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The soft hiss of the steam iron was the soundtrack to their Saturday morning. Patrick watched Daisy from their ensuite doorway, a slow, fond smile touching his lips. She was a study in concentration, her brow furrowed as she pressed the wrinkles from a slinky silver dress laid out on their bed. The morning light caught the subtle silver streaks in her dark hair, and the simple cotton robe she wore gaped open just enough to offer a teasing glimpse of the soft curve of her breast.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay,” she breathed. “Okay. For us.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Pull over,” she whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She dipped her head, her mouth closing over him one last time, her tongue working a merciless, perfect rhythm, and he knew he was a goner, teetering on the very edge, held there only by the sheer force of her will and the devastating promise of what was to come.

***
[image: ]


The liminal space of the interstate vanished, replaced by the manicured grounds of the country club. The lush green lawn was dotted with white chairs, chatter and the soft melody of a string quartet filling the air. Inside the car, the air was still thick with the scent of Daisy’s perfume and the lingering promise she had wrung from Patrick on the highway.

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

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

Daisy followed his look. And there he was.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That was all she needed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck me from behind, Nico. Now.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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