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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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