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The morning sun streamed through the bay window, catching dust motes dancing in the air like flecks of gold. Connor watched Jasmine from the doorway, a familiar, comfortable warmth spreading through his chest. She stood before the full-length mirror, a vision in silk and anticipation, carefully adjusting the delicate strap of her bridesmaid dress. The deep emerald fabric hugged her curves, a stunning contrast against her sun-kissed skin.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I know it is.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His mouth crashed down on hers.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He thrust forward.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then he began to move. Hard.

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

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

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

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

“Connor... I’m gonna...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Don’t,” she whispered. “Not yet.”

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

The soft, sated sound that escaped Jasmine’s lips was a language all its own, a wordless testament to the aftershocks still coursing through her. Connor remained still inside her, a heavy, perfect fullness that anchored her to the moment, to him. Don’t. Not yet. Her weak protest had been heeded, and his low chuckle of agreement was a sensation as much as a sound, a warm vibration that traveled from where their bodies were fused straight to the very center of her being.

––––––––
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They stayed like that in the golden afternoon light, still joined, Connor's arms wrapped protectively around her trembling form. The distant sounds of the reception filtered through the walls—laughter, clinking glasses, the faint thrum of music—but it all felt like another world entirely. Jasmine's breathing gradually steadied, though her heart still hammered against her ribs with the aftershocks of what they'd just shared.
Connor's lips found the curve of her shoulder, pressing soft kisses to her damp skin. She could feel him beginning to soften inside her, but neither of them moved to break the connection. His hands traced lazy patterns along her waist, reverent and claiming all at once.
"We should probably get back," she whispered, though her voice lacked any real conviction. The thought of rejoining the wedding party, of making small talk and pretending nothing had changed, felt impossible. Everything had changed. She felt it in the way Connor held her, in the new weight of his gaze, in the delicious ache between her thighs that would remind her of this moment for hours to come.
"In a minute," he murmured against her neck. His voice carried a possessive edge that made her shiver. "Let me just... hold you like this a little longer."
She closed her eyes and leaned back into his warmth, savoring the feeling of being completely his even as the evidence of another man's touch still lingered on her skin. It was intoxicating, this new dynamic between them, this raw honesty about their deepest desires. She had crossed a line she'd never imagined existed, and instead of guilt or regret, she felt only a profound sense of completion.
The emerald silk of her dress hung in ruins around her hips, and she knew she'd need to find some way to make herself presentable before they returned to the celebration. But for now, pressed against the door with Connor's solid presence at her back, she allowed herself to simply exist in the aftermath of their shared fantasy made real.
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