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The morning sun streamed through the bay window, catching the dust motes dancing in the air like tiny, frantic diamonds. In the warmth of their kitchen, Brandon watched Paige spin, the silk of her bridesmaid’s dress whispering against her thighs. She was a vision in deep emerald, the color making her hazel eyes sparkle.

“How do I look?” she asked, her voice a melody he’d never tired of.

“Like a fucking dream, Paige. A total fucking dream.” He crossed the tiled floor, his hands finding her waist, pulling her snug against his body. He buried his face in the crook of her neck, inhaling the scent of her shampoo and the faint, clean perfume she’d dabbed on her pulse points. Her body molded against his, a perfect, familiar fit. “I’m the luckiest bastard alive.”

She laughed, a low, warm sound that vibrated through his chest. “You’re just saying that because you hope this dress comes off later.”

“Damn right I am,” he murmured, his lips tracing a slow, possessive line along her collarbone. His heart began to hammer against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat for the confession poised on his tongue. This was it. The perfect, quiet moment before the chaos of the day.

He took a deep breath, his grip on her tightening almost imperceptibly. “Paige... there’s something I wanna talk about. Something I’ve been thinking about for a long time.”

She leaned back, her playful smile fading into a look of gentle concern. “Okay... you’re starting to scare me a little. You’re not dying, are you?”

“No, baby. No, nothing like that.” He forced a chuckle that sounded strained even to his own ears. He guided her to the kitchen island, his palms suddenly damp. “It’s about... a fantasy. My fantasy.”

Her eyebrows knitted together. “Okay...?” she prompted, her voice soft.

He looked down at their joined hands, at her delicate fingers intertwined with his. The words felt thick and clumsy in his mouth. “Today... at the wedding. All those people. That dress on you... God, Paige, you’re going to be the most stunning woman there. And I was thinking...” He swallowed, his throat dry. “I was thinking about what it would be like to... to watch you.”

“Watch me what? Give my speech?” she teased, but the tease didn’t reach her eyes. She was studying him, trying to decipher his meaning.

“No.” The word came out in a rush. “To watch you with someone else.”

The silence that followed was deafening. The gentle hum of the refrigerator suddenly seemed like a roar. Paige’s hand went still in his. She didn’t pull away, but she’d turned to stone.

“What are you saying, Brandon?” Her voice was quiet, measured, a stark contrast to the storm he could see gathering in her gaze.

“I’m saying...” He took another breath, plunging into the deep end. “The idea of seeing you desired by another man... a stranger... someone who sees you across the room and can’t think of anything but getting his hands on you... the idea of watching him touch you, watching you respond... fuck, Paige, it does something to me. Something intense.”

He watched the emotions play across her face: confusion, a flicker of hurt, then a dawning, bewildered shock. “You want to share me?” The question was a whisper, laced with disbelief. “Is this because you don’t want me anymore? Are you bored?”

“No.” His reply was immediate, fierce. He cupped her face, forcing her to look at him. “It’s because I want you so much. It’s because the thought of you, my wife, being so unbelievably sexy that you make some random guy lose his fucking mind... it would be the biggest turn-on of my life. It’s not about sharing. It’s about... celebrating you. Your power. It would be for us.”

Tears welled in her eyes, but they didn’t fall. “Brandon, I... I don’t know. What if I like it too much? What if it changes things? What if you change your mind and can’t stand the sight of me after?” Her fears tumbled out, raw and honest. “The idea of another man... his body on mine... it’s...”

“Tell me,” he urged, his voice low. “Tell me what you’re thinking.”

“It’s scary,” she admitted. “But... a part of me... a tiny, secret part... is also... curious.” She looked away, a blush creeping up her chest. “What would it feel like? To have a stranger’s hands on me? To have him look at me like I’m the only thing in the world he wants to fuck? To have you watching him want me?”

The air between them shifted, charged with a new, terrifying energy. Brandon’s own fear began to dissolve, replaced by a thrill so potent it made him lightheaded. She wasn’t saying no.

“Just... keep your eyes open today,” he said, his thumb stroking her cheek. “That’s all. No pressure. Just... see if anyone looks at you the way I’m looking at you right now. See how it makes you feel.”

Paige was silent for a long moment, her gaze distant, as if she was already picturing the crowded reception hall, feeling unknown eyes on her skin. The emerald silk felt different now—less like a bridesmaid’s uniform and more like a trap, a beacon.

She finally looked back at him, a new, unreadable glint in her honeyed eyes. A slow, tentative smile touched her lips. “Okay,” she breathed, the word barely audible. “Okay, Brandon. I’ll... I’ll see.”

***
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The string quartet had long since been replaced by a thumping bass line, the sacred quiet of the ceremony giving way to the raucous joy of the reception. Paige shifted on the velvet-covered chair, the emerald silk of her dress whispering against her thighs. Across the round table, a man she didn’t know was laughing at something the matron of honor said. But his friend, the one sitting directly opposite her, wasn’t laughing. He was just... looking.

Lucien. She’d caught his name during the rushed introductions over the salad course. He had dark hair, a strong jaw dusted with stubble, and eyes the color of a stormy sea that held hers with an unnerving, unwavering focus. It wasn’t a polite glance or a casual appreciation of her appearance. It was a stare, a raw, undiluted appraisal that felt like a physical touch. She felt it travel from the delicate straps of her dress over her shoulders, down the plunge of the neckline that hugged her breasts, and back up to her lips. A warm pulse stirred low in her body, a treacherous, unwelcome thrill that she tried to ignore by taking a sip of champagne. The bubbles tasted sharp, electric.

Under the shelter of the white linen tablecloth, Brandon’s broad palm settled on her bare thigh. His touch was familiar, a grounding weight, but the intent behind it was entirely new. His fingers weren’t resting; they were claiming, his thumb making slow, possessive circles on her skin. She could feel the heat of his hand through the thin silk, a brand that both soothed and excited her. He wasn’t looking at her. His intense gaze was fixed on Lucien, watching the man watch his wife.

He’s enjoying this, she realized with a jolt. The nervous man from their kitchen was gone, replaced by this predator, this voyeur, feeding off the electricity crackling between her and a perfect stranger.

“The speech was something else, wasn’t it?” Brandon’s voice was a low rumble, meant only for her, but the words were for the whole table. Casual. Normal.

“Mhm,” Paige managed, her voice a little tight. She forced a smile. “Very heartfelt.”

Lucien’s mouth quirked into a half-smile, as if he could hear the strain in her reply. He lifted his own glass, his eyes never leaving her. “To heartfelt intentions,” he said, his voice a deep baritone that vibrated across the table. He took a drink, his Adam’s apple moving in a slow, deliberate motion.

Brandon’s fingers pressed harder into her flesh. “To new experiences,” he countered, his tone light but laced with a challenge only the three of them could possibly understand.

The conversation at the table swirled around them—talk of honeymoon destinations, mutual friends, the quality of the wine—but Paige was trapped in a silent, dizzying triangle of desire. Every time she glanced at Lucien, she found him already looking, his stormy gaze stripping away the layers of wife, bridesmaid, responsible adult, until she felt like just a woman, desired and wanting. And every time she felt that want coil tighter in her belly, Brandon’s hand would shift on her thigh, his fingertips creeping higher, reminding her exactly who was orchestrating this delicious torture.

She felt a flush spread across her chest, knowing the pinkening skin was visible above her neckline. Lucien’s eyes dropped to it, and his smile widened a fraction. He knew. He knew the effect he was having, and he knew her husband was watching him have it.

During a particularly loud burst of laughter from another table, Brandon leaned into her, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. His breath was hot. “Do you see the way he’s looking at you, Paige? Like he wants to devour you right here on the dessert table.” His words were filthy, a stark contrast to his placid expression. “He’s imagining what you look like under all that silk. Fuck, I’m imagining it too.”

A shudder ran through her. She pressed her knees together under the table, a feeble attempt to quell the aching emptiness beginning to form there. “Brandon,” she whispered, a weak protest.

“Tell me,” he murmured, his voice a dark caress. “Tell me what you want.”

It was the directness of the question that shattered her last reservation. The fear, the concern from the morning—it melted away, burned up by the sheer intensity of the want she saw in a stranger’s eyes and felt in her husband’s touch. This wasn’t about betrayal. This was about more. This was Brandon giving her a gift, and her deciding, finally, to tear open the wrapping.

She turned her head, her lips so close to his she could taste the whiskey on his breath. Across the table, Lucien watched the intimate exchange, his own body leaned forward slightly, captivated.

“I want it,” she breathed into Brandon’s ear, the words tasting like freedom. “I want your fantasy. I want him to look at me like that all night. I want to feel his eyes on me while you touch me under this table.”

Brandon’s hand slid all the way up her inner thigh, his fingertips brushing against the damp silk of her panties. A soft, involuntary sound escaped her lips. Lucien’s eyes darkened, his gaze dropping to the tablecloth as if he could see exactly what was happening beneath it. He knew.

Brandon didn’t move his hand away. He kept it there, a bold, thrilling pressure against her most sensitive place. “Then go talk to him,” he said, his voice thick with an arousal that mirrored her own. “Go get us a drink. And Paige?” She looked at him, her hazel eyes wide and dark with need. “Let him look.”

Paige pushed her chair back, the sound echoing sharply in the hushed bubble of their table’s tension. Her legs felt unsteady. “I’m going to the bar,” she announced, her voice a thin thread of sound. “Anyone need a drink?”

Brandon simply nodded, his intense gaze fixed on her, a silent command and a blessing all at once. She turned, the emerald silk of her dress swirling around her knees, and began to weave through the tables. She didn’t need to look back to know he was following her; she felt the shift in the air, the weight of a new presence falling into step behind her. The scent of his cologne, something dark and smoky, washed over her.

She reached the polished mahogany bar, placing her clutch down with a hand that trembled just slightly. Breathe. Just breathe.

“Whiskey neat,” a smooth, masculine voice said beside her before she could order. Lucien leaned against the bar, his shoulder a mere inch from hers. “And for you?”

“Pinot Grigio,” she managed, her own voice feeling foreign.

The bartender moved away. The space between them hummed with a silent, potent energy. Lucien turned his body fully toward her, his stormy eyes sweeping over her face, down her neck, settling on the rapid pulse beating at the base of her throat.

“That’s quite a dress, Paige,” he said, his voice low enough that only she could hear it over the din of the reception.

“Thank you.” She willed herself to meet his gaze. The intensity there was staggering, a direct challenge. He knows. He absolutely knows.

“Your husband,” Lucien began, picking up his whiskey glass and swirling the amber liquid. “He’s a very lucky man. To have a woman who isn’t afraid to be looked at. To be desired.”

This was it. The moment to retreat or leap. The wine arrived, a cold lifeline in her hand. She took a fortifying sip, the crisp liquid doing nothing to cool the fire he’d stoked.

“It’s not... it’s not just about being looked at,” she whispered, her eyes darting back to their table, to Brandon, who was watching them with a look of pure, undiluted hunger. She looked back at Lucien. “It’s his fantasy. To see me... with someone else.”

Lucien didn’t flinch. He didn’t smile lewdly or pull away. He absorbed her words, his gaze flicking from her to Brandon and back again, understanding dawning in those storm-cloud eyes. He leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear. “And is it your fantasy, Paige?”

The directness of the question sent a jolt straight through her core. She felt a fresh, aching dampness bloom against the silk between her legs. Yes. Oh god, yes it is.

“I’m... curious,” she admitted, the word feeling inadequate for the riot of need inside her.

“Curiosity is a powerful thing,” he murmured, his lips so close they almost brushed her skin. He smelled of expensive whiskey and clean, male skin. “I find myself incredibly curious, too. About the taste of you. The sound you make when you come.”

Paige’s grip tightened on her glass. Her entire world had narrowed to this man’s voice, her husband’s watchful eyes, and the throbbing emptiness between her thighs that begged to be filled.

“There’s a room,” she heard herself say, the plan forming as the words left her mouth. “Down the hall from the conservatory. It’s unlocked. For the wedding party.” She glanced toward Brandon again, a silent question in her eyes. He gave a single, almost imperceptible nod. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She looked back at Lucien. “Will you... would you join us?”

A slow, devastating smile spread across his face. It wasn’t a leer; it was a promise of pure, unadulterated sin. “I thought you’d never ask.” He tilted his head toward Brandon. “Shall we?”

They moved as one unit, a trio bound by a single electric current of intent. Paige led the way, her heels silent on the plush carpet runner. She didn’t look back, but she could feel both of them behind her, Brandon’s protective presence and Lucien’s predatory one. She found the door, turned the brass knob, and slipped inside a small, dimly lit sitting room furnished with a velvet sofa and two armchairs.

The door clicked shut.

For a moment, the three of them stood in the quiet gloom, the only sound their mingled breathing. The fantasy was no longer an idea. It was a man, tall and dark and staring at her with a hunger that mirrored her husband’s.

Brandon moved first, crossing the room to her. He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. “You are so fucking beautiful,” he growled, his voice rough with want. “You have no idea what it does to me, seeing him look at you like he wants to devour you.” He crushed his mouth to hers in a searing, possessive kiss that tasted of promise and permission.

When he pulled back, Lucien was there. He didn’t ask. He simply reached out and traced the line of her collarbone exposed by the dress’s neckline. His touch was firm, sure. A shudder wracked her body.

“Turn around,” Lucien commanded, his voice a low rumble.

Paige obeyed, turning to face her husband while Lucien stood behind her. Brandon’s eyes were black with lust, watching over her shoulder. Lucien’s hands came up to gather her hair, sweeping it aside to expose the back of her neck. His mouth found the sensitive skin there, not a kiss, but a slow, open-mouthed drag of his lips and tongue that made her knees buckle.

“Hold her,” Lucien said to Brandon.

Brandon’s hands came to her hips, steadying her, his grip firm and grounding. Lucien’s fingers found the zipper of her dress. The sound of it sliding down was deafening in the quiet room. Cool air hit her spine as the dress loosened. He pushed the straps from her shoulders, and the emerald silk whispered down her body to pool at her feet in a shimmering heap.

She stood there in only her heels and a tiny pair of black lace panties, soaked through at the center. Brandon’s breath left him in a sharp hiss. “Fuck, Paige.”

Lucien’s hands slid around from behind, palming her breasts through the lace of her bra, his thumbs circling her nipples until they were hard, aching peaks. He bent his head, his mouth finding her ear. “You feel that, Paige? That’s your husband getting hard watching another man touch his wife. And you... you’re dripping for it, aren’t you?”

She could only moan in response, her head falling back against his shoulder. His hands left her breasts, sliding down her stomach, over the lace of her panties. He pressed the heel of his hand hard against her, and a broken cry tore from her throat.

“Tell him what you want, Paige,” Lucien murmured, his mouth trailing hot, wet kisses along her shoulder. “Tell your husband what you want me to do to you.”

She opened her eyes, locking onto Brandon’s burning gaze. Her voice was a raw, wanton thing she barely recognized. “I want him to fuck me, Brandon. I want to feel him inside me while you watch.”

Lucien’s low laugh vibrated against her neck, a sound of pure, predatory satisfaction. His hands left her body for a moment, and the sudden absence of his heat made her shiver. In one fluid, powerful motion, he turned her around and guided her backward, the backs of her knees hitting the plush arm of a deep velvet sofa. He pushed, and she fell into its engulfing softness with a soft gasp, the emerald silk of her dress pooling around her waist.

His eyes, dark and stormy with intent, held hers as he knelt on the floor. He gripped her thighs, his strong fingers pressing into her soft flesh, and pushed her legs apart, spreading her wide open for him. The humid air of the private room kissed her damp skin, and she was acutely aware of her own exposed vulnerability, of the soaked lace of her panties clinging to her.

“Look at you,” Lucien growled, his voice a rough caress. “So fucking ready. All for me. All for him.”

Paige’s head tipped back, her gaze instinctively searching for Brandon. He stood across the room, his broad frame tensed, his piercing eyes burning with a feverish intensity she’d never seen before. He didn’t move to join them. Instead, he slowly, deliberately, lowered himself into a high-backed chair, his movements almost reverent. He never broke eye contact with her as he unbuttoned his trousers, freeing his thick, rigid cock. His hand wrapped around himself, and he began to stroke, a slow, steady rhythm that made her breath catch in her throat. The visual of her husband, watching, pleasuring himself while another man prepared to devour her, sent a fresh, dizzying wave of lust crashing through her.

She couldn’t look away from Brandon’s hand moving on his length, but all her other senses were consumed by Lucien. He lowered his head, his dark hair brushing against the inside of her trembling thigh. His hot breath fanned through the lace, and she bucked her hips involuntarily, a silent, desperate plea.

“Please,” she whispered, the word tearing from her.

He answered by closing his mouth over her, fabric and all. The pressure was immense, the heat of his tongue a brand even through the lace. He worked her, his tongue a relentless, fucking pressure against her swollen clit, the wet silk grinding into her with every movement. The obscene, muffled sounds filled the quiet room, mingling with her sharp, needy cries and the soft, slick sound of Brandon’s hand working his cock.

Lucien’s fingers hooked into the sides of her panties. With a sharp tug, the delicate lace tore, the sound a violent punctuation in the tense air. He ripped the ruined garment away and tossed it aside, leaving her completely bare and exposed to his hungry gaze and to Brandon’s.

The cool air was a shock against her wetness for only a second before Lucien’s mouth was on her again, this time with nothing between them. His tongue, hot and agile, speared into her without warning, fucking into her entrance with a raw, primal urgency that stole the air from her lungs. Oh god. Her hands flew to his hair, not to push him away but to hold on, her fingers tangling in the dark strands as he feasted on her.

He alternated between deep, plunging strokes of his tongue and flat, broad licks that covered her entire sex. He was ruthless, expertly finding a rhythm that had her writhing on the velvet, her hips lifting off the couch to meet his mouth. Then his fingers joined the onslaught. Two thick fingers pressed against her entrance, sliding into her with an easy, devastating smoothness. She was so wet, so open for him, her body accepting the invasion with a grateful clench.

“So fucking wet for me, Paige,” he muttered against her slick flesh, his words vibrating through her. “Your husband is watching you take my fingers. He’s watching your pretty cunt suck them in.”

He curled his fingers inside her, finding a spot that made her vision whiten at the edges. A guttural moan, something deep and unrecognizable, ripped from her throat. His thumb found her clit, circling the hypersensitive nub with a perfect, maddening pressure while his fingers continued their relentless rhythm inside her.

Her eyes screwed shut, the pleasure a tight coil winding impossibly tight in her belly. The world narrowed to the feeling of his mouth, his fingers, and the knowledge that Brandon was watching it all, stroking himself to the sight of her unraveling.

“Open your eyes, Paige,” Brandon’s voice cut through the haze, rough with strain. “Look at me when you come.”

The command forced her eyelids to flutter open. She found his intense gaze locked on hers, his hand moving faster on his cock. The love and raw, unfiltered desire in his expression was the final trigger.

Lucien sucked her clit into his mouth, applying a firm, steady pressure while his fingers pumped into her, and the coil snapped. Her orgasm exploded through her, a convulsive, screaming wave of pleasure that arched her back off the sofa. Her cries echoed in the room, a raw soundtrack to her shaking, helpless release as Lucien licked and fingered her through every last shuddering ripple.

When the last tremor finally subsided, she went limp against the velvet, utterly spent. Lucien lifted his head, his lips and chin glistening with her. He looked at Brandon, a smirk playing on his mouth.

“She tastes like heaven,” Lucien stated, his voice thick. He slowly drew his wet fingers from her body and stood up, undoing his own belt buckle. “But I’m not nearly finished with her.” He looked down at Paige, his stormy eyes holding a promise that made her clench around nothing. “Get on your knees, sweetheart. I want to feel that pretty mouth.”

His command still hung in the air, a delicious tremor running through her spent body. Paige moved as if in a dream, her limbs heavy with satiation yet humming with a new, frantic energy. The plush carpet met her knees as she settled before Lucien, the rough texture a stark contrast to the velvet softness still pressed against her thighs.

He loomed over her, a pillar of dark intent. His trousers were open, and his cock sprang free, thick and rigid, a veined testament to his impatience. The scent of her own arousal still clung to his chin, a musky, intimate perfume that made her head spin.

Look at him, Paige, Brandon’s voice was a low thrum from across the room, thick with an awe that tightened her nipples. Look at what he wants to give you.

Her eyes traveled the impressive length of him, the flushed head already glistening. A deep, primal part of her, the part Brandon had unlocked, stirred awake. This wasn’t her husband. This was a stranger, a fucking gorgeous stranger, whose sole purpose right now was to use her mouth.

“Open for me,” Lucien murmured, his voice a gravelly command that brooked no argument. He didn’t wait. His fingers tangled in the intricate updo of her hair, not yanking, but claiming, establishing a firm, guiding pressure that sent another jolt straight to her core.

She parted her lips, and he filled her.

The first touch was an invasion of heat and salt. He didn’t ease in; he pushed forward, the broad head stretching her lips wide, bumping against the back of her throat. Her eyes watered instantly, a reflexive sting, but the sound that tore from her was one of pure, wanton hunger. She relaxed her jaw, willing herself to take him, the challenge igniting a fire in her belly.

“That’s it,” he growled, his fingers tightening in her hair. “Take all of me. I want to feel that throat tighten around my fucking cock.”

He began to move, shallow thrusts that painted her tongue with his taste. She met his rhythm, learning the shape of him, the smooth, hard glide. Her hands came up to rest on his powerful thighs, feeling the muscles bunch and flex with every movement. The world narrowed to this: the stretch of her jaw, the weight of him on her tongue, the guttural sounds from above, and the sharp, quick breaths from Brandon in the corner.

Lucien’s control began to fracture. His thrusts became deeper, more demanding. He pulled her head forward onto him, burying himself to the hilt. Her nose pressed into the coarse hair at his base, and she swallowed convulsively around the intrusion, the muscles of her throat working desperately.

“Fuck, yes,” he groaned, the words ripped from him. “Just like that. You’re a natural cocksucker, aren’t you? Made for this.”

The vulgar praise, the sheer nastiness of his words, made her clench around nothing, a fresh wave of wetness slicking her inner thighs. She was completely his instrument, a thing of pure sensation. Spit slicked her chin, and her tears mingled with it, a messy, lewd testament to his possession. She could hear Brandon’s fist moving faster on his own cock, a wet, rhythmic sound that was the percussion to this filthy symphony.

Lucien’s hips pistoned, fucking her face with a raw, animalistic hunger. He held her head still, using her mouth for his own pleasure, and she surrendered to it completely, a dizzying cocktail of submission and power swirling within her. She was giving him this. She was making this magnificent man lose his fucking mind.

Just when she felt the rhythm become erratic, when a groan built deep in his chest that promised a finish, he stilled. With a wet, obscene pop, he pulled himself from her mouth.

Paige gasped for air, her lungs burning, her lips swollen and abused. She looked up at him, dazed.

Lucien’s stormy eyes were black with need, his chest heaving. A string of saliva still connected her lip to his shining cock. He smoothed a thumb over her wet cheek, the gesture almost tender in its contrast.

“Not like that,” he breathed, his voice ragged. “I’m not coming down your throat. Not yet.” His gaze flicked over her kneeling form, over the emerald dress bunched around her waist, over her bare, glistening pussy. “I need to be inside you. I need to fuck that perfect, dripping cunt while your husband watches me claim what’s his.”

He looked past her, to Brandon. “You want to see that, don’t you? You want to watch me stretch her wide?”

From the dimness, Brandon’s answer was a raw, strained whisper. “God, yes. Fuck her. Please.”

Lucien’s hands were under her arms then, lifting her from the floor as if she weighed nothing. He turned her, bending her over the back of the velvet sofa, the same place where she’d just come apart under his mouth. The cool fabric met her heated cheek. He pushed her dress up higher, baring her completely to the room, to Brandon’s hungry gaze.

She heard the tear of foil, sharp and deliberate, slicing through the heavy air of anticipation. Lucien’s movements were controlled, methodical, as he sheathed himself, the rustle of the condom wrapper falling to the floor a faint echo in the room. Paige's chest tightened, her breath hitching as she felt his presence shift behind her, his warmth radiating against her exposed skin. His hands found her hips again, firm and possessive, fingers digging into her flesh as he pulled her back against him in one fluid motion.

The hard, demanding pressure of his cock pressed against her entrance, a sensation that made her toes curl against the plush carpet. Paige gasped, her fingers clutching the velvet sofa for support as she arched her back instinctively. Lucien’s breath was hot against her neck, his lips brushing her ear as he growled, “You feel that? That’s how much I want you.” His voice was low, almost guttural, dripping with a raw hunger that sent shivers spiraling down her spine.

He didn’t rush. Instead, he took his time, teasing her with the tip of his cock, sliding it along her slick folds, coating himself in her arousal. The sensation was maddening, a promise of what was to come, and Paige whimpered, pressing herself back against him. “Lucien,” she breathed, her voice trembling with need. “Please.”

His hands tightened on her hips, his grip nearly bruising as he leaned forward, his chest pressing against her back. “Tell me you want it,” he demanded, his voice rough with restraint. “Tell me you want me to fuck you while your husband watches.”

Paige’s gaze flicked to Brandon, who stood in the corner, his eyes dark with desire, his hand moving slowly over his own cock. The sight of him watching, the knowledge that he wanted this as much as she did, only deepened her own need. She turned her head slightly, looking back at Lucien over her shoulder. “I want it,” she whispered, her voice trembling but firm. “I want you to take me. Make me yours.”

Lucien’s response was visceral, a low growl that vibrated through her as he finally pushed forward, the blunt head of his cock stretching her wide. Paige cried out, the sensation rippling through her like an electric shock. He paused for a moment, letting her adjust, his hands soothing over her hips in a gesture that was almost gentle despite the intensity of the moment. Then, with a firm thrust, he buried himself completely inside her, filling her in a way that made her see stars.

“Fuck,” Lucien groaned, his voice strained as he started to move, his hips rolling against hers in a rhythm that was both punishing and perfect. Paige’s moans filled the room, mingling with the sound of skin slapping against skin and Brandon’s ragged breathing from the corner. It was overwhelming, intoxicating, and Paige could do nothing but surrender to it completely.

“You like this?” he whispered, his body covering hers, his mouth near her ear.

Paige could only nod, her fingers clutching at the velvet. She was more than ready. She was fucking born for it.

Do it, she moaned, the words barely audible. Fuck me, Lucien.

The velvet crushed beneath her cheek as Lucien drove into her. Each thrust was a brutal, perfect punctuation to the symphony of their bodies. Slap. Grunt. Moan. The sounds were raw, unfiltered, and they wrapped around Paige, pulling her deeper into the haze of sensation. His hands were vise-like on her hips, possessive and demanding, holding her in place for every punishing, glorious inch of him.

“That’s it,” he growled, the words a hot rasp against her ear. “Take it. Take all of it.”

Her world had narrowed to the feeling of him—the stretch, the friction, the delicious, deep ache with every piston-like drive of his hips. She could hear Brandon from across the room, the soft, rhythmic sound of his own hand working over his cock, and the sound was almost as potent a stimulant as Lucien’s body. She was the center of a storm of desire, and it was fucking consuming her.

She felt her own nails digging into the plush fabric, her back arching, pushing herself back onto him, meeting his force with her own need. More. Deeper. Harder. The words were a silent scream in her mind, a mantra feeding the fire in her belly.

Lucien’s rhythm stuttered, then stilled for a heartbeat. He pulled out of her completely, leaving her feeling startlingly empty and cold. “Turn around,” he commanded, his voice thick with intent.

Paige, dazed and dripping, pushed herself up on trembling arms. Her eyes met Brandon’s across the room. His gaze was locked on her, his expression a raw canvas of hunger and awe, his hand still moving slowly on himself. That look, the pure, unadulterated want in her husband’s eyes, sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing through her. She was doing this for him. She was doing this for them. And she was fucking loving it.

Lucien settled back onto the sofa, his muscular frame taking up space with a lazy dominance. His cock stood rigid and glistening against his stomach, a promise of what was to come. He didn’t speak. He just looked at her, those stormy sea eyes dark with challenge.

Understanding flickered through her. With legs that felt like water, she rose and turned, straddling him. She positioned herself above him, her own wetness slick against his shaft. She paused for a moment, looking down at his face, at the sharp line of his jaw, the predatory gleam in his eye. Then she lowered herself onto him, a slow, exquisite descent that made them both groan.

The angle was different, deeper, and she cried out as he filled her completely, her head falling back. She began to move, a slow, experimental rock of her hips.

“Look at him,” Lucien murmured, his hands coming to rest on her thighs. “Look at your husband. Let him see what he’s given me.”

Paige’s eyes fluttered open and found Brandon. He was utterly still now, just watching, his chest rising and falling fast. She began to move in earnest, rising up until just the tip of him remained inside her, then sinking down again, taking him to the hilt. A gasp was torn from her lips with every descent.

“Fuck, yes,” Lucien breathed, his hands tightening on her. “Ride me. Show him how well you take a cock that isn’t his.”

His crude words ignited something feral in her. Her movements became more desperate, more rhythmic. She braced her hands on his broad shoulders, using him for leverage as she bounced on his lap. Her breasts, free and full, swayed with the motion, and she knew the sight was for Brandon, a lewd, beautiful display just for him. The slap of skin grew louder, faster.

God, the feeling. It was a completely different kind of power. She was in control of the rhythm, the depth, the pace. She was fucking him, and Brandon was watching every second of it. The dual sensations of physical ecstasy and psychological thrill were a feedback loop, each feeding the other, pushing her higher and higher.

“You see that, Brandon?” Lucien’s voice was a taunt, a dark tease across the room. “See how wet your wife is for me? See how she fucks herself on my cock? She can’t get enough.”

Paige moaned, the sound long and loud, as Lucien’s hands came up to cup her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples, pinching and rolling them until she saw stars. Her pace became frantic, losing all finesse, driven purely by a need for release. She was a creature of pure sensation, every nerve ending screaming for culmination.

“I’m... I’m close,” she panted, the words fractured.

“Not yet,” Lucien growled, his own hips meeting her frantic thrusts. “Look at him when you come. I want him to see your face.”

Paige forced her eyes open, locking onto Brandon’s intense gaze. The love, the pride, the sheer fucking eroticism in his expression was the final trigger. The coil that had been tightening in her core for what felt like an eternity finally snapped. A scream, raw and unfiltered, ripped from her throat as her orgasm detonated, shaking her to her foundation. Her body clamped around Lucien, milking him as waves of pure, shattering pleasure rolled through her.

Through the hazy aftershocks, she felt Lucien’s body go rigid beneath her. A guttural groan erupted from his chest as his own release took him, his fingers digging into her hips, holding her down on him as he pulsed deep inside her. The sensation was a molten flood, searing and claiming, and Paige’s body responded instinctively, clenching around him with every throbbing surge. She could feel the heat of him filling her, a raw, primal connection that made her shudder with a mixture of pleasure and possession.

Lucien’s grip on her tightened, his fingers pressing into her flesh with bruising force as if he couldn’t bear to let her go, even as his climax peaked. His breath came in ragged gasps against her ear, mingling with her own labored breathing. “Fuck, you feel incredible,” he growled, his voice rough and low, dripping with satisfaction. The words sent another ripple of sensation through her, a reminder of the intense, erotic power play they had just shared.

Paige trembled, her body still reeling from the aftermath of their shared ecstasy. Her skin was slick with sweat, her hair damp and clinging to her forehead as she clung to Lucien’s shoulders for support. The weight of what they had done—what she had allowed, what she had reveled in—settled over her like a heavy, intoxicating blanket. It wasn’t just the physical act; it was the way Brandon had watched, his eyes burning with desire and approval, that made this moment feel both forbidden and utterly perfect.

Lucien’s hands softened slightly on her hips, though he didn’t release her entirely. His lips brushed against her shoulder in a fleeting, almost tender gesture before he leaned back slightly, his gaze locking onto hers. There was something unreadable in his expression—a mix of triumph and something deeper, something almost reverent. “You’re fucking amazing,” he murmured, his voice carrying a rare hint of softness that made her heart skip a beat.

Paige’s breath hitched as she felt him shift beneath her, his softening cock still buried inside her. The connection—physical and emotional—felt impossibly intimate despite the circumstances. Her mind was a whirlwind of sensations and emotions: the lingering pleasure coursing through her veins, the warmth of Lucien’s body beneath hers, and the knowledge that Brandon was still there, watching them with an intensity that both thrilled and unsettled her.

A soft chuckle rumbled in Lucien’s chest as he finally released his grip on her hips, allowing her to slump forward against him. His hands trailed up her back in a slow, almost lazy caress before he looked over her shoulder, directly at Brandon. “Your turn,” he said, his voice low and smug, a clear challenge in his tone that sent a fresh jolt of anticipation through Paige’s spent body.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Paige slumped forward, her forehead resting against Lucien’s shoulder, spent and trembling.

A soft chuckle rumbled in Lucien’s chest. He looked over her shoulder, directly at Brandon. “Your turn,” he said, his voice low and smug.

Brandon didn’t need to be told twice. Your turn. The words, dripping with Lucien’s smug command, snapped something inside him. The careful observer was gone, replaced by a man consumed by a need so profound it eclipsed all his earlier nerves.

He crossed the room in three long strides, his own arousal a thick, heavy presence between his legs. The scent of Paige and Lucien, a mingled musk of sex and sweat, filled the air, and Brandon drank it in. This was his fantasy, made real, made fucking real.

Lucien watched him approach, a dark, knowing smirk playing on his lips. “She’s all warmed up for you, husband.” He slid out from under Paige with a fluid motion, his spent cock glistening in the low light. He settled into a large armchair directly opposite the sofa, the picture of relaxed dominance, and stretched his arms along the backrest. “Let’s see what you can do.”

Paige trembled, her body still draped over the back of the velvet sofa, her beautiful curves on full display. She turned her head, her cheek pressed against the plush fabric, and her hazel eyes found Brandon’s. They were wide, a little dazed, but burning with a heat that mirrored his own. Her lips, swollen from Lucien’s kisses, parted. “Brandon...”

Her whispered plea was all the encouragement he needed. He moved behind her, his hands finding the lush swell of her hips. Her skin was fever-hot, slick with a fine sheen of perspiration. He leaned over her, pressing his chest against her back, and nipped at her shoulder. “You look so fucking perfect like this, Paige,” he growled into her ear, his voice rough with want. “So fucking taken, so fucking used. And now you’re mine again.”

He guided himself to her entrance, still wet and open from Lucien’s possession. He didn’t pause, didn’t tease. He pushed into her with one deep, solid thrust that made her cry out, a sharp, guttural sound that was pure pleasure. Fuck. She was so warm, so impossibly soft and welcoming. He buried himself to the hilt, his body molding to hers.

A low groan tore from his throat. “God, Paige. You feel fucking incredible.”

“Harder,” Lucien commanded from his chair, his voice a low rumble. His eyes were locked on the point where their bodies joined. “Don’t just fill her. Fuck her. Make her feel you.”

Brandon obeyed, his own desire syncing perfectly with the other man’s instructions. He pulled back and drove into her again, setting a punishing, rhythmic pace. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against slick skin, echoed in the quiet room. Paige’s moans were continuous now, muffled by the velvet, her fingers gripping the sofa cushions for purchase.

“Look at him, Paige,” Brandon grunted, his thrusts never faltering. “Look at the man who just had you. Watch him watch me fuck my wife.”

Paige’s gaze, heavy-lidded with bliss, shifted to Lucien. He sat perfectly still, one hand idly stroking his own thigh, his stormy eyes missing nothing. The intensity of his focus was a tangible thing, a third presence in their union.

“That’s it,” Lucien murmured, his voice like dark velvet. “See how much he wants you? See how watching another man claim this perfect fucking pussy just makes him need to reclaim it even more?”

Brandon’s pace became frantic, his control unraveling. Every one of Lucien’s words was a spark on the tinder of his arousal. He slipped a hand around Paige’s front, his fingers finding her clit, working her in tight, frantic circles as he pistoned into her.

“Tell him, Paige,” Brandon demanded, his breath hot on her neck. “Tell him who you belong to.”

“You,” she cried out, her body beginning to tense and coil around him. “I belong to you, Brandon! Fuck!”

“Not good enough,” Lucien cut in, his voice sharp. “Show him. Make him believe it. Scream for him.”

The command seemed to shatter the last of her reserves. Her back arched, a silent scream forming on her lips before her entire world detonated. Her internal muscles clenched around Brandon in a violent, rhythmic pulsing that robbed him of all thought, all reason. Her cry was long and ragged, a raw sound of absolute surrender that filled the room.

The sensation of her climax milking his cock was his undoing. With a guttural roar, Brandon slammed into her one final time, his own release surging through him in hot, endless waves. He collapsed over her, his weight pressing her into the sofa, his body shuddering with the force of his orgasm.

For a moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breaths. Brandon’s head spun, the reality of what he’d just done—what they’d all just done—washing over him in a dizzying tide of satisfaction.

Lucien was leaning forward in his chair, a look of profound approval on his handsome face. He slowly stood up, his movements fluid and predatory once more. 

Lucien stood up from his chair, his movements slow and deliberate, as though savoring every second. He ran a hand through his dark hair, his stormy eyes lingering on the entwined couple still catching their breath on the sofa. The room was thick with the scent of sex and sweat, a heady reminder of the scene he’d just orchestrated. A small, satisfied smirk played on his lips as he adjusted his suit jacket, the fabric falling back into place with effortless precision.

He took a step toward the door, pausing for a moment to glance over his shoulder. Paige’s hair was a disheveled cascade over the edge of the sofa, her body still trembling faintly from the intensity of her climax. Brandon, his chest heaving, had propped himself up on one arm but hadn’t yet moved to disentangle himself from her. Their connection, even in the aftermath, was palpable—raw and unbreakable despite the intrusion of desire that had just unfolded between them.

“Enjoy the rest of your evening,” Lucien said, his voice smooth and low, carrying just enough edge to remind them both of the power he’d wielded moments ago. His gaze flicked to Brandon, who met it with a mixture of gratitude and lingering arousal. Then, without another word, he turned and walked toward the door.

The sound of his polished shoes clicking against the hardwood floor echoed in the silence as he left the room. Lucien didn’t look back again. He didn’t need to. The image of Paige, flushed and panting, her body stretched between two men—one her husband, the other a stranger—was seared into his mind. It was a scene he wouldn’t soon forget, nor would they. 

As he stepped into the hallway, the muffled sounds of the wedding reception filtered through the walls—laughter, music, the clink of glasses. The contrast between the wild intensity of what had just happened and the mundane reality of the celebration outside was stark. Lucien straightened his tie, his smirk broadening as he prepared to rejoin the festivities, knowing full well the chaos he had just left behind. 

Inside the room, the couple remained tangled in each other, the air heavy with unspoken emotions. Brandon pressed his forehead against Paige’s shoulder, his breathing still uneven. Neither of them spoke, but the weight of what they’d done—and what they’d allowed Lucien to do—hung between them like an electric current. The fantasy had been fulfilled, but its aftermath was just beginning. 

Brandon felt the weight of silence settle over them like a blanket. The muffled sounds of the wedding reception—distant laughter, clinking glasses, the bass line of whatever song the DJ was spinning—filtered through the walls, a stark reminder that there was a world beyond this room where people were celebrating love in far more conventional ways.
He slowly pulled out of Paige, both of them wincing at the separation. The cool air hit his sensitized skin, making him acutely aware of how exposed they were, how raw everything felt. He reached for the box of tissues on the side table, cleaning himself before gently helping Paige do the same. Her movements were languid, dreamlike, as if she was still processing what had just happened.
"You okay?" he asked softly, his voice hoarse from exertion and emotion.
Paige turned to face him fully for the first time since Lucien had left. Her hazel eyes were wide, pupils still dilated, her lips swollen and pink. She looked thoroughly debauched and absolutely beautiful. A slow smile spread across her face—not the polite, practiced smile she wore at social functions, but something deeper, more genuine.
"I'm more than okay," she whispered, reaching up to cup his face. Her thumb traced along his jawline, a tender gesture that grounded him. "That was..."
"Intense," he finished when she seemed to struggle for words.
"Beyond intense." She laughed, a breathy sound that sent warmth flooding through his chest. "I can't believe we actually did that. I can't believe I wanted it as much as I did."
Brandon helped her stand, steadying her when her legs proved unsteady. The emerald dress lay crumpled on the floor like discarded silk. He picked it up, shaking it out before helping her step back into it. His fingers were surprisingly steady as he worked the zipper up her spine, though he could feel the fine tremor in her shoulders.
"Any regrets?" he asked against her ear as he smoothed her hair back into some semblance of order.
Paige was quiet for a long moment, and Brandon's heart clenched with sudden anxiety. Had he pushed too hard? Had his fantasy cost him the woman he loved more than breathing?
Then she turned in his arms, pressing her body against his. "The only thing I regret," she said, her voice low and sultry, "is that we waited so long to try it."
Relief flooded through him so powerfully his knees nearly buckled. He crushed his mouth to hers, tasting himself, tasting Lucien, tasting the salt of her tears and sweat. When they broke apart, both were breathing hard again.
"We should get back," Paige said, though she made no move to step away from him. "People will start to wonder where we went."
Brandon nodded, though the thought of rejoining the reception felt surreal. 
As they straightened their clothes and hair, Brandon realized they would have to face the reception together, knowing what they'd done—what they'd shared. The thought sent a thrill through him unlike anything he'd felt before. He took Paige's hand, pressing a kiss to her knuckles.
"Ready to go back out there?" he asked, his voice still rough with emotion.
Paige's eyes met his, a new confidence shining in their hazel depths. "Yes," she said simply. "But Brandon?"
"Yeah?"
Her lips curved into a smile that promised everything. "This doesn't have to be the only time."
He felt his heart expand in his chest, filled with love and possibility. As they slipped back into the reception, the music and laughter washing over them, Brandon knew that what they had done wasn't just about fulfilling a fantasy. It was about discovering a new dimension to their marriage—one built on absolute trust and the courage to explore the deepest parts of themselves together.
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