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Chapter One

The rehearsal dinner had run later than anyone planned, but somehow Liam and I still had energy to burn. Maybe it was the wine. Maybe it was the buzz of tomorrow finally being real.

Or maybe it was the way Fiona kept brushing her hand over my thigh under the table, glancing at Liam when she thought I wasn’t watching.

By the time we made it back to the hotel, I didn’t want the night to end, so I clapped Liam on the shoulder and said, “Come up for a drink. One last calm moment before the chaos tomorrow.”

He laughed. “You mean before you panic and ask me to hold your hand at the altar?”

“Shut up,” I grinned, unlocking the suite door.

Inside, Fiona disappeared into the bathroom with a teasing little smirk, the one that usually meant you’re going to lose your mind in about two minutes.
I pretended not to notice. Liam didn’t notice at all.

We kicked off our jackets and loosened our ties, settling onto the couch with two whiskies. The city lights spilled in through the floor-to-ceiling windows, soft and gold.

“I still can’t believe you’re getting married,” Liam said, sinking back into the cushions. “Feels like yesterday you were drunk-texting her from that shitty bar on 7th.”

“Yeah, well,” I said, swirling the glass, “best drunk decision I ever made.”

He smirked. “I’ll drink to that.”

We clinked glasses just as the bathroom door opened.

And Liam froze.

Fiona stepped out slowly, like she’d rehearsed it—a barely-there red lace lingerie set hugging every curve, straps framing her hips, the robe slipping right off one shoulder. Her hair was still slightly damp, her lips parted, eyes soft and determined all at once.

My heart punched hard in my chest.

Liam’s whiskey glass paused halfway to his lips.

“Jesus…” he muttered under his breath, not quietly enough.

Fiona walked toward us with that little sway I knew was deliberate. She looked at me first—checking, asking without words—and then let her gaze drift to Liam.

She stopped right in front of us, fingers playing with the loose tie hanging around my neck.

“Sorry to interrupt,” she said, voice light but trembling just a little. “I… didn’t know you’d still be here.”

Liam swallowed. “Uh. No—uh. It’s fine. I was just… we were just…”

He couldn’t finish the sentence. His eyes kept slipping over her body before he caught himself, embarrassed.

I saw it. And I saw her see it.

I felt the heat tighten low in my stomach.

I leaned back, stretching my arm along the couch, letting them both notice how relaxed I was.
“Fiona,” I murmured, “you look incredible.”

Her breath hitched lightly.
But she didn’t leave.
She didn’t hide.
She let Liam look at her.

And I let him.

“Want to join us for a minute?” I asked her, eyes locked on hers but watching Liam’s reaction in my periphery.

She nodded slowly… and the air in the room changed all at once.

Fiona eased onto the couch between us, the cushion dipping under her weight. I could feel Liam go rigid on the other side—his breath catching, his whole body pulling tight like he wasn’t sure if he should stay or bolt.

Her robe slipped off her shoulder, then slid down her arm, pooling at her waist. The red lace caught the warm hotel light, practically glowing against her skin.

I rested my hand on her bare thigh.

She inhaled sharply, but not because of me.
Her eyes had flicked to Liam—noticing the way he tried not to stare at her breasts, the way he gripped his glass like it was going to steady him.

“Relax,” I murmured, my thumb stroking slowly over the inside of her thigh. “Both of you.”

Fiona’s knees fell slightly apart.
She didn’t do it for me.

Liam’s gaze dropped instantly, then snapped away, then returned like he couldn’t stop himself.

He swallowed hard. “Ethan… I—”

“It’s okay,” I cut in softly. “You can look at her.”

Fiona let out a tiny, shaky breath—almost a whimper—and leaned back against the couch, presenting herself without meaning to, or maybe fully meaning to.

I felt her reaction, felt Liam’s, felt the electricity crackle between the three of us.

She turned her head toward him.
“Do you like it?” she whispered.

Liam blinked, stunned. “Fiona… you’re beautiful.”

Her lips parted. My cock throbbed.

I slid my hand higher, up the curve of her thigh, letting the lace of her lingerie brush my knuckles as I lifted her leg just slightly, angling her toward him.

“Here,” I said softly, meeting Liam’s eyes.

I took his wrist gently.

He didn’t resist.

I guided his hand to her thigh, placing it right where mine had been.

Fiona gasped—sharp, involuntary, thighs tensing around the contact of a new touch.

Liam froze, breathing hard.
“Jesus… Ethan…”

“She wants this,” I said, voice low, steady, burning. “And I want her to feel good. So put your hand on her.”

He did.
His fingers tightened, exploring her trembling skin.
My hand left his wrist and slid to her waist, claiming her even as I shared her.

Fiona’s head tipped back onto my shoulder, lips parted, chest rising and falling fast.

Her  wedding band sat on the nightstand—well, almost wedding band. Tomorrow it would slide onto her finger for real. Tomorrow she’d walk down the aisle toward me.

But tonight…
Tonight she was sitting between me and my best man in barely-there lingerie, breathing like she was already being touched everywhere at once.

My hand guided Liam’s higher, inch by inch, until his fingertips brushed the edge of her panties. Fiona’s entire body jerked in my grip, a tiny cry catching in her throat.

The bright-red lace—wedding color red, she’d giggled earlier—was soaked.

Liam froze again, panic flashing over his face. “Ethan, I don’t—I shouldn’t—”

Fiona turned toward him, lifting his hand with hers and pressing his fingers more firmly against the heat between her legs.

She made the choice for all of us.

“Please don’t stop,” she whispered, voice breaking like vows whispered too early. “Not tonight.”

My pulse hammered.
My bride-to-be was begging my best man to touch her.
And I wanted her to.

“This is Valentine’s,” I murmured into the curve of her neck, kissing her there. “Our last night before you become my wife. You get everything you want.”

She whimpered, grinding softly into Liam’s hand.

His breath came out uneven. “Fiona… God…”

He cupped her gently at first, reverent, like touching something sacred.
But she pushed into him harder, needier, dragging his hand exactly where she wanted it along the lace.

I slid my palm up her stomach, fingers brushing the underside of her breasts. Liam watched every movement, jaw tight, pupils blown.

“Touch her how she likes it,” I instructed quietly. “Here.”

I moved his hand for him again, guiding his fingers along the soaked lace exactly the way she melted for. Fiona’s eyes slammed shut, her lips forming a silent “oh.”

She turned fully toward him now, her back pressing against my chest. Her thighs opened wider without realizing it, inviting him in, offering herself like the most intimate kind of vow.

Liam swallowed. “You’re… beautiful,” he breathed. “Tomorrow—Ethan, tomorrow she’s going to be your wife, and she’s—she’s letting me—”

“I know,” I whispered against her ear.
“And she looks perfect doing it.”

Fiona gasped again as he pushed the lace aside with trembling fingers—just enough to feel her directly.

Her hips lifted off the couch.
Her hand grabbed my thigh behind her.
Her other hand dug into Liam’s shoulder.

All three paths converging at once—guided touching, her taking what she wanted, his hesitance dissolving under her need.

And all of it happening the night before I promised her forever.

I kissed her neck, slow and worshipful.
“Let him make you feel good,” I whispered. “It’s our Valentine’s Eve. Our almost-wedding night. You deserve every touch.”

Fiona moaned, high and helpless.

Liam’s fingers stroked her again—confident now, learning her from scratch—and she shattered against us both, back arching, breath catching, hips trembling under the weight of two men who adored her.

His fingers slipped fully inside her. She gasped—sharp, startled—her whole body jerking back against my chest, her thighs clenching around his wrist. He froze instantly, like he thought he’d done something wrong.

But she wasn’t in pain.

She was overwhelmed.

I tightened my arm around her waist. “Easy,” I murmured against her ear. “Let him.”

Her breath stuttered out in a broken, needy sound that went straight to my spine.

Liam watched her with something close to awe, his free hand hovering uselessly in the air—like he wanted to touch her everywhere and didn’t know where to start.

“Fiona,” he whispered, voice shaking, “you feel… incredible.”

She opened her eyes and looked at him—really looked at him.
The man who would stand beside me tomorrow as I married her.
The man she’d laughed with over dinners, trusted for years, secretly wondered about enough times for this moment to feel inevitable.

And then she did it.

She reached for his shirt, fisting the fabric, pulling him closer with surprising force.
Liam leaned in, hesitant but unable to resist.

“Fi,” he breathed, lips inches from hers, “you sure…?”

I slid my hand up to her chest, feeling her heartbeat slam against her ribs.
“She’s sure,” I whispered. “Kiss her.”

Her breath caught.

Liam closed the last inch.

Their lips met—soft at first, like they were afraid of breaking something delicate.
But then Fiona moaned into his mouth, hips rising, taking his fingers deeper.

He groaned, kissing her harder.

Her body arched like she was offering herself to both of us at once—his mouth, his fingers, my hands holding her open.

I watched them kiss—the man who’d stand at my side tomorrow and the woman who’d walk toward me in white—and it didn’t feel wrong.

It felt right.
Like something honest and raw and intimate, a secret threaded into the night before forever.

“Good,” I murmured, sliding my hands beneath her thighs, lifting her slightly so Liam could move inside her more easily. “Let him kiss you. Let him feel you.”

Fiona whimpered into Liam’s mouth.

He kissed her deeper, fingers curling inside her, learning her, worshiping her with his touch.
Her nails dug into the back of his neck; her legs shook in my hands.

“Ethan—” she gasped between kisses, “I—oh god—”

“Not yet,” I murmured against her neck, tightening my grip on her thighs to keep her steady. “You don’t get to fall apart this early.”

Fiona whimpered, but it wasn’t a protest.
If anything, her hips pushed greedily against Liam’s hand, welcoming the slow curl of his fingers as he explored her, learned her, made her tremble. She kissed him harder, her breath catching every time he moved inside her just right.

Liam groaned softly into her mouth. “Fiona… you feel unbelievable.”

Her nails scraped lightly down the back of his neck.
“Don’t stop,” she whispered against his lips, breath shivering with need. “Please… don’t stop.”

I could feel every tiny tremor in her body where she was pressed against me—her chest rising too fast, her thighs shaking around Liam’s wrist, her whole form softening between us like she was ready to be taken apart one slow inch at a time.

But not finished.

Not even close.

I slid one hand over her stomach, just above where Liam touched her, teasing her with the gentlest pressure. She shivered violently.

“That’s it,” I whispered, kissing the edge of her jaw as she turned back toward Liam for another kiss. “Let him make you feel good.”

Her breath hitched—deep, needy, desperate.
“Ethan…”

Liam paused, fingers slipping just barely out of rhythm as he looked up at me, uncertain. “Should I—?”

“Keep going,” I said quietly. “Just… slower.”

He obeyed instantly, stroking her with a deliberate, teasing pace that made her twist in my arms, made her kiss him sloppier, needier, like she was starving for something neither of us had given her yet.

Fiona moaned into Liam’s mouth. “You’re… both… so…”

“So what?” I murmured, sliding my thumb up to brush her nipple through the lace. “Tell us.”

She shook her head helplessly, another gasp breaking free as Liam pressed deeper, slower, torturing her with restraint.

“I can’t—I can’t think,” she whispered.

“Good,” I breathed. “You don’t have to think. Just feel.”

Her hips rolled again, instinctively, beautifully, as if her body were searching for more.
But she wasn’t anywhere near breaking yet.

And that was exactly how I wanted her.


Chapter Two

Fiona was already breathing like we’d been teasing her for hours, her body flushed, trembling, caught in that perfect space between too much and not nearly enough.

Exactly where I wanted her.

I shifted her gently forward, guiding her legs open with my hands on her thighs. She let me move her, pliant and trusting, her head tipping back against my shoulder for a moment before she glanced down—

—right as Liam sank to his knees on the hotel carpet.

Her breath caught hard.

He looked up at her like she was the altar and he was the one praying.
Tomorrow he’d stand at my side.
Tonight, he knelt at hers.

I slid a hand to the bend of her knee, lifting, exposing her more fully to him.
“This,” I murmured, “is how she needs to be touched.”

Fiona whimpered as Liam leaned in, kissing the inside of her thigh with a reverence that made her shake.

Too soft.
Too careful.

“Not just there,” I corrected quietly. “Taste her everywhere.”

Liam obeyed.

He kissed farther up, lips brushing the lace at her hip, her stomach, then down again, tracing slow worshipful lines across skin she’d never offered him before.

Fiona fell back into me, fingers digging into my forearm.

“Oh—god—” she whispered, hips jerking helplessly at the feeling of Liam’s mouth traveling so close to where she wanted it. “Ethan… please—”

“Not yet,” I said, tightening my grip on her thighs to keep her still. “You’re not coming from kisses. Not tonight.”

Liam glanced at me, then at her, understanding dawning.
He kissed her again, lower this time—right where the lace clung to her, his breath hot against the fabric.

Fiona nearly cried.

Her thighs tried to close, instinctively, but I held them open, steady, presenting her to him.
“You stay right here,” I murmured into her ear. “Open for him. Open for us.”

She trembled viciously, her hands reaching downward as if she needed to touch something—him, me, herself—but she couldn’t reach anything. Not with the way I held her.

Liam pressed a slow kiss to the lace covering her clit.

She gasped like she’d been shocked.

He did it again—longer this time, his tongue dragging lightly over the soaked fabric.

Her entire body lit up.

“Good,” I said softly, stroking up her ribs with my free hand. “But don’t move the panties yet.”

Liam nodded, kissing along the edge, teasing her through the lingerie until Fiona shook, until she was panting, until every muscle in her stomach was taut with wanting more.

She grabbed my wrist, nails sinking in. “Ethan, I… please… he…”

“I know,” I whispered, kissing her neck. “He’s going to taste you. But not until you’re begging the way I want.”

Liam’s breath hitched—turned on by her desperation, by my control, by the fact that he was kneeling there waiting for permission to put his mouth on her.

“Keep kissing her,” I told him. “Everywhere except where she needs it.”

He did.

Her hips lifted, seeking, pleading, but he avoided her perfectly—kissing the crease of her thigh, the top of the lace, the soft skin just below her belly button.

Fiona was shaking uncontrollably by then.
Her voice broke.

“Ethan… please… just let him—just let him taste me—please—”

Her begging was the sweetest thing I’d heard all night.

She was shaking so hard I could feel it in the sofa, in the air, in my own pulse.
Liam stayed on his knees between her legs, kissing everywhere except where she needed him, his breath hot against the lace, his restraint slipping with every sound she made.

“Ethan… please…” she begged, voice cracking open. “Let him—please—”

I brushed my thumb along her jaw, tilting her face to mine.

“Look at me, Fi.”

Her eyes fluttered open, glassy with want.

“You want his mouth on you?”
“Yes,” she whispered instantly, desperate.
“You want him to taste you the night before you become my wife?”

A shudder rolled through her whole body.

“Yes—god, yes—please—”

I smiled against her cheek.
“Then you’re going to get exactly what you want.”

Liam’s breath caught; he looked up at me like he needed absolute certainty.

“You sure?” he murmured, voice low and hoarse.

I tightened my grip on Fiona’s thighs and held her open for him—fully, deliberately, unmistakably.

“I’m sure,” I said. “She’s yours to taste. Right now.”

Fiona let out a sound I’d never heard from her—broken, relieved, hungry.

Liam exhaled shakily… then hooked one finger under the side of her lace panties, easing them aside.
The fabric slid wetly from her, pulling strings of slick that made his eyes go dark with want.

Fiona gasped, thighs trembling as the cool air hit her.

“Beautiful,” Liam whispered. “God, Fi… you’re beautiful.”

Then he lowered his mouth to her.

The first touch of his tongue made her entire body arch hard against me, a cry ripping from her throat.
I held her steady, gripping her hips so she wouldn’t buck away from him.

He licked again—slow, deep, savoring her—his whole body leaning into the effort.

Fiona sobbed out his name.

Liam moaned into her like he’d been starving for the taste of her. His hands slid up her thighs, guiding her closer to his mouth as his tongue traced her slowly, reverently, learning every reaction she gave him.

“Good,” I murmured, watching her unravel. “Don’t rush. Let him give you everything.”

Fiona was shaking uncontrollably, fingers clawing at the cushions, eyes rolling back as Liam worshipped her with his mouth—soft at first, then firmer, more confident, licking her in long, deliberate strokes.

I felt her stomach tightening under my hand, her breath hitching into sharp little gasps.

“Not yet,” I whispered, kissing her shoulder. “Don’t you dare come yet.”

“I—I’m trying,” she whimpered. “He—Ethan, he’s—oh god—”

Liam groaned against her again, tasting her deeper, tongue circling exactly where she was most sensitive.
Her legs clamped around his shoulders, and I had to hold her open again to keep her from overwhelming him.

“Let him work,” I said softly. “Your wedding-eve gift.”

Liam lifted his eyes just enough to meet mine—his mouth still on her—and I nodded.

He sucked her clit into his mouth.

Fiona screamed.

Her whole body convulsed once, violently—

—but I tightened my grip on her hips, holding her back from the edge, keeping her right where I wanted her.

“Not yet,” I ordered, voice low and rough. “You come when we both tell you.”


Chapter Three

Fiona was already half-gone, trembling under Liam’s mouth, her thighs quivering so hard I could feel the aftershocks through the couch cushions. Her fingers knotted in my shirt, her breathing shattered, and when I whispered her name, she turned her head toward me like she was drowning and I was the air.

“Come here,” I murmured, guiding her up, easing her backward off Liam’s mouth.

She whimpered when his lips left her, her whole body reaching for more. But I held her steady, lifting her by the hips until she straddled my lap. Her knees framed my thighs, her red lace brushing my shirt, her breath hot against my cheek.

Behind her, Liam stayed on the floor—eyes blown wide, breathing hard—watching her move onto me, her slick still shining on his mouth.

Fiona didn’t notice. She was already rocking into me, seeking friction, seeking grounding. I steadied her hips, letting her find the rhythm she needed, her forehead pressed to mine, her breath trembling against my lips.

But then—

A hot breath touched the back of her thigh.

Her entire body jerked.

Liam.

He wasn’t done.

He kissed up the inside of her leg, then the other, reverent and slow, until Fiona cried out into my shoulder. She clung to me as Liam positioned himself behind her, lifting her just slightly from my lap.

Then he lowered his mouth between her legs again.

“Oh—god—” Fiona sobbed, nails dragging down my chest. “Ethan—Ethan—”

Her back arched so beautifully it almost hurt to look at. She tried to bury her face in my neck but I cupped her chin, forcing her to look at me while Liam licked her from behind, deeper now, working her slowly, deliberately.

Her whole body vibrated.

She was trapped between us—my hands, his mouth, her hips moving helplessly, trying to take more from both of us at once.

But she was shaking so violently I knew she’d collapse if we let her.

Her voice cracked.
“Ethan—I can’t—I need—”

“I know,” I whispered, brushing her hair from her face. “You’re done on the couch.”

Her eyes fluttered. “W-what?”

I wrapped an arm under her thighs, another around her back, lifting her clean off Liam’s mouth. He looked up at us, lips wet, chest heaving, as I pulled her fully into my arms.

She gasped and clung to me—limbs wrapping around my shoulders, body hot and trembling, head pressed to my neck.

I stood, holding her easily.

“Bedroom,” I said, voice low and rough. “Now.”

Her breath hitched with a mix of relief and need, her fingers sliding into my hair.

Liam rose from the floor behind us, watching her in my arms like she was something holy.

I carried her toward the bed—our wedding-night suite mattress—her red lace brushing my wrists, her thighs hugging my waist, her pulse thundering against my collarbone.

I laid Fiona on the center of the hotel bed, her hair spilling over the pillows like something I should’ve saved for the actual wedding night.
Her red lace lingerie was nearly transparent in the lamplight, her breasts rising and falling too fast, thighs trembling as I positioned her exactly where I wanted her.

“Ethan…” she whispered, reaching for me.

“I’ve got you,” I murmured, climbing onto the mattress and gently pressing her knees apart. She shivered, spreading wider for me without hesitation.

Liam climbed up from the foot of the bed, breathless, eyes fixed on the slickness glistening between her legs. He looked almost reverent—as if she were something holy.

“Come here,” I told him, my voice low, steady. “Taste her again.”

He hesitated—just long enough to take in the sight of me holding her open for him—and that hesitation made Fiona’s breath catch in her throat.

Then he lowered himself between her thighs.

I kept my hands on her knees, pulling her open wider, guiding her hips up to meet his mouth. Fiona cried out the moment his tongue touched her—raw, high, beautiful.

“Oh—oh god—Liam—Ethan—”

Her back arched so sharply I had to slide my hand under her lower spine to hold her steady.

“That’s it,” I murmured, leaning over her, kissing her collarbone as she shook. “Let him taste all of you. Let him see what you look like when you’re ready to be fucked.”

Liam moaned into her, licking her deeper, more confidently, each stroke more certain than the last. He gripped her thighs, pulling her toward his mouth, devouring her like he’d wanted this for years.

Fiona couldn’t stop shaking.

She reached for me blindly, grabbing the collar of my shirt and pulling me down until my mouth caught hers.
Her kiss was frantic—wet, breathless, tasting of need.

I kissed her back while Liam’s tongue circled her clit with slow, devastating precision.
Her gasp broke against my lips.

“Ethan—I’m—I can’t—please—”

I pulled back just enough to look at her.

“You want to come on his mouth?”

She nodded hard, desperate.
“Yes—please—please—”

I brushed her hair from her face, my thumb stroking her cheek.

“Then come for him,” I said softly. “But when you do… I’m going to be inside you next.”

Her entire body seized.

Liam sucked harder, tongue flicking exactly the way she loved, and she shattered—finally, violently—crying out his name, my name, maybe both at once. It didn’t matter.
Her hips bucked, thighs clamped around his head, and I held her open through all of it, watching, guiding, loving every second of her fall.

When the last tremor faded, she collapsed back into the pillows, boneless, sweating, glowing.

Liam lifted his head slowly, lips wet, chest heaving.

“She tastes incredible,” he whispered.

Fiona whimpered.

And that was it—that little sound, soft and ruined.

I hooked my hands under her hips and pulled her down the bed toward me with one firm motion.
Her eyes widened, breath catching again as I pressed my cock against her entrance, slick and hot and ready.

“Ethan…” she breathed, dazed. “I—I want—”

“You’re going to get it,” I said, voice rough. “All of it.”

I pushed inside her.

Slow. Deliberate. Claiming.

Fiona cried out, arching up into me as I filled her.
Liam watched from the foot of the bed—eyes hungry, lips parted, breath uneven—as I sank deeper into the woman I’d marry tomorrow.

Her walls clenched around me, still trembling from his tongue.

I leaned down, mouth at her ear.

“This,” I murmured, thrusting deeper, “is how you get fucked the night before you become my wife.”

She moaned—loud, uncontrolled, perfect.

And Liam reached forward, stroking her leg softly, watching every inch of me disappear inside her.

Fiona clung to me as I thrust deeper, her nails digging into my shoulders, her breath breaking with every movement. She was still pulsing around me from her orgasm, slick and impossibly warm.
But she wasn’t close to finished.

Liam moved closer to the bed—slowly, carefully—as if drawn in by gravity. His eyes never left where our bodies were joined.

I slid one hand down Fiona’s stomach, guiding her to sit up on my lap, straddling me fully. My cock sank even deeper, and she gasped, head falling back.

“Come here,” I told Liam, nodding him forward.

He climbed onto the bed beside us, breath shaky, unsure where he was allowed to touch—until I took his wrist and placed his hand on her breast.

Fiona moaned, arching into his palm.

“That’s it,” I murmured, thrusting up into her again. “Touch her. However you want.”

Liam obeyed—hesitantly at first, then with growing confidence—cupping her breast, thumb brushing over her nipple, making her cry out and clench tighter around me.

She turned her head toward him, lips parted, panting.
“Liam…”

He froze. Then she reached with trembling fingers and pulled him in.

Their mouths met—hungry, open, breathless—as I fucked her from underneath.
The kiss deepened instantly, Fiona gasping into his mouth each time I drove her down onto my cock.

Her entire body trembled, caught between the two of us.

I watched her kiss him, watched her hips roll helplessly on mine, watched his tongue slip between her lips—and it made me harder.

I wrapped one arm around her waist, pulling her tighter against my chest, and reached back with the other hand.

“Behind her,” I ordered Liam quietly.

He swallowed, nodding, and moved around her—sliding behind her knees-on-the-bed, body pressed to her back. His hands ran down her sides, over her stomach that was flexing every time I thrust, then lower.

Fiona shuddered.
“Oh—oh god—”

One of Liam’s hands found her clit.

She screamed.

Her hips bucked so violently I had to grip her waist to keep her steady. Liam’s other hand slid up, covering her breast again, thumb flicking her nipple as he kissed the side of her neck.

The three of us moved together—my hips driving up into her, Liam’s fingers stroking her in perfect sync, Fiona dissolving between us.

“Look at her,” I growled, holding her open for him even while she rode me. “Touch her. Kiss her. She’s ours tonight.”

Liam did—kissing her shoulder, her neck, her jawline—until Fiona turned her face and kissed him again, moaning into his mouth while I thrust up into her hard enough to make her voice shake.

She tore her mouth from his, gripping his hair, staring wildly between us.

“Please—I’m—I need—both—please—”

Her voice broke, desperate, pleading.

I felt her body tighten around me, her walls fluttering, her thighs shaking uncontrollably.

“She’s close,” Liam whispered against her ear, sounding wrecked.

“I know,” I murmured, thrusting deeper, harder. “Let her feel everything.”

Liam’s fingers worked her faster.
I held her tighter.
Fiona writhed between us, shaking, crying out for both of us, losing every last bit of control.

She was about to explode—and she wanted us both there when she did.

And we weren’t stopping until she shattered.


Chapter Four

Fiona was right on the edge—her body shaking, breath broken, her fingers tangled in Liam’s hair while I drove up into her.
But before she tipped over, I slowed my thrusts, steadying her hips with both hands.

She gasped, desperate. “Ethan—no—don’t stop, please—”

I kissed the back of her neck.
“I’m not stopping,” I murmured. “I’m giving you to him.”

Her whole body shuddered.

Liam froze behind her, lips at her shoulder, fingers still on her clit. “Ethan… you sure?”

I slid out of her slowly—wet, hot, the sound making Fiona whimper.
I guided her hips forward, easing her weight into Liam’s hands.

“She’s yours,” I said quietly. “Take her.”

Fiona moaned helplessly, her head lolling back against his shoulder as he lowered her carefully onto the mattress. She reached for him instinctively, trembling, needy.

Liam kissed her—deep, hungry, stunned—as if he couldn’t believe he was allowed to.

Then I knelt behind her and lifted her hips, presenting her to him, holding her open exactly the way he’d opened her with his tongue moments before.

Liam’s breath caught at the sight of her—slick, swollen, pulsing from being fucked and eaten out by both of us.

“Come on,” I whispered. “She’s waiting.”

He positioned himself between her thighs, hands shaking slightly as he angled himself at her entrance.

Fiona whimpered.
“Please… please, Liam…”

He looked up at me again, like he needed the final green light.

“She’s yours,” I said. “Tonight? You get to feel what I feel.”

Her breath broke.

He pushed into her.

Slowly.

Deeply.

Fiona cried out—high, helpless, shaking—as Liam slid inside her for the first time, her walls gripping him tight, still soaked and warm from me.

“Jesus,” Liam choked, shuddering against her. “She’s—Ethan—she’s—”

“I know,” I growled, watching them join. “Feel her. She’s perfect.”

Fiona’s nails dug into the sheets, her back arching as Liam bottomed out inside her.
He held still, overwhelmed, and she whimpered, clenching around him.

“Move,” she begged softly. “Please—move—”

He pulled out halfway and pushed back in, harder this time, drawing a broken cry from her throat.

I slid my hand into her hair, guiding her head up so she could look at me while he fucked her.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Let him fill you.”

Liam thrust again, and she gasped, her whole body rocking forward.
She would have collapsed if I wasn’t holding her up from behind.

Then—shaking, breathless, her voice a cracked whisper—she said:

“Ethan… I want both of you…”

Liam froze mid-thrust.

I didn’t.

I leaned close to her ear, my voice low and rough.
“You want my cock in your mouth while he fucks you?”

She nodded, desperate, pleading.
“Yes—yes, please—please—I want both—”

Liam groaned behind her, hips flexing involuntarily at her words.

I gently guided her forward, lowering her onto her elbows.
Her mouth was inches from me now, her body open for him behind her, ready to be taken from both ends.

“Good,” I whispered, stroking her cheek as she breathed me in.
“Because we’re going to give you exactly what you want.”

Fiona’s breath came in shuddering little gasps as I eased her forward, her hands gripping the sheets, her back arched for both of us.
Liam was still inside her—deep, slow, stunned—his hands spreading over her hips as if he couldn’t believe he was allowed to hold her this way.

I brushed her hair aside, guiding her mouth toward me. She opened for me instantly, lips soft, eyes half-lidded with need.

But I didn’t push into her yet.

Not until she was perfectly positioned.

I lifted her chin gently. “Hold still for a moment, baby.”

She whimpered but obeyed, shaking with anticipation.

Behind her, Liam steadied his hands on her waist.
“She’s… fuck, Ethan, she’s so tight—”

“I know.”
I placed my palms on her lower back, adjusting the angle of her spine. “Here. Lift her hips a little.”

He followed my guidance immediately—lifting, shifting, aligning himself deeper inside her.
Fiona let out a broken cry as he sank farther into her, her whole body jolting.

“That’s it,” I murmured approvingly. “Now she’s perfect.”

Liam groaned, his fingers tightening on her skin.
“Jesus, Fi…”

She trembled, looking up at me with tears of pleasure at the corners of her eyes.

“Please… please, Ethan… let me…”

“I will,” I whispered. “We will. Together.”

I slid my hand to the back of her head, guiding her mouth to the head of my cock. Her lips parted obediently, her breath warm and uneven.

She waited—shaking, open, ready.

“Liam,” I said quietly. “When I move her forward… you pull her back. Match me. Don’t let her fall.”

He nodded, swallowing hard.
“I’ve got her.”

I tangled my fingers in her hair.
Liam gripped her hips.

Then I pulled her forward—slow, controlled—until her lips closed around me.

She moaned around my cock at the same moment Liam dragged her hips back onto him.

The motion was perfect.

Fluid.
Shared.
Sheathed between us.

Fiona’s entire body convulsed.

Her mouth slid deeper onto me as Liam thrust into her from behind, our movements syncing instinctively—me guiding her head, Liam guiding her hips, Fiona caught between us in a rhythm she couldn’t escape.

I felt her breath stutter around me.

Liam groaned as she squeezed around him.
“Holy fuck—Ethan—she’s—”

“Keep going,” I said, voice tight. “Follow me.”

I drew her back off my cock slowly—her mouth wet and swollen—and at the same moment, Liam pushed deeper. She gasped, crying out around nothing.

Then I guided her forward again.
Liam pulled her back.

Forward into me.
Backward onto him.

Her body rocked between us perfectly, helplessly, every inch of her used, worshipped, overwhelmed.

Fiona whimpered around my cock, saliva slicking her lips, her moans vibrating along my shaft.

Liam let out a strangled sound behind her.
“Ethan—she’s going to make me—fuck—she feels insane—”

“She’s supposed to,” I growled. “This is her wedding-eve gift.”

Fiona trembled violently, barely coherent, her hands clutching fistfuls of sheets as she took both of us—one into her throat, one into her body—her pleasure building to something unstoppable.

Her eyes rolled back.
Her whole body tightened.

She tried to lift her head, tried to speak, but the words died on her lips as she fell apart between us.

But I didn’t stop her rhythm.

Not yet.


Chapter Five

Fiona was trembling violently, her breath shaking around my cock, her hips jerking back into Liam with every thrust he gave her.
She was seconds from coming again—hard—but not like this.

Not with her face buried in the sheets.

I wanted to see her.
Liam needed to see her.

So I tightened my grip in her hair and gently—firmly—pulled her off my cock, guiding her mouth away even as she moaned in protest.

“Ethan—please—don’t stop—”

“I’m not stopping,” I promised, sliding my hands down her arms. “I’m turning you over.”

Liam froze behind her, still buried deep inside her, panting hard.
“Fuck—Ethan—she’s squeezing me so tight—”

“I know,” I said, lifting her hips off him slowly, inch by inch. She whimpered as he slipped out of her, her body clenching around nothing.

But she didn’t fall.

I caught her easily, lifted her, and turned her onto her back in one smooth motion.
Her hair fanned out across the pillows.
Her lips were swollen, cheeks flushed, eyes glassy with pleasure and need.

Liam stared at her like he was seeing something heavenly.

“Jesus,” he whispered.

I spread her knees apart again, sliding my hands down her thighs as she writhed under the touch.

“Look at her,” I murmured to him. “Look at how ready she is.”

He crawled up the bed on instinct, positioning himself between her legs.
His hands were trembling.
She reached for him, pulling him down into a kiss that was desperate, messy, needy.

Her thighs wrapped around his waist.

“Ethan—please,” she gasped against Liam’s mouth. “I need—”

“You’re going to get it,” I murmured, stroking her cheek. “Both of us.”

Liam lined himself up again, the head of his cock sliding through her slickness, teasing her entrance. Fiona moaned, lifting her hips, begging without words.

I held her thighs open wider.

“Go on,” I told Liam. “Fuck her.”

He pushed into her—slow at first, savoring the way she stretched around him—her head tipping back, mouth falling open.

“Oh—god—Liam—”

Her voice cracked into a cry as he bottomed out.

Her hands clawed at his back, pulling him deeper, her hips rolling up into his thrusts.

Each slow, deep movement made her gasp, made her thighs quake, made her breasts bounce with the motion.
Liam groaned into her neck, moving faster now, lost in her.

I watched them—watched my bride-to-be take him, watched her body respond to him, watched pleasure flood her face.

And I wanted my turn.

I shifted closer, leaning down, kissing her thighs, her stomach, her breasts.
She arched into my mouth, panting my name.

“Ethan—please—want you—want both—”

“I know,” I whispered. “You’re going to get me next.”

Liam heard that—felt it—and his rhythm stuttered with raw need.

He wasn’t jealous.
He was overwhelmed.

He thrust harder, Fiona crying out beneath him, her hands flying to his hair, her nails dragging down his spine.

“Fuck,” he gasped. “Ethan—she’s—she’s unreal—”

“She’s perfect,” I said, kissing her collarbone as she writhed.
“And she’s not done.”

When Fiona’s breath broke into those sharp, helpless little whimpers that meant she was close, I put my hand on Liam’s shoulder.

He stopped instantly, buried deep inside her, shaking.

“Ethan—what—?”

“My turn,” I said quietly.

Fiona whimpered, reaching for me, her legs opening wider in welcome.

“We’re taking turns,” I murmured, sliding my hand down to guide myself to her soaked entrance.

Fiona’s hips lifted for me the instant she felt the head of my cock brush her.
Her eyes fluttered open—heavy, wild, pleading.

“Ethan… please…”

I pushed into her slowly, letting her feel every inch of the shift, every difference between Liam’s body and mine.
She gasped—high and breathless—as I filled her completely, her back arching off the mattress.

“Oh—god—” she cried. “You—feel—so—”

“I know,” I said, gripping her hip and pulling her down onto me harder. “Let me feel you.”

Liam watched the entire thing beside us, chest heaving, pupils blown wide.
And when Fiona reached for him—blindly, helplessly—he came closer instantly.

He kissed her.

Full, deep, hungry.

Her moan vibrated against his mouth as I thrust into her again, deeper, forcing another cry out of her throat.
Her nails dug into Liam’s arm, her tongue slipping into his mouth as her body tightened around me.

She was caught between us again—my cock buried inside her, Liam’s mouth devouring hers—every movement overwhelming.

I angled my hips, finding the spot that always made her lose control.

She broke the kiss with a gasp.

“Ethan—oh god—don’t stop—don’t stop—”

Liam slid a hand to her breast, cupping her gently, thumb teasing her nipple in slow circles.
The combination made her shake uncontrollably, her breath catching in sweet little sobs.

I thrust deeper.

She cried out again.

Liam leaned down, kissing along her jaw to her throat, whispering something that made her tremble even harder.

I watched her unravel between us, watched her body’s reactions, watched how Liam’s touch stirred her just as much as my cock did.

I leaned forward, planting one hand beside her head and pulling her hips tighter against mine.

“Open your mouth for him,” I ordered quietly.

She obeyed instantly—mouth falling open, lips parted, breath trembling.

Liam moved without hesitation now, lowering himself over her chest and guiding her mouth to him.
She took him eagerly—wrapped her lips around him as if she’d been starving for it.

The sight of his cock sliding into her mouth while she clenched around mine—

Fuck.

I thrust up into her harder, and she moaned around Liam, the vibration sending heat straight through both of us.

“Good girl,” I growled. “Take him. Take both of us.”

Liam’s hand slid into her hair, but he looked at me first—checking, waiting for permission to move.

I nodded once.

He began to thrust slowly into her mouth, matching my rhythm inside her body.

Forward into him.
Back onto me.

Her entire body rocked between us—helpless, shaking, overwhelmed—every thrust, every touch coordinated.

She gagged softly, then moaned around him, her throat tightening, her hips jerking wildly as I drove into her from below.

Her saliva slicked his length.
Her arousal soaked mine.

She was being used by both of us—and loving it.

I felt her walls flutter violently around me, her legs trembling so hard her knees kept buckling.

“She’s close,” Liam choked out, his voice broken.

“I know,” I growled, gripping her hips and slamming into her deeper, harder. “Let her get right there… then we decide how she comes.”

She whimpered around Liam’s cock—desperate, wordless, begging for release without being able to speak.

Both men inside her.
Both men touching her.
Both men controlling her rhythm.

And Fiona—caught in the center—trying to hold on with everything she had.

She wouldn’t last long.

Neither would we.


Chapter Six

Her body was shaking between us—slick, trembling, desperate—her mouth stretched around Liam moments ago, her walls still fluttering around me from the rhythm we’d driven her into.

I wasn’t letting her come yet.
Not until we finished what we started.

I slid out of her slowly, and she gasped, reaching for me instantly.

“Ethan—please—please don’t stop—”

“I’m not stopping,” I murmured, cupping her jaw. “I’m switching.”

Liam heard it.
His entire body tightened.

I guided Fiona upward, helping her roll onto her hands and knees. She trembled, arching her back beautifully, looking over her shoulder with glassy, needy eyes.

Liam’s breath hitched.
“Fi… come here.”

He moved behind her as if he couldn’t help himself, hands sliding over her hips, gripping her just a little too tight. She whimpered at the contact—wanting it, needing it—and lifted her hips toward him.

I stroked her hair and kissed her lips softly.

“Take him,” I whispered.

Liam’s cock slid inside her in one long, desperate thrust.

Fiona cried out—loud, broken—her whole body jolting as he filled her again.
He groaned into her shoulder, already lost.

“Fuck—Fi—oh fuck—”

I moved in front of her, brushing her jaw with my thumb.
“Kiss me,” I told her.

She did—breathless, frantic, melting into my mouth while Liam pounded into her from behind, her body rocking forward with the force.

Her kiss broke into sharp moans against my lips each time he drove deeper.

“Ethan—god—he—he’s—oh—”

“I know,” I murmured, kissing her harder. “Feel him. Let him take you.”

Liam’s rhythm sharpened—thrusts deep, urgent, almost ragged—and I felt the moment he got close. His breathing hitched, his hands tightened on her hips, his pace stumbled.

He was right there.

“Ethan—” he gasped, voice breaking, “I—I can’t—I’m gonna—”

I reached back, gripping Fiona’s hips with him, holding her open for his final strokes.

“Come in her,” I growled. “Do it.”

Fiona moaned so loudly it shook her whole body.

Liam slammed into her once—twice—then buried himself as deeply as he could, his entire body trembling as he spilled into her with a strangled groan.

Fiona collapsed onto her elbows, shaking, panting, feeling every pulse of him inside her.

I held her through it.
I watched her feel him.
Watched him lose himself in her.

And the moment he finished—still gasping—Fiona whimpered.

“Ethan—please—I need you—I need to come on you—please—”

Her voice was wrecked.
Destroying me.

I pulled Liam gently away from her, lowering him back onto the mattress. He fell onto his back, chest heaving, watching us with stunned, dazed hunger.

Then I slid behind her.

Her thighs opened instantly for me.
Welcoming.
Needy.
Still dripping with Liam.

I gripped her hips, guiding her back.

She didn’t wait.
She pushed herself onto me—slow, deep, desperate.

“Oh—god—Ethan—”

Her body was unbelievably tight, still spasming from overstimulation and the force of Liam’s orgasm.
I groaned into her shoulder, losing myself for a moment in how perfect she felt.

“Look at me,” I commanded.

She lifted her head, eyes hazy, lips parted.

“You come on my cock,” I growled. “Right now.”

She shattered.

Her orgasm tore through her like lightning, her body collapsing against the sheets, her walls clenching so hard around me I nearly came instantly.
She sobbed my name, crying out with every thrust I drove into her.

“Ethan—Ethan—oh god—yes—yes—don’t stop—don’t—”

I didn’t.

I fucked her through it—hard, deep, claiming—her body milking me, pulling me to the edge with her.

Liam watched with wide, breathless eyes, still spread out behind her, sweat on his chest, his cock twitching helplessly as he saw me take her fully.

Fiona’s climax didn’t fade—
it rolled,
and rolled,
and rolled—
each wave tightening around me until I couldn’t hold back another second.

I grabbed her hips and thrust into her hard.

“Fi—I’m—”

She screamed my name as I came inside her, spilling deep, my body shaking with the force of it.

We stayed there—
all three of us—
breathing the same broken, shaking breaths.
Her body trembling between ours.
Her skin flushed and glowing.

Tomorrow she’d walk down the aisle.

But tonight?

Tonight she was filled by both of us.

And she’d never forget it.
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