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The champagne flute felt cool and brittle in Selene’s grasp, a stark contrast to the warm, possessive weight of Brady’s hand on the small of her back. They moved through the soaring, white-walled gallery like a single, well-dressed entity, a perfectly synchronized pair amidst the low hum of money and cultured conversation.

“That one,” she murmured, stopping before a massive canvas. It wasn't a quiet still life or a safe abstraction. It was a tempest of color and shadow, a figure seemingly emerging from a storm, its form both powerful and vulnerable. It was raw. Primal.

“It’s something, isn’t it?” a smooth, baritone voice said beside them.

Selene turned. The man was the embodiment of the art he collected. Orion Van Horn. Billionaire. Patron. His presence wasn't just felt; it occupied space, demanding acknowledgment. His tailored suit did little to conceal the powerhouse physique beneath, and his gaze, when it landed on her, was unnervingly direct. It didn't skim over her emerald silk dress; it absorbed it, and her within it.

“It’s breathtaking,” Selene replied, her voice steadier than she felt.

“The artist captures a rare duality,” Orion said, his eyes still locked on hers. “The fierce struggle for dominance and the beautiful, willing surrender.” A knowing smile touched his lips before he gave a slight, polite nod and moved on to another cluster of guests.

A flush of heat that had nothing to do with the room’s temperature spread across Selene’s chest. Brady’s hand tightened on her back, pulling her slightly closer. “He couldn’t take his eyes off you,” he whispered into her hair, his voice thick with an emotion she couldn’t quite place.

“Selene,” he began, his voice uncharacteristically rough. He took her hand, his palm slightly damp. “What happened back there... with him... did you... did you feel it?”

“Feel what?” she asked, though a part of her knew exactly what he meant.

“The... charge. The way he looked at you. Like you were the most exquisite piece in the entire gallery.” Brady swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “It... God, this is going to sound insane... it thrilled me.”

Selene blinked, turning fully to face him. “Thrilled you? Brady, what are you talking about?”

He took a deep, shuddering breath, the confession tumbling out in a rushed, hushed tone. “I have a fantasy. It’s... it’s always been there, but seeing you with someone like him, someone with that much... power... it brought it all to the surface.” He squeezed her hand. “My fantasy is you. Watching you. Knowing another man desires you, that he’s aching for you. The idea of you... being with someone else... with him... and me getting to witness just how incredibly sexy and wanted you are... it... fuck, it turns me on more than anything.”

The air rushed from Selene’s lungs. She stared at her husband, the man she’d built a life with, the man she trusted implicitly. This was a secret chamber of his heart she’d never glimpsed. A cold knot of concern twisted in her stomach. “You... you want me to sleep with another man?” The words felt foreign and dangerous on her tongue.

“No! I mean, yes, but... it’s not about him,” Brady insisted, his eyes pleading for her to understand. “It’s about us. It’s about seeing the woman I love through another man’s covetous eyes. It’s about reclaiming you after, knowing you chose to come home to me. It would be the ultimate intimacy, the ultimate trust.” He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. “The thought of another man’s hands on you, his mouth on you, but knowing you’re doing it for us, that you’re mine... it makes me feel like I could conquer the world.”

Selene’s mind reeled. A thousand fears erupted. What if it ruins us? What if I like it too much? What if you look at me differently? “Brady, I... I don’t know. That’s a massive thing. That’s not just a fantasy, that’s... real. The risks...”

“I know,” he breathed, his forehead resting against hers. “And it’s just a fantasy. Our fantasy. It stays there if you want it to. I just... I had to tell you. I had to be honest. Seeing you with him... you were so radiant, so powerful. The idea of you unleashing that... for your own pleasure...” His words trailed off, but the heat in his gaze finished the thought.

Her initial shock began to melt, slowly, replaced by a flicker of something else. Something she dared not name. She thought of Orion’s intense, appraising stare. She remembered the way it had made her feel—not cheap, but seen. Prized. A forbidden image flashed in her mind: strong, unfamiliar hands on her skin, a possessive grip that wasn’t her husband’s, while Brady’s heated, approving gaze watched from across a room.

A shallow breath caught in her throat. The cold knot of concern unraveled, replaced by a low, spreading warmth deep in her belly. She looked at her husband, at the pure, raw need in his expression—not just for her, but for this experience with her.

She didn’t say yes.

The silence between them stretched, heavy and electric. Selene could feel Brady’s breath mingling with hers, his forehead still pressed against her own. She didn’t say no. The words hung in the air, unspoken but palpable.

Her mind raced, torn between the weight of his confession and the flicker of intrigue it had sparked. This isn’t just about him, she realized. It wasn’t just about Brady’s fantasy or Orion’s magnetic presence. It was about her. About the way she had felt under Orion’s gaze—seen, desired, powerful. A part of her that had been dormant for too long was stirring, and it terrified her as much as it thrilled her.

Brady’s thumb brushed her cheek again, tentative, as if he was afraid she might pull away. “Selene,” he whispered, his voice trembling with both vulnerability and hope. “You don’t have to decide anything right now. I just... I needed you to know. To understand how much you mean to me, how much this idea, this fantasy, is about us. About trusting each other in a way most couples never do.”

She tilted her head, her lips parting as if to speak, but no words came. Instead, she searched his eyes, looking for any hint of doubt or hesitation. There was none. Only a raw, unfiltered honesty that made her heart ache. The warmth in her belly spread, coiling tighter, pulling her toward something she couldn’t quite name. 

Her thoughts drifted back to the way Orion had looked at her—not as a possession, but as a prize. An equal. The memory sent shivers down her spine. What would it feel like to explore that? To let myself be seen that way, not just by him, but by Brady too? The thought was intoxicating, dangerous, and utterly irresistible.

Brady’s hand slid to the nape of her neck, his fingers tangling in her hair. “Just think about it,” he murmured, his lips brushing her temple. “No pressure. No expectations. It’s your choice. Always.”

She exhaled slowly, the tension in her shoulders easing. She didn’t say yes. But for the first time, she didn’t say no. And that, more than anything, felt like the beginning of something far bigger than either of them could have anticipated.

Orion returned to Selene, his presence commanding the space around him as effortlessly as one of his priceless masterpieces. He held out another glass of champagne, the bubbles dancing in the delicate flute like tiny stars. “For you,” he said, his voice smooth as velvet, his eyes locked on hers with an intensity that made her skin prickle. She accepted it, her fingers brushing against his for the briefest moment, a jolt of electricity passing between them.

“I noticed your fascination with the pieces earlier,” he began, his tone conversational yet laced with something deeper, something unspoken. “There’s another wing to the gallery—a private collection. Pieces that are far too sensitive, too provocative, for the public eye.” He paused, letting the words hang in the air, his gaze never leaving hers. “I’d be honored if you’d let me show them to you.”

Selene felt her breath catch. She glanced toward Brady, who stood a few feet away, watching the exchange with an expression she couldn’t quite read. His eyes met hers, and after a heartbeat, he nodded almost imperceptibly. He’s giving me permission, she thought, a shiver running down her spine. The knowledge that he was not only aware but approving sent a rush of heat through her.

“I’d love to see them,” she replied, her voice steady despite the fluttering in her chest. She took another sip of the champagne, the crisp taste doing little to calm her nerves. Orion’s lips curved into a slow, knowing smile, and he extended his arm in an elegant gesture for her to follow.

As they walked, the gallery seemed to transform around them. The grandeur of the main hall gave way to a more intimate, hushed atmosphere. The lights were dimmer here, the shadows deeper, and the air was thick with an almost tangible sense of anticipation. Orion moved with a predator’s grace, every step deliberate, every glance charged with purpose. Selene could feel his presence like a physical force at her side, and she wondered if he could hear the rapid rhythm of her heartbeat.

He stopped before a set of ornate double doors, their polished surfaces reflecting the soft glow of the recessed lighting. “This is where I keep my most... precious acquisitions,” he said, his voice lowering to a murmur that sent a frisson of excitement down her spine. He turned to her, his eyes dark and unreadable. “Are you ready, Selene?”

She swallowed, her pulse quickening. The weight of the moment settled over her like a heavy cloak, rich with possibility and danger. She glanced back once more toward where Brady lingered in the shadows, his silhouette blending seamlessly with the darkness. His nod was firmer this time, more insistent. He wants this, she realized, a thrill of both fear and desire coiling tight in her stomach.

“I’m ready,” she said, her voice steady but laced with a tremor of anticipation. Orion’s smile widened, and with a flourish, he opened the doors, stepping aside to let her enter first. The room beyond was shrouded in mystery, its contents still hidden from view, but Selene knew one thing for certain: whatever lay inside would change everything.

The air was thick with the scent of sandalwood and power. And in the far shadows, she knew, Brady watched. A shift of darkness against darkness, a held breath from the corner of the room. The knowledge was a bolt of lightning down her spine. She was the performance. The living art.

Orion stopped before a stunning, life-sized sculpture of a woman in ecstatic abandon. He stood close behind Selene, not touching her, but the heat of his body was a brand. “It captures a moment of pure, unadulterated surrender, don’t you think?” he murmured, his breath stirring her hair. “Freedom.”

The word unlocked something in her. The fear, the doubt, it melted under the heat of his focus and the electric knowledge of her husband’s hungry eyes. This was the fantasy. Their fantasy. And she was at its center.

She turned to face him, her heart hammering against her ribs. “It’s not just the art I’m here for, Mr. Van Horn.”

“Orion,” he corrected, a slow, predatory smile gracing his lips.

“Orion,” she breathed, the name foreign and exciting on her tongue. She took a shaky breath, the confession feeling both like a betrayal and the ultimate act of devotion. “My husband... Brady... he’s here. Watching us.”

Orion’s piercing eyes didn’t even flicker toward the shadows. He’d known. Of course he had. His smile widened, a flash of white in the dim light. “Is that so?” The dominance in his voice was absolute, and it made her knees weak. “And what is it that he hopes to see?”

“He wants... we want...,” she stammered, her courage faltering under his intense scrutiny.

He leaned in, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper that was for her and the hidden listener. “He wants to see me unravel you. To see the elegant, captivating woman come utterly apart in my hands. He wants to witness your pleasure, even if he is not its direct source.” His eyes burned into hers. “Tell me I’m wrong.”

She couldn’t. She could only shake her head, a barely perceptible movement. The truth of it was a dizzying intoxication.

“Then let’s not keep him waiting,” Orion said.

He didn’t ask. He simply claimed. One powerful hand cupped the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her hair, while the other arm snaked around her waist, pulling her flush against the hard, muscular planes of his body. There was no tentative exploration. His mouth descended on hers with a possession that stole the air from her lungs.

It was nothing like Brady’s kisses. This was consumption. His tongue plunged into her mouth, tasting of expensive whisky and raw authority. She moaned into him, her hands coming up to clutch at the immaculate fabric of his suit jacket, her nails digging in for purchase. A soft gasp, almost silent, echoed from the shadows. Brady. The sound fueled her, a dark and secret thrill.

Orion broke the kiss, his own breathing slightly ragged. He looked at her swollen lips, her dazed eyes, with pure, unadulterated hunger. “Now,” he commanded softly, his voice like gravel. “Let him see what a true connoisseur appreciates.”

In one swift, shockingly strong motion, he bent and lifted her into his arms, carrying her to a deep, plush divan in the center of the room. He laid her down as if she were the most precious of his artifacts, his movements reverent yet utterly controlled. The emerald silk of her dress was pooled around her waist, her bare legs exposed, trembling.

He knelt on the floor before the divan, a billionaire brought to his knees. But there was nothing submissive in the act. It was the stance of a man about to devour his prize. His hands slid up her thighs, pushing the silk higher, his thumbs drawing slow, tantalizing circles on the sensitive skin of her inner knees.

Her head fell back, her eyes fluttering shut. She could feel Brady’s gaze like a physical weight, a laser focus on every inch of her exposed skin.

“Open your eyes, Selene,” Orion commanded, his voice a low thrum. “Look at him. Let him see your face when I taste you.”

Her eyes snapped open, finding the darkness where her husband hid. She could see the faint outline of him now, the tense set of his shoulders. I’m doing this for you. With you. The thought was her final surrender.

Orion didn’t hesitate. He hooked his fingers into the sides of her lace panties and drew them down her legs with agonizing slowness, discarding them. The cool air kissed her most intimate flesh, and she shuddered.

Then he buried his face between her legs.

It was not gentle. It was primal, and thorough, and devastatingly expert. His tongue was a flat, hot stroke against her entire core, licking into her with a greed that made her cry out. Her hips jerked off the divan, but his strong hands clamped down on her thighs, holding her in place, open and utterly vulnerable for his mouth—and for Brady’s watchful eyes.

Oh god. Oh god. The words were a silent scream in her mind. His tongue circled her clit, a relentless, perfect pressure, before he drew the tight bud into his mouth and sucked, hard.

A broken sob escaped her lips. Her back arched off the divan, her fingers scrambling for something to hold onto, finally fisting the expensive fabric beneath her. She was mindless, a creature of pure sensation. The coarse texture of his five o’clock shadow against her soft inner thighs, the hot, wet suction of his mouth, the low, approving groan he vibrated against her—it was a sensory overload that shattered her.

She dared a glance toward the shadows. Brady hadn’t moved. He was a statue, a witness to her ruin. And the knowledge that he was seeing this, that he was enjoying this, pushed her higher.

Orion’s tongue delved deeper, fucking her with it, his nose nudging her clit with each thrust. She could feel the coiling tension, the unbearable, exquisite tightening in her belly. She was panting, pleading nonsense, “Please... oh, right there... don’t stop...”

He didn’t. His pace intensified, his hands gripping her hips now, anchoring her as he feasted. The world narrowed to this point of exquisite friction, to the two men—one who owned her heart and one who owned this moment—and the blinding, terrifying peak that was rushing toward her.

“I’m... I can’t...” she gasped, her eyes locking with the shadowy outline of her husband. Her voice was a broken whisper, trembling with the force of the pleasure coursing through her. She felt exposed, raw, her body no longer her own as Orion’s relentless mouth worked her toward the edge of oblivion. Her fingers clawed at the divan, the fabric bunching beneath her desperate grip, as if she could anchor herself to something—anything—to keep from being swept away entirely.

Her gaze remained fixed on Brady, even as her vision blurred and her breath hitched. The shadows seemed to shift as he leaned forward, his silhouette taut with tension, his presence a silent yet commanding force in the room. She could see the faint outline of his hands, clenched into fists at his sides, and the way his chest rose and fell with shallow breaths. He was there. He was watching. The knowledge sent a thrill of heat spiraling through her, more potent than anything Orion’s mouth could conjure. This was for him. All of it. Every moan, every shiver, every desperate plea—it was his to witness.

Orion’s tongue flicked against her clit in rapid, precise strokes, each one sending jolts of electricity through her trembling body. His fingers dug into her hips, holding her in place as she writhed beneath him, her legs splayed wide in wanton abandon. “You can,” he murmured against her heated skin, his voice a low, commanding growl that reverberated through her core. “Let go, Selene. Show him what you’re capable of.”

Her breath caught in her throat, her heart pounding so fiercely she thought it might burst. She could feel the tension coiling tighter, a spring wound to its limit, ready to snap. Her hips bucked instinctively, seeking more of that exquisite friction, but Orion held her steady, his dominance unwavering. “That’s it,” he encouraged, his breath hot against her sensitive flesh. “Give him what he wants. Let him see you fall apart.”

And then, with a shuddering cry, she did. The world dissolved into a white-hot blaze of sensation, her body arching off the divan as the orgasm tore through her with devastating intensity. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her, stealing her breath, her thoughts, her very sense of self. Her moans echoed in the hushed room, raw and unfiltered, a symphony of ecstasy for Brady’s ears alone. 

Through the haze of her release, she saw him step forward, just enough for the faint light to catch his face. His expression was one of awe, of hunger, of something she couldn’t quite name—a mixture of pride and need that made her heart swell even as her body still trembled with aftershocks. This was their fantasy, their shared secret, and in that moment, she knew it had only just begun.

The aftershocks of her climax were still rippling through her, a fine tremor in her thighs, a shallow gasp in her chest, when Orion moved. He rose from the divan with a predatory grace that made the air crackle. His dark eyes, which had been focused on the most intimate part of her, now locked onto hers, holding her captive more effectively than any physical restraint.

Her gaze flickered over his shoulder, seeking Brady in the shadows. She found him, his form tense, his eyes wide and gleaming with a mixture of shock and raw, unadulterated hunger. The sight of him, watching, sent a fresh, illicit thrill straight to her core, which was still pulsing from Orion’s mouth.

Orion’s voice was a low, velvet command that cut through the heavy silence. “Don’t look at him. Look at me.” His fingers went to his belt, the click of the buckle unnaturally loud. Then the rasp of his zipper, a slow, deliberate sound that promised what was coming. He’s really going to do it, she thought, her heart hammering against her ribs. Right here. Right now.

He pushed his trousers and briefs down just enough. And there it was. Thick, long, and rigid, jutting from a thatch of dark hair. It was a claiming. A statement of power. Her mouth went dry.

“Stand up,” he ordered, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Her legs, weak as water, barely supported her as she rose, the silk of her dress whispering against her skin. He didn’t give her time to find her balance. In one fluid, shockingly powerful motion, his hands were on her waist, lifting her effortlessly into the air as if she weighed nothing. A gasp was torn from her lips. He held her suspended, her face level with his, her bare sex exposed and vulnerable.

“Put your arms around my neck,” he murmured, his breath warm against her cheek.

She obeyed, clinging to him, her mind reeling from the sheer physical dominance of the act. He adjusted his grip, one hand splayed across the small of her back, the other guiding himself to her entrance. The broad, hot tip of him pressed against her, a promise of the stretch to come.

“Now,” Orion growled, his eyes burning into hers. “Watch your husband.”

He lowered her onto him.

It was not a gentle joining. It was a claiming. A single, powerful thrust that filled her completely, stretching her tender, sensitive flesh in one breathtaking, overwhelming motion. A sharp, guttural cry escaped her, a sound torn from a place deep within her soul. Her nails dug into the hard muscles of his shoulders.

He’s so big. So deep. The feeling was immense, a delicious, burning fullness that erased every other thought. She was impaled, held aloft on his rigid cock, her feet dangling inches from the floor.

Orion’s chest rumbled against hers. “Brady,” he commanded, his voice rough with his own restraint. “Watch her. Watch how she takes me. See how beautiful she is when she’s filled.”

Selene’s eyes, wide and dazed, finally found Brady’s. He was leaning forward, one hand braced against a bookshelf, his knuckles white. His other hand was gripping his own cock through his trousers, stroking himself in a frantic, rhythmic motion. The sight was the most potent aphrodisiac. He’s enjoying this. He’s truly loving this.

“Ride me, Selene,” Orion commanded, his hands gripping her hips, beginning to move her on his length.

He set a brutal, demanding pace, using his strength to bounce her on his cock. Each downward plunge drove him deeper, hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. Her own moans filled the room, mingling with the wet, slapping sound of their bodies meeting. Her head fell back, a cascade of dark hair brushing his arm.

“Faster,” Brady’s voice came out, strangled and hoarse from the shadows. It was barely a whisper, but it was all the encouragement Orion needed.

Orion’s grip tightened, and he fucked up into her with renewed vigor, his own groans now joining the symphony of their pleasure. “You hear that? He wants a show. Let him see you come apart on my cock.”

The dual sensations were unraveling her. The physical—the incredible, mind-numbing friction of him pistoning in and out of her slickpassageway, the way he filled her so perfectly. And the psychological—the knowledge that Brady was there, watching every expression that crossed her face, hearing every wanton cry, witnessing her complete surrender to another man’s command.

She was a vessel for their combined desire, and the power of it was intoxicating.

“I... I can’t...” she whimpered, another orgasm already coiling tight in her belly, amplified beyond belief by the voyeuristic eyes on her.

“You can,” Orion grunted, his rhythm becoming harder, more possessive. “You will. Come for him. Come for your husband.”

His words were the final key. The coil snapped. Her second climax exploded through her with a violence that dwarfed the first. Her body seized around him, a series of frantic, clenching spasms that milked his length. A scream was ripped from her throat, raw and ecstatic, as the pleasure detonated, wave after wave of pure, unadulterated sensation crashing over her. Her vision whited out, and she buried her face in Orion’s neck, her entire being focused on the consuming fire between her legs.

Through the haze, she heard Orion’s own guttural shout, felt his body stiffen beneath hers, and then the hot, pulsing rush of his release deep inside her. He held her tightly against him as he came, his own climax a powerful, shuddering event that seemed to go on forever.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing. Selene hung limply in his arms, utterly spent, feeling the evidence of their union trickling down her inner thigh.

Orion finally lowered her, her shaky legs barely holding her weight. He steadied her, his hands still possessively on her hips. He didn’t pull out, keeping himself nestled within her warmth.

He turned her slightly, forcing her to face the shadows where Brady stood.

Brady’s hand had stilled on himself. He was just staring, his chest heaving, his expression one of utter, complete awe. There was no jealousy, no anger. Only a profound, reverent hunger.

Orion’s voice was a low, satisfied murmur against her ear, his cock still twitching inside her.

"Tell him, Selene," Orion whispered, his voice thick with power and possession, each word a command that reverberated through her trembling body. His hands tightened on her hips, anchoring her in place as he leaned closer, his breath hot against her ear. "Look at your husband and tell him what you are."

Her eyes, still glazed with the lingering haze of her orgasm, drifted toward Brady. He stood rooted in the shadows, his face illuminated by the faint light spilling from the sculpture's pedestal. His chest rose and fell rapidly, his hand frozen mid-stroke against his own arousal. There was no mistaking the raw, almost reverent hunger in his gaze—a look that made her stomach flutter with a strange mix of vulnerability and pride. She had just been claimed right before his eyes, and instead of jealousy or anger, she saw something deeper—something primal.

"You belong to me now," Orion murmured, his voice dipping lower, more intimate, as if the words were meant for her alone. "But he deserves to hear it from your lips. Tell him."

Selene’s throat felt dry, her voice catching as she tried to form the words. Her mind was still reeling from the intensity of what had just happened—the way Orion had dominated her, the way Brady had watched every moment with rapt attention. She licked her lips, her voice trembling but clear. "I’m... I’m yours," she said softly, her eyes locked on Brady’s. "I’m his. And you... you saw it all."

Orion’s lips curled into a satisfied smile, his grip on her hips shifting slightly as he angled her body to better display her to Brady. "Again," he urged, his tone unyielding. "Louder. Make him understand."

She swallowed hard, her heart pounding as she forced herself to speak with more conviction. "I’m his, Brady," she said, her voice stronger now, though still tinged with a hint of disbelief. "I belong to Orion now. And... and you wanted this. You wanted to see me like this."

Brady’s breathing hitched, his hand dropping away from himself as he stepped forward, the shadows parting to reveal his flushed face. His eyes were wide, almost reverent, as if he were witnessing something sacred. “Yes,” he whispered, his voice cracking with emotion. “I did. I do.”

Orion chuckled low in his chest, the sound vibrating through Selene’s body as he pressed a kiss to the side of her neck. “Good,” he purred, his tone darkly pleased. “Because this is just the beginning. Isn’t it, Selene?”

She shivered at his words, her body still thrumming with the aftershocks of their union. The air between them crackled with unspoken promises, and though her mind was racing with fear and uncertainty, there was no denying the spark of curiosity—and desire—that had taken root deep within her.

Orion’s grip on her hips loosened, and with a soft, wet sound, he slid out of her. The sudden emptiness was a shock, a void where moments before she had been so completely, brutally filled. Her legs trembled as he effortlessly lifted her from the podium and set her on unsteady feet on the cool marble floor.

His voice was a low, commanding hum that vibrated through the clandestine room. “Now, my dear. It’s time for you to attend to your husband.” His eyes, those piercing lasers of intent, flicked over her shoulder to where Brady stood, exposed and enraptured. “Brady. Come. Join us.”

Brady didn’t hesitate. He stepped out from the shadows, his own arousal evident, his expression a complex tapestry of awe, desire, and a possessive pride that made Selene’s heart clench. He looked at her—really looked at her—her lipstick smudged, her hair a mess, her emerald dress pushed up around her waist, her body glistening with a fine sheen of sweat. He saw all of it, and the love in his eyes was fiercer than ever.

Orion’s hand, firm and warm, pressed against the small of Selene’s back, guiding her forward. “On your knees,” he murmured, the instruction meant only for her, yet hanging in the air for all to hear. “Show him what a good wife you are. Show him what you’ve learned.”

A fresh wave of heat, different from the one Orion had stoked, flooded her system. This was for Brady. Her Brady. The man who had given her this terrifying, exhilarating gift. Her knees met the cool, hard floor, the texture a stark contrast to the fevered skin of her thighs. She looked up at her husband, her gaze locking with his, and saw the raw, unvarnished need there. This was his fantasy, playing out in real-time, and her desire to fulfill it, to be the center of this impossible triangle, overwhelmed every last doubt.

She leaned forward, her hands resting on his muscular thighs, and took him into her mouth.

The taste of him was familiar, a taste of home and love and years of intimacy, yet now it was electrified by the context. She heard his sharp, gratified inhale above her, felt his hand come to rest gently on the back of her head, not pushing, just connecting. She swirled her tongue around the sensitive head, relishing the salty prelude, then took him deeper, her lips forming a tight seal as she began to move.

Her world narrowed to the rhythm of her own breathing, the sound of Brady’s stifled groans, and the heavy, approving silence from Orion behind her. She was performing, she knew, but the performance was for the two men who, in this moment, held her entire world in their hands. She lost herself in the act, in the giving of this pleasure, her own core throbbing in sympathetic rhythm.

She felt Brady’s body begin to tighten, the telltale signs of his approaching climax coiling in the muscles under her hands. His breath came in short, ragged pants. “Selene... I’m close...”

Just as he was about to tip over the edge, Orion’s voice cut through the tension, calm and absolute. “Enough.”

Selene pulled back instantly, a string of saliva connecting her lips to him for a brief, lewd moment. She was panting, her own need a live wire inside her. Brady groaned in frustration, his eyes fluttering open, begging for release.

Orion’s hands were on her again, pulling her up from her knees. He turned her to face Brady. “Now,” Orion commanded, his voice dropping to a gravelly whisper that was for her alone. “Now, he reclaims what is his. Let him fuck his wife.”

The crude words sent a jolt through her. Brady needed no further invitation. He surged forward, his arms wrapping around her, capturing her mouth in a desperate, hungry kiss that tasted of her, of him, of their shared, wild night. He walked her back until the edge of the cold marble podium hit the backs of her thighs.

In one fluid, powerful motion, he bent her over it, the stone biting into her hips. He positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her waist, and without ceremony, he drove into her.

Selene cried out, a sound muffled by the hard surface, her fingers splaying against the cool marble. He was claiming her, reclaiming her, and the force of it, the primal desperation in his thrusts, was entirely different from Orion’s controlled dominance. This was raw, possessive, and fueled by the intense visual of another man having her first. He filled her completely, stretching her in a deeply familiar way, yet it felt new. It felt more.

“You’re mine,” Brady grunted, his voice thick with a fervor she’d never heard before, each word punctuated by a deep, driving thrust that shook her entire body. “Tell me you’re mine.”

“I’m yours!” she gasped, the words torn from her, meaning them with every fiber of her being. “Always yours, Brady! Oh god, yes!”

She was a conduit for his passion, her body rocking under his relentless pace. She could feel the hard ridge of the podium beneath her, the slap of his skin against hers, the guttural sounds ripping from his throat. And through half-lidded eyes, she saw Orion. He had taken a seat in a low, sleek armchair, a king upon his throne, one leg crossed over the other. He watched them with an intense, analytical gaze, a faint, possessive smile playing on his lips as he slowly swirled a glass of amber liquid in his hand. He was enjoying the show. He was enjoying his show.

The dual sensations—Brady’s passionate reclaiming and Orion’s voyeuristic approval—drove her higher than she had ever been. Her second climax began to build, a tidal wave of pleasure drawn from the depths of this forbidden scenario. She was coming apart, her husband’s name a mantra on her lips, her body tightening around him, pulling him deeper, demanding he join her.

Brady’s rhythm became frantic, losing all finesse, driven purely by the need for release. “Selene... I can’t... I’m going to...”

“Do it,” Orion’s voice cut through, calm yet inexorable from his chair. “Come inside your wife. Mark what is yours.”

The command was the final trigger. With a roar that was part triumph, part surrender, Brady slammed into her one last time, his body shuddering violently as he emptied himself into her, his grip on her hips so tight it would surely leave bruises.

For a long moment, the only sounds in the room were their ragged, overlapping breaths. Brady slumped over her, his damp chest heaving against her back, his weight a comforting anchor. Slowly, tenderly, he pressed a kiss to her shoulder blade.

Selene’s eyes, blurry with spent passion, found Orion’s across the room. He took a slow sip of his drink, his gaze unwavering, and a new, dark curiosity ignited within her, wondering what impossible command he would issue next. The air between them crackled with unspoken tension, a silent dialogue that sent shivers down her spine. His presence was magnetic, and she felt herself drawn into the orbit of his power, her body still trembling from the aftermath of Brady's passionate reclaiming. Orion's eyes held hers captive, and in their depths, she saw a promise—a promise of more, of deeper, of darker.

As Brady’s weight pressed against her back, his breathing slowly steadying, Selene’s mind raced. What did Orion want? What was the next step in this tantalizing game they were all playing? She could feel the heat of Brady’s skin against hers, but her focus was stolen by the enigmatic man who watched them with such intensity. The taste of forbidden fruit lingered on her lips, and she knew that whatever came next would only heighten the intoxicating blend of pleasure and danger.

Orion set his glass down with deliberate slowness, the soft clink of crystal against marble breaking the heavy silence. His lips curved into a faint, knowing smile, and Selene felt her heart skip a beat. His gaze traveled over her exposed form, lingering on the curves that Brady had just claimed so fiercely. There was no rush in his movements, no urgency—only a calculated control that made her pulse quicken. He’s not done with me, she realized, a thrill of anticipation coursing through her.

Her thoughts spiraled as she imagined what he might demand next. Would he push her further into uncharted territory? Would he test the boundaries of her loyalty to Brady, or perhaps challenge Brady’s own limits? The possibilities were endless, each one more electrifying than the last. She felt a pang of guilt tangled with desire, but it was drowned out by the raw, primal need that Orion stoked within her.

Brady’s arms tightened around her, as though sensing her distraction. “Selene,” he murmured, his voice thick with satiation but tinged with a hint of uncertainty. She turned her head slightly to meet his gaze, seeing the love and vulnerability in his eyes. In that moment, she knew she couldn’t refuse whatever came next—not because Orion commanded it, but because she wanted it. The thought startled her, but it was undeniable.

Still, she remained silent, her eyes locked with Orion’s as the unspoken tension between them grew. The room felt smaller, the air heavier, as if every breath carried the weight of their shared desires. Orion leaned back in his chair, his posture relaxed yet undeniably authoritative. “We’re not finished,” he said softly, his voice a velvet caress that sent a wave of heat through her. Selene’s heart pounded in her chest, and she knew—without a doubt—that this night was far from over.
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        When Chris first whispered his fantasy to Megan, she never imagined where it would lead...
Megan and Chris have always had a passionate marriage, but when Chris confesses his deepest desire—to watch his wife with another man—their world shifts into uncharted territory. What starts as pillow talk becomes an irresistible pull toward the forbidden.
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