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The scent of Evelyn’s perfume, a warm blend of jasmine and vanilla, filled the steamy bathroom air. Mark leaned against the doorframe, watching her. A towel was wrapped around her as she meticulously applied her mascara in the mirror. Her focus was a beautiful, fierce thing.

“Almost ready, baby?” he asked, his voice a low rumble that cut through the hum of the exhaust fan.

She met his eyes in the reflection, a small smile touching her lips. “Almost. Could you grab my dress? The blue one.”

He moved into their bedroom, his fingers tracing the silk of her cocktail dress hanging on the closet door. He brought it to her, the fabric whispering against his skin. She dropped her towel, standing naked and unselfconscious before him, and his body responded instantly, a hard, familiar pull of want. He helped her into the dress, his knuckles accidentally—or not so accidentally—grazing the bare skin of her back as he zipped it. A faint tremor went through her.

“You’re going to be the most stunning woman there,” he murmured into her hair, breathing her in.

She turned, looping her arms around his neck. “Flatterer. You have to say that.”

“No,” he said, his voice dropping, losing its playful edge. “I fucking mean it, Evelyn. You’re a goddess. Every man in that room is going to be picturing you just like this. Underneath me. On top of me. Just... fucking you.”

Her smile widened, but a curious glint entered her eyes. “Is that so? And how does that make you feel, Mr. Evans? Knowing all those men will be looking at your wife?”

His heart hammered against his ribs. This was it. The opening he’d been both dreading and craving for months. He swallowed, his throat suddenly dry. “It makes me feel... powerful. And fucking terrified. And so turned on I can barely think straight.”

He took a step back, running a hand through his hair. The words were there, a tangled knot in his chest. He had to unravel them.

“Ev... I’ve got this... thing. A fantasy. It’s been eating at me.” He couldn't look at her, focusing instead on the pattern of the bathroom tiles. “I get so hard just thinking about it, but saying it out loud... fuck.”

She went still, her playful demeanor evaporating. She cupped his cheek, forcing his gaze to hers. “Mark. You can tell me anything. You know that. What is it?”

He took a deep, shaky breath. The confession tumbled out in a rushed, raw whisper. “I want to see you with another man. I want to watch someone else fuck my incredible wife. I want to see his hands on you, see the look on your face when he makes you feel good. A stranger. Someone who doesn’t know you, who just sees this unbelievably sexy woman and has to have her.” His voice was thick with a mix of shame and desperate desire. “I know it’s crazy. I know it’s a lot.”

Evelyn’s hand dropped from his face. She took a full step back, her spine straightening. The air between them cooled several degrees. “You want to... share me?” The words were flat, disbelieving. “Mark, is this... are you not happy? Is there something I’m not—?”

“No. God, no, Ev. It’s the opposite.” He moved to her, taking her hands in his. They felt cold. “What we have... it’s everything. This isn’t about lack. It’s about... abundance. You are the most fucking exciting thing in my life. The idea of seeing you through someone else’s eyes, of watching you take that pleasure... it would be like getting to fall in love with you all over again. Seeing the woman I married completely unleashed.”

He watched the emotions flicker across her face: confusion, a flicker of hurt, then a dawning, cautious curiosity. She pulled her hands away and walked into the bedroom, sinking onto the edge of the bed, the blue silk pooling around her.

“A stranger,” she repeated, testing the word. “You’d really want that? To just sit back and watch some... some random guy put his hands all over me? His mouth on me?” Her voice was a mix of revulsion and something else—something speculative.

“Yes,” he breathed, the word a prayer. He knelt before her, his hands on her knees. “I want to see his cock in your hand, Evelyn. I want to hear the sounds you make for him. I want to watch you take him in your perfect mouth and then I want to see him buried deep inside your pussy, fucking you in a way I can’t. And then I want to reclaim every single inch of you after he’s done.”

A vivid blush spread across her chest. She was staring at him, her lips slightly parted. He could see the pulse fluttering at the base of her throat. The initial shock was receding, replaced by a pensive stillness.

“You’ve thought about this a lot,” she stated quietly.

“Every fucking day.”

She was silent for a long moment, her gaze turning inward. He could almost hear the questions spinning in her head. What would it feel like? Could I even do it? Would it change us? The fear was still there, a tightness around her mouth, but it was now sharing space with a new, potent energy. intrigue.

“At the wedding tonight...” she began slowly, her eyes lifting to meet his. They were darker now, dilated. “You’ll be looking at men... wondering?”

A jolt of pure, undiluted anticipation shot through him. “Yes.”

She bit her lower lip, a nervous habit he adored. Then, a slow, tentative smile—nothing like her earlier one—touched her lips. It was curious, edged with a heat he hadn’t seen before.

“Okay,” she whispered.

His breath caught. “Okay?”

“Okay,” she repeated, her voice firmer. “I’m not promising anything. I’m... I’m terrified. And a little turned on, which is confusing as hell. But... I’ll look. We’ll... we’ll see what happens.”

***
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The low hum of conversation and the soft clinking of glasses wrapped around them like a warm blanket as they entered the wedding reception. Evelyn’s hand was a constant, warm pressure in Mark’s, her slender fingers laced tightly with his. He could feel the faint, quick rhythm of her pulse against his palm. She’s nervous, he thought, and the realization sent a fresh, hot jolt straight through him.

Everywhere they walked, eyes followed her. They trailed over the elegant sweep of her neck, the way the deep blue silk of her dress clung to her hips before cascading to the floor. Mark saw it all, each lingering glance from a stranger a tiny spark landing on the dry tinder of his fantasy. He leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, his voice a low rumble meant only for her. “Do you see it, Ev? The way that guy by the pillar hasn’t looked away from you since we walked in.”

Evelyn’s step faltered for a fraction of a second. She didn’t turn her head, but her gaze swept subtly to the left, a flicker of awareness in her deep brown eyes. A faint, becoming flush colored her cheeks. “I see it,” she murmured, her voice barely audible over the string quartet. Her grip on his hand tightened almost imperceptibly. “It’s... strange. And a little exciting.”

“Good,” Mark breathed, the single word loaded with promise and possession. “Let’s get a drink.”

They found a space at the sleek mahogany bar, the mirror behind it reflecting a hundred shimmering fragments of the party. Mark ordered a whiskey, neat, for himself and a glass of champagne for Evelyn. As the bartender poured, a man sidled up to the space beside Mark. He was tall, with an easy, confident posture and a smile that seemed to find its way easily to his face.

“Quite the crowd,” the man said, his voice a pleasant baritone. He nodded towards the dance floor. “I haven’t been to a wedding this packed since my cousin’s in Dublin. Took three days to recover.”

Mark turned, instantly assessing. The man was handsome, with dark hair and intelligent eyes that crinkled at the corners. He wore his suit like a second skin. This was no random guest. Mark felt a predatory alertness sharpen his senses. “It’s a good turnout,” Mark agreed, his tone friendly but measured. He felt Evelyn shift beside him, her attention piqued.

“Adrian,” the man said, extending a hand. “Bride’s errant brother. Just flew in from Singapore this morning. Still trying to remember what time zone I’m in.”

“Mark,” he replied, shaking the offered hand. The grip was firm, confident. “And this is my wife, Evelyn.”

Adrian’s gaze shifted to her, and it was like a physical touch. Mark watched, fascinated, as Adrian’s eyes did a slow, appreciative sweep from the elegant twist of Evelyn’s hair down to the delicate straps of her heels. It wasn’t lewd. It was... thorough.

“Evelyn,” Adrian said, and her name in his mouth sounded like something new and intimate. “A pleasure. That’s a stunning color on you.”

Evelyn’s breath seemed to catch for a moment before she found her voice. “Thank you. It’s nice to meet you. Singapore must be a world away from all this.” She gestured vaguely at the rustic barn venue.

“A different world entirely,” Adrian agreed, his eyes never leaving hers. “But far less interesting at the moment.” He flagged the bartender and ordered a scotch. “So, how do you know the happy couple?”

The conversation flowed easily, a polite dance of wedding small talk. But beneath the surface, the current was anything but polite. Mark watched Evelyn, every micro-expression a revelation. He saw the way her laughter at Adrian’s stories seemed just a touch too bright, the way her fingers traced the stem of her champagne flute, the subtle, unconscious shift of her body that angled her more toward Adrian than toward him.

Adrian was a master. He included Mark in the conversation, never making it a direct competition, but his attention was a laser focused on Evelyn. He complimented her intelligence when she made a witty remark, his gaze dropping to her lips when she took a sip of her drink.

Mark’s whiskey burned a path down his throat, the heat spreading through his chest, mingling with a fierce, almost unbearable arousal. He slid his hand to the small of Evelyn’s back, the silk cool under his palm. He felt the fine tremor that ran through her at his touch, a tremor that hadn’t been there before. She feels it too.

He leaned close, his mouth centimeters from her ear, his voice a dark, possessive whisper only she could hear. “He can’t stop looking at you, Evelyn. I see it. He’s picturing what’s under that dress. He’s wondering what you sound like when you come.”

A soft, fractured sound, almost a gasp, escaped her. Her eyes, wide and dark with a mixture of panic and raw hunger, shot to his. Her cheeks were flushed a deep, delicious pink.

Adrian, noticing the sudden, intense privacy of the moment, gave a small, knowing smile. “I should let you two enjoy your evening. Perhaps I’ll see you for a dance later, Evelyn?”

She nodded, seemingly unable to form words.

As Adrian melted back into the crowd, Mark turned Evelyn to face him fully. His hands cupped her hips, holding her there against the solid wood of the bar. The noise of the reception faded into a dull roar.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice low and thick.

Her eyelashes fluttered before her gaze met his. The curiosity was gone, replaced by a raw, unveiled need that made his knees weak.

“Tell me what you’re thinking right now,” he said, his thumb stroking a slow, deliberate circle on her hip bone through the silk. “Tell me exactly.”

Her voice was a husky whisper, a tone he’d never heard from her before. It was laced with a shocking, beautiful vulgarity. “I’m thinking about his hands,” she confessed, her words tumbling out in a rush. “I’m thinking about how different they would feel on me than yours. I’m thinking about you watching him put them on me. I’m so wet for that idea, Mark. I’m so fucking wet just from him saying my name.”

A groan tore from Mark’s throat. He wanted to fuck her right there against the bar, to claim her in front of everyone. “Jesus, Evelyn.”

“He wants me,” she continued, emboldened by his reaction, her eyes glittering. “You were right. I can feel it. And it makes me want to be so fucking bad for him. For you.”

Mark crushed his mouth to hers in a searing, possessive kiss, right there in the middle of everything. It was a promise and a branding. When he pulled back, they were both breathing raggedly. The world had narrowed to this single, charged point.

“Find him,” Mark growled, the words leaving him in a rush of pure, unfiltered desire. “Go find Adrian and ask him to dance.”

The command was a live wire straight to Evelyn’s core. A tremor, hot and liquid, moved through her. Mark’s eyes were dark pools of pure want, and she felt that look more intensely than any touch. This was really happening. She gave a shallow, shaky nod, her lips still tingling from his brutal kiss.

She turned, the silk of her dress whispering against her thighs like a secret. Her heels were soundless on the stone floor as she crossed the reception hall, a woman on a mission. The crowd seemed to blur around her, all color and noise fading until her vision narrowed on one man. Adrian leaned against a pillar near the terrace doors, a half-finished Scotch in his hand, watching the dancers with a detached, amused air.

He saw her coming. His intelligent eyes, which had crinkled with polite interest before, now sharpened with a different kind of focus. He straightened up, a slow, easy smile gracing his lips.

“Evelyn,” he said, his voice a low rumble that cut through the music. “Decided to rescue me from my own company?”

“I was hoping you might rescue me from the sidelines,” she said, the line feeling both practiced and utterly foreign on her tongue. Her heart was a frantic drum against her ribs. “Would you like to dance?”

He didn’t answer with words. He simply set his glass down on a passing server’s tray and offered her his arm. The formality of it, the old-world gallantry, sent another shocking thrill through her. His hand settled on the small of her back as he guided her onto the dance floor, the heat of his palm branding her through the thin silk. It was so different from Mark’s possessive grip. This was an invitation.

The band slid into a slower song, a sultry jazz number. Adrian pulled her close, one hand holding hers, the other firmly on her back. He led with an effortless confidence that made following him instinctual. Their bodies aligned, and she was acutely aware of the solid wall of his chest, the lean strength of his frame against her softer curves.

“Your husband is a very lucky man,” Adrian murmured, his mouth close to her ear. His breath was warm, scented faintly of peat and smoke.

The mention of Mark, of the reality of the situation, made her dizzy. She could feel Mark’s gaze on them from across the room, a physical pressure. It emboldened her.

“He’s watching us right now,” she whispered back, her voice husky.

Adrian’s smile widened. “I know.”

He spun her slowly, the motion pulling her tighter against him. She felt the hard line of his arousal press against her stomach, and a jolt of pure, undiluted lust made her knees weak. Oh god.

“He has a fantasy,” she breathed out, the confession torn from her. She had to say it now, before courage failed her. “A... specific one.”

Adrian’s eyes glinted with mischief and understanding. “Does he now?” He dipped his head, his lips a hair’s breadth from her neck. “And do you share this fantasy, Evelyn?”

The way he said her name, like it was a delicious secret, unraveled her. “I’m... exploring it,” she managed. “With him. He wants to watch. He wants to see me... with someone else.”

Adrian’s hand slid a fraction lower on her back, his fingertips brushing the top of her ass. The silk of her dress might as well have been nonexistent. Her body arched into the touch of its own volition.

“A man of discerning taste,” Adrian said, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “And are you merely an observer in this fantasy? Or an active, eager participant?”

The question was a key turning in a lock deep inside her. “I want to be the participant,” she heard herself say, the words shocking and true. “For him. For me.”

He stopped dancing then, right in the middle of the floor, and cupped her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze. The noise of the wedding faded into a distant hum. “I have a suite upstairs. A rather grand, private room in the old part of the castle. No one will disturb us.” His thumb stroked her jawline. “The question is, does this fantasy of his include a change of venue?”

Evelyn’s mouth went dry. She looked over Adrian’s shoulder, finding Mark instantly. He was leaning against the bar, his knuckles white around his drink, his entire body rigid with anticipation. Their eyes met across the crowded room. She saw the raw, desperate hope in his expression, the hunger that mirrored her own. She gave him one slow, unmistakable nod.

Mark’s reaction was instantaneous. A sharp, relieved exhale. A flash of a predatory grin. He pushed off the bar and began making his way toward them.

Evelyn turned back to Adrian, a new, intoxicating power surging through her veins. “It does now.”

Adrian’s smile was brilliant. “Excellent.” He kept his arm around her, his hold possessive and thrilling, as he led her off the dance floor. Mark fell into step beside them, his shoulder brushing against Evelyn’s. The three of them moved through the throng of guests, a silent, electric procession.

They slipped out a side door into a quieter, stone-lined corridor lit by flickering sconces. The ancient air was cool against Evelyn’s flushed skin. Adrian led them up a winding staircase, the only sound their footsteps and her own ragged breathing.

At a heavy oak door, Adrian produced a key. The lock turned with a weighty, final clunk. He pushed the door open to reveal a vast suite dominated by a colossal four-poster bed, its curtains tied back with velvet ropes. Moonlight streamed through a large leaded-glass window, painting silver stripes across the dark hardwood floor.

Adrian stepped inside and turned to face them, his expression a mixture of challenge and promise. He looked from Evelyn to Mark and back again.

“The stage is set,” he said, his voice echoing softly in the spacious room. “How would you like the play to begin?”

The heavy door clicked shut behind them, sealing the trio in the silent, moon-washed suite. The air, thick with anticipation and the faint scent of old wood and clean linen, felt charged, like the moment before a summer storm. Adrian’s gaze held Evelyn’s, a silent question lingering from his last words. Mark answered for them both.

“Show us,” Mark said, his voice a low rumble from where he stood near the door. He leaned against the wall, one hand already shoved in his pocket, the outline of his erection a stark testament to his arousal. “Show me how you want to touch my wife.”

Adrian’s smile was a quick, sharp thing. He turned his full attention to Evelyn, and the space between them seemed to shrink. He didn’t grab her. He simply reached out, his fingers finding the delicate zipper at the back of her blue dress. The sound of it parting was deafening in the quiet room, a slow, metallic sigh.

Evelyn’s breathing shallowed. Her eyes flickered to Mark, finding his intense gaze fixed on her, his expression a complex map of desire and possession. Seeing him watch, seeing the raw need on his face, sent a fresh, liquid heat spiraling through her. This was for him. This terrifying, exhilarating thing was for him.

The fabric whispered over her shoulders, slipping down her arms. Adrian’s knuckles brushed her spine, a deliberate, warm touch that made her muscles contract. He pushed the dress over her hips, and it pooled at her feet on the dark hardwood, a puddle of midnight sky. She stood before them in just a lace bra and matching panties, the cool air raising goosebumps on her exposed skin. She felt utterly displayed, a secret unveiled.

“Fuck, Evelyn,” Mark breathed from his corner, his voice thick. “You are a fucking vision.”

Adrian’s eyes drank her in, a slow, appreciative journey from her high heels to the flushed skin of her face. “He’s not wrong,” he murmured, his voice intimate, for her alone. He closed the small distance between them. His hands came up to cradle her face, his thumbs stroking her jawline. He tilted her head up and his mouth found hers.

This kiss was different from their dance floor tease. It was deep, claiming, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a confident rhythm that made her knees feel unsteady. She kissed him back, a moan catching in her throat, her hands coming up to rest on his chest. The wool of his suit jacket was rough under her palms, a contrast to the heat of his body beneath.

He broke the kiss, his lips trailing a line of fire down her neck, to the sensitive hollow of her throat. His hands moved to the clasp of her bra. With a practiced flick, it came undone. He peeled the lace away, and her breasts spilled into his waiting hands. He held their weight for a moment, his thumbs circling her nipples, which were already drawn into tight, aching peaks.

“So perfect,” he whispered against her skin before his mouth closed over one nipple.

Evelyn cried out, a sharp, involuntary sound. His tongue was hot and wet, laving her, circling the taut bud before he suckled deeply, drawing a thread of pure, electric pleasure straight to her core. His other hand played with her free breast, pinching and rolling the nipple until she was panting, her head falling back. She could feel the slickness gathering between her legs, her panties soaking through.

He worshiped her breasts, moving from one to the other, kissing, sucking, nipping with just the right edge of teeth until she was writhing against him. Then his mouth began a slow descent. He kissed a wet path down her quivering stomach, his fingers hooking into the sides of her panties. He knelt before her, pulling the delicate lace down her thighs, past her knees, letting them fall to join her dress.

She was naked now, utterly exposed under the gaze of two men. One she loved, one a stranger. The combination was a potent, dizzying drug. Adrian’s hands gripped her hips, steadying her. His hot breath fanned the neat, dark triangle of curls between her legs. The smell of her own arousal, musky and sweet, filled the small space.

“Open for me, Evelyn,” he commanded, his voice husky.

Her legs trembled, but she obeyed, shifting her feet apart. The moment she did, his mouth was on her.

It wasn't a tentative exploration. It was a carnal, dedicated feast. He buried his face in her, his tongue flattening against her entire slit in one long, slow, devastating lick. Evelyn gasped, her hands flying to his shoulders for balance. “Oh, god...”

He held her firmly in place, his grip possessive on her hips. His tongue found her clit and zeroed in with unerring accuracy, circling the hypersensitive nub with a relentless, flicking pressure that made her see stars. She was moaning openly now, a continuous, breathy stream of sound. Every nerve ending was on fire, focused entirely on what his mouth was doing to her.

Just when she thought she might scream from the intensity, he pushed two fingers inside her.

They slid in easily, met with no resistance, only her slick, tight heat. “Fuck, you’re wet,” he groaned against her, the vibration shooting through her. He began to finger her with deep, curling thrusts, a perfect counterpoint to the maddening circles his tongue was tracing on her clit. He was mapping her interior, seeking, finding that spongy spot inside her that made her jolt.

“There...” she begged, her voice cracking. “Right there, please...”

He pressed against that spot, his fingers working her with a steady, penetrating rhythm while his tongue lashed her clit. The dual assault was overwhelming, pushing her higher and higher. The coil of pleasure in her belly tightened, a spring wound to its breaking point. She was babbling, a mix of her husband’s name and this stranger’s, lost in a sea of sensation.

From his corner, Mark watched, his hand now openly stroking his hard length through his trousers. His wife, his beautiful, elegant Evelyn, was being unraveled by another man’s mouth, and it was the most fucking erotic thing he had ever witnessed. Her pleasure was his pleasure, amplified, reflected back at him a thousand times.

“You like watching her get eaten out, Mark?” Adrian asked, his voice muffled against Evelyn’s flesh but clear in the silent room. He didn’t stop his expert ministrations for a second. “You like seeing how fucking good I can make your wife come?”

The silence in the suite was a living thing, thick with the scent of their sweat and excitement. Adrian’s smile was a slow, wicked curve as his fingers went to his own clothes. His gaze never left Evelyn, even as he shrugged out of his suit jacket, letting it fall to the plush carpet with a soft thud. His tie followed, then the buttons of his dress shirt were dealt with one by one, revealing a torso sculpted from tension and sun-kissed skin.

Mark watched, his own hand stilling on his hard length, his breath a shallow rasp in his throat. He was a spectator in his own dream, and the main event was just beginning.

Adrian’s trousers and briefs were pushed down his lean hips in one fluid motion, and he kicked them aside. And then he was just... there. Naked. And the sight of him, fully erect, made the air simply vanish from Evelyn’s lungs.

Oh, god. The thought was a silent scream in her mind. He was so much more than she had anticipated. His cock was a thick, heavy length of flesh, jutting out from a thatch of dark hair, the head flushed a deep, ruddy color and already glistening. It looked intimidating. It looked fucking incredible.

Adrian saw the flash of apprehension in her wide eyes. He took his rigid length in his hand, giving himself a slow, possessive stroke. “Don’t worry, Evelyn,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her. “I’ll take my time. I’ll make every fucking inch feel like heaven for you.”

He moved toward the bed, a predator with a graceful, intentional gait. His hands found her hips, his palms warm and sure against her skin. “On your hands and knees, beautiful. I want to see all of you. I want him to see all of you.”

A tremor went through her, but it was laced with a desperate, coiling need. She complied, shifting her weight, the silk of the duvet cool against her knees and palms. She arched her back, presenting herself to him, and turned her head to look directly at her husband.

Mark’s intense gaze was locked on her. His lips were parted, his chest rising and falling rapidly. He gave her a single, sharp nod, his expression a turbulent storm of encouragement, lust, and raw ownership.

Adrian positioned himself behind her, the broad head of his cock nudging against her slick, heated entrance. He paused, letting the sensation build, letting her feel the immense pressure of what was to come. Evelyn’s eyes fluttered shut for a second, a soft gasp escaping her.

“Look at him,” Adrian commanded softly, his hands gripping her hips. “Look at your husband while I fill you up.”

Her eyes snapped open, finding Mark’s again. In that shared gaze was their entire marriage, their love, their trust, and this terrifying, exhilarating new frontier they were crossing together.

Then Adrian pushed forward.

It was a slow, inexorable invasion. A stretch that was so intense, so complete, it blurred the line between pleasure and a sweet, breathtaking pain. Evelyn’s mouth fell open in a soundless cry, her body instinctively trying to adjust to his overwhelming girth. He was so fucking big, stretching her, filling her in a way that was entirely new.

“Fuck, Evelyn,” Adrian groaned, his voice strained as he buried himself to the hilt inside her. “You feel... fucking perfect. So tight and hot around me.”

He began to move, a slow, deep withdrawal followed by a steady, pushing thrust. Each motion was a shockwave through her system. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, was obscenely loud in the quiet room. Evelyn could feel every ridge, every vein of him as he moved within her, a relentless, thrilling friction that was already coiling a spring of pleasure deep in her belly.

Mark’s voice cut through the haze, rough with need. “Harder. Fuck her harder, Adrian. She can take it.”

Adrian needed no further encouragement. His rhythm changed, becoming more powerful, more urgent. His thrusts lost their measured pace, turning into a frantic, pounding drive. He fucked her with a single-minded intensity, his grip on her hips tightening, surely leaving marks.

The force of it drove Evelyn forward with each impact. She braced herself, her arms trembling, her back arched deeply. A broken moan was torn from her throat with every powerful surge of his body into hers. Her vision started to blur at the edges, the world narrowing to the feeling of this magnificent stranger ruthlessly claiming her body and the sight of her husband’s enraptured face, watching it all.

“Yes,” Mark hissed, his hand moving on himself in time with Adrian’s thrusts. “Just like that. Look at her take it. Look how fucking beautiful she is.”

Adrian leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back, his mouth close to her ear. His thrusts became shorter, harder, hitting a spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids. “You like that, don’t you?” he growled, his breath hot on her neck. “You like me fucking you deep while your husband watches? You like being our dirty secret, our perfect little fantasy?”

Evelyn could only nod, a strangled “Yes!” finally breaking free from her lips.

“Tell him,” Adrian demanded, punctuating each word with a brutal, perfect thrust. “Tell your husband how good my cock feels inside you.”

She forced her eyes open, locking onto Mark’s darkened, desperate gaze. Her voice was a ragged, wanton thing she barely recognized. “Mark... oh god, Mark... he’s so deep. He’s fucking me so hard. It feels... it feels unbelievable.”

A low, guttural sound of approval came from Adrian. “Now tell me,” he ordered, his pace becoming absolutely frantic, a relentless piston driving her toward the edge. “Tell me who you belong to.”

Evelyn cried out, the dual sensations of physical domination and psychological unraveling pushing her to her absolute limit. “I... I belong to Mark! But right now... right now, I’m all yours. Fuck me.”

Adrian’s withdrawal was a sudden, shocking emptiness that made Evelyn gasp. The cool air of the suite kissed her sweat-slicked skin, a stark contrast to the heat he’d just vacated. Before she could process the loss, his hands were on her hips, turning her with an effortless strength that left her dizzy. Her back met his chest for a fleeting moment, his breath hot on her neck, before he guided her down onto the bed.

He lay back against the pillows, a king settling onto his throne. The look he gave her was pure, unadulterated command. “My turn to watch,” he murmured, his voice a low thrum that vibrated through her. His hands settled on her thighs, his thumbs drawing slow, possessive circles on her inner skin. “Climb on, Evelyn. Ride me. Let your husband see what you look like taking your pleasure.”

Her eyes shot to Mark, who stood frozen by the window, his own need forgotten in his hand, his entire being focused on her. His expression was one of raw, undiluted hunger. He gave her a slow, deliberate nod, his lips forming a single, silent word. Yes.

A fresh wave of desire, potent and heady, washed over her. This was for him. This dizzying, terrifying, exhilarating act was all for the man she loved. She turned back to Adrian, to the powerful body waiting for hers. She placed her hands on his solid chest for balance, the crisp hair tickling her palms. She lifted herself up, the muscles in her thighs trembling with anticipation and exertion.

She positioned herself above him, the broad, swollen head of his cock a brand against her wetness. She hesitated for a single heartbeat, her gaze locking with his. His eyes were dark pools of promise, urging her on. With a slow, deliberate exhale, she sank down.

It was a stretch, a glorious, filling invasion that stole the air from her lungs. A choked cry escaped her as she took him all the way to the hilt, her body stretching to accommodate his girth. She was so incredibly full, every inch of her occupied by him. She ground down, a slow, circular motion that made them both groan.

“That’s it,” Adrian encouraged, his hands moving to her hips, his grip firm. “Now fuck me, Evelyn. Show him how beautiful you are.”

She began to move, a tentative rock at first, then gaining confidence. She rose up, feeling him almost slip free before driving herself back down, taking him deep. A moan was ripped from her throat. Her head fell back, her long hair brushing the small of her back. The rhythm took hold of her, becoming less of a conscious action and more of a primal instinct.

“Look at you,” Mark’s voice was ragged from across the room, thick with awe. “God, Evelyn, your tits... the way they bounce...”

His words were a catalyst. She arched her back, thrusting her chest forward, making her breasts sway and jounce with every frantic rise and fall. The sight of Mark’s captivated stare, his hand now stroking himself in time with her rhythm, sent a new jolt of electricity through her. She was putting on a show, and her most cherished audience was enthralled.

Adrian’s hands tightened on her, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her ass. He began to meet her downward thrusts, driving up into her with jarring force. “Harder,” he grunted, his composure beginning to fray. “Fuck me harder, you gorgeous bitch.”

She obeyed, slamming herself onto him, the sound of their bodies meeting a wet, rhythmic slap that echoed in the quiet room. The coil of pleasure in her belly wound tighter, a screaming tension begging for release. She looked down at Adrian, at the stark need written on his handsome face, and felt a surge of power. This sophisticated, worldly man was coming undone beneath her.

“You like this, don’t you?” she panted, her voice husky and unlike her own. “You like watching me fall apart on your cock while my husband watches.”

A wicked grin spread across his lips. “I love it. I love how fucking tight you are. I love the way your cunt sucks me back in every time you come down. Now tell him. Tell him what you’re feeling.”

She turned her head, her movements never ceasing, her body a piston driving them both toward the edge. Her eyes found Mark’s. “He’s so thick, Mark. I can feel every... fucking... inch. I can feel him stretching me open. I’m going to come. I’m going to come all over his cock while you watch.”

Mark’s groan was a sound of pure agony and ecstasy. “Do it. Come for him, baby. Let me see it.”

Adrian’s control shattered. With a growl, he sat up abruptly, wrapping one powerful arm around her waist to hold her flush against him, his other hand tangling in her hair. The new angle was devastating, driving him impossibly deeper. His mouth found her neck, his teeth grazing her skin as he pistoned into her from below.

“Come on, Evelyn,” he snarled against her throat, his voice raspy with effort. “Come for us.”

The command, the sensation, the overwhelming visual of Mark’s enraptured face was too much. The coil snapped. A scream was torn from her as her orgasm detonated, a cataclysm of pleasure that shattered her senses. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length in violent, rhythmic pulses. Her vision whited out, her body convulsing in his iron grip.

Through the hazy, fucking bliss, she felt Adrian’s own release. He buried himself to the root inside her with a final, brutal thrust, his shout muffled against her skin. His hot release flooded her, a pulsing jet that seemed to go on forever, syncing with the last waves of her own climax.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged, overlapping breaths. Evelyn went limp against him, her head resting on his shoulder, utterly spent. Adrian held her there, his grip still firm, his own body shuddering with aftershocks. Slowly, he lowered them both back onto the mattress, his softening cock still nestled inside her.

Her bleary eyes opened, immediately seeking out Mark. He was still standing, but now his hand was moving over himself with a frantic, desperate speed, his eyes glued to where she and Adrian were joined.

“Mark...” she whispered, her voice wrecked.

His response was a strained, desperate plea. “Don’t move. Just... stay right there. Let me see.”

Adrian’s voice was low, a command wrapped in velvet. “Look at him, Evelyn. Then look at me.”

Her head, still spinning and heavy with pleasure, turned from Mark’s fevered gaze to Adrian’s calm, intense one. He was still inside her, a warm, thick presence beginning to soften.

“Now,” he said, his hands finding her hips and gently lifting her off of him. The sudden emptiness was a shock, a cool rush of air where there had been only heat. A slick, wet sound accompanied his exit. He guided her onto her knees beside the bed, the plush carpet rough against her skin.

He stood before her, his cock glistening in the low light, slick with her. “Clean it,” he instructed, his tone leaving no room for debate. His eyes never wavered from Mark’s. “I want him to watch you taste yourself on me.”

A fresh wave of heat, different from the one that had just consumed her, washed over Evelyn. This was a deeper humiliation, a more profound surrender. Her eyes flicked to Mark. His hand had stilled on himself, his chest heaving. The look on his face wasn’t jealousy; it was pure, unadulterated rapture. He gave her a single, almost imperceptible nod. Do it.

That was all the permission she needed.

She leaned forward, her long hair falling like a curtain around them. The scent was musky, intimate, a potent mix of him and her. Her tongue, tentative at first, darted out to taste. The flavor was electric, salty and uniquely their own. A soft, involuntary sound vibrated in her throat.

“That’s it,” Adrian murmured, his fingers tangling gently in her hair, not forcing, but guiding. “Take your time. Show him how good we taste together.”

Encouraged, she opened her mouth wider, taking the head of his cock between her lips. She swirled her tongue, licking away the evidence of their union, her actions methodical and thorough. The act was submissive, yet it filled her with a strange, powerful sense of control. She was performing for her husband, giving him this exact fantasy, and the knowledge made her mouth work with a wicked enthusiasm. She took him deeper, her cheeks hollowing as she suckled him clean, the softened length of him a comforting weight on her tongue.

Adrian’s breath shuddered. “Fuck, Evelyn. Your mouth is incredible.” His hips gave a gentle, shallow thrust, and she accepted it, her eyes closing as she focused on the task, on the taste, on the ragged sound of Mark’s breathing from across the room.

When she finally pulled away, her lips swollen and damp, Adrian was clean. He smoothed her hair back from her face, his thumb stroking her cheek with a surprising tenderness. He leaned down, kissing her forehead. “Thank you,” he said, his voice quiet, meant only for her. Then, with a final, smoldering glance at Mark, he collected his clothes. He dressed with a swift, efficient grace and left without another word, closing the suite door behind him with a soft, definitive click.

Silence descended, thick and heavy. The only proof he’d been there at all was the aching emptiness between Evelyn’s legs and the taste of him still on her lips. She remained on her knees, looking at her husband.

Mark finally moved, crossing the room in three long strides. He didn’t speak. He simply dropped to his knees in front of her, his hands cradling her face, and kissed her. It was a desperate, hungry kiss, his tongue plunging into her mouth, tasting what Adrian had left behind. A raw, guttural sound ripped from his chest.

“Tell me,” he demanded against her mouth, his voice rough with need. “Tell me what you’re feeling. Right now.”

“I feel... exposed,” she breathed, her words muffled against his lips. “Owned. I feel you watching me still, Mark. It’s like your eyes are on my skin.” Her hands came up to clutch his shoulders, her nails digging into his shirt. “I’ve never been so fucking wet in my entire life. It’s all for you. That was all for you.”

His kiss turned brutal, possessive. He broke away, his intense eyes burning into hers. “I’ve never been so hard. Watching you take him, hearing you... fuck, Evelyn. I’m going to fucking wreck you.”

He pushed her back onto the bed, his body covering hers. There was no preamble, no gentle caresses. He fumbled with his pants, freeing his cock, and then he was driving into her in one single, devastating thrust. She cried out, her back arching off the floor. He filled the emptiness Adrian had left, but it was different. This was familiar, this was Mark, and the sensation was so intense it bordered on pain.

“Is this what you want?” he growled, his hips pistoning against her. “Your husband’s cock, right after his?”

“Yes! God, yes!” she screamed, her legs wrapping around his waist, locking him to her. “It’s all I want! It’s all I ever fucking want!”

He shifted, pulling her legs up, hooking them over his arms, opening her up even more. The new angle was obscene, perfect. Each thrust rubbed directly against that sensitive, overspent spot inside her, and a new orgasm, shocking in its speed and ferocity, began to coil tightly in her belly.

“I saw everything,” he panted, his rhythm relentless. “I saw the way your face looked when he came inside you. I saw you lick his fucking cock. And it was the hottest thing I have ever seen. You are mine, Evelyn. That just proved it.”

“I’m yours!” she sobbed, her body beginning to shake uncontrollably beneath him. “I’m yours, Mark! Fuck me! Fuck me like you own me!”

“I do own you,” he grunted, his pace becoming erratic, frantic. “Every fucking scream. Every fucking moan. It’s all for me.”

His words were the final trigger. Her climax detonated, a silent, seismic shock that ripped through her, her mouth open in a soundless cry. Her internal muscles clamped down on him, milking him, pulling his own release from him. He shouted her name, a raw, broken sound, as he plunged deep, spilling himself inside her with a series of ragged, gut-wrenching thrusts.

He collapsed on top of her, his full weight pressing her into the carpet. They lay there for a long time, a tangled, sweaty mess, their hearts hammering against each other’s chests. The scent of sex was everywhere.

His voice was a hoarse whisper in her ear. “Talk to me. Really talk to me. What’s in your head right now?”

Evelyn took a shuddering breath, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his damp back. “I thought... I thought I’d feel jealous. Or that you would. I thought it would feel wrong.” She paused, choosing her words carefully. “But it didn’t. It felt... like you gave me a gift. And I gave you one back.”

He lifted his head, looking down at her, his expression raw and open. “A gift?”

“Yeah,” she whispered, a slow smile touching her lips. “You trusted me enough to share me. And I...” her smile turned wicked, “I gave you one hell of a show, didn’t I?”

Mark’s laugh was a low rumble. “You have no fucking idea.” He brushed a strand of hair from her forehead. “And him? Adrian?”

Evelyn’s smile faded into something more thoughtful. “He was... the perfect instrument. But he was just that. An instrument.” She tightened her legs around him. “This... you... this is the music.”

Mark's chest tightened at her words, a fierce swell of possession and love threatening to overwhelm him. He pressed his forehead against hers, breathing in the scent of her sweat, her perfume, and the lingering musk of what they'd all done together. The combination should have bothered him. Instead, it made his spent cock twitch with renewed interest.
"The music," he repeated, his voice rough with emotion. "Christ, Evelyn. I love you so fucking much it scares me sometimes."
She reached up, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw. "I know. I feel it too." Her touch was gentle, a stark contrast to the raw intensity of the last hour. "Are we... are we going to be okay? After this?"
The question hung between them, vulnerable and necessary. Mark studied her face in the moonlight streaming through the leaded windows. Her lips were swollen from kisses, her hair a wild tangle around her face. She looked thoroughly debauched and absolutely beautiful. More than that, she looked like his wife. His partner. The woman who'd just trusted him with her most intimate self.
"We're going to be better than okay," he said, meaning every word. "We're going to be fucking incredible."
He rolled off her, immediately missing the warmth of her body against his. The carpet was rough against his back as he pulled her against his side. She curled into him, her head finding that perfect spot on his shoulder where it always fit.
"We should probably get back to the reception," she murmured, though she made no move to get up. "People will notice we're gone."
Mark's laugh was low and satisfied. "Let them notice. Let them wonder what we've been doing." His hand traced lazy circles on her bare shoulder. "Though we should probably fix your hair. You look like you've been thoroughly fucked."
"I have been thoroughly fucked," she said, and there was something new in her voice. A confidence, a boldness that hadn't been there before. "Twice."
The word sent another jolt through him. He was already thinking about later, about getting her home, about reclaiming every inch of her body. About making her tell him, in excruciating detail, exactly how Adrian had felt inside her.
"Come on," he said, sitting up and reaching for his clothes. "Let's go dance. I want to hold my wife in front of everyone and know what we just did."
Evelyn stretched like a cat, unselfconscious in her nakedness. "Will you be able to handle it? Dancing with me, knowing..."
"Knowing another man's come is still inside you?" The words came out rougher than he'd intended, loaded with a dark satisfaction. "Knowing you can still taste him on your lips?"
Her eyes flashed with heat. "Yes. Exactly that."
Mark leaned down, capturing her mouth in a bruising kiss. When he pulled back, they were both breathing hard again.
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