool stone of the garden wall with a soft thud, a grin spreading across his face at her audacity.

“Well, hello,” Nico murmured, his voice a low rumble.

Daisy didn’t answer with words. She dropped to her knees in the soft grass, the green staining the cream fabric of her dress. Patrick’s lungs seized. Fuck. She’s really doing it.

Her fingers went to Nico’s belt buckle, the click of the metal release obscenely loud in the quiet garden. The rasp of his zpper coming down was a sound Patrick would remember forever. Nico’s head fell back against the wall, his eyes closing for a moment as Daisy worked. She didn’t fumble. She was efficient, focused, a woman on a mission.

She pulled his slacks and boxer briefs down just enough, and Nico’s cock sprang free, already fully hard and straining upward. It was thick and erect, a dark, ruddy contrast against the pale skin of his lower stomach. Patrick could only stare, his own erection a painful, neglected ache trapped within his formal trousers.

Daisy didn’t hesitate. She didn’t tease or play. She leaned forward, and with one hand wrapped firmly around his base, she took the entire length of him into her warm, wet mouth in one smooth, breathtaking glide.

Nico groaned, a raw, guttural sound torn from deep within him. His hands came up, tangling in her dark, silver-streaked hair, but he didn’t guide her. He just held on, his knuckles white.

Patrick watched, mesmerized, as his wife’s head began to move. She worked Nico with a skilled, relentless rhythm, her cheeks hollowing with the force of her suction. The wet, filthy sounds of her mouth on him filled the space between them, a soundtrack to Patrick’s own unraveling. He could see the muscles in Nico’s thighs clench, could see the way his stomach tightened with every downward plunge of Daisy’s head.

“Christ, Daisy,” Nico gasped, his voice strained. “Your fucking mouth... it’s... fuck.”

Daisy pulled off him with a soft, sucking pop. A string of saliva connected her glistening lips to the slick head of his cock. She looked up at Nico, her eyes dark with a primal hunger Patrick had never seen before.

“You like my mouth on your cock, Nico?” she asked, her voice husky and low. She didn’t wait for an answer. She licked a long, slow stripe from his balls all the way up the throbbing vein on the underside to the tip. “You like watching me suck you while my husband watches?”

“Yes,” Nico hissed, his hips bucking involuntarily.

“Then don’t you fucking come,” she commanded, her tone shifting from seductive to stern in an instant. She took him deep again, her nose buried in the coarse hair at his base, and held him there for a long moment before pulling back, gasping for air. “This isn’t for you to finish. This is just a taste. You save it. You understand me? You save every fucking drop for later.”

She engulfed him again, her movements becoming more frantic, more demanding. She was fucking him with her mouth now, a rhythmic taking, a claiming. Patrick could feel the raw power of it, the transfer of control. She was in charge. She was giving this gift, setting the terms.

Patrick’s hand moved to his own crotch, pressing the heel of his palm hard against his erection, a feeble attempt to alleviate the overwhelming pressure. He was panting, his body thrumming with a mix of jealousy, awe, and the most potent arousal he had ever experienced. He was watching his beautiful wife devour his best friend’s cock, and it was the most erotic, most devastatingly perfect thing he had ever seen.

Nico was murmuring a continuous, choked stream of praise and profanity. “Oh god... yes... right there... don’t stop... your fucking tongue... I’m close, Daisy, I’m so close...”

Dikey immediately pulled her mouth away, her hand taking over, stroking him fiercely. “No,” she said, her voice firm despite being breathless. “You’re not. You will not come. You will stand there and you will take this fucking incredible blowjob and you will not come. I want you desperate for me. I want you so hard it hurts. I want you to fucking ache to be inside me.”

She bent her head again, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head, tasting the pre-come that beaded there before taking him deep once more. Nico’s whole body was trembling, a fine tremor of pure, restrained ecstasy. He was fighting it, his jaw clenched, sweat beading on his forehead. He was obeying her.

Patrick could only watch, his own need a living thing clawing at his insides. He was a spectator to his own wildest fantasy, and it was better, more intense, more fucking real than anything his mind had ever conjured.

Daisy worked him over with a master’s skill, bringing him right to the very edge again and again, only to pull back at the last possible second, denying him, stoking the fire higher. Nico was a mess of pleasure and frustration, his breaths coming in ragged pants.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Daisy slowed. She gave the length of him one last, long, luxurious lick before sitting back on her heels. Nico’s cock stood proud and glistening in the lantern light, violently hard and twitching, unmistakably unsated.

Daisy looked from Nico’s desperate, straining form to Patrick. Her lips were swollen, her makeup smudged. She looked utterly debauched and completely powerful.

She smiled, a slow, wicked curve of her lips.

The humid night air clung to their skin, thick with the scent of jasmine and the raw, musky promise of sweat. Daisy’s command hung between them, a live wire.

Fuck me from behind, Nico. Now.

For a heartbeat, nobody moved. Patrick watched, his own blood a deafening roar in his ears, as Nico processed the direct order. A slow, predatory grin spread across Nico’s face, a stark contrast to the desperate frustration that had been there moments before. He didn’t speak. He simply moved, his hands finding Daisy’s hips, turning her with a firm, certain grip until she was facing the rough, cool stone of the garden wall.

She arched her back, presenting herself to him, a perfect, breathtaking curve in the moonlight. Her dark hair was a mess against the stone, her dress pushed up around her waist. Patrick’s fingers were already fumbling with his belt, his cock springing free, hard and aching in his palm. He wrapped his hand around himself, a low groan escaping as he began to stroke, his eyes glued to the scene unfolding.

Nico ran his hands over the generous swell of Daisy’s ass, kneading the soft flesh, spreading her open for himself. Patrick could see everything—the glistening proof of her arousal, the way her body was ready, waiting. Nico positioned himself, the broad head of his cock pressing against her.

“You’re so fucking wet for me, Daisy,” Nico growled, his voice rough.

“It’s all for you,” she moaned back, pushing her hips back against him. “All of it. Now stop talking and start fucking.”

He drove into her in one smooth, brutal thrust, burying himself to the hilt. Daisy’s body arched as if electrocuted, her back pressing against Nico’s chest for a fleeting moment before she collapsed forward, her palms splayed against the cold stone wall. A sharp, guttural cry was torn from her throat, a sound of pure, unadulterated satisfaction that echoed in the stillness of the garden. Patrick’s hand tightened around his own cock, his rhythm instantly syncing with Nico’s, strokes matching thrust for thrust. Fuck. Fuck. The sight was obliterating his mind, reducing it to primal, animalistic instincts. Nico’s powerful thighs slammed against the backs of hers, the wet, raw sound of their bodies connecting filling the air like a forbidden symphony. Daisy’s entire body jolted with every inward drive, her hips rocking forward and then pushing back to meet him, her moans rising in pitch with each motion.

Niko gripped her hips with bruising force, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he set a relentless pace. The slap of skin against skin was rhythmic, almost musical, punctuated by Daisy’s ragged gasps and the occasional growl that escaped Nico’s lips. He leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back, and murmured something low and filthy into her ear. Whatever it was, it drew another sharp cry from her, her fingers clawing at the wall as if searching for an anchor. Patrick could see the way her body responded to every word, every touch, every thrust—her arousal was palpable, a raw, visceral energy that consumed all three of them.

The moonlight cast a silvery hue over their entwined forms, highlighting the sweat glistening on Nico’s shoulders and the way Daisy’s dress clung to her damp skin. Her hips moved with a desperate urgency now, matching Nico’s rhythm with a fervor that left Patrick breathless. He watched, transfixed, as Nico pulled back almost completely, leaving only the tip of his cock inside her, before slamming back in with a force that made Daisy scream. Her head snapped back, her dark hair a tangled mess against the stone, her lips parted in a silent cry of ecstasy. This, thought Patrick, this is what I wanted. To see her like this—wrecked, trembling, completely consumed by pleasure.

Daisy’s moans grew louder, more insistent, each one a demand for more. “Don’t stop,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “Don’t you fucking stop.” Nico obeyed without hesitation, his movements growing rougher, more primal. Patrick could feel the tension building in his own body, his hand moving faster, his breath coming in shallow gasps. The coil in his spine tightened with every thrust, every sound, every shudder that wracked Daisy’s body. He was barely holding on, teetering on the edge of release, but he forced himself to stay there, to prolong the agony as long as he could. 

Nico shifted his angle slightly, driving deeper, and Daisy’s cries turned into sobbing pleas. “Yes! Oh God, yes! Right there!” Her legs trembled, threatening to give out, but Nico held her steady, his hands firmly gripping her hips. The sound of their bodies meeting was obscenely loud now, a wet, rhythmic slap that seemed to echo in Patrick’s bones. He could see the way Daisy’s body was starting to tense, her muscles coiling like a spring ready to snap. Her climax was building, and so was his.

Patrick’s gaze locked onto the place where their bodies joined, watching as Nico’s cock disappeared inside her again and again. The sight was almost too much to bear—the slickness of her arousal, the way she stretched to accommodate him, the sheer intensity of their connection. His own hand moved frantically now, his release looming closer with every passing second. He didn’t want it to end, but his body had other plans. Patrick couldn’t tear his eyes away from them. Daisy was close—so close—and the thought of watching her unravel while Nico fucked her was almost enough to make him come again. Her moans had turned into desperate cries, her body trembling uncontrollably as Nico drove into her with unrelenting force. “Now, Nico,” she gasped, her voice shaking. “Don’t you fucking hold back. Fill me up. I want to feel you come inside me.”

It was a savage, beautiful rhythm. Nico’s grip on her hips was possessive, his fingers leaving faint, promising marks on her skin. Daisy braced herself against the wall, her head thrown back, her eyes squeezed shut in concentration. “Yes... god, yes... just like that...”

Daisy’s moans began to shift, becoming more demanding, more urgent. “Harder, Nico. You can do better than that. I want to feel you fucking ruin me.”

Nico grunted, adjusting his stance, driving into her with renewed, animalistic force. The pace became punishing, relentless. The wall seemed to shudder with their impact. Daisy’s pleasured cries were now interspersed with sharp gasps for air.

“Is this what you wanted, Daisy?” Nico rasped, his own breathing ragged. “This what you needed me to do to you?”

“Yes! Oh, fuck, don’t you dare stop!” she screamed, her voice cracking with the intensity. Her fingers clawed at the stone. “Make me feel it tomorrow. I want to remember your fucking cock every time I move.”

Patrick was losing himself, his hand a frantic piston on his own aching flesh. He was no longer just watching; he was there with them, feeling every thrust through her, consumed by a jealousy so potent it burned like desire and a possessiveness that was paradoxically affirmed by the act itself. This was his fantasy, his beautiful, dirty wife being taken apart by his best friend, and it was more visceral, more overwhelming than he had ever dreamed.

“Patrick,” Daisy moaned, her voice strained, pulling him deeper into the vortex. “Look at me. Watch him fuck your wife. Watch how much I love his cock.”

His name on her lips, in that context, was the final key. The coil in his spine snapped. A raw, harsh sound was torn from his throat as his orgasm ripped through him, hot stripes of release shooting onto the manicured grass at his feet. His knees almost buckled, his vision whiting out at the edges as he rode the crashing waves of pleasure, his gaze still locked on the powerful junction of their bodies.

Daisy felt the shift in the air, felt Nico’s rhythm stutter as he watched Patrick come. It spurred her on, her own climax coiling, tightening, a spring about to be released.

“Now, Nico,” she commanded, her voice a shaky but firm order. “Don’t you fucking hold back. Fill me up. I want to feel you come inside me.”

The command was a gunshot in the humid garden air. Nico’s restraint, so tenuously held, vaporized. 

For a few heartbeats, the only sound was their ragged breathing, the three of them connected by an invisible, sizzling wire. Nico leaned over her, his body damp with sweat, his forehead resting between her shoulder blades as he caught his breath.

Then he moved. In one fluid, powerful motion, he withdrew from her, his cock slick and glistening in the moonlight. His hands on her hips were firm, possessive, as he spun her around to face him. The night air felt shockingly cool on her exposed, wet skin.

Before she could even process the new angle, he was lifting her, his hands under her thighs, and setting her down on the broad, flat top of a weathered stone planter. The cold marble was a stark contrast to the heat of her skin. He stepped between her legs, which instinctively wrapped around his waist, and he was inside her again in a single, claiming thrust. Fuck. This was different. Deeper. More intimate. She could see his face, his dark eyes burning with a feral light, see the sweat beading on his temple. She could watch his mouth as he panted, could see the intense focus as he began to move again, his rhythm slower now, more deliberate, each stroke a profound, full-length possession.

“Look at you,” Nico growled, his voice rough and low. “Taking every fucking inch of me. Your husband’s perfect wife, split open on my cock on a fucking garden wall.”

Patrick watched, mesmerized. The sight of Daisy’s face, etched with a potent mix of ecstasy and raw need, was a powerful antidote to his own spent body. The languid warmth of his orgasm was already being burned away by a new, rising heat, fanned by the obscene, wet sound of Nico moving inside his wife. He saw Daisy’s breasts, swaying with each of Nico’s thrusts, her nipples hard pebbles begging for attention.

He moved without thought, driven by a compulsion deeper than conscious decision. He closed the small distance between them, his hand coming up to cup the weight of one breast. He heard Daisy’s sharp intake of air. He lowered his head and traced the rigid peak with the very tip of his tongue, a slow, circling caress that made her cry out.

“Patrick,” she moaned, her voice breaking on his name.

Her recognition, her need for him in the middle of this, ignited something in him. He took her nipple into his mouth, sucking deeply, laving it with his tongue, his teeth grazing the sensitive flesh with just enough pressure to make her hips buck against Nico. He moved to her other breast, giving it the same lavish, wet attention, his free hand roaming over the smooth skin of her stomach, feeling the muscles clench and jump.

Nico’s pace was becoming less controlled, his thrusts harder, sharper. “Christ, Daisy,” he grunted, his fingers digging into her hips. “You feel... you’re fucking incredible.”

Patrick’s hand slid down, through her damp, silken curls, his fingers seeking the swollen, slick center of her. He found her clit, a hard, eager pearl, and began to rub tight, rapid circles over it. The effect was instantaneous. Daisy’s back arched violently off the cold stone, a choked scream caught in her throat. Her inner muscles clamped down on Nico’s cock in a fierce, rhythmic pulsation that made him swear viciously.

“Yes... right there... don’t stop,” she begged, her plea directed at both of them, her eyes screwed shut as sensation overwhelmed her.

Patrick kept his focus, his fingers working her clit with a precise, relentless friction, a counterpoint to the deep, pounding rhythm Nico was setting. He watched her face, a beautiful mask of abandon, her lips parted, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. He could feel the tension coiling in her again, a spring wound impossibly tight.

Nio was losing his rhythm entirely, his thrusts becoming ragged, desperate. “I’m... I can’t... fuck, I’m gonna come,” he warned, his voice strained.

“Do it,” Daisy panted, her eyes flying open to lock with Patrick’s. Her gaze was dark, wild, full of a love so fierce and twisted it stole his breath. “Fill me up, Nico. And you, Patrick... make me come. I want to feel both of you. I want to feel everything.”

Patrick increased the pressure on her clit, his own body thrumming with a renewed, desperate arousal. Nico drove into her, once, twice more, his body stiffening as he buried himself to the hilt with a raw, animalistic cry. Patrick felt the new flood of warmth against his wrist as Nico’s release pulsed into her.

The combined sensation of Nico’s final, shattering thrusts, the hot spill of his cum, and Patrick’s insistent, perfect pressure on her clit was too much. Daisy’s climax exploded through her, a silent, seismic event that contorted her body, her mouth open in a soundless scream of pure, unadulterated pleasure. It was longer, more intense than the first, a raging current that pulled her under completely.

Her body went limp against Nico’s chest, held up only by his arms and Patrick’s supportive hands. The three of them were a tangled, sweating, breathless heap in the moonlit garden, the distant thrum of the wedding reception a world away.

Nico was the first to stir, slowly softening inside her, his breath still heaving. He leaned back, his eyes, dark and sated, meeting Patrick’s over Daisy’s shoulder. A slow, wicked smile spread across his face.

Nico’s grin was a flag planted on conquered territory. He gently eased out of Daisy, the separation a soft, wet sound that seemed abnormally loud in the quiet garden. He tucked himself back into his trousers, the motion casual, as if he’d just finished a business call and not an earth-shattering fuck.

“Well,” he breathed out, the word a plume of steam in the cool night air. “That’s one way to say hello after all these years.” He ran a hand through his perfectly disheveled hair, his gaze flicking between them, lingering on Daisy, who was still leaning heavily against Patrick. “I should... probably make an appearance back inside. Wouldn’t want people to think I drowned in the punch bowl.”

Patrick could only nod, his throat tight. He watched Nico straighten his jacket, the picture of effortless composure, before the man gave a final, two-fingered salute and melted back through the hedge, the rustle of leaves marking his exit.

Silence descended, thick and heavy as velvet. The only sounds were their own ragged breathing and the muffled bassline of a pop song from the distant reception. Patrick’s hands were still on Daisy, one on her hip, the other, his fingers still slick with her and himself, resting on the small of her back. He could feel the frantic, fading drumbeat of her heart against his palm.

Slowly, Daisy pushed herself upright, turning to face him. In the dappled moonlight, her face was a study in aftermath. Her makeup was slightly smudged, her dark hair stuck to her damp temples, her lips still swollen from Nico’s kisses. The silver streaks in her hair seemed to glow. She looked utterly, devastatingly fucked. And she was looking right at him.

“Patrick,” she whispered. Her voice was rough, scraped raw.

He waited, his own heart a frantic bird beating against his ribs. This was it. The moment after the fantasy. The reality.

“Are you...” he started, but the question died in his throat. Are you okay? Are you horrified? Do you hate me? All of them felt too small, too insignificant for what had just happened.

A slow smile, entirely different from Nico’s, began to bloom on her face. It wasn’t wicked or conquering. It was awestruck. Wondering. “My legs feel like they’re made of water,” she said, her voice gaining a little strength. “I can still feel him. Inside me. I can feel you. Everywhere.” She brought a hand up, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw. “Look at you. You’re still so hard for me. For that.”

He was. His erection, which had flagged only slightly, was a persistent, aching presence against his zipper, utterly betrayed by the tumultuous anxiety in his gut. He nodded, unable to form words.

“Tell me,” she urged, her voice dropping to a husky register that went straight to his dick. “Tell me what you’re thinking. Right now.”

He swallowed, finding his voice. It came out low and graveled. “I’m thinking about watching his hands on your hips. The way he held you while he was fucking you. The way your skin looked, all flushed and hot in the moonlight.” The words, once started, began to flow easier, painting the picture anew. “I’m thinking about the sound you made when he first pushed into you. That little gasp, like you’d been waiting for it your whole life. I’m thinking about the look on your face when you came, Daisy. God, the look on your face. Like you’d completely forgotten your own name.”

Her eyes darkened, her pupils swallowing the irises. Her fingers drifted from his jaw down his neck, to his chest. “And how did that make you feel? Watching another man make your wife scream like that?”

“It made me feel...” He searched for it, the truth of it, past the jealousy, past the shock. “It made me feel powerful. Because you were doing it for me. Every moan, every shudder, that was you giving me a gift. It was the hottest fucking thing I have ever seen in my entire life.” The confession felt like pulling a splinter from deep under his skin—a sharp pain followed by immense relief.

Her answering smile was brilliant. “It was for you. All of it.” She leaned forward, pressing her forehead against his. Her scent, her perfume mingled with the musk of sex and Nico’s cologne, enveloped him. “I was so scared. For a second, when he was... when he was there, I wondered if I’d made a mistake. If I’d broken us.”

“You didn’t break us,” Patrick said, his hands sliding around to cup her ass, pulling her flush against his renewed hardness. “You fucking remade us.”

A shiver went through her, and she pressed herself against him, a low hum of pleasure vibrating in her throat. “I want to do it again.”

The statement, so simple, so direct, hit him like a physical blow. “What?”

“Not now,” she said, laughing softly at the stunned look on his face. “Not tonight. But... again. Sometime. The way you looked... the way it felt to have both of you... God, Patrick.” Her hand slid down his stomach, her fingers deftly working his belt buckle, then the button of his trousers. “I need you to fuck me now. Right here. Where he was. I need you to make it ours again.”

The zipper slid down with a harsh rasp. Her cool fingers wrapped around his aching length, and he groaned, his head falling back. “Daisy...”

“I need to feel you,” she insisted, her voice thick with a new, urgent need. “I need my husband to fuck his wife. I’m still so wet for you, Patrick. So wet from him, from me, from watching you watch me.” She guided him to her entrance, the head of his cock nudging against her slick warmth. “I want you to claim me. Right here. Make me forget every other fucking thing except your cock.”

She didn’t wait for him. She rose onto her toes and sank down onto him in one smooth, breathtaking motion, sheathing him completely in her incredible, consuming heat. A guttural sound was torn from his throat. She was right. She was soaked, swollen, infinitely tight, the aftermath of another man’s possession making the fit exquisitely, impossibly perfect.

Her arms wrapped around his neck, her mouth found his ear. “Tell me what you’re going to do to me,” she breathed, her hips beginning a slow, circular grind that made him see stars.

His hands gripped her hips, his fingers pressing into the places where Nico’s had been, erasing them, replacing them. “I’m going to fuck you until you can’t stand,” he growled, the possessive urge roaring through him, clean and sharp. “I’m going to make you come wrapped around my cock so you remember exactly who you belong to. I’m going to fill up that pretty, well-fucked pussy until it’s dripping with me.”

She clenched around him at his words, her inner muscles gripping him like a silken fist. The sensation was so intense he nearly lost himself immediately. He began to move, lifting her and bringing her down onto him with a rhythm that was both possessive and desperate. Each thrust was a claiming, each withdrawal a promise of return.
The cold stone pressed against her back as he drove into her, but she didn't seem to notice. Her eyes were locked on his, wide and dark with renewed arousal. "Yes," she gasped, her voice breaking on the word. "Like that. Just like that."
Patrick could feel the remnants of Nico's release mixing with her own wetness, creating an obscenely perfect lubrication that made every stroke effortless. The thought should have disgusted him, but instead it drove him higher, the physical evidence of what they'd shared becoming fuel for his own desperate need.
"You're mine," he growled against her throat, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin. "No matter who else touches you, no matter who else fucks you, you're mine."
"Yours," she agreed breathlessly, her nails digging into his shoulders. "Always yours. Only yours."
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Book 3 - To Ravish and to Pound
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The scent of Evelyn’s perfume, a warm blend of jasmine and vanilla, filled the steamy bathroom air. Mark leaned against the doorframe, watching her. A towel was wrapped around her as she meticulously applied her mascara in the mirror. Her focus was a beautiful, fierce thing.

“Almost ready, baby?” he asked, his voice a low rumble that cut through the hum of the exhaust fan.

She met his eyes in the reflection, a small smile touching her lips. “Almost. Could you grab my dress? The blue one.”

He moved into their bedroom, his fingers tracing the silk of her cocktail dress hanging on the closet door. He brought it to her, the fabric whispering against his skin. She dropped her towel, standing naked and unselfconscious before him, and his body responded instantly, a hard, familiar pull of want. He helped her into the dress, his knuckles accidentally—or not so accidentally—grazing the bare skin of her back as he zipped it. A faint tremor went through her.

“You’re going to be the most stunning woman there,” he murmured into her hair, breathing her in.

She turned, looping her arms around his neck. “Flatterer. You have to say that.”

“No,” he said, his voice dropping, losing its playful edge. “I fucking mean it, Evelyn. You’re a goddess. Every man in that room is going to be picturing you just like this. Underneath me. On top of me. Just... fucking you.”

Her smile widened, but a curious glint entered her eyes. “Is that so? And how does that make you feel, Mr. Evans? Knowing all those men will be looking at your wife?”

His heart hammered against his ribs. This was it. The opening he’d been both dreading and craving for months. He swallowed, his throat suddenly dry. “It makes me feel... powerful. And fucking terrified. And so turned on I can barely think straight.”

He took a step back, running a hand through his hair. The words were there, a tangled knot in his chest. He had to unravel them.

“Ev... I’ve got this... thing. A fantasy. It’s been eating at me.” He couldn't look at her, focusing instead on the pattern of the bathroom tiles. “I get so hard just thinking about it, but saying it out loud... fuck.”

She went still, her playful demeanor evaporating. She cupped his cheek, forcing his gaze to hers. “Mark. You can tell me anything. You know that. What is it?”

He took a deep, shaky breath. The confession tumbled out in a rushed, raw whisper. “I want to see you with another man. I want to watch someone else fuck my incredible wife. I want to see his hands on you, see the look on your face when he makes you feel good. A stranger. Someone who doesn’t know you, who just sees this unbelievably sexy woman and has to have her.” His voice was thick with a mix of shame and desperate desire. “I know it’s crazy. I know it’s a lot.”

Evelyn’s hand dropped from his face. She took a full step back, her spine straightening. The air between them cooled several degrees. “You want to... share me?” The words were flat, disbelieving. “Mark, is this... are you not happy? Is there something I’m not—?”

“No. God, no, Ev. It’s the opposite.” He moved to her, taking her hands in his. They felt cold. “What we have... it’s everything. This isn’t about lack. It’s about... abundance. You are the most fucking exciting thing in my life. The idea of seeing you through someone else’s eyes, of watching you take that pleasure... it would be like getting to fall in love with you all over again. Seeing the woman I married completely unleashed.”

He watched the emotions flicker across her face: confusion, a flicker of hurt, then a dawning, cautious curiosity. She pulled her hands away and walked into the bedroom, sinking onto the edge of the bed, the blue silk pooling around her.

“A stranger,” she repeated, testing the word. “You’d really want that? To just sit back and watch some... some random guy put his hands all over me? His mouth on me?” Her voice was a mix of revulsion and something else—something speculative.

“Yes,” he breathed, the word a prayer. He knelt before her, his hands on her knees. “I want to see his cock in your hand, Evelyn. I want to hear the sounds you make for him. I want to watch you take him in your perfect mouth and then I want to see him buried deep inside your pussy, fucking you in a way I can’t. And then I want to reclaim every single inch of you after he’s done.”

A vivid blush spread across her chest. She was staring at him, her lips slightly parted. He could see the pulse fluttering at the base of her throat. The initial shock was receding, replaced by a pensive stillness.

“You’ve thought about this a lot,” she stated quietly.

“Every fucking day.”

She was silent for a long moment, her gaze turning inward. He could almost hear the questions spinning in her head. What would it feel like? Could I even do it? Would it change us? The fear was still there, a tightness around her mouth, but it was now sharing space with a new, potent energy. intrigue.

“At the wedding tonight...” she began slowly, her eyes lifting to meet his. They were darker now, dilated. “You’ll be looking at men... wondering?”

A jolt of pure, undiluted anticipation shot through him. “Yes.”

She bit her lower lip, a nervous habit he adored. Then, a slow, tentative smile—nothing like her earlier one—touched her lips. It was curious, edged with a heat he hadn’t seen before.

“Okay,” she whispered.

His breath caught. “Okay?”

“Okay,” she repeated, her voice firmer. “I’m not promising anything. I’m... I’m terrified. And a little turned on, which is confusing as hell. But... I’ll look. We’ll... we’ll see what happens.”

***
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The low hum of conversation and the soft clinking of glasses wrapped around them like a warm blanket as they entered the wedding reception. Evelyn’s hand was a constant, warm pressure in Mark’s, her slender fingers laced tightly with his. He could feel the faint, quick rhythm of her pulse against his palm. She’s nervous, he thought, and the realization sent a fresh, hot jolt straight through him.

Everywhere they walked, eyes followed her. They trailed over the elegant sweep of her neck, the way the deep blue silk of her dress clung to her hips before cascading to the floor. Mark saw it all, each lingering glance from a stranger a tiny spark landing on the dry tinder of his fantasy. He leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, his voice a low rumble meant only for her. “Do you see it, Ev? The way that guy by the pillar hasn’t looked away from you since we walked in.”

Evelyn’s step faltered for a fraction of a second. She didn’t turn her head, but her gaze swept subtly to the left, a flicker of awareness in her deep brown eyes. A faint, becoming flush colored her cheeks. “I see it,” she murmured, her voice barely audible over the string quartet. Her grip on his hand tightened almost imperceptibly. “It’s... strange. And a little exciting.”

“Good,” Mark breathed, the single word loaded with promise and possession. “Let’s get a drink.”

They found a space at the sleek mahogany bar, the mirror behind it reflecting a hundred shimmering fragments of the party. Mark ordered a whiskey, neat, for himself and a glass of champagne for Evelyn. As the bartender poured, a man sidled up to the space beside Mark. He was tall, with an easy, confident posture and a smile that seemed to find its way easily to his face.

“Quite the crowd,” the man said, his voice a pleasant baritone. He nodded towards the dance floor. “I haven’t been to a wedding this packed since my cousin’s in Dublin. Took three days to recover.”

Mark turned, instantly assessing. The man was handsome, with dark hair and intelligent eyes that crinkled at the corners. He wore his suit like a second skin. This was no random guest. Mark felt a predatory alertness sharpen his senses. “It’s a good turnout,” Mark agreed, his tone friendly but measured. He felt Evelyn shift beside him, her attention piqued.

“Adrian,” the man said, extending a hand. “Bride’s errant brother. Just flew in from Singapore this morning. Still trying to remember what time zone I’m in.”

“Mark,” he replied, shaking the offered hand. The grip was firm, confident. “And this is my wife, Evelyn.”

Adrian’s gaze shifted to her, and it was like a physical touch. Mark watched, fascinated, as Adrian’s eyes did a slow, appreciative sweep from the elegant twist of Evelyn’s hair down to the delicate straps of her heels. It wasn’t lewd. It was... thorough.

“Evelyn,” Adrian said, and her name in his mouth sounded like something new and intimate. “A pleasure. That’s a stunning color on you.”

Evelyn’s breath seemed to catch for a moment before she found her voice. “Thank you. It’s nice to meet you. Singapore must be a world away from all this.” She gestured vaguely at the rustic barn venue.

“A different world entirely,” Adrian agreed, his eyes never leaving hers. “But far less interesting at the moment.” He flagged the bartender and ordered a scotch. “So, how do you know the happy couple?”

The conversation flowed easily, a polite dance of wedding small talk. But beneath the surface, the current was anything but polite. Mark watched Evelyn, every micro-expression a revelation. He saw the way her laughter at Adrian’s stories seemed just a touch too bright, the way her fingers traced the stem of her champagne flute, the subtle, unconscious shift of her body that angled her more toward Adrian than toward him.

Adrian was a master. He included Mark in the conversation, never making it a direct competition, but his attention was a laser focused on Evelyn. He complimented her intelligence when she made a witty remark, his gaze dropping to her lips when she took a sip of her drink.

Mark’s whiskey burned a path down his throat, the heat spreading through his chest, mingling with a fierce, almost unbearable arousal. He slid his hand to the small of Evelyn’s back, the silk cool under his palm. He felt the fine tremor that ran through her at his touch, a tremor that hadn’t been there before. She feels it too.

He leaned close, his mouth centimeters from her ear, his voice a dark, possessive whisper only she could hear. “He can’t stop looking at you, Evelyn. I see it. He’s picturing what’s under that dress. He’s wondering what you sound like when you come.”

A soft, fractured sound, almost a gasp, escaped her. Her eyes, wide and dark with a mixture of panic and raw hunger, shot to his. Her cheeks were flushed a deep, delicious pink.

Adrian, noticing the sudden, intense privacy of the moment, gave a small, knowing smile. “I should let you two enjoy your evening. Perhaps I’ll see you for a dance later, Evelyn?”

She nodded, seemingly unable to form words.

As Adrian melted back into the crowd, Mark turned Evelyn to face him fully. His hands cupped her hips, holding her there against the solid wood of the bar. The noise of the reception faded into a dull roar.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice low and thick.

Her eyelashes fluttered before her gaze met his. The curiosity was gone, replaced by a raw, unveiled need that made his knees weak.

“Tell me what you’re thinking right now,” he said, his thumb stroking a slow, deliberate circle on her hip bone through the silk. “Tell me exactly.”

Her voice was a husky whisper, a tone he’d never heard from her before. It was laced with a shocking, beautiful vulgarity. “I’m thinking about his hands,” she confessed, her words tumbling out in a rush. “I’m thinking about how different they would feel on me than yours. I’m thinking about you watching him put them on me. I’m so wet for that idea, Mark. I’m so fucking wet just from him saying my name.”

A groan tore from Mark’s throat. He wanted to fuck her right there against the bar, to claim her in front of everyone. “Jesus, Evelyn.”

“He wants me,” she continued, emboldened by his reaction, her eyes glittering. “You were right. I can feel it. And it makes me want to be so fucking bad for him. For you.”

Mark crushed his mouth to hers in a searing, possessive kiss, right there in the middle of everything. It was a promise and a branding. When he pulled back, they were both breathing raggedly. The world had narrowed to this single, charged point.

“Find him,” Mark growled, the words leaving him in a rush of pure, unfiltered desire. “Go find Adrian and ask him to dance.”

The command was a live wire straight to Evelyn’s core. A tremor, hot and liquid, moved through her. Mark’s eyes were dark pools of pure want, and she felt that look more intensely than any touch. This was really happening. She gave a shallow, shaky nod, her lips still tingling from his brutal kiss.

She turned, the silk of her dress whispering against her thighs like a secret. Her heels were soundless on the stone floor as she crossed the reception hall, a woman on a mission. The crowd seemed to blur around her, all color and noise fading until her vision narrowed on one man. Adrian leaned against a pillar near the terrace doors, a half-finished Scotch in his hand, watching the dancers with a detached, amused air.

He saw her coming. His intelligent eyes, which had crinkled with polite interest before, now sharpened with a different kind of focus. He straightened up, a slow, easy smile gracing his lips.

“Evelyn,” he said, his voice a low rumble that cut through the music. “Decided to rescue me from my own company?”

“I was hoping you might rescue me from the sidelines,” she said, the line feeling both practiced and utterly foreign on her tongue. Her heart was a frantic drum against her ribs. “Would you like to dance?”

He didn’t answer with words. He simply set his glass down on a passing server’s tray and offered her his arm. The formality of it, the old-world gallantry, sent another shocking thrill through her. His hand settled on the small of her back as he guided her onto the dance floor, the heat of his palm branding her through the thin silk. It was so different from Mark’s possessive grip. This was an invitation.

The band slid into a slower song, a sultry jazz number. Adrian pulled her close, one hand holding hers, the other firmly on her back. He led with an effortless confidence that made following him instinctual. Their bodies aligned, and she was acutely aware of the solid wall of his chest, the lean strength of his frame against her softer curves.

“Your husband is a very lucky man,” Adrian murmured, his mouth close to her ear. His breath was warm, scented faintly of peat and smoke.

The mention of Mark, of the reality of the situation, made her dizzy. She could feel Mark’s gaze on them from across the room, a physical pressure. It emboldened her.

“He’s watching us right now,” she whispered back, her voice husky.

Adrian’s smile widened. “I know.”

He spun her slowly, the motion pulling her tighter against him. She felt the hard line of his arousal press against her stomach, and a jolt of pure, undiluted lust made her knees weak. Oh god.

“He has a fantasy,” she breathed out, the confession torn from her. She had to say it now, before courage failed her. “A... specific one.”

Adrian’s eyes glinted with mischief and understanding. “Does he now?” He dipped his head, his lips a hair’s breadth from her neck. “And do you share this fantasy, Evelyn?”

The way he said her name, like it was a delicious secret, unraveled her. “I’m... exploring it,” she managed. “With him. He wants to watch. He wants to see me... with someone else.”

Adrian’s hand slid a fraction lower on her back, his fingertips brushing the top of her ass. The silk of her dress might as well have been nonexistent. Her body arched into the touch of its own volition.

“A man of discerning taste,” Adrian said, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “And are you merely an observer in this fantasy? Or an active, eager participant?”

The question was a key turning in a lock deep inside her. “I want to be the participant,” she heard herself say, the words shocking and true. “For him. For me.”

He stopped dancing then, right in the middle of the floor, and cupped her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze. The noise of the wedding faded into a distant hum. “I have a suite upstairs. A rather grand, private room in the old part of the castle. No one will disturb us.” His thumb stroked her jawline. “The question is, does this fantasy of his include a change of venue?”

Evelyn’s mouth went dry. She looked over Adrian’s shoulder, finding Mark instantly. He was leaning against the bar, his knuckles white around his drink, his entire body rigid with anticipation. Their eyes met across the crowded room. She saw the raw, desperate hope in his expression, the hunger that mirrored her own. She gave him one slow, unmistakable nod.

Mark’s reaction was instantaneous. A sharp, relieved exhale. A flash of a predatory grin. He pushed off the bar and began making his way toward them.

Evelyn turned back to Adrian, a new, intoxicating power surging through her veins. “It does now.”

Adrian’s smile was brilliant. “Excellent.” He kept his arm around her, his hold possessive and thrilling, as he led her off the dance floor. Mark fell into step beside them, his shoulder brushing against Evelyn’s. The three of them moved through the throng of guests, a silent, electric procession.

They slipped out a side door into a quieter, stone-lined corridor lit by flickering sconces. The ancient air was cool against Evelyn’s flushed skin. Adrian led them up a winding staircase, the only sound their footsteps and her own ragged breathing.

At a heavy oak door, Adrian produced a key. The lock turned with a weighty, final clunk. He pushed the door open to reveal a vast suite dominated by a colossal four-poster bed, its curtains tied back with velvet ropes. Moonlight streamed through a large leaded-glass window, painting silver stripes across the dark hardwood floor.

Adrian stepped inside and turned to face them, his expression a mixture of challenge and promise. He looked from Evelyn to Mark and back again.

“The stage is set,” he said, his voice echoing softly in the spacious room. “How would you like the play to begin?”

The heavy door clicked shut behind them, sealing the trio in the silent, moon-washed suite. The air, thick with anticipation and the faint scent of old wood and clean linen, felt charged, like the moment before a summer storm. Adrian’s gaze held Evelyn’s, a silent question lingering from his last words. Mark answered for them both.

“Show us,” Mark said, his voice a low rumble from where he stood near the door. He leaned against the wall, one hand already shoved in his pocket, the outline of his erection a stark testament to his arousal. “Show me how you want to touch my wife.”

Adrian’s smile was a quick, sharp thing. He turned his full attention to Evelyn, and the space between them seemed to shrink. He didn’t grab her. He simply reached out, his fingers finding the delicate zipper at the back of her blue dress. The sound of it parting was deafening in the quiet room, a slow, metallic sigh.

Evelyn’s breathing shallowed. Her eyes flickered to Mark, finding his intense gaze fixed on her, his expression a complex map of desire and possession. Seeing him watch, seeing the raw need on his face, sent a fresh, liquid heat spiraling through her. This was for him. This terrifying, exhilarating thing was for him.

The fabric whispered over her shoulders, slipping down her arms. Adrian’s knuckles brushed her spine, a deliberate, warm touch that made her muscles contract. He pushed the dress over her hips, and it pooled at her feet on the dark hardwood, a puddle of midnight sky. She stood before them in just a lace bra and matching panties, the cool air raising goosebumps on her exposed skin. She felt utterly displayed, a secret unveiled.

“Fuck, Evelyn,” Mark breathed from his corner, his voice thick. “You are a fucking vision.”

Adrian’s eyes drank her in, a slow, appreciative journey from her high heels to the flushed skin of her face. “He’s not wrong,” he murmured, his voice intimate, for her alone. He closed the small distance between them. His hands came up to cradle her face, his thumbs stroking her jawline. He tilted her head up and his mouth found hers.

This kiss was different from their dance floor tease. It was deep, claiming, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a confident rhythm that made her knees feel unsteady. She kissed him back, a moan catching in her throat, her hands coming up to rest on his chest. The wool of his suit jacket was rough under her palms, a contrast to the heat of his body beneath.

He broke the kiss, his lips trailing a line of fire down her neck, to the sensitive hollow of her throat. His hands moved to the clasp of her bra. With a practiced flick, it came undone. He peeled the lace away, and her breasts spilled into his waiting hands. He held their weight for a moment, his thumbs circling her nipples, which were already drawn into tight, aching peaks.

“So perfect,” he whispered against her skin before his mouth closed over one nipple.

Evelyn cried out, a sharp, involuntary sound. His tongue was hot and wet, laving her, circling the taut bud before he suckled deeply, drawing a thread of pure, electric pleasure straight to her core. His other hand played with her free breast, pinching and rolling the nipple until she was panting, her head falling back. She could feel the slickness gathering between her legs, her panties soaking through.

He worshiped her breasts, moving from one to the other, kissing, sucking, nipping with just the right edge of teeth until she was writhing against him. Then his mouth began a slow descent. He kissed a wet path down her quivering stomach, his fingers hooking into the sides of her panties. He knelt before her, pulling the delicate lace down her thighs, past her knees, letting them fall to join her dress.

She was naked now, utterly exposed under the gaze of two men. One she loved, one a stranger. The combination was a potent, dizzying drug. Adrian’s hands gripped her hips, steadying her. His hot breath fanned the neat, dark triangle of curls between her legs. The smell of her own arousal, musky and sweet, filled the small space.

“Open for me, Evelyn,” he commanded, his voice husky.

Her legs trembled, but she obeyed, shifting her feet apart. The moment she did, his mouth was on her.

It wasn't a tentative exploration. It was a carnal, dedicated feast. He buried his face in her, his tongue flattening against her entire slit in one long, slow, devastating lick. Evelyn gasped, her hands flying to his shoulders for balance. “Oh, god...”

He held her firmly in place, his grip possessive on her hips. His tongue found her clit and zeroed in with unerring accuracy, circling the hypersensitive nub with a relentless, flicking pressure that made her see stars. She was moaning openly now, a continuous, breathy stream of sound. Every nerve ending was on fire, focused entirely on what his mouth was doing to her.

Just when she thought she might scream from the intensity, he pushed two fingers inside her.

They slid in easily, met with no resistance, only her slick, tight heat. “Fuck, you’re wet,” he groaned against her, the vibration shooting through her. He began to finger her with deep, curling thrusts, a perfect counterpoint to the maddening circles his tongue was tracing on her clit. He was mapping her interior, seeking, finding that spongy spot inside her that made her jolt.

“There...” she begged, her voice cracking. “Right there, please...”

He pressed against that spot, his fingers working her with a steady, penetrating rhythm while his tongue lashed her clit. The dual assault was overwhelming, pushing her higher and higher. The coil of pleasure in her belly tightened, a spring wound to its breaking point. She was babbling, a mix of her husband’s name and this stranger’s, lost in a sea of sensation.

From his corner, Mark watched, his hand now openly stroking his hard length through his trousers. His wife, his beautiful, elegant Evelyn, was being unraveled by another man’s mouth, and it was the most fucking erotic thing he had ever witnessed. Her pleasure was his pleasure, amplified, reflected back at him a thousand times.

“You like watching her get eaten out, Mark?” Adrian asked, his voice muffled against Evelyn’s flesh but clear in the silent room. He didn’t stop his expert ministrations for a second. “You like seeing how fucking good I can make your wife come?”

The silence in the suite was a living thing, thick with the scent of their sweat and excitement. Adrian’s smile was a slow, wicked curve as his fingers went to his own clothes. His gaze never left Evelyn, even as he shrugged out of his suit jacket, letting it fall to the plush carpet with a soft thud. His tie followed, then the buttons of his dress shirt were dealt with one by one, revealing a torso sculpted from tension and sun-kissed skin.

Mark watched, his own hand stilling on his hard length, his breath a shallow rasp in his throat. He was a spectator in his own dream, and the main event was just beginning.

Adrian’s trousers and briefs were pushed down his lean hips in one fluid motion, and he kicked them aside. And then he was just... there. Naked. And the sight of him, fully erect, made the air simply vanish from Evelyn’s lungs.

Oh, god. The thought was a silent scream in her mind. He was so much more than she had anticipated. His cock was a thick, heavy length of flesh, jutting out from a thatch of dark hair, the head flushed a deep, ruddy color and already glistening. It looked intimidating. It looked fucking incredible.

Adrian saw the flash of apprehension in her wide eyes. He took his rigid length in his hand, giving himself a slow, possessive stroke. “Don’t worry, Evelyn,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her. “I’ll take my time. I’ll make every fucking inch feel like heaven for you.”

He moved toward the bed, a predator with a graceful, intentional gait. His hands found her hips, his palms warm and sure against her skin. “On your hands and knees, beautiful. I want to see all of you. I want him to see all of you.”

A tremor went through her, but it was laced with a desperate, coiling need. She complied, shifting her weight, the silk of the duvet cool against her knees and palms. She arched her back, presenting herself to him, and turned her head to look directly at her husband.

Mark’s intense gaze was locked on her. His lips were parted, his chest rising and falling rapidly. He gave her a single, sharp nod, his expression a turbulent storm of encouragement, lust, and raw ownership.

Adrian positioned himself behind her, the broad head of his cock nudging against her slick, heated entrance. He paused, letting the sensation build, letting her feel the immense pressure of what was to come. Evelyn’s eyes fluttered shut for a second, a soft gasp escaping her.

“Look at him,” Adrian commanded softly, his hands gripping her hips. “Look at your husband while I fill you up.”

Her eyes snapped open, finding Mark’s again. In that shared gaze was their entire marriage, their love, their trust, and this terrifying, exhilarating new frontier they were crossing together.

Then Adrian pushed forward.

It was a slow, inexorable invasion. A stretch that was so intense, so complete, it blurred the line between pleasure and a sweet, breathtaking pain. Evelyn’s mouth fell open in a soundless cry, her body instinctively trying to adjust to his overwhelming girth. He was so fucking big, stretching her, filling her in a way that was entirely new.

“Fuck, Evelyn,” Adrian groaned, his voice strained as he buried himself to the hilt inside her. “You feel... fucking perfect. So tight and hot around me.”

He began to move, a slow, deep withdrawal followed by a steady, pushing thrust. Each motion was a shockwave through her system. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, was obscenely loud in the quiet room. Evelyn could feel every ridge, every vein of him as he moved within her, a relentless, thrilling friction that was already coiling a spring of pleasure deep in her belly.

Mark’s voice cut through the haze, rough with need. “Harder. Fuck her harder, Adrian. She can take it.”

Adrian needed no further encouragement. His rhythm changed, becoming more powerful, more urgent. His thrusts lost their measured pace, turning into a frantic, pounding drive. He fucked her with a single-minded intensity, his grip on her hips tightening, surely leaving marks.

The force of it drove Evelyn forward with each impact. She braced herself, her arms trembling, her back arched deeply. A broken moan was torn from her throat with every powerful surge of his body into hers. Her vision started to blur at the edges, the world narrowing to the feeling of this magnificent stranger ruthlessly claiming her body and the sight of her husband’s enraptured face, watching it all.

“Yes,” Mark hissed, his hand moving on himself in time with Adrian’s thrusts. “Just like that. Look at her take it. Look how fucking beautiful she is.”

Adrian leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back, his mouth close to her ear. His thrusts became shorter, harder, hitting a spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids. “You like that, don’t you?” he growled, his breath hot on her neck. “You like me fucking you deep while your husband watches? You like being our dirty secret, our perfect little fantasy?”

Evelyn could only nod, a strangled “Yes!” finally breaking free from her lips.

“Tell him,” Adrian demanded, punctuating each word with a brutal, perfect thrust. “Tell your husband how good my cock feels inside you.”

She forced her eyes open, locking onto Mark’s darkened, desperate gaze. Her voice was a ragged, wanton thing she barely recognized. “Mark... oh god, Mark... he’s so deep. He’s fucking me so hard. It feels... it feels unbelievable.”

A low, guttural sound of approval came from Adrian. “Now tell me,” he ordered, his pace becoming absolutely frantic, a relentless piston driving her toward the edge. “Tell me who you belong to.”

Evelyn cried out, the dual sensations of physical domination and psychological unraveling pushing her to her absolute limit. “I... I belong to Mark! But right now... right now, I’m all yours. Fuck me.”

Adrian’s withdrawal was a sudden, shocking emptiness that made Evelyn gasp. The cool air of the suite kissed her sweat-slicked skin, a stark contrast to the heat he’d just vacated. Before she could process the loss, his hands were on her hips, turning her with an effortless strength that left her dizzy. Her back met his chest for a fleeting moment, his breath hot on her neck, before he guided her down onto the bed.

He lay back against the pillows, a king settling onto his throne. The look he gave her was pure, unadulterated command. “My turn to watch,” he murmured, his voice a low thrum that vibrated through her. His hands settled on her thighs, his thumbs drawing slow, possessive circles on her inner skin. “Climb on, Evelyn. Ride me. Let your husband see what you look like taking your pleasure.”

Her eyes shot to Mark, who stood frozen by the window, his own need forgotten in his hand, his entire being focused on her. His expression was one of raw, undiluted hunger. He gave her a slow, deliberate nod, his lips forming a single, silent word. Yes.

A fresh wave of desire, potent and heady, washed over her. This was for him. This dizzying, terrifying, exhilarating act was all for the man she loved. She turned back to Adrian, to the powerful body waiting for hers. She placed her hands on his solid chest for balance, the crisp hair tickling her palms. She lifted herself up, the muscles in her thighs trembling with anticipation and exertion.

She positioned herself above him, the broad, swollen head of his cock a brand against her wetness. She hesitated for a single heartbeat, her gaze locking with his. His eyes were dark pools of promise, urging her on. With a slow, deliberate exhale, she sank down.

It was a stretch, a glorious, filling invasion that stole the air from her lungs. A choked cry escaped her as she took him all the way to the hilt, her body stretching to accommodate his girth. She was so incredibly full, every inch of her occupied by him. She ground down, a slow, circular motion that made them both groan.

“That’s it,” Adrian encouraged, his hands moving to her hips, his grip firm. “Now fuck me, Evelyn. Show him how beautiful you are.”

She began to move, a tentative rock at first, then gaining confidence. She rose up, feeling him almost slip free before driving herself back down, taking him deep. A moan was ripped from her throat. Her head fell back, her long hair brushing the small of her back. The rhythm took hold of her, becoming less of a conscious action and more of a primal instinct.

“Look at you,” Mark’s voice was ragged from across the room, thick with awe. “God, Evelyn, your tits... the way they bounce...”

His words were a catalyst. She arched her back, thrusting her chest forward, making her breasts sway and jounce with every frantic rise and fall. The sight of Mark’s captivated stare, his hand now stroking himself in time with her rhythm, sent a new jolt of electricity through her. She was putting on a show, and her most cherished audience was enthralled.

Adrian’s hands tightened on her, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her ass. He began to meet her downward thrusts, driving up into her with jarring force. “Harder,” he grunted, his composure beginning to fray. “Fuck me harder, you gorgeous bitch.”

She obeyed, slamming herself onto him, the sound of their bodies meeting a wet, rhythmic slap that echoed in the quiet room. The coil of pleasure in her belly wound tighter, a screaming tension begging for release. She looked down at Adrian, at the stark need written on his handsome face, and felt a surge of power. This sophisticated, worldly man was coming undone beneath her.

“You like this, don’t you?” she panted, her voice husky and unlike her own. “You like watching me fall apart on your cock while my husband watches.”

A wicked grin spread across his lips. “I love it. I love how fucking tight you are. I love the way your cunt sucks me back in every time you come down. Now tell him. Tell him what you’re feeling.”

She turned her head, her movements never ceasing, her body a piston driving them both toward the edge. Her eyes found Mark’s. “He’s so thick, Mark. I can feel every... fucking... inch. I can feel him stretching me open. I’m going to come. I’m going to come all over his cock while you watch.”

Mark’s groan was a sound of pure agony and ecstasy. “Do it. Come for him, baby. Let me see it.”

Adrian’s control shattered. With a growl, he sat up abruptly, wrapping one powerful arm around her waist to hold her flush against him, his other hand tangling in her hair. The new angle was devastating, driving him impossibly deeper. His mouth found her neck, his teeth grazing her skin as he pistoned into her from below.

“Come on, Evelyn,” he snarled against her throat, his voice raspy with effort. “Come for us.”

The command, the sensation, the overwhelming visual of Mark’s enraptured face was too much. The coil snapped. A scream was torn from her as her orgasm detonated, a cataclysm of pleasure that shattered her senses. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length in violent, rhythmic pulses. Her vision whited out, her body convulsing in his iron grip.

Through the hazy, fucking bliss, she felt Adrian’s own release. He buried himself to the root inside her with a final, brutal thrust, his shout muffled against her skin. His hot release flooded her, a pulsing jet that seemed to go on forever, syncing with the last waves of her own climax.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged, overlapping breaths. Evelyn went limp against him, her head resting on his shoulder, utterly spent. Adrian held her there, his grip still firm, his own body shuddering with aftershocks. Slowly, he lowered them both back onto the mattress, his softening cock still nestled inside her.

Her bleary eyes opened, immediately seeking out Mark. He was still standing, but now his hand was moving over himself with a frantic, desperate speed, his eyes glued to where she and Adrian were joined.

“Mark...” she whispered, her voice wrecked.

His response was a strained, desperate plea. “Don’t move. Just... stay right there. Let me see.”

Adrian’s voice was low, a command wrapped in velvet. “Look at him, Evelyn. Then look at me.”

Her head, still spinning and heavy with pleasure, turned from Mark’s fevered gaze to Adrian’s calm, intense one. He was still inside her, a warm, thick presence beginning to soften.

“Now,” he said, his hands finding her hips and gently lifting her off of him. The sudden emptiness was a shock, a cool rush of air where there had been only heat. A slick, wet sound accompanied his exit. He guided her onto her knees beside the bed, the plush carpet rough against her skin.

He stood before her, his cock glistening in the low light, slick with her. “Clean it,” he instructed, his tone leaving no room for debate. His eyes never wavered from Mark’s. “I want him to watch you taste yourself on me.”

A fresh wave of heat, different from the one that had just consumed her, washed over Evelyn. This was a deeper humiliation, a more profound surrender. Her eyes flicked to Mark. His hand had stilled on himself, his chest heaving. The look on his face wasn’t jealousy; it was pure, unadulterated rapture. He gave her a single, almost imperceptible nod. Do it.

That was all the permission she needed.

She leaned forward, her long hair falling like a curtain around them. The scent was musky, intimate, a potent mix of him and her. Her tongue, tentative at first, darted out to taste. The flavor was electric, salty and uniquely their own. A soft, involuntary sound vibrated in her throat.

“That’s it,” Adrian murmured, his fingers tangling gently in her hair, not forcing, but guiding. “Take your time. Show him how good we taste together.”

Encouraged, she opened her mouth wider, taking the head of his cock between her lips. She swirled her tongue, licking away the evidence of their union, her actions methodical and thorough. The act was submissive, yet it filled her with a strange, powerful sense of control. She was performing for her husband, giving him this exact fantasy, and the knowledge made her mouth work with a wicked enthusiasm. She took him deeper, her cheeks hollowing as she suckled him clean, the softened length of him a comforting weight on her tongue.

Adrian’s breath shuddered. “Fuck, Evelyn. Your mouth is incredible.” His hips gave a gentle, shallow thrust, and she accepted it, her eyes closing as she focused on the task, on the taste, on the ragged sound of Mark’s breathing from across the room.

When she finally pulled away, her lips swollen and damp, Adrian was clean. He smoothed her hair back from her face, his thumb stroking her cheek with a surprising tenderness. He leaned down, kissing her forehead. “Thank you,” he said, his voice quiet, meant only for her. Then, with a final, smoldering glance at Mark, he collected his clothes. He dressed with a swift, efficient grace and left without another word, closing the suite door behind him with a soft, definitive click.

Silence descended, thick and heavy. The only proof he’d been there at all was the aching emptiness between Evelyn’s legs and the taste of him still on her lips. She remained on her knees, looking at her husband.

Mark finally moved, crossing the room in three long strides. He didn’t speak. He simply dropped to his knees in front of her, his hands cradling her face, and kissed her. It was a desperate, hungry kiss, his tongue plunging into her mouth, tasting what Adrian had left behind. A raw, guttural sound ripped from his chest.

“Tell me,” he demanded against her mouth, his voice rough with need. “Tell me what you’re feeling. Right now.”

“I feel... exposed,” she breathed, her words muffled against his lips. “Owned. I feel you watching me still, Mark. It’s like your eyes are on my skin.” Her hands came up to clutch his shoulders, her nails digging into his shirt. “I’ve never been so fucking wet in my entire life. It’s all for you. That was all for you.”

His kiss turned brutal, possessive. He broke away, his intense eyes burning into hers. “I’ve never been so hard. Watching you take him, hearing you... fuck, Evelyn. I’m going to fucking wreck you.”

He pushed her back onto the bed, his body covering hers. There was no preamble, no gentle caresses. He fumbled with his pants, freeing his cock, and then he was driving into her in one single, devastating thrust. She cried out, her back arching off the floor. He filled the emptiness Adrian had left, but it was different. This was familiar, this was Mark, and the sensation was so intense it bordered on pain.

“Is this what you want?” he growled, his hips pistoning against her. “Your husband’s cock, right after his?”

“Yes! God, yes!” she screamed, her legs wrapping around his waist, locking him to her. “It’s all I want! It’s all I ever fucking want!”

He shifted, pulling her legs up, hooking them over his arms, opening her up even more. The new angle was obscene, perfect. Each thrust rubbed directly against that sensitive, overspent spot inside her, and a new orgasm, shocking in its speed and ferocity, began to coil tightly in her belly.

“I saw everything,” he panted, his rhythm relentless. “I saw the way your face looked when he came inside you. I saw you lick his fucking cock. And it was the hottest thing I have ever seen. You are mine, Evelyn. That just proved it.”

“I’m yours!” she sobbed, her body beginning to shake uncontrollably beneath him. “I’m yours, Mark! Fuck me! Fuck me like you own me!”

“I do own you,” he grunted, his pace becoming erratic, frantic. “Every fucking scream. Every fucking moan. It’s all for me.”

His words were the final trigger. Her climax detonated, a silent, seismic shock that ripped through her, her mouth open in a soundless cry. Her internal muscles clamped down on him, milking him, pulling his own release from him. He shouted her name, a raw, broken sound, as he plunged deep, spilling himself inside her with a series of ragged, gut-wrenching thrusts.

He collapsed on top of her, his full weight pressing her into the carpet. They lay there for a long time, a tangled, sweaty mess, their hearts hammering against each other’s chests. The scent of sex was everywhere.

His voice was a hoarse whisper in her ear. “Talk to me. Really talk to me. What’s in your head right now?”

Evelyn took a shuddering breath, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his damp back. “I thought... I thought I’d feel jealous. Or that you would. I thought it would feel wrong.” She paused, choosing her words carefully. “But it didn’t. It felt... like you gave me a gift. And I gave you one back.”

He lifted his head, looking down at her, his expression raw and open. “A gift?”

“Yeah,” she whispered, a slow smile touching her lips. “You trusted me enough to share me. And I...” her smile turned wicked, “I gave you one hell of a show, didn’t I?”

Mark’s laugh was a low rumble. “You have no fucking idea.” He brushed a strand of hair from her forehead. “And him? Adrian?”

Evelyn’s smile faded into something more thoughtful. “He was... the perfect instrument. But he was just that. An instrument.” She tightened her legs around him. “This... you... this is the music.”

Mark's chest tightened at her words, a fierce swell of possession and love threatening to overwhelm him. He pressed his forehead against hers, breathing in the scent of her sweat, her perfume, and the lingering musk of what they'd all done together. The combination should have bothered him. Instead, it made his spent cock twitch with renewed interest.
"The music," he repeated, his voice rough with emotion. "Christ, Evelyn. I love you so fucking much it scares me sometimes."
She reached up, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw. "I know. I feel it too." Her touch was gentle, a stark contrast to the raw intensity of the last hour. "Are we... are we going to be okay? After this?"
The question hung between them, vulnerable and necessary. Mark studied her face in the moonlight streaming through the leaded windows. Her lips were swollen from kisses, her hair a wild tangle around her face. She looked thoroughly debauched and absolutely beautiful. More than that, she looked like his wife. His partner. The woman who'd just trusted him with her most intimate self.
"We're going to be better than okay," he said, meaning every word. "We're going to be fucking incredible."
He rolled off her, immediately missing the warmth of her body against his. The carpet was rough against his back as he pulled her against his side. She curled into him, her head finding that perfect spot on his shoulder where it always fit.
"We should probably get back to the reception," she murmured, though she made no move to get up. "People will notice we're gone."
Mark's laugh was low and satisfied. "Let them notice. Let them wonder what we've been doing." His hand traced lazy circles on her bare shoulder. "Though we should probably fix your hair. You look like you've been thoroughly fucked."
"I have been thoroughly fucked," she said, and there was something new in her voice. A confidence, a boldness that hadn't been there before. "Twice."
The word sent another jolt through him. He was already thinking about later, about getting her home, about reclaiming every inch of her body. About making her tell him, in excruciating detail, exactly how Adrian had felt inside her.
"Come on," he said, sitting up and reaching for his clothes. "Let's go dance. I want to hold my wife in front of everyone and know what we just did."
Evelyn stretched like a cat, unselfconscious in her nakedness. "Will you be able to handle it? Dancing with me, knowing..."
"Knowing another man's come is still inside you?" The words came out rougher than he'd intended, loaded with a dark satisfaction. "Knowing you can still taste him on your lips?"
Her eyes flashed with heat. "Yes. Exactly that."
Mark leaned down, capturing her mouth in a bruising kiss. When he pulled back, they were both breathing hard again.
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Book 4 - To Honor and to Dominate
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The morning sun painted warm stripes across the rumpled duvet. Bella stretched, a slow, luxurious arch of her back, her bare foot seeking out the familiar warmth of Shawn’s leg under the sheets. He was already awake, propped on an elbow just watching her, a soft smile playing on his lips.

God, she’s beautiful, he thought. The way the light caught the faint dusting of freckles across her nose, the way her dark hair fanned out on the pillow like a halo. He reached out, tracing the line of her hip, the skin there like sun-warmed silk.

“Good morning, Mrs. Evans,” he murmured, his voice gravelly with sleep.

She turned into his touch, her eyes fluttering open. “It is now,” she whispered back, a lazy, contented smile gracing her face. “What time is it?”

“Early enough,” he said, leaning down to kiss her shoulder. “The renewal isn’t until three. We have time.”

They moved through their Saturday morning ritual in comfortable sync. While Bella showered, Shawn made coffee, the rich, nutty aroma filling their small kitchen. He listened to the sound of the water running, picturing her under the spray, and felt a familiar, deep-seated ache of want. It was more than just physical; it was a profound sense of possession intertwined with adoration. She was his. Utterly.

He was tying his tie in the bedroom mirror when she emerged from the steam-filled bathroom, a towel wrapped around her torso, another twirled into a turban on her head. She caught his eye in the reflection and grinned, striking a mock-sultry pose.

“Think my parents will approve of this look for their big day?” she asked, her voice light and teasing.

He turned, the silk of the tie slipping through his fingers. “I don’t give a fuck what they think,” he said, his voice dropping to a low rumble. “I approve. Fuck, do I approve.” He crossed the room in two strides, his hands finding her waist through the thick terrycloth. “You are the most stunning creature I have ever seen, Bella. It fucking ruins me, just looking at you.”

He kissed her then, not a gentle good-morning kiss, but a deep, claiming one. His tongue slid against hers, tasting of coffee and mint, and he felt her melt against him, the towels the only frustrating barrier between them. He cupped her ass, pulling her flush against the hard ridge of his erection straining against his dress pants. “I want to peel this towel off you right now,” he growled against her mouth. “I want to bend you over this dresser and fuck you until you forget your own name.”

A shuddering breath escaped her. “Shawn... the guests... we’ll be late...”

“I know, I know,” he breathed, resting his forehead against hers, his pulse hammering. The moment stretched, charged and heavy. It was now. He had to say it now, or he’d lose his nerve completely.

He took a step back, his hands gripping her shoulders. “Bella. There’s something I need to tell you. A fantasy I have.”

Her playful mood shifted. She searched his face, her brows knitting together. “Okay... you’re scaring me a little. Is everything alright?”

“Everything is perfect. You are perfect.” He took a deep breath, the words feeling like stones in his mouth. “It’s just... when I see you like this, so fucking radiant and desirable... my mind goes places.”

“What kind of places?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

"I..." He hesitated, his heart pounding so loudly he was sure she could hear it. He looked down at his hands, fumbling with the edge of his tie, then forced his gaze back to hers. Her dark eyes were wide, filled with a mix of curiosity and concern. He needed her to see the truth in his eyes, to understand that this wasn’t some fleeting thought but something that had been gnawing at him for months. "I... I’ve been thinking about something," he began, his voice trembling slightly. "Something I’ve been too afraid to tell you."

Bella’s expression softened, but there was still a flicker of unease. She reached up, her fingers brushing against his cheek. "You can tell me anything," she murmured, her voice steady but laced with caution. "You know that, right?"

He nodded, swallowing hard. "I do. It’s just... it’s not something I ever thought I’d say out loud. But when I see you like this, so fucking radiant and desirable, it’s like my mind wants to go to places I didn’t think it could." He paused, his hands moving to her shoulders, gripping them gently as if anchoring himself. "I’ve had this fantasy... this need... to see you with someone else."

Her breath hitched, her lips parting in surprise. The words hung between them, heavy and raw. For a moment, neither of them spoke, the air thick with tension. Bella’s fingers dropped from his cheek, and she took a small step back, though his hands remained on her shoulders. "Wait... what?" she finally managed, her voice barely above a whisper. "Are you serious?"

"Dead serious," he said, his voice firmer now, though his chest still felt like it might cave in. He could see the wheels turning in her mind, the confusion and shock warring with something else—maybe curiosity? He pressed on before she could shut him down completely. "It’s not about not wanting you or not loving you enough. It’s the opposite. It’s because you’re everything to me. Seeing you desired by someone else, knowing how irresistible you are... it drives me crazy in the best way."

Bella blinked, her cheeks flushing. She crossed her arms over her chest, the towel slipping slightly as she shifted her weight. "Shawn, I... I don’t know what to say. This is so... unexpected. I mean, isn’t this supposed to be the kind of thing that breaks marriages, not... whatever this is?"

"It won’t break us," he said quickly, his voice firm despite the fear clawing at his throat. "If anything, it could bring us closer. I know it sounds insane, but I want you to feel desired in every way possible. I want to watch you let go, to see you enjoy yourself like that, and know that at the end of the day, you’re still mine. Always mine."

She stared at him for what felt like an eternity, her expression unreadable. Then, slowly, a small, almost imperceptible smile tugged at the corner of her lips. "You’re insane," she whispered, shaking her head. But there was no anger in her voice—just a hint of intrigue. "I don’t even know how to process this right now."

"You don’t have to," he said softly, stepping closer again, his hands sliding down to her waist. "Just think about it. That’s all I’m asking. And maybe... maybe keep an open mind tonight. At the wedding."

Her eyes narrowed playfully, though there was still a flicker of uncertainty in them. "Keep an open mind? What does that even mean? Are you trying to set me up with someone already?"

He chuckled nervously, rubbing the back of his neck. "Not exactly. But if the right opportunity presents itself..." He trailed off, letting the implication hang in the air.

Bella exhaled sharply, shaking her head again, but the tension in her shoulders seemed to ease. "You’re impossible," she said, though her tone was lighter now, almost teasing. "Fine. I’ll... think about it. But no promises, okay?"

"Okay," he agreed, his heart swelling with a mix of relief and anticipation. He leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to her forehead. "Thank you for hearing me out."

She nodded, a small smile playing on her lips as she stepped back toward the dresser to finish getting ready. Shawn watched her for a moment, his chest still tight but his mind racing with possibilities. Tonight could change everything—or nothing at all. But for the first time in weeks, he felt like he could breathe again.
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The lavender silk of Bella’s dress whispered against her thighs as she adjusted the strap of her heel, the morning’s conversation a live wire tucked just beneath her skin. Shawn’s hand found the small of her back, a familiar and steadying weight as they walked into the sun-dappled garden where her parents’ vows renewal was set to begin.

“You look stunning,” he murmured into her ear, his breath warm. Stunning, and entirely fuckable, he thought, the crude internal monologue a stark contrast to the genteel surroundings. It sent a fresh, illicit thrill through him.

“Thank you, my love,” she replied, squeezing his arm, her smile genuine but layered with a new, unspoken awareness. Every glance he gave her now felt loaded with a secret meaning.

The ceremony was a blur of heartfelt words and familial warmth. Afterward, amidst the clinking of champagne flutes and the low hum of conversation, Bella’s mother swept over, her face radiant. “Darling, there you are! I want you to meet someone.”

She guided Bella toward a man standing slightly apart, near a twisting wisteria arbor. He was tall, with an easy posture and a smile that seemed to find its way to his eyes without effort. “This is Cyrus. His mother, Evelyn, is my oldest friend. Cyrus, this is my daughter, Bella, and her husband, Shawn.”

“A pleasure,” Cyrus said, his voice a low, pleasant rumble. His handshake with Shawn was firm, but his gaze, when it turned to Bella, was different. It lingered. It appreciated. “Your parents’ ceremony was beautiful. It’s a rare thing to see that kind of commitment.”

“It is,” Bella agreed, feeling a peculiar warmth spread up her neck. She was acutely aware of Shawn standing just behind her shoulder, watching, observing.

“Cyrus is in town for just the weekend,” her mother chirped. “He doesn’t know a soul. Be a dear and make him feel welcome, won’t you?” And with a flutter of her hand, she was gone, leaving the three of them in a suddenly charged silence.

Shawn felt his pulse jump, a swift, hard kick against his ribs. This is it. The opportunity. He cleared his throat. “Can I get you a drink, Cyrus? Bella, darling, why don’t you show Cyrus the view from the orchid terrace? It’s the best part of the garden.”

The suggestion hung between them. Bella’s eyes flicked to Shawn’s, a silent question in them. He gave a nearly imperceptible nod, his own expression a mixture of encouragement and barely contained hunger. Go on. For me.

She turned back to Cyrus, a slightly flustered smile on her lips. “Of course. Right this way.”

The terrace was more private, the scent of blooming orchids thick and heady in the afternoon air. Cyrus leaned against the stone balustrade, looking at her not as his friend’s daughter, but as a woman.

“So, Bella,” he began, his eyes tracing the line of her jaw. “Your husband seems like a good man.”

“He is.” The words came out a little breathless.

“And is he a lucky man?” Cyrus asked, taking a deliberate step closer. The space between them shrunk, charged with an electricity that made the fine hairs on her arms rise.

Bella’s mind raced. This was the fantasy, made flesh. A handsome stranger, the intoxicating freedom of a wedding, her husband’s secret desire fueling her from a distance. A part of her wanted to retreat, to find the safety of Shawn’s familiar embrace. But a larger, newly awakened part was captivated by the raw audacity of it all. The power she held in this moment was a drug.

“What makes you ask that?” she deflected, her voice gaining a confidence that surprised her.

“A man would be lucky to have a woman who blushes the way you do,” he said, his voice dropping to an intimate timbre. “It’s not out of embarrassment. It’s a flush of heat. It’s... wanting.”

The directness should have shocked her. Instead, a jolt of pure, undiluted arousal shot through her, settling in a deep, aching throb between her legs. She could feel the dampness starting to bloom against her silk underwear. She didn’t look back for Shawn. She knew he was there, watching. She could feel his gaze like a physical touch, urging her on.

Cyrus didn’t wait for a reply. He reached out, his fingers not quite touching her, but hovering just above the bare skin of her arm. “I’ve been watching you all afternoon. The way you laugh, the way you move in that dress. It’s been driving me fucking crazy.”

Bella’s breath faltered. The vulgarity, so blunt and out of place in the elegant garden, should have been a bucket of cold water. It was gasoline on a fire. Her nipples tightened into hard peaks against the constricting silk of her dress, a desperate ache she knew was visible.

“You shouldn’t say things like that,” she whispered, but she didn’t move away. She leaned into the space his hand had created.

“Why not? It’s the truth.” He finally closed the minuscule distance, his fingertips skating down her arm with a feather-light touch that felt like a brand. The contact was electric, a shockwave that traveled straight to her core, making her clench around nothing. “I can see it in your eyes. You’re not as proper as you’re pretending to be. There’s a wildness in you. I want to fucking uncover it.”

From his vantage point by the champagne table, Shawn watched, his glass frozen halfway to his lips. He saw the way Cyrus leaned into Bella’s space, the possessive curl of his fingers on her arm. He saw the flush on his wife’s cheeks, the slight part of her lips, the unmistakable way her body angled toward the other man’s instead of away. A fierce, shocking bolt of jealousy was instantly eclipsed by a torrent of blinding, intense lust. That’s my wife. Look at her. She’s fucking radiant.

He adjusted himself discreetly, his own arousal a painful, demanding pressure. This was better than any fantasy. This was real.

Cyrus moved closer still, his mouth hovering near Bella’s ear. She could smell his cologne, something clean and sharp with a dark, woody undertone. It was nothing like Shawn’s. The difference was exhilarating.

“I know what you’re thinking,” Cyrus murmured, his voice a low vibration she felt deep in her bones. “You’re thinking about what it would be like. What I would feel like, on you, inside you. How different it would be.”

A soft, involuntary sound escaped her, halfway between a gasp and a moan. Her resistance was melting, replaced by a single, pounding need.

“Your husband is watching us,” Cyrus noted, his lips grazing the shell of her ear, making her shudder. “Does that make you wetter, Bella? Knowing he’s seeing me touch you? Knowing he’s seeing how much you fucking love it?”

She could only nod, her words stolen by the torrent of sensation. His hand slid from her arm to her hip, his grip firm, possessive. He was guiding her, turning her subtly, giving Shawn a perfect view of his hand on the curve of her ass, pulling her just an inch closer to his body.

“There’s a private lounge in the clubhouse,” Cyrus said, his words no longer a question but a statement of intent. “It’s empty. No one will bother us.” His eyes locked with hers, dark and full of promise. “Tell me you want to go. Tell me you want me to fuck you right there where he can hear you moan my name.”

The words were a current, pulling her under. She felt a tug deep in her abdomen, a raw, liquid ache that was entirely new. Her gaze flickered past Cyrus’s shoulder, finding Shawn across the terrace. He stood in the shadow of an oak, his expression unreadable, but his posture was rigid, his focus absolute. He gave one single, nearly imperceptible nod.

That was all the permission she needed. All the encouragement.

“Yes,” Bella heard herself say, the word thick and unfamiliar on her tongue. “The lounge.”

Cyrus’s smile was a flash of white in the dimming light. He didn’t take her hand, but instead placed his palm firmly on the small of her back, a gesture of both courtesy and complete ownership, steering her away from the party’s murmur and into the quiet, air-conditioned hall of the clubhouse. Her heels were silent on the plush carpet. Her heart was a wild, frantic drum against her ribs. The door to a secluded lounge, marked ‘Private’, clicked shut behind them, and the world outside ceased to exist.

The room was all dark wood and deep, burgundy leather. A massive sofa dominated the space. Cyrus turned her to face him, his hands coming up to frame her face. For a moment, he just looked at her, his intense eyes tracing her features, and the intensity of his scrutiny made her feel more exposed than if he’d already undressed her.

“Do you know how fucking stunning you are?” he murmured, his thumb stroking her cheek. “The way you looked at him... the way you looked at me... I’ve never wanted a woman more.”

He didn’t wait for an answer. His mouth crashed down on hers, but it wasn’t the gentle exploration from the terrace. This was hunger. This was conquest. His tongue plunged past her lips, tasting of expensive whiskey and pure, unadulterated male. A deep groan rumbled in his chest, and she met his ferocity with her own, her hands sliding up to tangle in the thick hair at the nape of his neck. She was kissing him back, really kissing him, her body arching into the solid wall of his.

His hands slid down from her face, over the delicate silk of her lavender dress, until they found the curve of her ass. He squeezed, pulling her hard against him, and she could feel the rigid length of him straining against his trousers, a promise of what was to come. The sensation sent a jolt of pure lightning through her.

“Turn around,” he commanded, his voice gravelly against her ear.

A tremor went through her. She knew what he wanted. What Shawn wanted to see. Slowly, she turned, presenting her back to him, facing the plush back of the leather sofa. She placed her hands on it, bracing herself. Her pulse hammered in her throat.

She felt his presence behind her, a wave of heat. His hands settled on her hips, then slid down, gathering the delicate fabric of her dress. He slowly, slowly, pushed it up. The cool air of the room kissed the backs of her thighs, then her bare ass. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

“Fuck, Bella,” Cyrus breathed, a sound of pure appreciation. “You are a fucking vision.”

His palms smoothed over the exposed globes of her ass, kneading the soft flesh with a possessive grip that sent shivers up her spine. He leaned in, and she felt his lips, warm and soft, press a kiss to the base of her spine. Then another, lower, each one deliberate and lingering, as if he was marking her with his touch. A trail of fire followed his mouth as he kissed and nipped his way down, inch by agonizing inch, until he was on his knees behind her. The anticipation was electric, the air thick with desire.

Bella’s breath hitched as his hands spread her apart, exposing her fully to him. His tongue, hot and wet, lashed a long, slow stripe over her center, eliciting a sharp gasp from her lips. The sensation was intense, a jolt of pleasure that shot straight to her core. He didn’t stop there, his tongue circling her clit with expert precision, teasing and tantalizing, before dipping lower to explore every sensitive inch of her. She could feel herself trembling, her legs barely able to support her.

Cyrus groaned against her, the sound vibrating through her body. “You taste fucking incredible,” he murmured, his voice rough with need. His hands tightened on her hips, holding her in place as he continued to devour her, his tongue working her with relentless focus. Each swipe, each flick, sent waves of pleasure crashing through her, building a pressure that threatened to overwhelm her. She could feel herself growing wetter, her body responding eagerly to his every touch.

He pulled back slightly, and Bella whimpered at the loss, but he wasn’t done. His lips brushed against her inner thighs, placing soft kisses that contrasted sharply with the intensity of what had just happened. “You’re so fucking responsive,” he said, his breath hot against her skin. “I love how you arch into me, how you can’t help but moan when I touch you.” His words sent a fresh wave of heat through her, and she could feel herself clenching, desperate for more.

Then he was back on her, his tongue plunging deep inside her this time, and Bella cried out, her fingers digging into the leather of the sofa for support. The sensation was overwhelming, the combination of his firm grip on her hips and the relentless movements of his tongue pushing her closer and closer to the edge. She could feel herself unraveling, her moans growing louder, more desperate, as she teetered on the brink of release.

“Please,” she begged, her voice ragged. “Don’t stop.” Cyrus complied, his tongue working her with even more intensity, his hands gripping her hips so tightly she knew there would be marks later. And God, she wanted them. She wanted to carry the evidence of this moment with her, a reminder of how he had claimed her. Her entire body was alight with pleasure, every nerve ending screaming for release as he brought her closer and closer to the edge.

The sensation was so intensely intimate, it stole the air from her lungs. He didn’t let up. His tongue was an instrument of pure torture, circling her clit, flicking against it, then plunging deep inside her. Waves of pleasure, sharp and dizzying, radiated out from her core. Her knees felt weak. She pushed back against his face, needing more, needing everything.

He held her hips steady, his grip firm, as he devoured her. The sounds were obscene, wet and hungry, and she was moaning freely now, a string of incoherent pleas. Oh god. Oh, right there. Don’t stop.

Just as she felt herself beginning to crest, he pulled away. She whimpered at the loss. He stood, and she heard the frantic rustle of his clothes, the clink of a belt buckle. Then his body was against hers again, his chest hot against her back. One hand snaked around her front, his fingers finding her nipple through the silk of her dress. He pinched and rolled the hardened peak, and she gasped, the dual sensation of his rough touch on her breast and his hard cock pressing against her ass sending her into a frenzy.

“Tell me you want it,” he growled in her ear. “Tell me you want my fucking cock inside you.”

“Yes,” she panted, pushing her hips back against him. “Please, Cyrus. I want it. I want you to fuck me.”

His other hand guided himself to her entrance. The broad head of his cock pressed against her, and he paused, teasing, rubbing himself through her wetness. The anticipation was agony.

“Look,” he said, his voice harsh. “Look at the door.”

Bella forced her eyes open, blurry with pleasure. The lounge door had a narrow, vertical window. And there, standing in the hallway, his face a mask of rapt, aroused attention, was Shawn. Watching. His eyes were dark, his jaw tight. Seeing him there, seeing the raw need on his face, shattered the last of her inhibitions.

Cyrus chose that moment to push inside her.

He filled her in one long, slow, relentless stroke. A choked scream was torn from Bella’s throat. He was so much thicker than Shawn, stretching her exquisitely. He didn’t move for a moment, just let her feel all of him, buried deep. She was achingly full, every nerve ending screaming with the sensation.

“You feel that?” he grunted, his breath hot on her neck. “You feel how deep I am? Your husband is watching me claim his wife.”

He began to move,setting a brutal, perfect rhythm. Each thrust was a jolt of electric pleasure, each withdrawal a sweet agony. The slap of his skin against hers echoed in the quiet room. Her moans grew louder, more desperate. She was mindless, a creature of pure sensation, aware only of the cock pistoning inside her and the eyes of her husband burning into her from the door.

God, Shawn is watching this. He’s watching me take another man’s cock. The thought, instead of shaming her, sent another violent thrill through her body. She met Cyrus’s thrusts, grinding back against him, wanting him deeper, wanting Shawn to see every second of her surrender.

“You like that, don’t you?” Cyrus gritted out, his pace becoming frantic, erratic. “You like being my fucktoy while he watches. Tell him. Tell your husband how good my cock feels.”

She turned her head, her eyes finding Shawn’s through the glass. Her voice was broken, wrecked. “Shawn... oh god, Shawn... his cock is so deep. I can feel him everywhere. I’m going to come. I’m going to come on his...”

The words tore through Shawn, a lightning strike of pure, undiluted lust. He was through the door in three strides, the latch clicking shut behind him with a sound of finality. The sight before him was more potent than any fantasy he’d ever concocted in the dark: his beautiful wife, bent over the sofa, her lavender dress shoved up around her waist, her body still clenching around another man.

Cyrus withdrew from Bella with a wet, soft sound that seemed to echo in the sudden silence. He stepped back, a smug, knowing grin on his face, his own hardness glistening in the low light. He didn’t speak, just leaned against the wall and began to slowly stroke himself, his eyes fixed on the couple.

Shawn fell to his knees behind Bella, his hands gripping her hips, his thumbs digging into the soft flesh of her ass. He could smell Cyrus on her, the faint musk of another man’s sweat and sex mingling with Bella’s own sweet scent. The combination was an aphrodisiac.

“Look at you,” he breathed, his voice a ragged whisper against her skin. “Look at this perfect fucking ass, all wet from another man’s mouth. From his cock.”

Bella whimpered, pushing back against his hands, a wordless plea for more. The part of her that had been shocked, the good wife from this morning, was gone, incinerated in the heat of this new reality.

Shawn didn’t wait. He unfastened his trousers, freeing his own aching erection. He was so hard it was a torment. He guided himself to her entrance, the tip slipping easily through the slickness Cyrus had left behind. The feeling was indescribable—hot, wet, and profoundly taboo. He was sheathing himself in his wife while she was still filled with the essence of another man.

He pushed inside her in one smooth, relentless motion.

Bella cried out, a sharp, guttural sound of pure ecstasy. Her inner muscles fluttered around him, a wild, welcome embrace. God, he’s inside me. Right after. I can feel them both. The thought was a dirty, thrilling secret that coiled tight in her belly.

“Is this what you wanted, baby?” Shawn growled, his hips already setting a punishing rhythm, his balls slapping against her. “You wanted me to fuck you while he watches you get used? While he sees what a dirty, hungry slut you are for me?”

“Yes! Fuck, yes, Shawn!” she moaned, the words torn from her. Her fingers clawed at the sofa cushions. “I’m your slut. I’m always your slut.”

From his corner, Cyrus let out a low groan, his fist moving faster on his own length. “That’s it. Fuck her, husband. She can take it. She loves it.”

Shawn’s pace became brutal, each thrust a claim, a reclamation. He leaned over her, covering her body with his, one hand tangling in her hair, the other reaching around to palm her breast, pinching her nipple hard through the delicate fabric of her dress. He was everywhere, overwhelming her senses, branding her as his even as he debased them both for their audience.

“Tell me,” he demanded, his mouth against her ear. “Tell me whose cock feels better inside this greedy little cunt.”

Bella’s mind shattered. She couldn’t think, could only feel. The thick, familiar stretch of her husband, the obscene wetness from her lover, the dizzying knowledge that both were part of this moment. “You! It’s you, Shawn. It’s always you. Your cock owns me. Fuck!”

He drove into her, a deep, corkscrewing motion that made her see stars. “That’s right. You come on my cock, Bella. You come for me, and you let him watch you fall apart.”

The command, the filthy permission, was all she needed. The coil in her belly snapped. A raw, screaming orgasm ripped through her, so violent her entire body seized. Her cunt clamped down on him in a series of frantic, pulsing waves, milking his length.

Feeling her convulse around him tipped Shawn over the edge. With a roar that was part triumph, part surrender, he buried himself to the hilt and came. His release was a hot, endless flood, spurting into her, joining what was already there, marking his territory in the most primitive way possible.

He collapsed over her, spent, his breath coming in ragged gasps against her neck. For a long moment, the only sounds were their heavy breathing and the soft, slick sound of Cyrus finishing himself off.

Shawn lifted his head, his eyes meeting Cyrus’s over Bella’s quivering back. The other man’s jaw was tight, his expression one of intense concentration. With a final, sharp groan, he came, his release striping the elegant carpet a few feet away.

Silence descended, thick and heavy with the smell of sex.

Shawn gently pulled out of Bella, a mixture of possessiveness and awe washing over him as he saw the evidence of their joining glistening on her thighs. He helped her turn over. Her face was flushed, her eyes glazed and unfocused, her lipstick smeared. She had never looked more beautiful to him.

He sank onto the sofa beside her, pulling her limp, pliant body into his arms, holding her tightly as they both came down from the high.

From across the room, Cyrus chuckled softly as he tucked himself back into his trousers. “Well. That was a hell of a show.” He ran a hand through his hair, his smirk returning. “Your wife is incredible, Shawn. A fucking masterpiece.”

Bella buried her face in Shawn’s neck, a fresh, different heat flushing her cheeks. The reality of what they’d done, what she’d done, was starting to seep back in, but it was muted, secondary to the profound, buzzing satisfaction in every nerve ending.

Shawn held her closer, his gaze still locked on Cyrus. A new, even more dangerous idea was beginning to form in the aftermath, fed by the raw power he’d felt and the hungry look in the other man’s eyes.

The low, possessive rumble of Shawn’s voice cut through the humid air of the lounge. “Don’t go.”

Cyrus paused at the door, his hand on the ornate knob. He turned, a single eyebrow arched in a silent question, his gaze flicking from Shawn to the woman still trembling in her husband’s arms.

Bella’s eyes, heavy-lidded and glazed with spent pleasure, widened slightly. Her heart, which had just begun to settle into a normal rhythm, gave a hard, single thump against her ribs. Don’t go? The implication hung in the air, thick and intoxicating.

Shawn’s arms tightened around her, not in a gesture of reclaiming ownership, but of shared possession. He looked at Cyrus, his intense eyes blazing with a fire she hadn’t seen before, a raw, unfiltered hunger that went beyond anything they’d ever explored. “I said she’s a masterpiece,” he stated, his voice dropping to a near-whisper that seemed to vibrate through Bella’s entire body. “A masterpiece shouldn’t be admired by just one person. Not when there’s another... connoisseur... in the room.”

Cyrus’s smirk returned, broader this time, a flash of white in the dim light. He leaned against the doorframe, crossing his arms over his chest, his athletic frame seeming to fill the space. “Is that an invitation, mate?”

“It’s a fucking demand,” Shawn breathed, and the vulgarity, so unlike his usual gentle tone, sent a fresh, liquid heat spiraling through Bella’s core. He turned his head, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. “What do you say, Bella? One more for the road? One more to really make this a day we never forget?”

Her mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. The ingrained propriety from her stable, loving upbringing screamed a silent protest. This was her parents’ wedding anniversary party. This was a man she’d met hours ago. But that voice was faint, drowned out by the roaring memory of Cyrus’s mouth on her, of Shawn’s intense gaze watching her come apart, of the profound, aching emptiness that was already beginning to throb inside her again. The curiosity that had been sparked in their bedroom that morning was now a full-blown inferno.

She looked from her husband’s fiercely desirous face to the stranger’s openly predatory one. A soft, shuddering moan escaped her lips, one of pure, unadulterated anticipation. It was all the answer they needed.

“Come here, Cyrus,” Shawn commanded, his voice leaving no room for doubt.

Cyrus pushed off the doorframe, his movements fluid and assured. He approached the couch not like an intruder, but like a man coming home. He knelt on the plush carpet before them, his eyes level with Bella’s. He didn’t touch her, not yet. He just looked, his gaze a physical caress that made her skin prickle with awareness.

Shawn’s hands began to move on her, one cupping her breast, his thumb rasping over her taut nipple, the other sliding down the slick, sensitive skin of her stomach. “See how perfect she is?” he murmured to Cyrus, his words for both of them. “See how fucking wet she gets for us?”

Cyrus’s eyes darkened. He reached out, finally, and his fingertips, warm and slightly rough, traced the inside of her knee, then her thigh, a slow, deliberate journey north. Bella’s head fell back against Shawn’s shoulder, a gasp catching in her throat. The sensation of being touched by two men, watched by one while being held by the other, was a synaptic overload.

“Spread your legs wider for him, baby,” Shawn coaxed into her ear, his own breathing becoming ragged. “Show him what’s his.”

With a trembling sigh, Bella let her knees fall apart, exposing herself completely to Cyrus’s hungry gaze. The cool air of the room kissed her damp flesh, a stark contrast to the heat of their attention.

“Fuck, you’re beautiful,” Cyrus growled, his voice thick with want. He leaned forward, and instead of the invasion she half-expected, he placed a single, devastatingly soft kiss high on her inner thigh. Bella cried out, her back arching.

Shawn’s fingers dug into her hip. “That’s it. Let him taste you. Let him taste what I just had.”

Emboldened, Cyrus’s mouth found her core again, but this time it wasn’t a secret, stolen act. It was a performance, a shared feast. His tongue, clever and relentless, lashed against her, and Bella’s moans became continuous, broken sounds. She could feel the low, appreciative groan vibrate from Shawn’s chest into her back as he watched another man worship her.

Shawn’s free hand left her breast and she felt him working at his own trousers. A moment later, his hard, familiar length was pressed against the cleft of her ass. The promise of it, the fullness to come, made her shudder violently.

Cyrus pulled back, his chin glistening. He looked up at Shawn, a wicked understanding passing between them. “How do you want her?”

“I want to watch you fuck my wife’s perfect mouth while I fill her perfect pussy,” Shawn said, the words a dark, erotic poem that shattered the last of Bella’s inhibitions.

A sound of raw need tore from her throat. Yes. Oh god, yes.

Cyrus rose to his knees, freeing himself from his trousers. He was thick and hard, and the sight of him, so close to her face, made her own mouth water. He guided himself to her lips, and she opened for him without hesitation, the salty, musky taste of him flooding her senses.

As the head of his cock pressed against her entrance, Shawn’s grip on her hips turned iron-strong. “Ready, Bella?” he gritted out, the strain of his own control evident in every syllable.

She couldn’t speak, her mouth full, so she just moaned around Cyrus’s length, the vibration making him curse softly.

In one long, devastating stroke, Shawn pushed up into her, filling the aching void, stretching her exquisitely. The dual sensation was overwhelming—the hard thrust of her husband from behind, the thick intrusion in her mouth. Her body convulsed around them both, a prelude to the cataclysm she knew was coming.

Shawn began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that rocked her whole body forward onto Cyrus’s cock. Cyrus matched the pace, fucking her mouth with a gentle ruthlessness that had her gagging and moaning simultaneously. The room was filled with the sounds of their union: skin slapping against skin, wet, sucking noises, the ragged symphony of their breathing.

Bella was lost in it, a vessel of pure sensation. She was the connection between these two powerful men, the focal point of their shared desire. The pressure built, coiling tighter and tighter at the base of her spine, a spring wound to its breaking point.

“That’s it, take him, baby,” Shawn grunted, his thrusts becoming harder, faster. “Take every fucking inch. You feel so good wrapped around me.”

Cyrus’s hands were in her hair, not forcing, but guiding. “Such a good girl,” he murmured, his voice husky. “Such a perfect, filthy mouth.”

The dual praise, the relentless friction, the obscene perfection of being used and adored in equal measure—it was too much. The coil snapped. Bella’s orgasm ripped through her with a silent, seismic force, her body clamping down on Shawn, her cries muffled around Cyrus.

Her climax triggered their own. Shawn buried himself deep with a guttural shout, his own release pulsing into her warmth. Cyrus followed a second later, his hips stuttering as he spilled into her mouth.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of harsh breathing and the heavy, satisfied silence that follows a storm. Slowly, carefully, Cyrus withdrew from her lips, and Shawn softened inside her, his body a heavy, comforting weight against her back.

Bella lay between them, utterly spent, dripping with sweat and the evidence of their shared passion. Cyrus leaned forward, his smile genuine now, less a smirk and more an expression of awe. He gently wiped a stray trickle from her chin with his thumb.

“Fucking incredible,” he whispered, his eyes meeting Shawn’s over her shoulder.

Shawn’s arms wrapped around her, holding her close. He didn’t look jealous. He looked victorious. Possessive. 

The lounge was a masterpiece of delicious ruin, the air thick with the musk of their shared exertion and the sweet, sharp scent of sex. Bella’s body hummed, a live wire of aftershocks still dancing along her nerve endings. Cyrus’s whispered praise—Fucking incredible—echoed in the hazy quiet, but it was the solid, possessive weight of Shawn against her back that truly anchored her to the moment.

Shawn’s arms tightened around her, his lips finding the sensitive juncture of her neck and shoulder. Mine, the kiss seemed to say, even as his low rumble of a voice vibrated against her skin. “You were perfect, Bella. So fucking perfect. Watching you take us both... god, I’ve never seen anything so goddamn hot in my life.”

Cyrus shifted, the couch groaning softly as he rose. He moved with a languid, satiated grace, collecting his scattered clothing. His eyes, dark and satisfied, flickered between them. “I should probably... make myself scarce. Let you two... reconnect.” He gave a final, appreciative glance at Bella’s form, still glistening and sprawled across the cushions. “It was an honor, Bella. Truly. Shawn, you’re one lucky bastard.”

And with a last, charming smirk that seemed almost nostalgic now, he slipped out, closing the door quietly behind him, leaving them alone in the wreckage of their desire.

The silence he left behind was different. Deeper. Charged with a new and profound intimacy. Shawn didn’t move for a long moment, just held her, his breathing slowly syncing with hers. Then, with a tenderness that made her heart ache, he turned her in his arms.

His gaze was intense, burning with a pride and adoration that went far beyond the physical. He didn’t speak. He just looked at her, his eyes tracing the faint blush still high on her cheeks, the parted softness of her lips, the way her hair stuck in damp, dark tendrils to her forehead. His thumb, gentle and calloused, swept across her bottom lip, collecting a tiny, lingering trace of their encounter.

He brought his thumb to his own mouth, his eyes never leaving hers, and slowly sucked it clean. A fresh, sharp jolt of want, utterly different from the frantic need of before, pierced straight through her core. Oh, fuck.

“You taste like us,” he murmured, his voice gravelly and low. “You taste like everything I’ve ever wanted.”

He leaned in, and his kiss was a revelation. It wasn't the frantic claiming of earlier; it was a slow, deep, worshipping exploration. He was tasting himself on her tongue, tasting Cyrus, tasting her—the unique, intoxicating flavor of their shared sin. Bella melted into it, her hands coming up to frame his face, her fingers tangling in the sweat-damp hair at his temples. This, this was the center of it all. Not the other man, but this profound, unshakeable connection that the fantasy had somehow, impossibly, deepened.

When he finally broke the kiss, they were both breathing heavily again. The embers of their passion, which had banked to a warm glow, were now stoked back into a fresh, rising flame.

“I need to feel you,” Shawn growled, his hands sliding down her back, over the curve of her ass, pulling her flush against him. The hard length of him pressed insistently against her stomach. “Just you. No one else. I need to be inside my wife.”

He guided her off the couch, his grip firm on her hand, and led her to a large, upholstered armchair in the corner. He sat, pulling her down to straddle his lap. The thin, ruined silk of her lavender dress was rucked up around her waist, and she was acutely aware of her own nakedness beneath it, of the slick warmth that greeted the coarse fabric of his trousers.

His hands smoothed up her thighs, his touch branding her. “Look at you. My beautiful, filthy wife. Look what we did.” His fingers found her, not to enter, but to explore, to slick through the wet evidence of their shared pleasure, painting it back onto her skin. “You’re so wet, Bella. Still so fucking wet for me.”

“Only for you,” she breathed, gasping as his thumb found her clit, applying a perfect, circling pressure that made her hips jerk. “It was always for you.”

“I know,” he said, and the raw possession in his voice made her clench around nothing. “Now ride me. I want to watch your face when you come on my cock. I want to see what’s mine.”

He freed himself, his cock hard and eager in his hand, and Bella rose up on her knees, guiding him to her entrance. She sunk down onto him in one fluid, exquisite motion, a low, guttural moan torn from both of them as he filled her completely. It was different now—deeper, more intimate. There was no audience, no performance. This was just them, raw and real and reunited.

Her hands braced on his shoulders, she began to move, riding him with a slow, rolling grind that made him curse filthily into her neck. “Fuck, Bella... yes... just like that. Take all of me.”

She moved faster, her body taking over, chasing the coil of pleasure tightening deep within her. The room filled with the sound of their skin meeting, their ragged breaths, his whispered, filthy encouragements. “You feel so good wrapped around me. So perfect. I love watching your tits bounce for me. I love knowing you can still feel him, and you’re still coming apart on my fucking cock.”

His words, so crude and so loving, pushed her higher. Her head fell back, and the world narrowed to the sensation of him pistoning inside her, hitting a spot that made her see stars. She was close, so close, the orgasm building like a tsunami.

Shawn’s hands gripped her hips, his movements becoming more urgent, more ragged. “Come on, baby. Come for me. Let me feel you. I’m right there with you.”

His command shattered her. Bella cried out, a sharp, broken sound as her orgasm ripped through her, her inner muscles clamping down on him in rapid, pulsing waves. The intensity of it blurred her vision, wiping away everything but the feel of him buried deep inside her.

The sensation of her climax tightening around him was all it took. With a roar that was pure male triumph, Shawn followed her over the edge, his own release surging into her in hot, endless pulses, his body shuddering violently beneath hers.

They collapsed together in the chair, a tangled, breathless heap of limbs and satiated flesh. For long minutes, the only sound was their labored breathing slowly returning to normal. Shawn’s arms were locked around her, holding her to his chest as if he’d never let go.

He nuzzled her hair, his voice a soft, awed whisper against her ear. “So... was it everything you thought it would be?”

Bella lifted her head, meeting his gaze. Her body was utterly spent, but her mind was clearer than it had been all day. A slow, sated smile spread across her lips. “It was a start.”
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Book 5 - To Pleasure and to Explore
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The morning sun streamed through the bay window, catching dust motes dancing in the air like flecks of gold. Connor watched Jasmine from the doorway, a familiar, comfortable warmth spreading through his chest. She stood before the full-length mirror, a vision in silk and anticipation, carefully adjusting the delicate strap of her bridesmaid dress. The deep emerald fabric hugged her curves, a stunning contrast against her sun-kissed skin.

“You’re staring,” she said, her voice a soft melody without even turning around. A small, knowing smile played on her lips.

“Can you blame me?” He moved into the room, the old floorboards creaking a welcome under his feet. He wrapped his arms around her waist from behind, pulling her against his chest. He inhaled, the scent of her coconut shampoo and the faint, sweet perfume she saved for special occasions filling his senses. “You look incredible, Jaz. Theo’s not going to know what hit him.”

She leaned back into his embrace, her head nestling under his chin. “Theo? I think you mean the groom. My job is to make the bride look good, not distract the best man.”

Connor’s hands stilled on her stomach. He felt his own heartbeat, a sudden, heavy rhythm against her back. This was it. The moment he’d played over in his head a hundred times. The air in the room seemed to thicken, the casual ease of a moment ago evaporating.

“Actually,” he started, his voice lower, a little rough. “I was... I was thinking about Theo. Specifically.”

Jasmine turned in his arms, her brow furrowed in playful confusion. “What about him? That he’ll probably get too drunk and tell that story about the canoe again?”

“No.” Connor’s gaze dropped to the emerald fabric covering her breasts, then back to her searching eyes. He took a steadying breath. “I was thinking about... what it would be like to see you with him.”

The silence that followed was profound. The happy chirping of birds outside faded into nothing. Jasmine’s smile dissolved, replaced by a blank, uncomprehending stare. “What?”

His palms felt damp. He could feel the fine tremble in his own fingers as he kept them on her hips, anchoring himself to her. “I have this... fantasy. It’s been in my head for a while. The idea of watching you. With another man. Seeing you get that attention, that desire... and knowing you’re still coming home to me.” The words tumbled out, clumsy and raw. “And today, with you in this dress that makes you look like a fucking goddess... and him in that suit... fuck, Jasmine, the thought of it is driving me crazy.”

She took a half-step back, breaking his hold. Her arms crossed over her chest, a defensive gesture he hadn’t seen in years. “Are you serious? Connor, what are you saying? That you want to... share me?” Her voice was a mix of disbelief and a sharp edge of hurt. “Do you not want me anymore? Is that it?”

“God, no. No, baby, no.” He reached for her, but she held her ground. “It’s the exact opposite. It’s because I want you so fucking much. It’s because the thought of you being that desirable, that fucking irresistible to someone else... that you could have anyone, but you’re mine... it makes my blood feel like fire.” He ran a hand through his hair, frustration and desperate honesty warring within him. “It’s not about me not wanting you. It’s about me wanting all of you, even the part of you that could drive another man wild.”

Jasmine was silent, studying his face. He saw the wheels turning, the initial shock giving way to cautious analysis. She looked at him not as her husband of five years, but as a man revealing a hidden, intricate map of his deepest desires.

“You’re really serious,” she murmured, more to herself than to him. “You’ve honestly been thinking about this. About me and... Theo?”

“Theo, yes. Someone like him. Someone who would appreciate how fucking stunning you are.” Connor’s voice dropped to a husky whisper. “I imagine him looking at you across the dance floor. I imagine his hands on your waist, lower than they should be. I imagine the way he’d talk to you, his voice all low and hungry just for you.” He took a risk, stepping closer again, his fingertips gently tracing the line of her jaw. “I imagine wanting to watch him fuck you, Jaz. I imagine wanting to see your face when you come for him.”

A visible tremor went through her. Her lips parted, but no sound came out. The defensiveness in her posture softened, replaced by a taut, curious tension. The idea, so foreign and shocking minutes ago, began to unspool in her mind, painting its own vivid, illicit pictures.

“You...” she started, her voice barely audible. “You’d really want that? To watch?”

“More than I’ve ever wanted anything,” he breathed, the admission leaving him exposed and raw.

She was quiet for a long time, her gaze fixed on his tie, her fingers absently smoothing the emerald silk over her hip. The fear was still there, a cold knot in her stomach, but it was now intertwined with something new, something hot and unfamiliar. A thrilling, terrifying curiosity.

“I don’t know...” she finally said, looking up at him. The confusion was still in her eyes, but the hurt was gone. Replaced by a deep, dawning intrigue. “It’s a lot. This is... huge, Connor.”

“I know it is.”

“I’m not saying yes,” she stated firmly, though her voice lacked its earlier conviction. “I’m not saying anything will happen.”

“I would never expect you to. I just... I needed you to know what was in my head.”

Jasmine took a deep breath, her shoulders squaring. A new awareness seemed to settle over her, a different way of carrying herself in the beautiful dress. It was no longer just for a wedding; it was a costume for a potential performance.

“Alright,” she whispered, the word hanging in the air between them, charged and heavy with unspoken possibility. “We’re going to be late. But... I’ll... I’ll keep an open mind. I’ll see how it feels. I’ll see how he looks at me.”

***
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The string quartet had long since been replaced by a thumping bass line that vibrated through the polished floorboards. Laughter and the clinking of glasses formed a glittering canopy of sound over the reception. But for Jasmine, it was all a distant hum, a faint backdrop to the singular, throbbing thought that had taken root in her mind the moment Connor had spoken his fantasy into existence.

Every time she caught her husband’s eye from across the dance floor, a fresh wave of heat washed over her. He wasn’t watching the bride and groom; he was watching her. His gaze was a tangible thing, a warm hand on the small of her back even from twenty feet away. It wasn’t a look of suspicion or jealousy. It was one of pure, unadulterated hunger. For her. For this.

And it was changing her. The emerald silk of her bridesmaid dress, which had felt like a costume hours ago, now felt like a second skin, one that was hypersensitive to every glance, every shift in the air. It clung to her curves not as a modest covering, but as a deliberate advertisement of what lay beneath. She could feel the brush of the fabric against her nipples, a constant, subtle tease that kept her on a delicious edge.

Her focus, however, kept drifting to one specific point in the room: Theo. The best man. He was a study in contained energy, his athletic frame showcased impeccably in a tailored charcoal suit. He moved with an easy confidence, laughing with a group of friends, his smile a flash of white in his tanned face. Every time he threw his head back to laugh, Jasmine’s eyes were drawn to the strong column of his throat. She imagined the taste of his skin there, a faint saltiness under the crisp scent of his cologne.

Connor’s words echoed, a filthy, wonderful soundtrack in her head. ‘I want to watch him with you, Jasmine. I want to see his hands on you.’ The fantasy was no longer a shocking abstract. It was coalescing into a specific, urgent want. She wanted to feel the difference of another man’s touch. She wanted to see that raw desire in Connor’s eyes from the sidelines. The thought made a deep, aching emptiness open up inside her, a hollow need that begged to be filled.

She found her moment as the DJ shifted to a slower song. Couples drifted onto the floor. Theo was leaning against the bar, nursing a bourbon. Her pulse was a frantic drum against her ribs as she walked over, the sound of her heels swallowed by the music.

“Best man duties finally over?” she asked, her voice miraculously steady.

Theo turned, his eyes lighting up with genuine pleasure. “Jasmine. Just about. I’ve fulfilled my quota of embarrassing speeches and caught the bouquet.” He grinned. “You look... absolutely breathtaking.”

“Thank you,” she said, letting her fingers trail along the polished wood of the bar. She leaned in slightly, just enough for him to catch the subtle, floral scent of her perfume. “It’s a shame to waste a good song. Would you like to dance?”

Surprise flickered in his gaze, followed by a quick, approving smile. “I’d be an idiot to say no.”

He led her to the floor, his hand a warm, firm weight on the silk covering her lower back. The space between them was polite, respectable, as he took her hand in his. But Jasmine could feel the latent strength in his grip, the easy way he guided her. She let her body sway closer than necessary, the space between them shrinking inch by calculated inch.

The music swelled. She looked up at him through her lashes. “Connor thinks very highly of you, you know.”

“The feeling is mutual. He’s a great guy.”

“He is,” she agreed, her voice dropping to a near-whisper, a secret just for the two of them in the middle of the crowded floor. “He’s also a very honest man. He tells me everything.”

Theo’s steps didn’t falter, but his expression shifted, the casual friendliness giving way to a more focused intensity. “Everything?”

“Mmhmm.” She let her thumb stroke the inside of his wrist where he held her hand, a feather-light, deliberate caress. “Everything he finds exciting.”

His gaze dropped to her mouth, then back to her eyes. The air between them crackled, the polite pretense of a wedding dance evaporating. She could feel the heat radiating from his body, a different warmth than Connor’s. It was new. It wasUnfamiliar. It was fucking intoxicating.

“And what does he find exciting, Jasmine?” Theo’s voice was lower now, a rough murmur meant only for her.

Her heart was hammering against her ribs, a wild bird trying to escape its cage. This was the point of no return. She leaned in, her lips brushing the shell of his ear as she spoke, her breath a hot promise against his skin.

“He finds the idea of you fucking me incredibly exciting.”

Theo went perfectly still. His hand on her back tightened almost imperceptibly, pulling her flush against him. She could feel the hard ridge of his cock through his trousers, pressing against her lower stomach. The evidence of his arousal was immediate, undeniable. A jolt of pure, primal satisfaction shot through her.

“Is that right?” he breathed, his own voice thick with a desire that mirrored her own.

She nodded, her cheek brushing against the rough stubble of his jaw. “He’s watching us right now. And the thought of you putting your hands on me, of your mouth on my body... of you being inside me... it’s all he can think about.” She pulled back just enough to look into his eyes, her own dark with a boldness she’d never known she possessed. “It’s all I can think about.”

Theo’s control snapped. His hand slid from her back, down over the curve of her ass, gripping her firmly through the thin silk. He held her there, pressed against his hard length, his gaze burning into hers. “Where is he?”

Jasmine didn’t need to look. She could feel Connor’s stare like a physical brand. “By the pillar. To your left.”

Theo’s eyes cut across the room, meeting Connor’s for a single, electric moment. A silent understanding passed between the two men. When Theo looked back at her, his expression was one of pure, unadulterated intent. “This dress is a crime against humanity. I need it off. Now. Where’s the closest quiet place?”

The music from the reception was a distant, muffled beat as Jasmine led Theo down the plush-carpeted hallway, her hand a burning point of contact in his. Every step was a drumbeat in her veins, a rhythm set by the raw hunger on his face. He didn’t speak. His silence was a current of pure intention that pulled her forward, away from the champagne flutes and polite conversation, toward something she could feel humming in the air between them.

Connor’s breath hitched as he watched Jasmine and Theo disappear down the hallway. His pulse thrummed in his throat, a mix of anticipation and raw, unrelenting desire tightening his chest. Each step they took away from the reception was a beat in a rhythm that had been building all day—no, years. This wasn’t just a fleeting thought anymore; it was happening. She was walking away with Theo, and he was following, a shadow just out of sight.

He trailed behind them, his footsteps silent on the plush carpet, his eyes fixed on the way Theo’s hand gripped hers with unmistakable intent. The sight sent a shiver down his spine. Jasmine’s hips swayed slightly in her emerald dress, the fabric catching the light with every movement. She glanced over her shoulder once, her eyes meeting Connor’s for the briefest moment. There was a flicker of something in her gaze—hesitation, curiosity, maybe even hunger. He couldn’t tell, but it set his blood on fire.

Theo’s voice carried back to him, low and commanding, though Connor couldn’t make out the words. Jasmine laughed softly in response, a sound that was both familiar and suddenly charged with something new. Connor’s fists clenched at his sides, his nails digging into his palms. He knew this was what he wanted—what he’d fantasized about for so long—but now that it was unfolding before him, the intensity of it threatened to overwhelm him.

They turned a corner, and for a moment, he lost sight of them. His pace quickened, the urgency rising like a storm in his veins. When he rounded the bend, he saw her pushing open the heavy door to the bridal suite, Theo close behind. The murmured word of acknowledgment from Theo made Connor's stomach twist with a mix of jealousy and excitement. Just before the door shut, Jasmine paused mid-step and murmured something to Theo with a soft smile playing across her lips.

His legs felt like lead as he approached the door, his hand hovering over the handle. The muffled sound of their voices from inside felt electric. He hesitated, his breath shallow, his heart pounding so loudly he was sure they could hear it. This was it—the moment his fantasy became reality.

Jasmine pushed open the heavy door to the bridal suite. The room was a sanctuary of quiet luxury, smelling faintly of lilies and faced powder. Sunlight streamed through the large windows, illuminating floating dust motes. 

Her fingers lingered on the doorknob, and for a moment, she hesitated. She didn’t lock it. She couldn’t. The thought of Connor watching, of him being part of this, sent a thrilling shiver down her spine. 

As she stepped inside, her hand brushed against Theo’s arm, his presence an electric current beside her. She glanced back toward the hallway, her lips parting as she caught the faintest glimpse of Connor’s silhouette lingering just out of sight. Her breath hitched, a mixture of anticipation and vulnerability swirling in her chest. He was there. He was following. The realization made her pulse quicken, her skin tingling with the weight of what was about to unfold.

Theo’s voice broke through her thoughts, low and commanding. “You okay?” His hand settled on the small of her back, steadying her. Jasmine nodded, though her knees felt unsteady. She turned to face him, her eyes searching his for reassurance. His dark gaze held hers, unflinching, and for the first time, she allowed herself to fully acknowledge the desire burning between them. 

Her hand moved to the door, gently pushing it open wider than necessary, leaving it ajar. It was an invitation—a silent plea for Connor to step into this space with them. She wanted him there. Needed him there. The idea of him witnessing this, of seeing her give in to something so primal, was both terrifying and exhilarating. Her breath came in shallow gasps as she leaned against the doorframe, her body trembling with the raw intensity of the moment.

Theo’s fingers traced a slow path up her spine, sending sparks through her nerves. “He’s coming,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated deep within her. Jasmine’s eyelids fluttered shut, her head tipping back as she inhaled sharply. She didn’t need to look to know he was right. She could feel Connor’s presence like a shadow just outside the room, his hunger palpable even from a distance. 

She exhaled slowly, her hand finally releasing the door. It stayed open, a silent beacon for Connor to follow. Her body thrummed with anticipation, every fiber of her being attuned to the moment when he would step inside and make this fantasy real. “I’m ready,” she whispered, more to herself than to Theo. But he heard her, his hand tightening possessively on her waist as he guided her further into the room, toward the bed where their shared desires would soon unravel.

With a deep, steadying breath, Connor turned the knob and stepped inside. The room smelled faintly of lilies and powder, the sunlight streaming through the windows casting everything in a golden glow. He didn’t look at Jasmine or Theo immediately; instead, he focused on the high-backed armchair in the corner, his designated seat for what was to come. As he settled into it, his eyes finally met Jasmine’s. Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. The air between them crackled with unspoken promises, and Connor knew there was no turning back now.

In the quiet, Theo’s presence expanded, filling the space. A slow, deliberate smile touched his lips. Then his attention was entirely on her. He moved with an athlete’s grace, backing her up against the nearest wall. The cool, smooth wallpaper met her bare shoulders. His hands came up to cradle her face, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones. For a heartbeat, he just looked at her, his gaze drinking in the slight part of her lips, the rapid flutter of her pulse at her throat.

“Jasmine,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated deep within her.

His mouth crashed down on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle exploration. It was a claiming. His lips were demanding, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a taste of whiskey and pure, masculine desire. She moaned into him, her hands coming up to clutch at the crisp fabric of his suit jacket, her fingers digging into the hard muscle of his shoulders. He kissed her like he was starving, and she was the first meal he’d had in years. One of his hands slid from her face, tangling in the intricate updo of her hair, tugging just enough to tilt her head back and expose more of her throat to his relentless mouth.

He broke the kiss, his breath warm against her wet lips as he trailed hot, open-mouthed kisses down the column of her neck, along her collarbone. His free hand roamed down her side, over the slick emerald silk that hugged every one of her curves. He palmed her breast, his thumb finding her nipple through the fabric and rubbing it into a hard, aching peak. She gasped, her head falling back against the wall with a soft thud.

“So fucking perfect,” he growled against her skin, his voice thick. “I’ve been imagining these tits all fucking day.”

His hand slid lower, over the desperate clutch of the dress at her hips, and found the hem. His fingers pushed underneath, skating up the outside of her thigh. The sensation of his warm, rough skin against her smoothness made her jolt. He didn’t stop until his fingertips met the delicate lace edge of her panties. He hooked a finger into the side, and with a sharp, precise tear, the fragile lace gave way.

“Theo!” she cried out, more in shock than protest.

“Shhh,” he soothed, his voice a dark promise. “Connor wants to see this. He wants to hear you.”

His hand pushed past the torn fabric, his fingers delving into the soft, wet heat between her legs. A strangled sound, half-gasp, half-sob, escaped her. His touch was not gentle. It was knowing. Two fingers slid into her without preamble, a smooth, firm invasion that made her inner muscles clench around him instantly. She was so wet, so ready for him, the slick sound of his movement obscenely loud in the quiet room.

“Fuck, Jasmine,” he breathed into her ear, his own breathing becoming ragged. “You’re dripping for me. Soaked. Is this all for me? Or is it for him?”

He began to move his fingers, a slow, devastating rhythm, curling them inside her, searching for that spot that made her vision blur. He found it. A lightning bolt of pure pleasure shot through her, and her knees buckled. He held her up easily, pinned between his body and the wall, his fingers fucking her with a steady, relentless pace.

“Look at him,” Theo commanded, his voice a husky whisper. His eyes were locked on the corner. “Look at your husband. Watch him watch me fuck your perfect little cunt with my fingers.”

Her eyes, glazed with lust, fluttered open and found Connor. He was sitting perfectly still in the armchair, his posture rigid. His knuckles were white where he gripped the armrests, but his eyes... his eyes were blazing. They were fixed on Theo’s hand, hidden under her dress, on the movement of his wrist. The raw, unfiltered hunger on Connor’s face was the most potent aphrodisiac she had ever experienced. It shattered her last reservation.

A low, guttural moan tore from her throat. “Theo... fuck... right there... don’t stop...”

“You like that?” he demanded, increasing his pace, his fingers pistoning in and out of her. “You like me playing with your pussy while your husband gets a front-row seat?”

“Yes! Yes!” she cried out, her hips rocking against his hand, meeting his thrusts. The coil of tension in her belly was winding tighter, tighter. The room spun. Her world narrowed to the feel of his skilled fingers, the scent of his skin, and the intense, approving stare of the man she loved.

Theo bent his head, capturing her nipple in his mouth through the silk, sucking hard. The dual assault was too much. Pleasure crested, overwhelming and absolute. Her body bowed against the wall, a silent scream on her lips as the orgasm ripped through her, wave after wave of searing, mindless ecstasy. She trembled violently, held upright only by his strong arm and the solid wall at her back.

As the last shuddering tremors subsided, Theo slowly withdrew his fingers. He brought them to his lips, his eyes holding Connor’s across the room as he deliberately, slowly, sucked her taste from his skin.

“Now,” he said, his voice dropping to a predatory whisper laced with dark intent.

Theo’s gaze was a physical weight on Connor, a challenge and a promise fused into one smoldering look. He never broke eye contact with the husband as his hands went to his belt, the rasp of the buckle impossibly loud in the hushed room. The button of his dress pants popped open. The zpper’s low, metallic sigh seemed to draw the air from the room.

“Now,” Theo repeated, the word a dark, seductive command. “Suck me, Jasmine. Let him see you take me.”

His pants slid down his powerful thighs just enough. He wasn't wearing anything underneath. His cock sprang free, fully erect, thick and veined, a stark, formidable contrast against the formal black of his suit trousers. He gripped himself at the base, holding his hardness out for her. For them.

A tremor, hot and liquid, shot through Jasmine’s core. Her lips felt suddenly dry, then impossibly wet. She glanced at Connor, his face a mask of rapt, desperate hunger, his own hand working furiously over the bulge in his pants. His silent, fervent nod was all the permission she needed, all the fuel she required to let this new, brazen part of herself take over.

She sank to her knees on the plush carpet, the emerald silk of her dress pooling around her. The position felt both submissive and powerfully dominant; she held the attention of both men completely, utterly. She leaned forward, her breath ghosting over the slick head of his cock, catching the musky, masculine scent of him. She flicked her tongue out, a tentative, tasting stroke along the underside of his shaft.

A low groan rumbled in Theo’s chest. “That’s it. Fucking taste me.”

Emboldened, she opened her mouth wider, taking just the head inside. Her tongue swirled around the sensitive crown, savoring the clean, salty pre-cum that beaded there. She heard Connor’s sharp, ragged intake of breath from across the room and it spurred her on, a filthy feedback loop of desire.

She took more of him, her lips stretching to accommodate his girth. Her head began to bob, slowly at first, then with a building rhythm dictated by the soft, approving grunts coming from above her. One of her hands came up to cradle his heavy balls, rolling them gently in her palm, while the other wrapped around the base of his cock, pumping in time with the motion of her mouth.

“Fuck, Jasmine,” Theo growled, his composure cracking. His hips gave a small, involuntary thrust, pushing himself deeper into her throat. She relaxed her jaw, accepting him, the faint sensation of her own gag reflex only heightening the intensity. Her eyes, heavy-lidded with lust, found Connor’s. She watched him watching her, watched his hand move faster over his own clothed erection, and a profound sense of power surged through her. She was their beautiful, debauched spectacle, and she was fucking loving it.

The wet, sucking sounds filled the suite, a crude symphony orchestrated by her lips and his flesh. Saliva slicked her chin, and she moaned around his length, the vibration pulling another desperate curse from Theo. His fingers tangled in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, his grip tightening with his rising pleasure.

“You look so fucking good on your knees,” Connor breathed out, his voice strained, almost a prayer. “Taking him so deep.”

Theo’s control was clearly fraying. His thighs were taut, his stomach muscles clenched. “Her mouth is a fucking dream, Connor,” he said, his voice gravelly and thick. “But I’m not coming down this perfect throat. Not yet.”

In one fluid, powerful motion, he pulled himself from her mouth. A thin strand of saliva connected her lips to his glistening cock for a second before it broke. He hauled her up to her feet, his strength effortless, and spun her to face the wall where she’d just come apart on his fingers.

“I need to be inside this perfect pussy. Now.” His voice was pure carnal hunger.

He pushed the bunched-up silk of her dress out of the way, his hands gripping her bare hips. One hand snaked around her front, his fingers finding her clit again, already swollen and hypersensitive from her first orgasm. He rubbed firm, dizzying circles that made her legs buckle.

“Connor,” Theo commanded, his eyes burning into the other man’s soul. “Get over here. I want you to watch this up close. I want you to see her stretch for me.”

Connor was across the room in an instant, his own pants now open, his hard cock freed in his fist. He stood beside them, his breathing harsh, his eyes wide and dark with a need so profound it bordered on agony.

Theo positioned himself at her entrance. The broad, hot head of his cock pressed against her, a demanding pressure that promised to split her open. He didn’t push in yet. He just rubbed himself through her wetness, coating himself in her, a deliberate, torturous tease for all three of them.

“You ready to feel me, Jasmine?” he murmured against her ear, his body a furnace at her back. “You ready for me to fuck you while your husband watches?”

“Yes,” she gasped, pushing her hips back against him, a silent, desperate plea. “Please, Theo. Fuck me. I need it.”

He thrust forward.

It wasn’t gentle. It was a single, powerful, claiming drive that buried his entire length inside her in one smooth, stunning motion. Jasmine cried out, a raw, guttural sound as she was filled, stretched, possessed completely. Her nails scrabbled against the wallpaper.

“Oh my god,” Connor moaned, his hand stuttering on his own cock as he watched Theo’s hips meet the curve of her ass, watched her body swallow every inch. “Look at her take you.”

Theo began to move, setting a deep, punishing rhythm from the very first stroke. Each thrust was a masterclass in carnal precision, hitting a spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids. The slap of his skin against hers, the ragged sound of their breathing, Connor’s soft, awed curses—it was a symphony of filth, and she was its central instrument.

“You feel that, Connor?” Theo grunted, his pace relentless. “You feel how fucking wet she is for me? How her tight little cunt is milking my cock?”

The brutal, perfect rhythm Theo established was unraveling her. Every deep, pistoning thrust was a shock to her system, a glorious invasion that stretched her, filled her, made her forget everything but the savage pleasure of it. The slick, wet sounds of their joining echoed in the opulent room, a lewd soundtrack to her undoing.

Connor’s touch was a whisper against the storm. His hands, familiar and so dear, smoothed over her back, her hips, her ass, his palms gentle counterpoints to the violent slaps of Theo’s body against hers. He leaned in, his lips close to her ear, his voice a hoarse, heated breath that sent another kind of shiver through her.

“God, look at you, Jasmine. Look how you take him. So fucking beautiful. Your body was made for this. Made to be fucked like this.”

His words, so filthy and so loving, cracked something open inside her. The last vestiges of hesitation melted away, burned up in the furnace of their shared gaze and Theo’s relentless possession. She was their centerpiece, their shared desire made flesh, and the power of it was a drug.

Theo’s grip on her hips tightened, his fingers digging into her flesh as he drove into her with renewed intensity. “Tell him, Jasmine,” he growled, his own control fraying. “Tell your husband what my cock feels like inside his wife’s perfect fucking pussy.”

She could barely form words, her mind a haze of sensation. “Connor... oh god, Connor... he’s so... big. So deep. I can feel every... every fucking inch.” The confession, spoken aloud for them both, was its own kind of climax. She felt Connor’s shudder against her back, heard his sharp intake of air.

“Yes,” Connor breathed, his hand sliding around her hip, his fingers finding her clit. The contact was electric, a direct line to the core of the inferno Theo was stoking. “You feel how hard he is for you? How much he wants you? This is all for you, Jasmine. All for us.”

The dual assault was too much, too perfect. Theo’s cock, a thick, unyielding presence hammering that exquisite spot deep within her. Connor’s fingers, knowing her body better than anyone, circling and pressing with just the right rhythm. And their voices, a symphony of lust and love, narrating her descent into pure, animal bliss.

Theo’s pace became frantic, a final, desperate chase. “I’m gonna fill you up, Jasmine,” he grunted, his voice strained. “Gonna pump your married pussy full of my come while your husband watches. You want that? You want me to fuck my load deep inside you?”

“Yes!” The word tore from her throat, raw and honest. “Please, Theo, fuck me. Fucking come inside me.”

It was the permission he needed. With a guttural roar that was pure male triumph, Theo slammed into her one last time, burying himself to the hilt. She felt the hot, sudden rush of his release, a pulsing flood that seemed to go on and on, branding her from the inside out. The feeling of being so utterly claimed, so completely used and filled, triggered her own shattering.

Her orgasm wasn’t a wave; it was a detonation. Her body seized around him, a series of violent, clutching spasms that milked him dry. A broken cry ripped from her lungs as white-hot pleasure incinerated every thought, every fear, every atom of her being that wasn’t wholly consumed by this moment. Her legs buckled, but Theo held her upright, his own body trembling with the force of his climax, keeping her impaled on his throbbing cock as they both rode out the aftershocks.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the wet, intimate sound of their connected bodies. Slowly, carefully, Theo softened inside her and withdrew, a slow glide that made her whimper at the sensitivity and the sudden, aching emptiness.

Connor was there instantly, his arms wrapping around her, turning her to face him. He kissed her forehead, her cheeks, her swollen lips, his eyes wide with awe and a fierce, burning love. “My god, Jasmine. That was the most incredible thing I’ve ever seen.”

Behind her, Theo let out a low, satisfied laugh. “She’s quite a woman, Connor. You’re a lucky man.” She felt his warm come begin to trickle down her inner thigh, a shocking, warm reminder of what they had just done.

Connor’s gaze dropped down her body, watching the evidence of another man’s possession slide down her skin. His voice was thick with a mixture of reverence and pure, unadulterated lust.

Theo’s hands lingered on her hips for a moment longer, his touch possessive even as he stepped back, the air between them thick with the scent of sweat and sex. His chest heaved as he looked down at her, his eyes dark with satisfaction. “Jasmine,” he said, his voice low and rough, “you were incredible.” He reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face, his fingers trailing down her cheek in a gesture that was almost tender, though it still carried the weight of what they’d just shared. 

He bent down to retrieve his clothes from the floor, his movements deliberate and unhurried, as if he wanted to savor every second of leaving his mark on this moment. The sound of his zipper cutting through the heavy silence felt like a punctuation mark on the raw intensity they’d just experienced. Theo glanced over his shoulder at Connor, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. “You’ve got one hell of a wife,” he said, his tone equal parts admiration and challenge. “Don’t let her forget it.”

Connor didn’t respond immediately. His eyes were locked on Jasmine, his expression a mix of awe, possessiveness, and something deeper—something primal that had been awakened by watching her with another man. But when Theo moved toward the door, Connor finally spoke, his voice steady despite the lingering arousal in it. “Thanks, Theo. For... everything.” It was a simple statement, but it carried an unspoken understanding between them, a recognition of the boundaries they’d crossed and the ones they’d respected.

Theo paused at the threshold, one hand resting on the doorframe. He looked back at them one last time, his gaze sweeping over Jasmine’s spent, trembling form and Connor’s protective embrace. For a moment, it seemed like he might say something more, but instead, he just nodded—a silent acknowledgment of what had transpired—and then he was gone. The soft click of the door closing behind him felt like the end of one chapter and the beginning of another.

As soon as they were alone, Connor’s arms tightened around Jasmine, pulling her close. His heartbeat thudded against her back, rapid and strong, as if trying to remind her who she truly belonged to. She could feel the heat of his skin, the way his breath hitched as he buried his face in the crook of her neck. “Are you okay?” he murmured, his voice thick with concern and desire. She nodded, though her legs still felt unsteady beneath her, her body still humming from the aftershocks of her climax. 

For a long moment, they stayed like that, wrapped in each other’s arms, the silence between them heavy with unspoken emotions. The room still smelled of sex, the evidence of Theo’s possession still warm and slick between her thighs. But as Connor’s hands began to move over her body—slowly, reverently—it was clear that this wasn’t about Theo anymore. This was about them, about the bond they’d just deepened in ways neither of them could have anticipated. 

Jasmine took a slow, deep breath, feeling the delicious ache deep within her, the slick evidence of another man still on her thighs. A slow smile touched her lips. “Okay?” she murmured, turning in his arms to face him. Her eyes, dark and glittering, met his. “Connor, I have never been more okay in my entire life.”

Relief washed over his features, so potent it was almost a physical thing. He cupped her face, his thumbs stroking her flushed cheeks. “I was so fucking scared,” he admitted, his voice low. “Scared I’d broken us. Scared you’d look at me and see a monster.”

“Look at me,” she commanded softly. He did. Her gaze was steady, fierce. “I see the man who loves me so fucking much he was willing to share the most incredible thing he owns. I see my husband.” She brought his hand down, pressing his palm flat against her lower belly. “I can still feel him here. And all it does is make me want you.”

A guttural sound, half-growl, half-moan, escaped Connor’s throat. That was all the permission he needed. The last vestige of tension dissolved, replaced by a hunger so raw it stole the air from the room.

His mouth crashed down on hers, not with tenderness, but with a claiming, desperate passion. This kiss was nothing like the ones before. It was a reclamation. It was a conversation without words, all teeth and tongue and shared breath, tasting of her, of him, and the faint, thrilling ghost of Theo.

His hands were everywhere at once, as if he needed to map her entire body anew. They slid down her back, gripping her ass, pulling her hips firmly against the hard ridge of his erection straining against his trousers. “I watched him fuck you,” he growled into her mouth, the words vibrating through her. “I watched you take that thick cock and I have never been so hard, so fucking jealous, so proud in my life.”

He spun her around, pressing her front against the cool wood of the door Theo had just exited. His body covered hers, pinning her gently. He nipped at the sensitive skin of her shoulder, his hands coming around to cup her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples through the ruined fabric of her dress. “You came for him, didn’t you? I heard you. I saw your face.”

“Yes,” she gasped, arching her back, pushing her ass against him. “Oh god, yes, I did.”

“And now,” he whispered, his voice dropping to a sinful rumble as one hand slid down her stomach, his fingers pressing firmly against her soaked pussy, “you’re going to come for me. Because you’re mine. This tight, wet, fucking perfect pussy is mine.”

His cock, thick and veined and gleaming with his own arousal, pressed against the cleft of her ass. He reached between them, guiding himself to her entrance. “Tell me you want this,” he demanded, his breath hot on her neck. “Tell me you want your husband to fuck you right here where he just watched another man have you.”

“Fuck me, Connor,” she begged, pushing back against him, a wordless plea. “Please, I need you. I need you to fuck me now.”

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

Jasmine cried out, a sharp, guttural sound of pure ecstasy as he filled her, stretching her in a uniquely familiar way. He was home. He was safety. He was possession. He held himself there for a moment, both of them utterly still, savoring the feel of it, the perfect, aching fit.

Then he began to move. Hard.

His pace was not tender. It was relentless, a driving, possessive rhythm that shoved her against the door with every snap of his hips. Each thrust was a punctuation mark on his words. “My wife,” he grunted, his hand tangling in her hair, not pulling, just holding. “My beautiful, filthy, perfect wife.” He pounded into her, the sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, echoing off the walls. “You let him see this. You let him taste this. But this... this is all for me.”

“Yes! Yes!” she moaned, the words torn from her throat. Her fingers scrambled for purchase on the smooth wood of the door. The pleasure was a live wire, sparking through every nerve ending. The memory of Theo’s relentless taking merged with the reality of Connor’s furious, loving claim, creating a feedback loop of bliss that threatened to short-circuit her mind.

“I’m going to come inside you,” he promised, his voice strained with the effort of holding on. “I’m going to fill you up, mark you as mine all over again.”

The coil in her belly wound tighter, hotter, fed by his words, by the brutal, perfect rhythm of his hips, by the feel of his sweat-slicked chest against her back. Her climax approached like a tidal wave, undeniable.

“Connor... I’m gonna...”

“Come on, Jasmine,” he commanded, his hand sliding around to her clit, his fingers finding the swollen nub and circling it with a perfect, punishing pressure. “Come on my cock. Now.”

The wave broke. Her world dissolved into a white-hot fist of sensation, clenching around him, milking his length as she cried out, her voice cracking. Her legs buckled, but he held her up, his arm like iron around her waist, fucking her through the violent shudders that wracked her body.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. With a roar that was pure, unadulterated triumph, he drove into her one last, deep time and poured himself into her, his own release a hot, endless pulse that seemed to go on forever. He collapsed against her, his weight pressing her into the door, both of them breathless, boneless, and completely spent.

For a long time, they stayed like that, connected, the only sound their ragged breaths slowly returning to normal. He nuzzled her neck, placing a soft, reverent kiss there.

“I love you,” he whispered, the words muffled against her skin.

She could only make a soft, sated sound of agreement, her body humming with a profound, soul-deep satisfaction. He shifted, beginning to pull out, and she instinctively clenched around him, a weak protest.

“Don’t,” she whispered. “Not yet.”

He stilled, then chuckled, a low, warm sound that vibrated through her. “Okay,” he said softly, his hands stroking her hips. “Not yet.”

The soft, sated sound that escaped Jasmine’s lips was a language all its own, a wordless testament to the aftershocks still coursing through her. Connor remained still inside her, a heavy, perfect fullness that anchored her to the moment, to him. Don’t. Not yet. Her weak protest had been heeded, and his low chuckle of agreement was a sensation as much as a sound, a warm vibration that traveled from where their bodies were fused straight to the very center of her being.
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They stayed like that in the golden afternoon light, still joined, Connor's arms wrapped protectively around her trembling form. The distant sounds of the reception filtered through the walls—laughter, clinking glasses, the faint thrum of music—but it all felt like another world entirely. Jasmine's breathing gradually steadied, though her heart still hammered against her ribs with the aftershocks of what they'd just shared.
Connor's lips found the curve of her shoulder, pressing soft kisses to her damp skin. She could feel him beginning to soften inside her, but neither of them moved to break the connection. His hands traced lazy patterns along her waist, reverent and claiming all at once.
"We should probably get back," she whispered, though her voice lacked any real conviction. The thought of rejoining the wedding party, of making small talk and pretending nothing had changed, felt impossible. Everything had changed. She felt it in the way Connor held her, in the new weight of his gaze, in the delicious ache between her thighs that would remind her of this moment for hours to come.
"In a minute," he murmured against her neck. His voice carried a possessive edge that made her shiver. "Let me just... hold you like this a little longer."
She closed her eyes and leaned back into his warmth, savoring the feeling of being completely his even as the evidence of another man's touch still lingered on her skin. It was intoxicating, this new dynamic between them, this raw honesty about their deepest desires. She had crossed a line she'd never imagined existed, and instead of guilt or regret, she felt only a profound sense of completion.
The emerald silk of her dress hung in ruins around her hips, and she knew she'd need to find some way to make herself presentable before they returned to the celebration. But for now, pressed against the door with Connor's solid presence at her back, she allowed herself to simply exist in the aftermath of their shared fantasy made real.
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Book 6 - To Take and to Share
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The morning sun streamed through the bay window, catching the dust motes dancing in the air like tiny, frantic diamonds. In the warmth of their kitchen, Brandon watched Paige spin, the silk of her bridesmaid’s dress whispering against her thighs. She was a vision in deep emerald, the color making her hazel eyes sparkle.

“How do I look?” she asked, her voice a melody he’d never tired of.

“Like a fucking dream, Paige. A total fucking dream.” He crossed the tiled floor, his hands finding her waist, pulling her snug against his body. He buried his face in the crook of her neck, inhaling the scent of her shampoo and the faint, clean perfume she’d dabbed on her pulse points. Her body molded against his, a perfect, familiar fit. “I’m the luckiest bastard alive.”

She laughed, a low, warm sound that vibrated through his chest. “You’re just saying that because you hope this dress comes off later.”

“Damn right I am,” he murmured, his lips tracing a slow, possessive line along her collarbone. His heart began to hammer against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat for the confession poised on his tongue. This was it. The perfect, quiet moment before the chaos of the day.

He took a deep breath, his grip on her tightening almost imperceptibly. “Paige... there’s something I wanna talk about. Something I’ve been thinking about for a long time.”

She leaned back, her playful smile fading into a look of gentle concern. “Okay... you’re starting to scare me a little. You’re not dying, are you?”

“No, baby. No, nothing like that.” He forced a chuckle that sounded strained even to his own ears. He guided her to the kitchen island, his palms suddenly damp. “It’s about... a fantasy. My fantasy.”

Her eyebrows knitted together. “Okay...?” she prompted, her voice soft.

He looked down at their joined hands, at her delicate fingers intertwined with his. The words felt thick and clumsy in his mouth. “Today... at the wedding. All those people. That dress on you... God, Paige, you’re going to be the most stunning woman there. And I was thinking...” He swallowed, his throat dry. “I was thinking about what it would be like to... to watch you.”

“Watch me what? Give my speech?” she teased, but the tease didn’t reach her eyes. She was studying him, trying to decipher his meaning.

“No.” The word came out in a rush. “To watch you with someone else.”

The silence that followed was deafening. The gentle hum of the refrigerator suddenly seemed like a roar. Paige’s hand went still in his. She didn’t pull away, but she’d turned to stone.

“What are you saying, Brandon?” Her voice was quiet, measured, a stark contrast to the storm he could see gathering in her gaze.

“I’m saying...” He took another breath, plunging into the deep end. “The idea of seeing you desired by another man... a stranger... someone who sees you across the room and can’t think of anything but getting his hands on you... the idea of watching him touch you, watching you respond... fuck, Paige, it does something to me. Something intense.”

He watched the emotions play across her face: confusion, a flicker of hurt, then a dawning, bewildered shock. “You want to share me?” The question was a whisper, laced with disbelief. “Is this because you don’t want me anymore? Are you bored?”

“No.” His reply was immediate, fierce. He cupped her face, forcing her to look at him. “It’s because I want you so much. It’s because the thought of you, my wife, being so unbelievably sexy that you make some random guy lose his fucking mind... it would be the biggest turn-on of my life. It’s not about sharing. It’s about... celebrating you. Your power. It would be for us.”

Tears welled in her eyes, but they didn’t fall. “Brandon, I... I don’t know. What if I like it too much? What if it changes things? What if you change your mind and can’t stand the sight of me after?” Her fears tumbled out, raw and honest. “The idea of another man... his body on mine... it’s...”

“Tell me,” he urged, his voice low. “Tell me what you’re thinking.”

“It’s scary,” she admitted. “But... a part of me... a tiny, secret part... is also... curious.” She looked away, a blush creeping up her chest. “What would it feel like? To have a stranger’s hands on me? To have him look at me like I’m the only thing in the world he wants to fuck? To have you watching him want me?”

The air between them shifted, charged with a new, terrifying energy. Brandon’s own fear began to dissolve, replaced by a thrill so potent it made him lightheaded. She wasn’t saying no.

“Just... keep your eyes open today,” he said, his thumb stroking her cheek. “That’s all. No pressure. Just... see if anyone looks at you the way I’m looking at you right now. See how it makes you feel.”

Paige was silent for a long moment, her gaze distant, as if she was already picturing the crowded reception hall, feeling unknown eyes on her skin. The emerald silk felt different now—less like a bridesmaid’s uniform and more like a trap, a beacon.

She finally looked back at him, a new, unreadable glint in her honeyed eyes. A slow, tentative smile touched her lips. “Okay,” she breathed, the word barely audible. “Okay, Brandon. I’ll... I’ll see.”

***
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The string quartet had long since been replaced by a thumping bass line, the sacred quiet of the ceremony giving way to the raucous joy of the reception. Paige shifted on the velvet-covered chair, the emerald silk of her dress whispering against her thighs. Across the round table, a man she didn’t know was laughing at something the matron of honor said. But his friend, the one sitting directly opposite her, wasn’t laughing. He was just... looking.

Lucien. She’d caught his name during the rushed introductions over the salad course. He had dark hair, a strong jaw dusted with stubble, and eyes the color of a stormy sea that held hers with an unnerving, unwavering focus. It wasn’t a polite glance or a casual appreciation of her appearance. It was a stare, a raw, undiluted appraisal that felt like a physical touch. She felt it travel from the delicate straps of her dress over her shoulders, down the plunge of the neckline that hugged her breasts, and back up to her lips. A warm pulse stirred low in her body, a treacherous, unwelcome thrill that she tried to ignore by taking a sip of champagne. The bubbles tasted sharp, electric.

Under the shelter of the white linen tablecloth, Brandon’s broad palm settled on her bare thigh. His touch was familiar, a grounding weight, but the intent behind it was entirely new. His fingers weren’t resting; they were claiming, his thumb making slow, possessive circles on her skin. She could feel the heat of his hand through the thin silk, a brand that both soothed and excited her. He wasn’t looking at her. His intense gaze was fixed on Lucien, watching the man watch his wife.

He’s enjoying this, she realized with a jolt. The nervous man from their kitchen was gone, replaced by this predator, this voyeur, feeding off the electricity crackling between her and a perfect stranger.

“The speech was something else, wasn’t it?” Brandon’s voice was a low rumble, meant only for her, but the words were for the whole table. Casual. Normal.

“Mhm,” Paige managed, her voice a little tight. She forced a smile. “Very heartfelt.”

Lucien’s mouth quirked into a half-smile, as if he could hear the strain in her reply. He lifted his own glass, his eyes never leaving her. “To heartfelt intentions,” he said, his voice a deep baritone that vibrated across the table. He took a drink, his Adam’s apple moving in a slow, deliberate motion.

Brandon’s fingers pressed harder into her flesh. “To new experiences,” he countered, his tone light but laced with a challenge only the three of them could possibly understand.

The conversation at the table swirled around them—talk of honeymoon destinations, mutual friends, the quality of the wine—but Paige was trapped in a silent, dizzying triangle of desire. Every time she glanced at Lucien, she found him already looking, his stormy gaze stripping away the layers of wife, bridesmaid, responsible adult, until she felt like just a woman, desired and wanting. And every time she felt that want coil tighter in her belly, Brandon’s hand would shift on her thigh, his fingertips creeping higher, reminding her exactly who was orchestrating this delicious torture.

She felt a flush spread across her chest, knowing the pinkening skin was visible above her neckline. Lucien’s eyes dropped to it, and his smile widened a fraction. He knew. He knew the effect he was having, and he knew her husband was watching him have it.

During a particularly loud burst of laughter from another table, Brandon leaned into her, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. His breath was hot. “Do you see the way he’s looking at you, Paige? Like he wants to devour you right here on the dessert table.” His words were filthy, a stark contrast to his placid expression. “He’s imagining what you look like under all that silk. Fuck, I’m imagining it too.”

A shudder ran through her. She pressed her knees together under the table, a feeble attempt to quell the aching emptiness beginning to form there. “Brandon,” she whispered, a weak protest.

“Tell me,” he murmured, his voice a dark caress. “Tell me what you want.”

It was the directness of the question that shattered her last reservation. The fear, the concern from the morning—it melted away, burned up by the sheer intensity of the want she saw in a stranger’s eyes and felt in her husband’s touch. This wasn’t about betrayal. This was about more. This was Brandon giving her a gift, and her deciding, finally, to tear open the wrapping.

She turned her head, her lips so close to his she could taste the whiskey on his breath. Across the table, Lucien watched the intimate exchange, his own body leaned forward slightly, captivated.

“I want it,” she breathed into Brandon’s ear, the words tasting like freedom. “I want your fantasy. I want him to look at me like that all night. I want to feel his eyes on me while you touch me under this table.”

Brandon’s hand slid all the way up her inner thigh, his fingertips brushing against the damp silk of her panties. A soft, involuntary sound escaped her lips. Lucien’s eyes darkened, his gaze dropping to the tablecloth as if he could see exactly what was happening beneath it. He knew.

Brandon didn’t move his hand away. He kept it there, a bold, thrilling pressure against her most sensitive place. “Then go talk to him,” he said, his voice thick with an arousal that mirrored her own. “Go get us a drink. And Paige?” She looked at him, her hazel eyes wide and dark with need. “Let him look.”

Paige pushed her chair back, the sound echoing sharply in the hushed bubble of their table’s tension. Her legs felt unsteady. “I’m going to the bar,” she announced, her voice a thin thread of sound. “Anyone need a drink?”

Brandon simply nodded, his intense gaze fixed on her, a silent command and a blessing all at once. She turned, the emerald silk of her dress swirling around her knees, and began to weave through the tables. She didn’t need to look back to know he was following her; she felt the shift in the air, the weight of a new presence falling into step behind her. The scent of his cologne, something dark and smoky, washed over her.

She reached the polished mahogany bar, placing her clutch down with a hand that trembled just slightly. Breathe. Just breathe.

“Whiskey neat,” a smooth, masculine voice said beside her before she could order. Lucien leaned against the bar, his shoulder a mere inch from hers. “And for you?”

“Pinot Grigio,” she managed, her own voice feeling foreign.

The bartender moved away. The space between them hummed with a silent, potent energy. Lucien turned his body fully toward her, his stormy eyes sweeping over her face, down her neck, settling on the rapid pulse beating at the base of her throat.

“That’s quite a dress, Paige,” he said, his voice low enough that only she could hear it over the din of the reception.

“Thank you.” She willed herself to meet his gaze. The intensity there was staggering, a direct challenge. He knows. He absolutely knows.

“Your husband,” Lucien began, picking up his whiskey glass and swirling the amber liquid. “He’s a very lucky man. To have a woman who isn’t afraid to be looked at. To be desired.”

This was it. The moment to retreat or leap. The wine arrived, a cold lifeline in her hand. She took a fortifying sip, the crisp liquid doing nothing to cool the fire he’d stoked.

“It’s not... it’s not just about being looked at,” she whispered, her eyes darting back to their table, to Brandon, who was watching them with a look of pure, undiluted hunger. She looked back at Lucien. “It’s his fantasy. To see me... with someone else.”

Lucien didn’t flinch. He didn’t smile lewdly or pull away. He absorbed her words, his gaze flicking from her to Brandon and back again, understanding dawning in those storm-cloud eyes. He leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear. “And is it your fantasy, Paige?”

The directness of the question sent a jolt straight through her core. She felt a fresh, aching dampness bloom against the silk between her legs. Yes. Oh god, yes it is.

“I’m... curious,” she admitted, the word feeling inadequate for the riot of need inside her.

“Curiosity is a powerful thing,” he murmured, his lips so close they almost brushed her skin. He smelled of expensive whiskey and clean, male skin. “I find myself incredibly curious, too. About the taste of you. The sound you make when you come.”

Paige’s grip tightened on her glass. Her entire world had narrowed to this man’s voice, her husband’s watchful eyes, and the throbbing emptiness between her thighs that begged to be filled.

“There’s a room,” she heard herself say, the plan forming as the words left her mouth. “Down the hall from the conservatory. It’s unlocked. For the wedding party.” She glanced toward Brandon again, a silent question in her eyes. He gave a single, almost imperceptible nod. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She looked back at Lucien. “Will you... would you join us?”

A slow, devastating smile spread across his face. It wasn’t a leer; it was a promise of pure, unadulterated sin. “I thought you’d never ask.” He tilted his head toward Brandon. “Shall we?”

They moved as one unit, a trio bound by a single electric current of intent. Paige led the way, her heels silent on the plush carpet runner. She didn’t look back, but she could feel both of them behind her, Brandon’s protective presence and Lucien’s predatory one. She found the door, turned the brass knob, and slipped inside a small, dimly lit sitting room furnished with a velvet sofa and two armchairs.

The door clicked shut.

For a moment, the three of them stood in the quiet gloom, the only sound their mingled breathing. The fantasy was no longer an idea. It was a man, tall and dark and staring at her with a hunger that mirrored her husband’s.

Brandon moved first, crossing the room to her. He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. “You are so fucking beautiful,” he growled, his voice rough with want. “You have no idea what it does to me, seeing him look at you like he wants to devour you.” He crushed his mouth to hers in a searing, possessive kiss that tasted of promise and permission.

When he pulled back, Lucien was there. He didn’t ask. He simply reached out and traced the line of her collarbone exposed by the dress’s neckline. His touch was firm, sure. A shudder wracked her body.

“Turn around,” Lucien commanded, his voice a low rumble.

Paige obeyed, turning to face her husband while Lucien stood behind her. Brandon’s eyes were black with lust, watching over her shoulder. Lucien’s hands came up to gather her hair, sweeping it aside to expose the back of her neck. His mouth found the sensitive skin there, not a kiss, but a slow, open-mouthed drag of his lips and tongue that made her knees buckle.

“Hold her,” Lucien said to Brandon.

Brandon’s hands came to her hips, steadying her, his grip firm and grounding. Lucien’s fingers found the zipper of her dress. The sound of it sliding down was deafening in the quiet room. Cool air hit her spine as the dress loosened. He pushed the straps from her shoulders, and the emerald silk whispered down her body to pool at her feet in a shimmering heap.

She stood there in only her heels and a tiny pair of black lace panties, soaked through at the center. Brandon’s breath left him in a sharp hiss. “Fuck, Paige.”

Lucien’s hands slid around from behind, palming her breasts through the lace of her bra, his thumbs circling her nipples until they were hard, aching peaks. He bent his head, his mouth finding her ear. “You feel that, Paige? That’s your husband getting hard watching another man touch his wife. And you... you’re dripping for it, aren’t you?”

She could only moan in response, her head falling back against his shoulder. His hands left her breasts, sliding down her stomach, over the lace of her panties. He pressed the heel of his hand hard against her, and a broken cry tore from her throat.

“Tell him what you want, Paige,” Lucien murmured, his mouth trailing hot, wet kisses along her shoulder. “Tell your husband what you want me to do to you.”

She opened her eyes, locking onto Brandon’s burning gaze. Her voice was a raw, wanton thing she barely recognized. “I want him to fuck me, Brandon. I want to feel him inside me while you watch.”

Lucien’s low laugh vibrated against her neck, a sound of pure, predatory satisfaction. His hands left her body for a moment, and the sudden absence of his heat made her shiver. In one fluid, powerful motion, he turned her around and guided her backward, the backs of her knees hitting the plush arm of a deep velvet sofa. He pushed, and she fell into its engulfing softness with a soft gasp, the emerald silk of her dress pooling around her waist.

His eyes, dark and stormy with intent, held hers as he knelt on the floor. He gripped her thighs, his strong fingers pressing into her soft flesh, and pushed her legs apart, spreading her wide open for him. The humid air of the private room kissed her damp skin, and she was acutely aware of her own exposed vulnerability, of the soaked lace of her panties clinging to her.

“Look at you,” Lucien growled, his voice a rough caress. “So fucking ready. All for me. All for him.”

Paige’s head tipped back, her gaze instinctively searching for Brandon. He stood across the room, his broad frame tensed, his piercing eyes burning with a feverish intensity she’d never seen before. He didn’t move to join them. Instead, he slowly, deliberately, lowered himself into a high-backed chair, his movements almost reverent. He never broke eye contact with her as he unbuttoned his trousers, freeing his thick, rigid cock. His hand wrapped around himself, and he began to stroke, a slow, steady rhythm that made her breath catch in her throat. The visual of her husband, watching, pleasuring himself while another man prepared to devour her, sent a fresh, dizzying wave of lust crashing through her.

She couldn’t look away from Brandon’s hand moving on his length, but all her other senses were consumed by Lucien. He lowered his head, his dark hair brushing against the inside of her trembling thigh. His hot breath fanned through the lace, and she bucked her hips involuntarily, a silent, desperate plea.

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

He answered by closing his mouth over her, fabric and all. The pressure was immense, the heat of his tongue a brand even through the lace. He worked her, his tongue a relentless, fucking pressure against her swollen clit, the wet silk grinding into her with every movement. The obscene, muffled sounds filled the quiet room, mingling with her sharp, needy cries and the soft, slick sound of Brandon’s hand working his cock.

Lucien’s fingers hooked into the sides of her panties. With a sharp tug, the delicate lace tore, the sound a violent punctuation in the tense air. He ripped the ruined garment away and tossed it aside, leaving her completely bare and exposed to his hungry gaze and to Brandon’s.

The cool air was a shock against her wetness for only a second before Lucien’s mouth was on her again, this time with nothing between them. His tongue, hot and agile, speared into her without warning, fucking into her entrance with a raw, primal urgency that stole the air from her lungs. Oh god. Her hands flew to his hair, not to push him away but to hold on, her fingers tangling in the dark strands as he feasted on her.

He alternated between deep, plunging strokes of his tongue and flat, broad licks that covered her entire sex. He was ruthless, expertly finding a rhythm that had her writhing on the velvet, her hips lifting off the couch to meet his mouth. Then his fingers joined the onslaught. Two thick fingers pressed against her entrance, sliding into her with an easy, devastating smoothness. She was so wet, so open for him, her body accepting the invasion with a grateful clench.

“So fucking wet for me, Paige,” he muttered against her slick flesh, his words vibrating through her. “Your husband is watching you take my fingers. He’s watching your pretty cunt suck them in.”

He curled his fingers inside her, finding a spot that made her vision whiten at the edges. A guttural moan, something deep and unrecognizable, ripped from her throat. His thumb found her clit, circling the hypersensitive nub with a perfect, maddening pressure while his fingers continued their relentless rhythm inside her.

Her eyes screwed shut, the pleasure a tight coil winding impossibly tight in her belly. The world narrowed to the feeling of his mouth, his fingers, and the knowledge that Brandon was watching it all, stroking himself to the sight of her unraveling.

“Open your eyes, Paige,” Brandon’s voice cut through the haze, rough with strain. “Look at me when you come.”

The command forced her eyelids to flutter open. She found his intense gaze locked on hers, his hand moving faster on his cock. The love and raw, unfiltered desire in his expression was the final trigger.

Lucien sucked her clit into his mouth, applying a firm, steady pressure while his fingers pumped into her, and the coil snapped. Her orgasm exploded through her, a convulsive, screaming wave of pleasure that arched her back off the sofa. Her cries echoed in the room, a raw soundtrack to her shaking, helpless release as Lucien licked and fingered her through every last shuddering ripple.

When the last tremor finally subsided, she went limp against the velvet, utterly spent. Lucien lifted his head, his lips and chin glistening with her. He looked at Brandon, a smirk playing on his mouth.

“She tastes like heaven,” Lucien stated, his voice thick. He slowly drew his wet fingers from her body and stood up, undoing his own belt buckle. “But I’m not nearly finished with her.” He looked down at Paige, his stormy eyes holding a promise that made her clench around nothing. “Get on your knees, sweetheart. I want to feel that pretty mouth.”

His command still hung in the air, a delicious tremor running through her spent body. Paige moved as if in a dream, her limbs heavy with satiation yet humming with a new, frantic energy. The plush carpet met her knees as she settled before Lucien, the rough texture a stark contrast to the velvet softness still pressed against her thighs.

He loomed over her, a pillar of dark intent. His trousers were open, and his cock sprang free, thick and rigid, a veined testament to his impatience. The scent of her own arousal still clung to his chin, a musky, intimate perfume that made her head spin.

Look at him, Paige, Brandon’s voice was a low thrum from across the room, thick with an awe that tightened her nipples. Look at what he wants to give you.

Her eyes traveled the impressive length of him, the flushed head already glistening. A deep, primal part of her, the part Brandon had unlocked, stirred awake. This wasn’t her husband. This was a stranger, a fucking gorgeous stranger, whose sole purpose right now was to use her mouth.

“Open for me,” Lucien murmured, his voice a gravelly command that brooked no argument. He didn’t wait. His fingers tangled in the intricate updo of her hair, not yanking, but claiming, establishing a firm, guiding pressure that sent another jolt straight to her core.

She parted her lips, and he filled her.

The first touch was an invasion of heat and salt. He didn’t ease in; he pushed forward, the broad head stretching her lips wide, bumping against the back of her throat. Her eyes watered instantly, a reflexive sting, but the sound that tore from her was one of pure, wanton hunger. She relaxed her jaw, willing herself to take him, the challenge igniting a fire in her belly.

“That’s it,” he growled, his fingers tightening in her hair. “Take all of me. I want to feel that throat tighten around my fucking cock.”

He began to move, shallow thrusts that painted her tongue with his taste. She met his rhythm, learning the shape of him, the smooth, hard glide. Her hands came up to rest on his powerful thighs, feeling the muscles bunch and flex with every movement. The world narrowed to this: the stretch of her jaw, the weight of him on her tongue, the guttural sounds from above, and the sharp, quick breaths from Brandon in the corner.

Lucien’s control began to fracture. His thrusts became deeper, more demanding. He pulled her head forward onto him, burying himself to the hilt. Her nose pressed into the coarse hair at his base, and she swallowed convulsively around the intrusion, the muscles of her throat working desperately.

“Fuck, yes,” he groaned, the words ripped from him. “Just like that. You’re a natural cocksucker, aren’t you? Made for this.”

The vulgar praise, the sheer nastiness of his words, made her clench around nothing, a fresh wave of wetness slicking her inner thighs. She was completely his instrument, a thing of pure sensation. Spit slicked her chin, and her tears mingled with it, a messy, lewd testament to his possession. She could hear Brandon’s fist moving faster on his own cock, a wet, rhythmic sound that was the percussion to this filthy symphony.

Lucien’s hips pistoned, fucking her face with a raw, animalistic hunger. He held her head still, using her mouth for his own pleasure, and she surrendered to it completely, a dizzying cocktail of submission and power swirling within her. She was giving him this. She was making this magnificent man lose his fucking mind.

Just when she felt the rhythm become erratic, when a groan built deep in his chest that promised a finish, he stilled. With a wet, obscene pop, he pulled himself from her mouth.

Paige gasped for air, her lungs burning, her lips swollen and abused. She looked up at him, dazed.

Lucien’s stormy eyes were black with need, his chest heaving. A string of saliva still connected her lip to his shining cock. He smoothed a thumb over her wet cheek, the gesture almost tender in its contrast.

“Not like that,” he breathed, his voice ragged. “I’m not coming down your throat. Not yet.” His gaze flicked over her kneeling form, over the emerald dress bunched around her waist, over her bare, glistening pussy. “I need to be inside you. I need to fuck that perfect, dripping cunt while your husband watches me claim what’s his.”

He looked past her, to Brandon. “You want to see that, don’t you? You want to watch me stretch her wide?”

From the dimness, Brandon’s answer was a raw, strained whisper. “God, yes. Fuck her. Please.”

Lucien’s hands were under her arms then, lifting her from the floor as if she weighed nothing. He turned her, bending her over the back of the velvet sofa, the same place where she’d just come apart under his mouth. The cool fabric met her heated cheek. He pushed her dress up higher, baring her completely to the room, to Brandon’s hungry gaze.

She heard the tear of foil, sharp and deliberate, slicing through the heavy air of anticipation. Lucien’s movements were controlled, methodical, as he sheathed himself, the rustle of the condom wrapper falling to the floor a faint echo in the room. Paige's chest tightened, her breath hitching as she felt his presence shift behind her, his warmth radiating against her exposed skin. His hands found her hips again, firm and possessive, fingers digging into her flesh as he pulled her back against him in one fluid motion.

The hard, demanding pressure of his cock pressed against her entrance, a sensation that made her toes curl against the plush carpet. Paige gasped, her fingers clutching the velvet sofa for support as she arched her back instinctively. Lucien’s breath was hot against her neck, his lips brushing her ear as he growled, “You feel that? That’s how much I want you.” His voice was low, almost guttural, dripping with a raw hunger that sent shivers spiraling down her spine.

He didn’t rush. Instead, he took his time, teasing her with the tip of his cock, sliding it along her slick folds, coating himself in her arousal. The sensation was maddening, a promise of what was to come, and Paige whimpered, pressing herself back against him. “Lucien,” she breathed, her voice trembling with need. “Please.”

His hands tightened on her hips, his grip nearly bruising as he leaned forward, his chest pressing against her back. “Tell me you want it,” he demanded, his voice rough with restraint. “Tell me you want me to fuck you while your husband watches.”

Paige’s gaze flicked to Brandon, who stood in the corner, his eyes dark with desire, his hand moving slowly over his own cock. The sight of him watching, the knowledge that he wanted this as much as she did, only deepened her own need. She turned her head slightly, looking back at Lucien over her shoulder. “I want it,” she whispered, her voice trembling but firm. “I want you to take me. Make me yours.”

Lucien’s response was visceral, a low growl that vibrated through her as he finally pushed forward, the blunt head of his cock stretching her wide. Paige cried out, the sensation rippling through her like an electric shock. He paused for a moment, letting her adjust, his hands soothing over her hips in a gesture that was almost gentle despite the intensity of the moment. Then, with a firm thrust, he buried himself completely inside her, filling her in a way that made her see stars.

“Fuck,” Lucien groaned, his voice strained as he started to move, his hips rolling against hers in a rhythm that was both punishing and perfect. Paige’s moans filled the room, mingling with the sound of skin slapping against skin and Brandon’s ragged breathing from the corner. It was overwhelming, intoxicating, and Paige could do nothing but surrender to it completely.

“You like this?” he whispered, his body covering hers, his mouth near her ear.

Paige could only nod, her fingers clutching at the velvet. She was more than ready. She was fucking born for it.

Do it, she moaned, the words barely audible. Fuck me, Lucien.

The velvet crushed beneath her cheek as Lucien drove into her. Each thrust was a brutal, perfect punctuation to the symphony of their bodies. Slap. Grunt. Moan. The sounds were raw, unfiltered, and they wrapped around Paige, pulling her deeper into the haze of sensation. His hands were vise-like on her hips, possessive and demanding, holding her in place for every punishing, glorious inch of him.

“That’s it,” he growled, the words a hot rasp against her ear. “Take it. Take all of it.”

Her world had narrowed to the feeling of him—the stretch, the friction, the delicious, deep ache with every piston-like drive of his hips. She could hear Brandon from across the room, the soft, rhythmic sound of his own hand working over his cock, and the sound was almost as potent a stimulant as Lucien’s body. She was the center of a storm of desire, and it was fucking consuming her.

She felt her own nails digging into the plush fabric, her back arching, pushing herself back onto him, meeting his force with her own need. More. Deeper. Harder. The words were a silent scream in her mind, a mantra feeding the fire in her belly.

Lucien’s rhythm stuttered, then stilled for a heartbeat. He pulled out of her completely, leaving her feeling startlingly empty and cold. “Turn around,” he commanded, his voice thick with intent.

Paige, dazed and dripping, pushed herself up on trembling arms. Her eyes met Brandon’s across the room. His gaze was locked on her, his expression a raw canvas of hunger and awe, his hand still moving slowly on himself. That look, the pure, unadulterated want in her husband’s eyes, sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing through her. She was doing this for him. She was doing this for them. And she was fucking loving it.

Lucien settled back onto the sofa, his muscular frame taking up space with a lazy dominance. His cock stood rigid and glistening against his stomach, a promise of what was to come. He didn’t speak. He just looked at her, those stormy sea eyes dark with challenge.

Understanding flickered through her. With legs that felt like water, she rose and turned, straddling him. She positioned herself above him, her own wetness slick against his shaft. She paused for a moment, looking down at his face, at the sharp line of his jaw, the predatory gleam in his eye. Then she lowered herself onto him, a slow, exquisite descent that made them both groan.

The angle was different, deeper, and she cried out as he filled her completely, her head falling back. She began to move, a slow, experimental rock of her hips.

“Look at him,” Lucien murmured, his hands coming to rest on her thighs. “Look at your husband. Let him see what he’s given me.”

Paige’s eyes fluttered open and found Brandon. He was utterly still now, just watching, his chest rising and falling fast. She began to move in earnest, rising up until just the tip of him remained inside her, then sinking down again, taking him to the hilt. A gasp was torn from her lips with every descent.

“Fuck, yes,” Lucien breathed, his hands tightening on her. “Ride me. Show him how well you take a cock that isn’t his.”

His crude words ignited something feral in her. Her movements became more desperate, more rhythmic. She braced her hands on his broad shoulders, using him for leverage as she bounced on his lap. Her breasts, free and full, swayed with the motion, and she knew the sight was for Brandon, a lewd, beautiful display just for him. The slap of skin grew louder, faster.

God, the feeling. It was a completely different kind of power. She was in control of the rhythm, the depth, the pace. She was fucking him, and Brandon was watching every second of it. The dual sensations of physical ecstasy and psychological thrill were a feedback loop, each feeding the other, pushing her higher and higher.

“You see that, Brandon?” Lucien’s voice was a taunt, a dark tease across the room. “See how wet your wife is for me? See how she fucks herself on my cock? She can’t get enough.”

Paige moaned, the sound long and loud, as Lucien’s hands came up to cup her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples, pinching and rolling them until she saw stars. Her pace became frantic, losing all finesse, driven purely by a need for release. She was a creature of pure sensation, every nerve ending screaming for culmination.

“I’m... I’m close,” she panted, the words fractured.

“Not yet,” Lucien growled, his own hips meeting her frantic thrusts. “Look at him when you come. I want him to see your face.”

Paige forced her eyes open, locking onto Brandon’s intense gaze. The love, the pride, the sheer fucking eroticism in his expression was the final trigger. The coil that had been tightening in her core for what felt like an eternity finally snapped. A scream, raw and unfiltered, ripped from her throat as her orgasm detonated, shaking her to her foundation. Her body clamped around Lucien, milking him as waves of pure, shattering pleasure rolled through her.

Through the hazy aftershocks, she felt Lucien’s body go rigid beneath her. A guttural groan erupted from his chest as his own release took him, his fingers digging into her hips, holding her down on him as he pulsed deep inside her. The sensation was a molten flood, searing and claiming, and Paige’s body responded instinctively, clenching around him with every throbbing surge. She could feel the heat of him filling her, a raw, primal connection that made her shudder with a mixture of pleasure and possession.

Lucien’s grip on her tightened, his fingers pressing into her flesh with bruising force as if he couldn’t bear to let her go, even as his climax peaked. His breath came in ragged gasps against her ear, mingling with her own labored breathing. “Fuck, you feel incredible,” he growled, his voice rough and low, dripping with satisfaction. The words sent another ripple of sensation through her, a reminder of the intense, erotic power play they had just shared.

Paige trembled, her body still reeling from the aftermath of their shared ecstasy. Her skin was slick with sweat, her hair damp and clinging to her forehead as she clung to Lucien’s shoulders for support. The weight of what they had done—what she had allowed, what she had reveled in—settled over her like a heavy, intoxicating blanket. It wasn’t just the physical act; it was the way Brandon had watched, his eyes burning with desire and approval, that made this moment feel both forbidden and utterly perfect.

Lucien’s hands softened slightly on her hips, though he didn’t release her entirely. His lips brushed against her shoulder in a fleeting, almost tender gesture before he leaned back slightly, his gaze locking onto hers. There was something unreadable in his expression—a mix of triumph and something deeper, something almost reverent. “You’re fucking amazing,” he murmured, his voice carrying a rare hint of softness that made her heart skip a beat.

Paige’s breath hitched as she felt him shift beneath her, his softening cock still buried inside her. The connection—physical and emotional—felt impossibly intimate despite the circumstances. Her mind was a whirlwind of sensations and emotions: the lingering pleasure coursing through her veins, the warmth of Lucien’s body beneath hers, and the knowledge that Brandon was still there, watching them with an intensity that both thrilled and unsettled her.

A soft chuckle rumbled in Lucien’s chest as he finally released his grip on her hips, allowing her to slump forward against him. His hands trailed up her back in a slow, almost lazy caress before he looked over her shoulder, directly at Brandon. “Your turn,” he said, his voice low and smug, a clear challenge in his tone that sent a fresh jolt of anticipation through Paige’s spent body.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Paige slumped forward, her forehead resting against Lucien’s shoulder, spent and trembling.

A soft chuckle rumbled in Lucien’s chest. He looked over her shoulder, directly at Brandon. “Your turn,” he said, his voice low and smug.

Brandon didn’t need to be told twice. Your turn. The words, dripping with Lucien’s smug command, snapped something inside him. The careful observer was gone, replaced by a man consumed by a need so profound it eclipsed all his earlier nerves.

He crossed the room in three long strides, his own arousal a thick, heavy presence between his legs. The scent of Paige and Lucien, a mingled musk of sex and sweat, filled the air, and Brandon drank it in. This was his fantasy, made real, made fucking real.

Lucien watched him approach, a dark, knowing smirk playing on his lips. “She’s all warmed up for you, husband.” He slid out from under Paige with a fluid motion, his spent cock glistening in the low light. He settled into a large armchair directly opposite the sofa, the picture of relaxed dominance, and stretched his arms along the backrest. “Let’s see what you can do.”

Paige trembled, her body still draped over the back of the velvet sofa, her beautiful curves on full display. She turned her head, her cheek pressed against the plush fabric, and her hazel eyes found Brandon’s. They were wide, a little dazed, but burning with a heat that mirrored his own. Her lips, swollen from Lucien’s kisses, parted. “Brandon...”

Her whispered plea was all the encouragement he needed. He moved behind her, his hands finding the lush swell of her hips. Her skin was fever-hot, slick with a fine sheen of perspiration. He leaned over her, pressing his chest against her back, and nipped at her shoulder. “You look so fucking perfect like this, Paige,” he growled into her ear, his voice rough with want. “So fucking taken, so fucking used. And now you’re mine again.”

He guided himself to her entrance, still wet and open from Lucien’s possession. He didn’t pause, didn’t tease. He pushed into her with one deep, solid thrust that made her cry out, a sharp, guttural sound that was pure pleasure. Fuck. She was so warm, so impossibly soft and welcoming. He buried himself to the hilt, his body molding to hers.

A low groan tore from his throat. “God, Paige. You feel fucking incredible.”

“Harder,” Lucien commanded from his chair, his voice a low rumble. His eyes were locked on the point where their bodies joined. “Don’t just fill her. Fuck her. Make her feel you.”

Brandon obeyed, his own desire syncing perfectly with the other man’s instructions. He pulled back and drove into her again, setting a punishing, rhythmic pace. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against slick skin, echoed in the quiet room. Paige’s moans were continuous now, muffled by the velvet, her fingers gripping the sofa cushions for purchase.

“Look at him, Paige,” Brandon grunted, his thrusts never faltering. “Look at the man who just had you. Watch him watch me fuck my wife.”

Paige’s gaze, heavy-lidded with bliss, shifted to Lucien. He sat perfectly still, one hand idly stroking his own thigh, his stormy eyes missing nothing. The intensity of his focus was a tangible thing, a third presence in their union.

“That’s it,” Lucien murmured, his voice like dark velvet. “See how much he wants you? See how watching another man claim this perfect fucking pussy just makes him need to reclaim it even more?”

Brandon’s pace became frantic, his control unraveling. Every one of Lucien’s words was a spark on the tinder of his arousal. He slipped a hand around Paige’s front, his fingers finding her clit, working her in tight, frantic circles as he pistoned into her.

“Tell him, Paige,” Brandon demanded, his breath hot on her neck. “Tell him who you belong to.”

“You,” she cried out, her body beginning to tense and coil around him. “I belong to you, Brandon! Fuck!”

“Not good enough,” Lucien cut in, his voice sharp. “Show him. Make him believe it. Scream for him.”

The command seemed to shatter the last of her reserves. Her back arched, a silent scream forming on her lips before her entire world detonated. Her internal muscles clenched around Brandon in a violent, rhythmic pulsing that robbed him of all thought, all reason. Her cry was long and ragged, a raw sound of absolute surrender that filled the room.

The sensation of her climax milking his cock was his undoing. With a guttural roar, Brandon slammed into her one final time, his own release surging through him in hot, endless waves. He collapsed over her, his weight pressing her into the sofa, his body shuddering with the force of his orgasm.

For a moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breaths. Brandon’s head spun, the reality of what he’d just done—what they’d all just done—washing over him in a dizzying tide of satisfaction.

Lucien was leaning forward in his chair, a look of profound approval on his handsome face. He slowly stood up, his movements fluid and predatory once more. 

Lucien stood up from his chair, his movements slow and deliberate, as though savoring every second. He ran a hand through his dark hair, his stormy eyes lingering on the entwined couple still catching their breath on the sofa. The room was thick with the scent of sex and sweat, a heady reminder of the scene he’d just orchestrated. A small, satisfied smirk played on his lips as he adjusted his suit jacket, the fabric falling back into place with effortless precision.

He took a step toward the door, pausing for a moment to glance over his shoulder. Paige’s hair was a disheveled cascade over the edge of the sofa, her body still trembling faintly from the intensity of her climax. Brandon, his chest heaving, had propped himself up on one arm but hadn’t yet moved to disentangle himself from her. Their connection, even in the aftermath, was palpable—raw and unbreakable despite the intrusion of desire that had just unfolded between them.

“Enjoy the rest of your evening,” Lucien said, his voice smooth and low, carrying just enough edge to remind them both of the power he’d wielded moments ago. His gaze flicked to Brandon, who met it with a mixture of gratitude and lingering arousal. Then, without another word, he turned and walked toward the door.

The sound of his polished shoes clicking against the hardwood floor echoed in the silence as he left the room. Lucien didn’t look back again. He didn’t need to. The image of Paige, flushed and panting, her body stretched between two men—one her husband, the other a stranger—was seared into his mind. It was a scene he wouldn’t soon forget, nor would they. 

As he stepped into the hallway, the muffled sounds of the wedding reception filtered through the walls—laughter, music, the clink of glasses. The contrast between the wild intensity of what had just happened and the mundane reality of the celebration outside was stark. Lucien straightened his tie, his smirk broadening as he prepared to rejoin the festivities, knowing full well the chaos he had just left behind. 

Inside the room, the couple remained tangled in each other, the air heavy with unspoken emotions. Brandon pressed his forehead against Paige’s shoulder, his breathing still uneven. Neither of them spoke, but the weight of what they’d done—and what they’d allowed Lucien to do—hung between them like an electric current. The fantasy had been fulfilled, but its aftermath was just beginning. 

Brandon felt the weight of silence settle over them like a blanket. The muffled sounds of the wedding reception—distant laughter, clinking glasses, the bass line of whatever song the DJ was spinning—filtered through the walls, a stark reminder that there was a world beyond this room where people were celebrating love in far more conventional ways.
He slowly pulled out of Paige, both of them wincing at the separation. The cool air hit his sensitized skin, making him acutely aware of how exposed they were, how raw everything felt. He reached for the box of tissues on the side table, cleaning himself before gently helping Paige do the same. Her movements were languid, dreamlike, as if she was still processing what had just happened.
"You okay?" he asked softly, his voice hoarse from exertion and emotion.
Paige turned to face him fully for the first time since Lucien had left. Her hazel eyes were wide, pupils still dilated, her lips swollen and pink. She looked thoroughly debauched and absolutely beautiful. A slow smile spread across her face—not the polite, practiced smile she wore at social functions, but something deeper, more genuine.
"I'm more than okay," she whispered, reaching up to cup his face. Her thumb traced along his jawline, a tender gesture that grounded him. "That was..."
"Intense," he finished when she seemed to struggle for words.
"Beyond intense." She laughed, a breathy sound that sent warmth flooding through his chest. "I can't believe we actually did that. I can't believe I wanted it as much as I did."
Brandon helped her stand, steadying her when her legs proved unsteady. The emerald dress lay crumpled on the floor like discarded silk. He picked it up, shaking it out before helping her step back into it. His fingers were surprisingly steady as he worked the zipper up her spine, though he could feel the fine tremor in her shoulders.
"Any regrets?" he asked against her ear as he smoothed her hair back into some semblance of order.
Paige was quiet for a long moment, and Brandon's heart clenched with sudden anxiety. Had he pushed too hard? Had his fantasy cost him the woman he loved more than breathing?
Then she turned in his arms, pressing her body against his. "The only thing I regret," she said, her voice low and sultry, "is that we waited so long to try it."
Relief flooded through him so powerfully his knees nearly buckled. He crushed his mouth to hers, tasting himself, tasting Lucien, tasting the salt of her tears and sweat. When they broke apart, both were breathing hard again.
"We should get back," Paige said, though she made no move to step away from him. "People will start to wonder where we went."
Brandon nodded, though the thought of rejoining the reception felt surreal. 
As they straightened their clothes and hair, Brandon realized they would have to face the reception together, knowing what they'd done—what they'd shared. The thought sent a thrill through him unlike anything he'd felt before. He took Paige's hand, pressing a kiss to her knuckles.
"Ready to go back out there?" he asked, his voice still rough with emotion.
Paige's eyes met his, a new confidence shining in their hazel depths. "Yes," she said simply. "But Brandon?"
"Yeah?"
Her lips curved into a smile that promised everything. "This doesn't have to be the only time."
He felt his heart expand in his chest, filled with love and possibility. As they slipped back into the reception, the music and laughter washing over them, Brandon knew that what they had done wasn't just about fulfilling a fantasy. It was about discovering a new dimension to their marriage—one built on absolute trust and the courage to explore the deepest parts of themselves together.
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