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“You want me to... what?”

Aria’s fork paused halfway to her mouth, a piece of grilled asparagus hovering in the air between them. The soft clatter of the restaurant faded into a distant hum.

Blake reached across the crisp white tablecloth, his fingers brushing hers. A nervous gesture. “I want you to have dinner with Sebastian Cross. With me there, of course. But... not with me.”

***
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Six Hours Earlier

The suitcase lay open on their bed like a gaping mouth. Aria moved around their sunlit bedroom with a dancer’s grace, folding a silk chemise, her brow furrowed in concentration. “I still don’t see why I have to come. You’ll be in meetings all day. I’ll just be stuck in some hotel room, bored out of my mind.”

Blake watched her from the doorway, leaning against the frame. He loved watching her. The way her sundress hugged her curves, the way a strand of dark hair always escaped her bun and danced along her neck. He took a deep breath. This was it.

“What if you weren’t bored?” he asked, his voice quieter than he intended.

She turned, a pair of his socks in her hand. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“The client I’m meeting... Sebastian Cross.” He walked into the room, picking up a pillow and nervously plumping it. “He’s... intense. Powerful. A billionaire before he was thirty-five. And he’s... he’s expressed an interest in meeting you.”

Aria’s eyes narrowed playfully. “You showing him pictures of me, Blake? That’s a little creepy, even for you.”

“No! God, no.” He ran a hand through his hair. “It came up at the last meeting. Casual talk. I mentioned my wife was amazing, brilliant, beautiful... the usual bragging. He said he’d like to meet the woman who could make a man sound so... infatuated.” He swallowed. “And I started thinking...”

“Thinking what?” She sat on the edge of the bed, her full attention on him now.

The air in the room felt heavier, charged. Blake sat beside her, the mattress dipping under his weight. He took her hand, his thumb tracing circles on her palm. “I had a fantasy,” he began, his voice a low, intimate rumble. “A... specific one.”

She didn’t pull away. Her eyes were wide, searching his.

“The fantasy is... we have dinner with him. At that ridiculously expensive place he likes. You wear that black dress, the one that makes you look like you could rule the world. And I... I watch.” The words tumbled out now, a confession he’d held onto for months. “I watch him watch you. I watch him want you. I watch you... enjoy him wanting you.”

Aria’s breath hitched. She pulled her hand back, standing up and putting distance between them. “Blake, what are you saying? You want to pimp me out to some billionaire?”

“No.” The word was sharp, definitive. He stood, closing the distance. “Never. That’s not it at all. It’s about us. It’s about you. I see the way men look at you, Aria. At the grocery store, at a bar, everywhere. And a part of me... a huge part of me... loves it. It’s the ultimate turn-on. Knowing that you are so desirable, so utterly breathtaking, that you could have anyone... but you choose me. You come home to me.”

He cupped her face, forcing her to look at him. Her expression was a maelstrom of confusion, concern, and something else... a flicker of intrigue. “This would just be... an extension of that. A safe, controlled environment. I’d be right there. But I’d be letting you... shine. Letting you feel that power. And I’d get to watch the most beautiful woman in the world, my wife, be worshipped.”

“Worshipped?” she whispered, the word tasting foreign on her lips.

“Yes,” he breathed, his forehead resting against hers. “He’s charming, Aria. He’s smooth. He’d flirt with you, compliment you. He’d make you feel like a goddess. And I would be there, knowing you were feeling that, knowing that incredible rush... and knowing it was because of my encouragement. Because I gave you that gift.”

Aria turned away, walking to the window. She wrapped her arms around herself. “I... I don’t know, Blake. This is... a lot. What if I like it too much? What if you can’t handle it? What if it changes things?”

“It won’t,” he said, though a thread of that same fear ran through him. This was the gamble. “It’s a fantasy. A game. For us. The rules are ours. We can stop anytime. A single word, a look, and it’s over.”

She was silent for a long time, staring out at their sun-drenched backyard. He could almost hear the thoughts whirring in her mind. The initial shock was receding, replaced by a slow, dawning curiosity. He saw her shoulders relax slightly. She uncrossed her arms.

“So,” she said, her voice thoughtful, almost musing. “This dinner. You’d just... watch?”

A thrill, hot and electric, shot down Blake’s spine. She’s considering it. “I’d be the luckiest man in the room,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “Getting to watch the two most fascinating people I know interact.”

Aria turned back to face him. A slow, tentative smile touched her lips, and a new, daring light sparked in her eyes. “The black dress, you said?”

***
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The night of the dinner finally arrived, and the air between them crackled with unspoken anticipation. Aria stood in front of the full-length mirror, adjusting the straps of her black dress—the one Blake had specifically requested. The fabric clung to her curves like a second skin, the low neckline hinting at just enough to be tantalizing without crossing into vulgarity. She turned slightly, catching the way the light played off the silky material, and felt a strange mix of nerves and excitement ripple through her. This is really happening, she thought, her heart pounding in her chest.

Blake stood behind her, his hands resting lightly on her hips. His reflection in the mirror revealed his own tension—his jaw was tight, but his eyes were dark with something primal, something possessive yet eager. "You look..." he started, then paused, as if words couldn’t quite capture what he was feeling. "Incredible doesn’t even begin to cover it. You’re going to leave him speechless."

Aria turned to face him, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw. "And you’re sure this is what you want? To watch him... watch me?" Her voice was soft, but there was an edge to it, a probing curiosity. She needed to hear it again, to know this wasn’t some fleeting whim.

Blake’s hand caught hers, pressing her palm against his chest where she could feel the rapid thud of his heartbeat. "I’ve never been more sure of anything," he said, his voice low and steady. "This isn’t about him, Aria. It’s about us. About seeing you in this moment, knowing you’re feeling desired, knowing I’m the one who gets to take you home tonight. That’s what turns me on. That’s the fantasy."

Her lips curved into a small, coy smile, and she brushed a kiss against his cheek. "Alright," she said, stepping back and smoothing her dress. "Let’s see if Mr. Billionaire lives up to the hype."

As they left the hotel room and headed to the restaurant, Blake’s hand rested protectively on the small of her back, a silent reminder of his presence. The elevator ride down was charged with tension, their reflections in the mirrored walls catching glimpses of each other—his intense gaze, her flushed cheeks. When the doors slid open to reveal the opulent lobby, Aria felt a shiver run down her spine. This wasn’t just dinner. This was a game, a dance, and she was stepping onto the stage for the very first time.

Sebastian Cross was waiting for them, his confident demeanor and tailored suit exuding power and charm. As they approached the table, Aria felt Blake’s hand tighten ever so slightly on her back—a subtle signal that he was still there, still hers. But when Sebastian’s eyes met hers, she felt something shift. His gaze was electric, wrapping around her like a current. For a moment, she forgot to breathe. This—this was what Blake had been talking about. This was the power he wanted her to feel. And as she sat down, a slow, knowing smile playing on her lips, she realized she was ready to embrace it.

Sebastian rose from his seat as they approached, his smile warm but edged with a calculated charm. "Blake," he greeted, extending a hand before his gaze shifted to Aria. "And you must be the famous Aria. A pleasure, truly." His eyes lingered on her just a moment too long, and she felt a flush creep up her neck. This is it, she thought, the reality of the evening settling over her like a heavy, thrilling fog.

The dinner began with effortless small talk, Sebastian steering the conversation with the ease of someone accustomed to holding court. He asked about her work, her hobbies, her thoughts on the city—each question delivered with a subtle undercurrent of flirtation. Aria found herself laughing more than she expected, her initial nerves giving way to a strange mix of confidence and curiosity. She caught Blake’s eye occasionally, his expression unreadable but his gaze intense, and it sent a jolt of heat through her. He’s watching, she reminded herself, the knowledge adding a layer of intimacy to every word she spoke.

As the first course arrived—a delicate amuse-bouche that tasted like heaven—Sebastian leaned in slightly, his voice lowering. "You know, Aria, I’ve heard so much about you, but Blake didn’t do you justice. You’re... captivating." The word hung in the air between them, charged and deliberate. She felt a shiver run down her spine, though she kept her composure, tilting her head with a playful smile. "Careful, Sebastian," she teased, her tone light but pointed. "Flattery might go to my head."

The main course was served, and the conversation grew bolder. Sebastian’s compliments became more frequent, more personal—noting the way she laughed, the way her eyes sparkled when she talked about her passions. Aria found herself leaning into it, her flirtation growing more confident under his attention. At one point, he brushed his fingers against hers as he passed her the salt, and the contact sent an electric thrill through her. She glanced at Blake, who was watching intently, his jaw tight but his eyes dark with desire. He’s enjoying this, she realized, and the thought emboldened her.

By the time dessert arrived, the tension between them was palpable. Sebastian’s gaze was unwavering now, his words laced with double entendres that made her cheeks burn even as she laughed. "I have to say," he murmured, leaning closer, "this has been the most delightful evening I’ve had in quite some time. And it’s all thanks to you, Aria." She felt Blake’s hand slide onto her thigh under the table, a silent but potent reminder of his presence. She met Sebastian’s eyes, her own brimming with a mix of challenge and allure. "Careful," she said again, her voice low and teasing. "You might just make me feel like a goddess."

Sebastian chuckled, leaning back in his chair with a satisfied smirk. "Oh, Aria," he said, his voice smooth as silk. "If that’s all I’ve achieved tonight, then I’ve failed miserably. You’re already divine." The words hung in the air, heavy with implication, and Aria felt a rush of power unlike anything she’d ever experienced. This was the fantasy Blake had described—the allure, the attention, the intoxicating sensation of being desired. And as she glanced at her husband, his eyes burning with a mix of jealousy and arousal, she knew this was only the beginning.

The silence that followed Sebastian’s last comment was charged, the air between them thick with unspoken tension. Aria glanced at Blake, her heart pounding as she silently questioned if they should take this next step. He met her gaze, his eyes dark with longing and a hint of encouragement. It was now or never.

Blake cleared his throat, leaning forward slightly, his voice steady but laced with raw honesty. "Sebastian, there’s something we’d like to share with you. Something... personal." He paused, letting the weight of his words settle. The billionaire raised an eyebrow, curiosity flickering across his face as he set his wine glass down. "I’m listening," he said, his tone smooth but intrigued.

Aria took a deep breath, her fingers tightening around the stem of her glass. "This might sound... unconventional," she began, her voice soft but clear. "But Blake and I have been exploring a fantasy. One that involves... this. Tonight. Us. You." She felt Blake’s hand rest on her thigh, a silent reassurance. "It’s about me feeling desired, admired, maybe even... worshipped. And Blake being there to witness it, to share in it." Her cheeks flushed as the words left her mouth, but there was no turning back now.

Sebastian leaned back in his chair, his expression thoughtful but not judgmental. His eyes flicked between them, assessing, calculating. "So,” he said slowly, a sly smile playing on his lips, "you’re telling me this isn’t just dinner. It’s... a performance? And I’m the guest of honor?" His tone was light, but there was a hunger beneath it—a hunger that made Aria’s pulse quicken.

"Not just a performance," Blake interjected, his voice firm but tinged with vulnerability. "It’s a shared experience. A way for Aria to embrace her power, her allure. And for me to..." He hesitated, searching for the right words. "To revel in knowing she’s mine, even as she basks in someone else’s attention."

Sebastian chuckled softly, a low, resonant sound that sent a shiver down Aria’s spine. "Well," he said, leaning forward again, his gaze locking onto hers. "If that’s the case, then consider me thoroughly flattered—and entirely on board." His eyes burned with a mixture of amusement and desire, and Aria felt a thrill race through her. This was real. This was happening. 

"And Aria," Sebastian added, his voice dropping to a husky murmur, "if you’ll allow me... I’ll make sure you feel like the goddess you are." The words were a promise, and Aria felt herself leaning into it, the fantasy no longer abstract but achingly tangible. She glanced at Blake one last time, seeing the fire in his eyes, and knew this night would change everything.

***
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The elevator ride to the penthouse suite was a silent, shimmering ascent. Aria watched the city lights drop away, her reflection in the polished brass doors a wide-eyed, breathless stranger. Blake’s hand was a steady, warm pressure on the small of her back, an anchor in the dizzying current of what was to come. Sebastian stood just ahead, his posture relaxed, the faint, expensive scent of his cologne filling the enclosed space.

The doors whispered open directly into the suite. It wasn’t a room; it was an expanse. A wall of glass showcased a glittering panorama of the city, and the interior was all low-slung, cream-colored furniture and abstract art. It was a stage, meticulously set.

Sebastian turned to them, his smile easy. “Make yourselves at home. Can I offer you a drink?”

Blake shook his head, his voice a little rough. “I’m good. I think... I’ll just be over here.” He gestured to a deep, leather armchair tucked into a corner, partially obscured by a large potted plant. It was the perfect vantage point—close enough to see everything, far enough to be forgotten. His eyes met Aria’s, and the raw hunger in them sent a fresh jolt through her. He needs this, she realized. He’s already halfway there.

She gave him a small, tremulous smile, a silent reassurance.

As Blake settled into the shadows, Sebastian approached her. He didn’t touch her, not yet. He simply looked at her, his gaze a physical caress that traveled from the loose waves of her dark hair down the curve of her hip-hugging dress. “You are a vision, Aria,” he murmured, his voice like velvet. “The most beautiful work of art in this room.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This is it. The fantasy was no longer a whispered conversation in their bedroom; it was breathing the same air as her.

“Thank you, Sebastian,” she managed, her own voice softer than she intended.

He reached out then, his fingers brushing a stray lock of hair from her cheek. The contact was electric, a spark that zinged straight to her core. So this is what it feels like, she thought, to be wanted by a man like this.

“May I?” he asked, his fingers hovering near the slim strap of her dress.

Aria’s eyes flickered to the corner. She saw Blake’s hand clenched on the arm of the chair, his knuckles white, his expression one of rapt intensity. He gave her an almost imperceptible nod.

Consent. It’s all about consent. The thought was a steadying force. She turned back to Sebastian, her own confidence blossoming under his desiring gaze. “Yes,” she breathed. “Please.”

His touch was deliberate, practiced. He slowly eased the strap from her shoulder, his fingertips tracing a line of fire along her collarbone. The other strap followed, and the dark silk of her dress sighed as it loosened around her. He didn’t rush. He let the moment stretch, his eyes drinking in the revealed slope of her shoulders, the top of her lace-clad breasts.

With a gentle push, the dress slid down her body, pooling at her feet in a dark puddle. She stood before him, and Blake, in nothing but her matching black lace bra and panties and her heels. The cool air of the suite kissed her skin, raising goosebumps. She felt utterly exposed, yet empowered. A goddess, he’d called her. She felt like one.

Sebastian’s breath hitched. “My God, Blake wasn’t exaggerating,” he said, his voice thick with genuine awe. He closed the small distance between them, his hands coming to rest on her bare hips. His thumbs stroked the delicate skin there, a slow, mesmerizing rhythm.

He lowered his head, and his lips found her shoulder. It wasn’t a hurried kiss, but a slow, open-mouthed worship. He kissed a trail along her shoulder blade, his tongue flicking out to taste her skin. Aria’s head fell back, a soft sigh escaping her lips. She could feel the weight of Blake’s stare from the corner, could feel his excitement feeding her own.

Sebastian’s hands moved to the clasp of her bra. With a deft click, it came undone. He peeled the lace away, and her breasts spilled free, heavy and aching. The air felt new on her sensitized nipples, tightening them into hard peaks.

“Exquisite,” he whispered, his hot breath fanning across her chest. He didn’t use his hands, only his mouth. He dipped his head and took one taut nipple into his mouth, sucking deeply.

Aria cried out, her hands flying to his shoulders for balance. The sensation was a bolt of pure pleasure, sharp and sweet, arcing directly to the molten heat between her legs. Oh god. His tongue swirled and flicked, his teeth grazed with just the right amount of pressure. He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, until she was writhing against him, her fingers tangling in his perfectly styled hair.

He sank to his knees before her.

The world narrowed to the sight of this powerful, billionaire man on his knees for her. His hands slid down her sides, over the curve of her hips, and hooked into the sides of her panties. He looked up at her, his eyes dark with desire, a silent question.

From the corner, Blake let out a low, guttural groan. “Yes,” he hissed, the word a strained prayer.

It was all the permission she—they—needed. Sebastian drew her panties down her legs, his fingers tracing the path along her inner thighs. She stepped out of them, now standing in only her high heels, completely naked and utterly exposed to his hungry gaze and her husband’s watchful one.

He didn’t move to touch her core immediately. Instead, he continued his worship. He kissed the inside of her knee, nibbled a path up her thigh, his stubble a delicious friction against her soft skin. He was drawing out the anticipation until it was a living, breathing thing in the room. Aria was trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps, every nerve ending screaming for the center of her need.

Finally, his hands spread her thighs wider. He placed a soft, sucking kiss on the very apex of her inner thigh, so close to where she ached for him that she whimpered. He looked up, his gaze locking with hers, and he gave her a devilish, promising smile.

Then he leaned in.

The first flat stroke of his tongue was a revelation. It was slow, deliberate, from the very bottom of her slit all the way to the throbbing bud at the top. Aria’s knees buckled. A sharp, choked moan was torn from her throat. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he did it again. And again.

He settled into a rhythm, his mouth a masterful instrument of pleasure. His tongue circled her clit, teased the entrance to her body, then focused all its attention on that one hypersensitive nub. He sucked it gently into his mouth, and Aria saw stars, her vision blurring at the edges. The wet, slick sounds of his ministrations filled the silent room, a lewd and thrilling soundtrack.

She dared a glance at Blake. He was leaning forward in his chair, his face a mask of agonized ecstasy, one hand gripping the chair arm, the other shamelessly palming the obvious, hard bulge in his trousers. He’s touching himself watching this. The realization sent a new, powerful wave of lust crashing through her.

Sebastian seemed to sense her distraction. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them upward, finding a spot that made her cry out and buck against his mouth. He fucked her with his fingers in a steady, driving rhythm while his tongue never ceased its relentless, circling dance on her clit.

The pleasure was a coil, winding tighter and tighter, the pressure building to an unbearable peak. Her moans became pleas, gasping, fragmented words. “Oh God... Sebastian... right there... don’t stop...”

She was hurtling toward the edge, the orgasm a tangible force gathering in her core, ready to shatter her. Her eyes squeezed shut, her entire body tensing, bowstring tight.

Sebastian lifted his head just enough to murmur against her wet, heated flesh, his voice a husky vibration she felt everywhere, “Look at him, Aria. Look at your husband. Let him see you come for me.”

Her eyes flew open, finding Blake’s intense, burning gaze across the room. She held it as the first violent tremor ripped through her, a wave of pleasure so intense it stole her breath. Her body arched involuntarily, her hands clutching at Sebastian’s shoulders for support. This is happening, she thought, her mind swimming in a haze of ecstasy. He’s watching me, and I’m not stopping.

Blake’s face was a portrait of raw desire, his eyes gleaming with a mixture of pride and lust. His hand moved frantically over himself, his own need evident in every strained breath he took. Aria could see the tension in his jaw, the way his fingers dug into the arm of the chair as if to anchor himself. He’s losing control, too, she realized, and the thought only heightened her own climax.

Sebastian’s tongue continued its relentless assault, his fingers pushing deeper inside her, curling in just the right way to send another shiver up her spine. Aria’s moans grew louder, more desperate, her voice echoing off the walls of the lavish suite. “Oh God, yes!” she cried out, her voice breaking on the last word as another wave of pleasure crashed over her. She was falling, spiraling into an abyss of sensation, and she didn’t want to be saved.

She tore her eyes from Blake for the briefest moment to glance down at Sebastian, who was utterly consumed by his task. His dark hair was slightly disheveled, his lips glistening with her arousal. The sight of such a powerful man kneeling before her, utterly devoted to her pleasure, was intoxicating. He’s mine, she thought wildly, though the idea was both thrilling and terrifying.

But it was Blake’s gaze that pulled her back, his presence a constant in the chaos of her thoughts. She locked eyes with him again, her breath hitching as Sebastian’s tongue flicked faster, harder. “Blake...” she whispered, her voice trembling with emotion. “I can’t... I can’t stop...”

And then it was upon her, a torrent of sensation that left no part of her untouched. Her body convulsed, her legs shaking as the orgasm tore through her with undeniable force. She cried out, the sound a mixture of relief and surrender. Every nerve in her body was alight, every thought burned away in the fire of her release. And through it all, she held Blake’s gaze, letting him see every raw, unfiltered moment of her pleasure. This is for you, she thought, even as Sebastian continued to wring every last shudder from her body. All for you.

The aftermath left her trembling, her chest heaving as she struggled to catch her breath. Sebastian finally pulled back, his lips slick and his eyes heavy with satisfaction. He stood slowly, his movements deliberate as he watched her. But Aria’s focus remained on Blake, her husband, her partner in this wild, uncharted territory. We did this together, she thought, and the realization filled her with a strange, intoxicating sense of power.

The silence in the penthouse suite was heavy, broken only by the ragged rhythm of Aria’s breathing. She felt boneless, liquefied by the storm Sebastian had wrung from her body. His satisfied smirk was a brand on her consciousness as he slowly, deliberately, rose to his full height. Yet, her eyes, heavy-lidded and dazed, sought and found the anchor in the room’s corner. Blake.

His intense gaze was a physical weight on her bare skin, hotter than the lingering traces of her orgasm. His hand was still moving with a slow, deliberate rhythm over the hard ridge in his trousers, a silent testament to his own arousal. He’s still here. He’s watching. He wants this. The thought was a shot of pure adrenaline straight into her veins, banishing the last of her post-climax languor and replacing it with a fresh, coiling heat.

Sebastian followed her gaze, a dark, knowing smile playing on his lips. “He doesn’t miss a thing, does he?” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through the air between them. He turned his attention back to her, his eyes drinking in the sight of her sprawled on the expensive silk of the settee, completely exposed to them both. “Such a dedicated audience deserves a proper show.”

His fingers, which had been so deft with her bra clasp, now went to his own belt. The clink of the buckle, the smooth whisper of his zipper lowering—each sound was amplified in the tense quiet. Aria’s breath hitched as he pushed his trousers and briefs down just enough to free his erection. He was thick and hard, the head already glistening. The sight of him, so ready, so for her, sent a new, sharp throb of desire deep into her core.

He didn’t rush. He moved with the infuriating, seductive confidence of a man who knew the outcome was never in doubt. He knelt on the settee, one knee between her legs, gently pressing them further apart. The cool air of the room kissed her wetness, a fleeting sensation before he replaced it with the heat of his own body.

“Look at him, Aria,” Sebastian commanded softly, his mouth hovering just above hers. His scent, all expensive cologne and pure male, filled her senses. “I want you to watch your husband watch me take you.”

Her head turned as if pulled by a string. Blake’s face was a mask of fierce concentration, his jaw tight, his eyes burning with a fire she had never seen before. There was no jealousy there, only a raw, unvarnished hunger. He gave a slow, almost imperceptible nod, his hand pausing on himself, waiting.

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

Sebastian positioned himself, the blunt head of his cock nudging against her entrance, slick with her own arousal. Aria whimpered, a soft, pleading sound. She was so sensitive, so open.

“Please,” she breathed, the word meant for both of them.

With a groan that seemed ripped from his chest, Sebastian pushed forward.

The feeling was immense. A slow, stretching fullness that stole the air from her lungs. He wasn’t gentle; he was deliberate, filling her inch by inexorable inch until he was buried to the hilt. Aria’s eyes fluttered shut at the overwhelming sensation, a choked cry escaping her lips.

“Eyes open, beautiful,” Sebastian growled, his voice thick with strain. “Look at him.”

She forced her eyes open, her vision blurry with pleasure. She focused on Blake, on the way his nostrils flared as he watched Sebastian’s hips meet hers, on the way his own hand began to move again in a tight, frantic rhythm, mirroring the act he was witnessing.

Sebastian began to move. A slow, devastating withdrawal followed by a deep, rolling thrust that made her entire body jolt. Each movement was calculated to drag against that spot inside her that made her see stars. The filthy, wet sound of their joining seemed obscenely loud.

“God, you feel incredible,” Sebastian groaned into her ear, his hips setting a relentless, pounding rhythm. “So tight. So fucking perfect. He’s a lucky, lucky man to get to watch this.”

Aria could only moan in response, her own hips rising to meet his thrusts. Her hands scrambled for purchase, finally gripping the silk cushions beneath her, her knuckles white. Her world narrowed to two points: the exquisite friction building deep inside her and the searing intensity of Blake’s gaze. She was the conduit between them, the object of their shared, forbidden desire.

Sebastian shifted, hooking one of her legs over his arm, opening her up even more, changing the angle. The new position sent a bolt of pure, undiluted pleasure straight through her. A sharp cry was torn from her throat.

“There... oh God, right there!” she begged, her composure shattering.

“That’s it,” he encouraged, his thrusts becoming harder, faster, driving her relentlessly toward the edge. “Come for him. Let him see you come on my cock.”

Sebastian’s hips snapped forward with a force that made Aria’s entire body ripple. His cock, thick and unrelenting, slammed into her with a precision that left no doubt—he was aiming for her deepest, most sensitive places. Each thrust drove the air from her lungs, her cry of pleasure mingling with the sharp, wet smack of flesh meeting flesh. The rhythm was relentless, his pelvis colliding with hers in a way that felt almost punishing, yet impossibly divine. She could feel him hitting her cervix with every plunge, a deep, primal ache that teetered on the edge of pain but tipped wildly into pleasure. 

The sound of their bodies connecting was obscene, echoing through the lavish penthouse like a drumbeat of desire. Each impact sent shockwaves through her, the intensity of it making her toes curl and her nails claw at the silk beneath her. Sebastian’s breathing was ragged, his groans low and guttural, as if the act of taking her so thoroughly was consuming him from the inside out. He leaned over her, his hands gripping her hips to hold her steady, ensuring she took every inch of him without resistance. 

“You feel perfect,” he growled against her ear, his voice rough with need. “So tight, so fucking wet. Your husband’s watching every second of this... every second.” His words were a reminder, a provocation, and Aria’s eyes flicked to Blake in the corner. His gaze was locked on them, his hand moving furiously over himself as he watched Sebastian claim her in a way that was both possessive and performative. 

The sight of Blake’s arousal, the raw hunger etched into his face, only amplified her own pleasure. She moaned shamelessly, her back arching as Sebastian buried himself to the hilt once more. The sensation was overwhelming—his cock stretching her, filling her completely, each thrust grinding against that spot inside her that made her vision blur. She could feel herself tightening around him, her body instinctively clinging to his as the pressure built to an unbearable peak. 

Sebastian’s pace quickened, his movements becoming even more forceful, more demanding. The sound of their bodies slamming together grew louder, a symphony of flesh and fervor that seemed to fill the room. Aria’s cries grew sharper, more desperate, as he pounded into her with a ferocity that left no doubt about who was in control. Yet, through it all, her eyes remained locked on Blake, as if he were her anchor in this storm of sensation. 

“You’re mine for tonight,” Sebastian growled, his voice rough with possession. “But he’s watching... always watching.” 

Her eyes locked with Blake’s. She saw the raw need there, the thrill of voyeuristic ecstasy. She saw his lips form a single, silent word: Come.

It was the final trigger. The coil inside her, wound so tightly, snapped. Her second orgasm crashed over her with the force of a tidal wave, blinding and absolute. Her back arched off the settee as a wordless scream was ripped from her lungs. Her internal muscles clenched around Sebastian, milking him, pulling a guttural roar from his throat as his own control shattered.

Through the violent, shuddering waves of her pleasure, she held Blake’s gaze, letting him witness every spasm, every uncontrollable tremor, every last drop of ecstasy that was wrenched from her body. He was her anchor in the storm, the reason for it all.

As Sebastian finally stilled, collapsing over her with his own release, Aria’s body went limp. The only sound was their harsh, mingled panting. Slowly, Sebastian pulled out of her, the sensation a final, tender aftershock.

Still floating in a haze of endorphins, Aria kept her eyes on her husband. His hand was still. He was just watching, his expression an unreadable mix of awe, possession, and insatiable hunger.

Sebastian shifted, rising from the settee with a satisfied sigh. He looked from Aria’s spent form to Blake’s still-tense figure in the corner. A slow, predatory smile spread across his face.

“Your wife is exquisite, Blake,” he said, his voice husky. “A true masterpiece. But the night is still young.” He paused, letting the implication hang in the air between the three of them. “And I believe it’s your turn to come closer.”

The invitation hung in the air, thick and heavy as the scent of their sex. Sebastian’s words echoed in the silent, opulent room. Your turn.

For a long moment, Blake didn’t move. He was a statue in the corner, his gaze locked on Aria. She lay on the settee, beautifully ruined, her skin gleaming with a fine sheen of sweat, her chest still rising and falling rapidly. Her dark hair was a wild cascade against the velvet. Her eyes, wide and dazed, were fixed on him, and in them he saw a kaleidoscope of emotions—shame, exhilaration, a lingering tendril of pleasure, and a desperate, pleading question.

He finally pushed himself off the wall, the movement slow and deliberate. Each step he took across the plush carpet was measured, a predator finally approaching his prize. The air crackled with the shift in energy. Sebastian, with a knowing smirk, moved aside, giving the stage to the husband.

Blake stopped at the edge of the settee, his eyes roving over his wife’s naked form. He drank in the sight of her flushed skin, the marks of another man’s passion on her thighs, the way her nipple stiffened under his intense scrutiny. He reached out, not touching her, just letting his fingers hover over the curve of her hip.

“Look at you,” he breathed, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that vibrated through her. “My beautiful, wicked wife.”

Aria shivered, a fresh wave of heat pooling low in her belly at the possessive tone in his voice. “Blake...” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “I... is this...?”

“Shhh,” he soothed, finally letting his fingertips make contact. They traced the path Sebastian’s mouth had taken, from her knee up the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. Aria’s breath hitched. His touch was different. It was familiar, claiming, theirs. It was the touch that had mapped her body for years, and it felt like coming home. “You were spectacular. Seeing you... watching you take your pleasure... it was the most arousing thing I’ve ever seen.”

His confession, so raw and honest, shattered the last of her hesitation. A soft moan escaped her lips as his fingers trailed higher, brushing through the damp curls between her legs. She was so sensitive, every nerve ending alight and humming.

“But this,” Blake murmured, leaning down, his lips inches from hers, his intense eyes holding her captive. “This is mine.”

He captured her mouth in a searing kiss. It wasn’t gentle or exploratory. It was hungry, possessive, and deep. It was a reclaiming. His tongue plunged into her mouth, tasting the ghost of Sebastian’s champagne and the unique, essential taste of her. Aria melted into it, her hands coming up to clutch at his shoulders, pulling him down onto the settee with her. The frame creaked under their combined weight.

He broke the kiss, his breath hot against her cheek. “I need to be inside you, Aria. Now.”

He didn’t wait for an answer. His need was too urgent. He fumbled with his belt and pants, his movements frantic, all his previous control evaporating under the primal need to join with her. He shoved his clothing down just enough to free his hard, aching length. He was throbbing, the head already slick with his own anticipation.

Aria spread her legs wider in silent, eager invitation, her hips lifting off the velvet to meet him. Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was what the entire night had been building towards—this moment with her husband.

With a low groan, Blake positioned himself at her entrance. He paused for one agonizing second, his eyes locking with hers, and in that look, she saw all his love, his dark fantasy fulfilled, and his absolute need for her. Then he thrust forward, burying himself inside her in one smooth, deep, perfect stroke.

Aria cried out, a sharp, guttural sound of pure sensation. He filled her completely, stretching her in a way that was intimately familiar yet somehow new and electrifying. He was Blake. Her husband. And he was claiming what was his after watching another man taste it.

“God, yes,” he growled into her neck, his body covering hers. He began to move, setting a punishing rhythm right from the start. There were no gentle, slow build-ups. This was about possession, about erasing any other feeling but his. Each powerful thrust drove her body up the settee, and his hands gripped her hips, holding her in place, meeting her with equal force.

The wet, slick sounds of their joining filled the suite, a lewd counterpoint to their ragged breathing. Aria wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting every thrust with a roll of her own hips. The pleasure was immense, a coiling, white-hot tension building faster than it ever had before. Every nerve was on fire, every sensation amplified a thousand times by the charged, voyeuristic energy of the room and the raw, unfiltered hunger in her husband’s eyes.

“You feel that?” Blake grunted, his voice strained with the effort of holding back his climax. “That’s me. That’s us. No one else.” He punctuated each word with a deep, grinding thrust that made her see stars.

“Only you,” Aria gasped, her head thrashing from side to side. “Always you.”

She could feel her orgasm gathering, a tsunami of pleasure threatening to break. Her fingers dug into the hard muscles of his back, her cries growing louder, more desperate. She was close, so close.

From his chair, Sebastian watched, a silent, smirking king observing his subjects. He took a slow sip of his forgotten whiskey, his eyes dark with amusement and a flicker of something else—respect, perhaps, for the raw passion on display.

Blake’s pace became frenzied, his control snapping. “Come for me, Aria,” he commanded, his voice a harsh rasp against her ear. “Let me feel you come on my cock. Let me feel you shatter.”

His words were the final catalyst. The coil inside her snapped. A blinding, explosive orgasm ripped through her, tearing a scream from her throat. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length in rhythmic, involuntary pulses. The waves of pleasure were endless, wracking her body with intense spasms.

The feel of her climax pushed Blake over the edge. With a guttural roar that was pure, unadulterated triumph, he plunged into her one final time, his body stiffening as his own release tore through him. He spilled into her, hot and deep, his own shout joining hers in the penthouse air.

He collapsed onto her, his weight a comforting, familiar pressure. They lay there, entangled, their bodies slick with sweat, their hearts hammering against each other in a frantic, synchronous rhythm. The only sound was their ragged panting.

Slowly, Blake lifted his head, brushing the hair from her damp forehead. His eyes, still dark with passion, searched hers. The fire that had consumed him moments ago now smoldered, a quiet intensity that held her captive. His breath was still ragged, his chest rising and falling against hers in a rhythm that matched her own. His hand lingered on her cheek, the touch both tender and possessive, as if he were reassuring himself she was still there—still his.

“Aria,” he murmured, his voice raw with emotion. “Look at what you do to me. What you’ve done to me tonight.” He shifted slightly, still deep inside her, their bodies intimately connected in a way that felt as much about their souls as their flesh. His thumb traced the curve of her bottom lip, his gaze dropping to her mouth before returning to her eyes. “You’re everything to me. Everything.”

She could feel the weight of his words, the depth of his vulnerability. Her heart swelled, a mix of love and something darker, more primal, that lingered after the night’s events. Her hands slid up his arms, feeling the tension in his muscles, the faint tremble that betrayed the intensity of his emotions. “Blake,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I didn’t know... I didn’t know it would feel like this.”

He buried his face in the crook of her neck, pressing a kiss to the sensitive skin there. “Neither did I,” he admitted, his breath warm against her. “But watching you... seeing you like that... it changed something in me. It made me realize how much I want you. How much I need you to be mine—completely, utterly mine.”

Aria’s fingers wove into his hair, holding him close. She could feel the steady thrum of his heartbeat against her chest, a reminder of the life they shared, the bond that had only grown stronger tonight. “I am yours,” she vowed softly, her voice steady despite the storm of emotions swirling inside her. “Always.”

For a long moment, they stayed like that, wrapped in each other, the world outside their bubble forgotten. Blake’s lips found hers again in a slow, languid kiss—a contrast to the fevered passion of before. This was a promise, a silent affirmation of what they had discovered together. When he finally pulled back, his eyes were soft but still burning with that same unspoken desire. “Forever,” he breathed, sealing the word with another gentle kiss.
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