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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
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