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Book 6 - To Take and to Share
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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.
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