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The champagne flute felt cool and slippery in Sienna’s grasp, a stark contrast to the sudden, sweltering heat that flushed her skin. Across the crowded charity gala, his gaze was a physical touch. He’d been watching her all evening. Not with the leering, obvious hunger she sometimes encountered, but with an intense, unwavering focus that made the din of a hundred conversations fade into a dull hum.

Lucas Thorne. The name was whispered through the room like a secret, accompanied by the rustle of designer gowns and the clink of fine crystal. A tech billionaire, reclusive, magnetically handsome. And now, he was cutting through the crowd, a shark moving through still water, his path unerringly straight toward her.

“I’ve been trying to find a flaw in the architecture of this room all night,” his voice was a low, resonant baritone that vibrated right through her. “Something to justify why my attention keeps drifting from the supposed masterpiece of the ceiling to the woman standing alone by the orchids.”

Sienna’s laugh was a nervous, breathy thing. “And did you find one?”

“None at all,” he said, his lips curving into a smile that didn’t quite reach his piercing blue eyes. “The architecture is perfect. The ceiling is a distraction. You are the focal point.” He plucked a pristine white business card from his inside pocket. It was a thick, matte stock, devoid of any title or company logo. Just a name and a number. “I find beautiful things that capture my interest are worth pursuing with singular intent.”

His fingers brushed against hers as she took the card, a jolt of pure, undiluted electricity arcing between them. Oh god. She could feel the weight of it, the unspoken promise. He held her gaze for a heartbeat longer, a silent challenge, before melting back into the crowd, leaving her standing there, her heart hammering against her ribs, the ghost of his touch still tingling on her skin.

Later that evening, curled on their plush sofa, her feet tucked under Elliot’s thigh, the card felt like it was burning a hole in her clutch on the floor. She recounted the meeting, her words tumbling out in an excited, slightly guilty rush.

“...and he just gave me his card. Not a business card, really. Just... his.” She watched her husband’s face, searching for any sign of jealousy, of anger.

Elliot was silent for a long moment, his thumb absently stroking her ankle. He took a slow breath, his expression unreadable. “What did it feel like?” he finally asked, his voice soft. “When he looked at you like that?”

The question surprised her. It wasn’t what she expected. “It was... intense. Flattering. A little scary. I felt... seen. In a way I haven’t in a long time.”

He nodded, as if she’d confirmed something he already knew. He shifted to face her fully, taking both of her hands in his. His palms were slightly damp. “Si, I need to tell you something. Something I’ve been... fantasizing about for a while.” He swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “And seeing you come home like this, all flushed and buzzing from another man’s attention... it’s bringing it all to the surface.”

She stayed quiet, her curiosity now a live wire.

“I love you,” he said, his voice thick with emotion. “More than anything. Our life, our marriage, it’s everything to me. This isn’t about that being lacking. It’s about... adding to it.” He took another shaky breath. “The fantasy... my fantasy... is seeing you desired. Watching you light up under the attention of a powerful man. A man who can give you experiences. A man like him.”

Sienna’s breath hitched. “What are you saying, Elliot?”

“I’m saying I want to watch you fuck him.” The words hung in the air, stark and unbelievable. “I want you to dive into it, without guilt, without holding back. I want you to let him wine and dine you, seduce you... take you.” His eyes darkened, his grip on her hands tightening almost desperately. “I want to watch the thrill of it on your skin, hear it in your voice. I want to reclaim you after, knowing you’ve been utterly worshipped by someone else. That’s my fantasy. You, being the most desired woman in any room, and me, the lucky bastard who gets to see it.”

Sienna pulled her hands back as if she’d been shocked. “Elliot, my God. Are you serious? This is... this is a trap. You’d be jealous. You’d hate it. You’d hate me.”

“I wouldn’t,” he insisted, his voice firming with a conviction that stunned her. “It would be for us. It would be our secret. Our game. Don’t you see? Him, them... they’re just a means to an end. The end is you, fully unleashed, and me, getting a front-row seat to the woman I married driving powerful men insane with want.”

Her mind raced, a chaotic swirl of shock, concern, and a terrifying, traitorous flicker of... arousal. The image he painted was undeniably vivid. The luxurious attention of a man like Lucas Thorne, the decadent permission from the man she loved... No. It’s crazy.

“I... I don’t know,” she stammered, shaking her head. “The risks... what if someone finds out? What if feelings get involved? This could destroy everything we have.”

“It won’t,” he whispered, leaning closer, his eyes blazing with a possessive fire she’d never seen before. “Because it’s ours. It’s a fantasy we control. Together.” He reached out and traced the line of her jaw, his touch feather-light. “Just think about it, Si. That’s all I’m asking. Don’t say no. Just... let yourself imagine it for a moment. Him, undressing you with his eyes in some expensive hotel suite. His hands on you...”

Her pulse, which had begun to calm, rocketed back into a frantic rhythm. The concern was still there, a solid, sensible knot in her stomach, but it was now tangled with threads of something else entirely. Something dark, and sweet, and hungry. She looked at the raw honesty on her husband’s face, the nervous hope mixed with desperate desire, and she felt the first real, undeniable spark of curiosity ignite deep within her.

The card was still warm from where it had been pressed against her skin, tucked into the side of her clutch like a forbidden secret. Sienna stared at it now, her fingers trembling slightly as they traced the sharp edges of the matte stock. The simple elegance of it—just his name and a number—felt like a doorway to a world she’d only ever glimpsed in fantasies. Her heart thrummed in her chest, a rapid rhythm that matched the chaos in her mind. 

She glanced at Elliot, who was sprawled on the couch, his eyes closed but his body tense, as if he could sense the turmoil radiating from her. His words still echoed in her ears, raw and unguarded, carving a path straight to the deepest, most vulnerable parts of her. The fantasy he’d unveiled was so audacious, so outrageous, that it should have felt wrong. And yet... it didn’t. It felt thrilling, intoxicating, like stepping to the edge of a cliff and feeling the pull of the freefall before you jump. 

Sienna’s thumb hovered over her phone screen, her thoughts racing. What would he say? Would he even remember her? The idea of calling him felt both absurd and inevitable, like a choice she’d already made the moment she took his card. She imagined his voice on the other end of the line, that low, resonant baritone that had sent shivers down her spine. Would he laugh? Would he sound amused? Or would his tone shift, darken, as he realized what she was offering? 

Her breath hitched as she tapped the number into her phone, her pulse roaring in her ears. The first ring felt like an eternity, stretching out into a void of uncertainty. The second ring was worse, a silent taunt that made her hands clammy. By the third, she was ready to hang up, to bury the phone under a pile of cushions and pretend this moment never happened. But then, just as she began to pull the phone away, the line clicked open. 

“Sienna,” his voice came through, smooth and confident, as if he’d been expecting her call all along. “I was wondering how long you’d wait.” 

Her mouth went dry, her mind scrambling for words that suddenly felt foreign. “Lucas,” she managed to say, her voice barely above a whisper. “I...” 

“Don’t think too hard,” he interrupted, his tone laced with amusement. “Just tell me when and where.” 

The simplicity of his words stunned her, cutting through her hesitation like a knife. She felt a rush of heat flood her cheeks, her stomach tightening with a mix of fear and something far more primal. This was it. The moment everything changed. She glanced at Elliot again, his eyes now open and locked on hers, filled with a mixture of hope and desire. 

“Tomorrow,” she heard herself say, her voice steadier than she expected. “Your hotel. I’ll text you the time.” 

The line went quiet for a beat, and then he chuckled softly, a sound that sent a shiver down her spine. “I’ll be waiting,” he said, and the call ended abruptly, leaving her staring at the phone in stunned silence. 

Elliot’s hand reached for hers, his grip firm and reassuring. “You did it,” he whispered, his eyes shining with a mix of pride and anticipation. 

Sienna nodded slowly, her heart still pounding as the reality of what she’d just set in motion settled over her. The fantasy was no longer just a dream—it was real now, and there was no turning back.

***
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The sleek elevator ride to the penthouse was a silent, dizzying ascent. Sienna’s hand was clasped tightly in Elliot’s, her knuckles white. He gave her fingers a reassuring squeeze, his intense gaze fixed on the glowing numbers above the door. He’s not nervous, she thought. He’s... eager. The thought sent a fresh, confusing thrill through her.

The doors slid open directly into a breathtaking living area, all floor-to-ceiling windows showcasing the glittering city skyline. And there he was. Lucas Thorne, leaning against a marble console, a glass of amber liquid in his hand. He was even more imposing outside the gala’s crowd, his broad shoulders and piercing blue eyes seeming to dominate the vast space. A confident smile played on his lips until his gaze landed on Elliot, standing just behind her. The smile faltered, replaced by a flicker of sharp, curious assessment.

“Sienna,” Lucas said, his voice a low rumble. “This is a... surprise.” His eyes darted to Elliot, not with anger, but with the calculating air of a man recalculating a complex equation.

Sienna’s heart hammered against her ribs. She took a half-step forward, drawing on a courage she didn’t know she possessed. “Lucas, this is my husband, Elliot.” She felt Elliot’s hand press against the small of her back, a silent signal of support. “The thing is... my being here... it’s not just for me. It’s for us.”

Lucas’s eyebrow arched. He took a slow sip of his drink, his eyes never leaving hers. “Is that so?”

Elliot’s voice was calm, steady, filling the space she left. “I have a fantasy, Mr. Thorne. A fantasy about my wife. About watching her be pleasured by a man she desires. A man like you.” The raw honesty in his tone, the sheer lack of shame, made Sienna’s skin prickle with heat.

A slow, predatory grin spread across Lucas’s face. The initial surprise was gone, replaced by a deep, unmistakable hunger. “Well,” he drawled, setting his glass down. “That is a fascinating development. Please, both of you, come in.”

He led them further into the opulent suite, his movements fluid and assured. He poured two more glasses of a deep red wine from an already-open bottle on the counter, handing one to each of them. “A ’95 Lafite. I find it... opens up the senses.” His eyes held Sienna’s as he said it, and she felt the meaning behind the words, a promise of what was to come.

She took a sip, the wine rich and complex on her tongue, but she barely tasted it. Her entire world had narrowed to the tension thrumming between the three of them. Elliot sat in a low, sleek armchair a few feet away, watching, his expression a mask of intense concentration.

Lucas stepped close to her, so close she could smell the clean, spicy scent of his cologne. He didn’t touch her yet. He simply looked down at her, his blue eyes darkening with intent. “Do you want this, Sienna?” he asked, his voice barely a whisper. “With him watching?”

Her eyes flickered to Elliot, who gave her a single, almost imperceptible nod. Yes. This is what we want. She turned her gaze back to Lucas, her voice breathy but clear. “Yes.”

That single word was all the permission he needed. His hand came up to cup her jaw, his thumb stroking the line of her cheekbone. His touch was surprisingly gentle, yet it carried the weight of his undeniable authority. He leaned in slowly, giving her every chance to pull away, and then his lips were on hers.

It wasn’t a tentative kiss. It was a claiming. His mouth moved over hers with a confident possessiveness that stole the air from her lungs. His tongue traced the seam of her lips, and she opened for him willingly, a soft moan escaping her as he explored her mouth. The taste of him, of expensive wine and pure, masculine desire, was intoxicating. Her hands came up, resting on his chest, feeling the hard muscle beneath the fine fabric of his shirt.

He broke the kiss, his breath warm against her damp lips. His hands moved to the zipper at the back of her dress. The sound of it sliding down was obscenely loud in the quiet room. He pushed the delicate fabric from her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet in a whisper of silk, leaving her standing before them both in only a matching set of black lace. She felt a flush of heat spread across her chest, a mix of vulnerability and exhilarating exposure.

Lucas’s gaze burned over her, from the swell of her breasts barely contained by the lace, down to the dip of her waist, and the curve of her hips. “Exquisite,” he breathed, the word a prayer of devotion to her form.

His fingers, warm and sure, traced the lace edge of her bra, tracing the sensitive curve of her breast until she shivered. He unclasped it with effortless skill, tossing it aside. The cool penthouse air hit her nipples, making them peak into tight, aching buds. He groaned at the sight, his thumbs brushing over them, sending jolts of pure lightning straight to her core. She could feel Elliot’s stare from the chair, could feel his possessive enjoyment of the scene, and it only fueled her own arousal.

He guided her gently backward until her knees hit the plush edge of a large ottoman. “Sit,” he commanded softly. She obeyed, her legs feeling weak. He knelt before her, his position one of worshipful submission that was utterly at odds with the power he radiated. He hooked his thumbs into the sides of her lace panties and slowly, so slowly, drew them down her legs, his knuckles grazing the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. He tossed them aside, leaving her completely bare and exposed under his, and her husband’s, relentless gaze.

Lucas didn’t hesitate. He placed his hands on her knees, gently nudging them apart. The act of opening herself to him, to both of them, was the most vulnerable and erotic moment of her life. He leaned forward, his breath a hot caress against her most intimate skin. She gasped, her head falling back, her fingers tangling in the fabric of the ottoman.

And then his mouth was on her.

It was not a tentative exploration, but a masterful assault. His tongue found her center in one sure, slow, devastatingly precise lick that made her cry out. He groaned against her, the vibration shooting through her like an electric current. “So sweet,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire, before diving in again.

He didn’t just lick; he devoured. His tongue traced intricate, maddening patterns around her clit before lavishing it with firm, flat strokes that made her hips jerk off the ottoman. He held her down with a strong arm across her pelvis, his grip firm, pinning her in place for his pleasure. He would flicker his tongue over her sensitive bud with rapid, teasing flicks, then suckle it gently between his lips, sending wave after wave of unbearable pleasure crashing through her. One of his fingers, slick with her own arousal, began to circle her entrance before sliding inside her with an easy, curling motion that made her see stars.

Sienna was lost in a whirlwind of sensation. The slick, hot pressure of his mouth, the skilled intrusion of his finger, the knowledge that Elliot was watching it all, taking in every twitch of her body, every helpless cry that fell from her lips. She dared a glance over Lucas’s broad shoulders. Elliot was leaned forward, his elbows on his knees, his eyes black with a feverish intensity she had never seen before. His hand was clenched into a fist on his thigh, and the raw, hungry pride on his face undid her completely.

Lucas added a second finger, stretching her, filling her, crooking them just right to press against a spot deep inside that made her shout his name. His mouth never left her, his tongue working her in a relentless, perfect rhythm. The coils of tension in her abdomen wound tighter and tighter, a spring about to snap. She was babbling, pleading, words she didn’t recognize tumbling from her lips.

“That’s it, let go,” Lucas growled against her, his voice guttural. “Let me feel you come.” He redoubled his efforts, his tongue a flickering flame, his fingers a steady, pulsing pressure inside her.

The orgasm ripped through her with the force of a tidal wave. Her back arched violently, a raw, guttural scream torn from her throat as pleasure, white-hot and blinding, shattered her into a million pieces. Lucas held her through it, his mouth gentling, drinking every last shuddering tremor from her until she collapsed back onto the ottoman, boneless and utterly spent.

The room was silent except for her ragged breathing. Lucas rose to his knees, his lips glistening, his eyes blazing with triumphant fire. He looked from her thoroughly ravished form to her husband’s awestruck face.

“Now,” Lucas said, his voice husky with promise. “Shall we take this to the bedroom?”

His hand, large and warm at the small of her back, guided her forward. The walk to the bedroom was a blur of polished hardwood and stark, modern art, her legs still trembling from the seismic release he had wrung from her body. Lucas didn’t lead her; he steered her, his possession of her in that moment absolute.

Elliot followed a few paces behind, a silent, intense spectator. Sienna could feel the heat of his gaze on her, a tangible weight that both shamed and electrified her. She was hyper-aware of her own nakedness, the cool air on her flushed skin, the slickness between her thighs.

Lucas’s bedroom was a chamber of obsidian and slate grey, dominated by a massive platform bed shrouded in black silk. The only light came from subtle recessed lighting that cast dramatic shadows across the room. It was a space designed for one thing.

“Sit,” Lucas commanded Elliot, nodding toward a low, sleek armchair in the corner that offered a perfect, unobstructed view of the bed. Elliot obeyed without a word, settling into the chair, his eyes never leaving her. His expression was unreadable, a mask of intense concentration, but his hands were clenched into tight fists on his knees.

Lucas turned his attention back to Sienna. He didn’t kiss her. He simply appraised her, his blue eyes raking over her from her tousled hair down to her trembling knees, as if she were a masterpiece he was about to defile. His own arousal was a prominent, demanding bulge straining against the fine fabric of his trousers.

“On the bed,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “On your back. I want to see all of you.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs. A final, fleeting thought of protest—this is too much, Elliot is right there—was extinguished by a visceral surge of raw need. She complied, lowering herself onto the cool, impossibly smooth silk. She felt the fabric slide against her skin like a caress, a stark contrast to what she knew was coming.

Lucas unbuttoned his trousers, the sound obscenely loud in the quiet room. He freed himself, and Sienna’s breath hitched. He was thick and hard, jutting out with an arrogant confidence that made her mouth water. He sheathed himself with a condom from the nightstand, his movements efficient, practiced.

He climbed onto the bed, his powerful frame hovering over her, blotting out the light. He didn’t settle between her legs. Instead, he hooked his hands under her knees, pushing them up and back, spreading her wide open. Exposed. Utterly vulnerable. The cool air hit her most intimate flesh, and she flinched.

“Look at him,” Lucas ordered, his voice dropping to a gritty whisper. “Look at your husband. See how he watches me take what’s his.”

Her eyes, wide and glassy, flickered to Elliot. He was leaning forward, his elbows on his knees, his gaze burning with a ferocity she’d never seen. He gave a slow, almost imperceptible nod. Permission. Encouragement. Go on.

It was all the affirmation Lucas needed.

He didn’t tease. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her, a blunt, undeniable pressure. He held there for a heart-stopping second, letting her feel the imminent invasion, letting Elliot see it.

Then, with a single, powerful thrust of his hips, he was inside her.

Sienna cried out—a sharp, guttural sound punched from her lungs. He filled her completely, stretching her, a burning, delicious friction that was almost too much. He was so much more... there... than Elliot. Larger. Harder. A relentless, occupying force.

“Fuck,” Lucas grunted, his head falling back as he savored the tight, wet heat clenching around him. “Just as perfect as I knew you’d be.”

He began to move, setting a punishing, rhythmic pace from the very start. Deep, measured strokes that stole the air from her lungs. Each plunge was a claim, each withdrawal a theft. The slick, wet sound of their joining echoed in the room, a lewd soundtrack to Elliot’s silent vigil.

Sienna’s hands scrabbled at the black silk, twisting it into fists. Her eyes squeezed shut as sensation overwhelmed her.

“Eyes open,” Lucas snapped, his rhythm never faltering. “Look at him. Or look at me. But you don’t get to hide.”

She forced her eyes open, her gaze locking with his. His blue eyes were dark with lust, fixed on hers with an intensity that felt like a physical touch. She could see the faint sheen of sweat already forming on his brow, the corded muscles in his neck straining with each powerful drive into her.

The initial shock began to morph into a coiling, urgent pleasure. The way he filled her, the raw, almost brutal efficiency of his thrusts, was unlocking something primal deep within her. A pleasure born of pure, unadulterated taking. She was being used, and her body was screaming its approval.

“You like that, don’t you?” he rasped, his breath hot against her face. “You like being fucked like a while your husband watches.”

A moan was her only answer. She was beyond words. Her hips began to move of their own volition, meeting his thrusts, urging him deeper. The bed began to rock with their rhythm, the frame emitting a soft, steady creak.

Lasso’s control began to fracture. His breathing grew ragged, his thrusts becoming harder, faster, less measured. He was chasing his own peak, using her body to get himself there. He released one of her legs, letting it fall to the side, and braced himself on the bed with one hand. The other hand snaked between their slick bodies, his thumb finding her clit with unerring accuracy.

The dual assault was too much. The rough, deep penetration and the skilled, circular pressure on her most sensitive nub pushed her to the brink. Her back arched off the bed, a silent scream forming on her lips as the orgasm gathered like a storm.

“That’s it,” he growled, his voice guttural, his own release imminent. “Come for me. Let him see you come on my cock.”

His words were the final trigger. The climax detonated, a silent, searing explosion that ripped through her entire being. Her internal muscles clenched around him in violent, rhythmic spasms, milking his length.

The sensation pushed him over the edge. With a ragged shout that was almost a roar, Lucas buried himself to the hilt inside her, his body shuddering as his own orgasm claimed him. He held himself there, deep, pulsing, as she convulsed beneath him.

Slowly, the world swam back into focus. The only sound was their harsh, ragged breathing. Lucas, spent, leaned over her, his weight on his forearms. He looked down at her, a smirk of pure, male satisfaction twisting his lips.

He pulled out of her, the sudden emptiness a shocking coldness. He disposed of the condom and stood at the edge of the bed, looking from her thoroughly ravished form, glistening with sweat, to Elliot, who hadn’t moved a muscle.

Lucas’s chest was still heaving. “Your wife,” he said to Elliot, his voice rough with exhaustion and triumph, “is exquisite.” 

He turned his predatory gaze back to Sienna, a new, darker curiosity in his eyes. The smirk on his lips widened, a flicker of something unspoken dancing in the depths of his piercing blue stare. He stepped closer to the bed, his towering presence casting a shadow over her still-trembling form. His fingers reached out, brushing a damp strand of hair from her flushed cheek, the touch both possessive and oddly tender. 

"You’re more than I expected," he murmured, his voice low and rough, as if the words were being dragged from deep within him. His thumb grazed her bottom lip, testing its plushness, before trailing down the column of her throat. "Most women can't handle what I give them. But you... you took it all, didn’t you? You wanted it."

Sienna’s breath hitched as his hand traveled lower, skimming her collarbone, then sliding down to cup her breast. His touch reignited the heat in her skin, a fire that had barely begun to fade. She glanced toward Elliot, who was still seated in the corner, his expression a mix of awe and something she couldn’t quite place—was that pride? Jealousy? His knuckles were white where they gripped the arms of the chair, but he made no move to intervene.

Lucas’s gaze followed hers, and he let out a low chuckle, dark and amused. "Your husband knows what you are now," he said, his tone dripping with confidence. "A queen in the streets, a whore in the sheets. And tonight, he got to see both."

His words should have shamed her, but instead, they sent a fresh wave of arousal coursing through her veins. She felt exposed, raw, and yet... powerful. For the first time, she realized she wasn’t just Elliot’s wife or Lucas’s conquest. She was something else entirely—a force that could make these two men fall to their knees in different ways. 

Lucas straightened, withdrawing his touch, and for a moment, the room felt colder without his heat. He glanced at Elliot one last time, his smirk returning. "You’re a lucky man," he said, before turning and walking toward the en suite bathroom, leaving Sienna sprawled on the silk sheets, her body humming with the aftermath of his possession.

Her heart pounded as she lay there, her mind racing with conflicting emotions. She felt Elliot’s eyes on her again, heavy and unrelenting. She met his gaze, searching for answers, for reassurance. But Elliot said nothing. He simply watched her, the intensity in his eyes speaking volumes. The fantasy had been unveiled, and now, neither of them could escape its pull.

The soft click of the bathroom door was the only sound in the vast, opulent room. It echoed with the ghost of Lucas’s presence, the lingering scent of his cologne and their shared sweat. Sienna lay on the bed, her mind a dizzying whirlpool of sensation and shock, her body still humming from the intense, unexpected climax Lucas had wrung from her.

She felt Elliot’s gaze before she saw him move. It was a physical weight, a brand hotter than Lucas’s touch had been. Slowly, she turned her head on the silk pillow. He was still in the chair, but he was leaning forward now, his elbows on his knees, his hands clenched together. The possessive stare she knew so well was no longer hidden; it was a raging fire, consuming everything in its path.

He didn’t speak. He simply rose, the movement fluid and purposeful, a predator finally closing the distance on its prize. The plush carpet swallowed the sound of his footsteps, making his approach eerily silent. He stood over the bed, looking down at her naked, splayed form. His eyes traveled over the faint redness on her inner thighs, the sheen of sweat on her abdomen, the way her nipples were still pebbled and sensitive from another man’s mouth.

Sienna’s breath hitched. “Elliot...” she whispered, her voice hoarse. It was half a question, half a plea for understanding.

He finally moved, one knee sinking into the mattress beside her hip. The frame barely creaked. He brought his hand to her face, his thumb sweeping over her cheekbone with a tenderness that was at odds with the raw hunger in his eyes. His thumb traced her lower lip, the same lip Lucas had bitten and claimed.

“He tasted you here,” Elliot stated, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that vibrated through her. It wasn’t a question.

She could only nod, a shaky, infinitesimal movement.

His thumb pressed a little harder, parting her lips. “He had his hands all over you.” His other hand came down, his palm skimming down her throat, over the frantic pulse there, down between her breasts. She shuddered, her skin hypersensitive. “He was inside you.” His fingers trailed lower, through her damp curls, but he didn’t touch her core. Not yet. He let his fingertips rest high on her inner thigh, a hairsbreadth from where she was aching, throbbing.

A small, desperate sound escaped her. God, yes, he was. And it was terrifying and incredible and I’m so confused.

“Look at me, Sienna,” he commanded softly.

Her eyes, which had fluttered closed, snapped open. The love in his gaze was fierce, a burning intensity that scorched away her doubt. This wasn’t jealousy. This was... claiming.

“You are mine,” he breathed, lowering his head until his lips were a whisper from hers. His scent, familiar and comforting and Elliot, enveloped her. “Every incredible, beautiful, sinful inch of you. Mine.”

And then his mouth was on hers, and it was nothing like Lucas’s demanding conquest. This was a reclamation. It was deep and hungry and familiar, a language only the two of them spoke. She moaned into his mouth, her hands coming up to clutch at his shoulders, her fingers digging into the crisp cotton of his shirt. He kissed her like a man starved, tasting her, exploring her, wiping away the memory of another with the overwhelming reality of himself.

He broke the kiss, both of them gasping for air. His fingers, which had been resting on her thigh, finally moved. He didn’t probe or tease. He dragged two fingers through her slickness, a low groan rumbling in his chest. “So wet,” he murmured against her neck, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin there. “Is this all for him? Or is it for me now?”

“You,” she panted, arching her back, pushing herself against his hand. “It’s always been for you, Elliot. Always.”

That was all he needed to hear. His hands went to his belt, the clink of the buckle stark in the quiet room. He didn’t undress. He just freed himself, his erection springing forth, thick and hard and his. He was already sheathed, but the sight of him, so ready for her, sent a fresh wave of dizzying need through her.

He positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock pressing against her, still stretched and sensitive from Lucas. He held himself there for a agonizing moment, his eyes locked on hers. “I watched him take what’s mine,” he said, his voice thick with a mix of arousal and something darker, something primal. “Now watch me take it back.”

With a single, powerful thrust, he was inside her.

Sienna cried out, a sharp, guttural sound of pure sensation. He filled her completely, a familiar, delicious stretch that was somehow new and electric. This wasn’t just sex. It was a statement. Every movement was a reassertion of his possession. He didn’t start slow. He set a relentless, driving rhythm from the start, each plunge deep and sure, his hips meeting hers with a force that shook the entire bed.

His hands gripped her hips, his fingers pressing into her flesh, sure to leave bruises. She welcomed them. She wanted the marks, the proof that he had been here, that he had reclaimed her. He leaned down, capturing one of her nipples in his mouth, sucking hard, his tongue laving the peaked bud until she was squirming beneath him, incoherent pleas falling from her lips.

The friction was exquisite, a building inferno deep in her belly. She could feel every ridge, every vein of him as he moved within her, a perfect, devastating fit. Her legs wrapped around his waist, locking him to her, pulling him deeper still. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, was obscene and beautiful.

“You liked it, didn’t you?” he grunted, his breath hot against her ear. “You liked him watching you come for me.”

“Yes,” she sobbed, the confession torn from her. The honesty unlocked something in her, a final barrier crumbling. “I liked you watching me.”

“Good,” he growled, the word a promise and a punishment. He shifted his angle slightly, changing the tilt of his hips, and suddenly he was hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. Her back arched off the bed, a scream catching in her throat.

He felt her tightening around him, her impending climax a tangible force in the room. “That’s it,” he urged, his pace becoming frantic, almost brutal. “Come for me, Sienna. Come for your husband. Show me who you really belong to.”

The command, the raw possession in his voice, shattered her. Her orgasm slammed into her with a violence that stole the air from her lungs. It was a tidal wave, pulling her under, convulsing through her in endless, pulsing waves. She clenched around him, milking him, her body singing a song of pure, unfiltered ecstasy.

Feeling her climax triggered his own. With a ragged groan that was half her name, he buried himself to the hilt, his own release pouring into her in hot, pulsing jets. He collapsed on top of her, his full weight a comforting anchor, his face buried in the crook of her neck as they both trembled through the aftershocks.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing mingling. The world condensed to the feel of his heart hammering against her chest, the stickiness between their bodies, the scent of their lovemaking overpowering the last traces of Lucas’s cologne.

Slowly, Elliot pushed himself up on his arms, looking down at her. His intense stare was soft now, filled with a wondrous awe. He brushed a sweat-dampened strand of hair from her forehead.

Before he could speak, the bathroom door handle turned. The sound was a sharp intrusion into the fragile intimacy that had settled between them, a jarring reminder that they weren’t alone. Sienna stiffened beneath Elliot, her breath catching in her throat. Her wide eyes flicked to the door, her heart pounding with a mix of dread and something else—something she wasn’t ready to name. Elliot, however, didn’t move. His weight remained pressed against her, his body a shield, a barrier between her and whatever lay beyond that door.

The door creaked open, slow and deliberate, and Lucas stepped back into the room. He was no longer the disheveled man who had stumbled out moments ago; his expression was now composed, almost calculating, as if he had used the time to gather himself. His eyes swept over the scene before him—Sienna spread out on the bed, Elliot still inside her, their bodies glistening with sweat and marked by the intensity of their union. A faint smirk played at the corner of his lips, but it didn’t reach his eyes. Those were dark, unreadable, and fixed on Elliot.

Elliot lifted his head slowly, turning to meet Lucas’s gaze. There was no shame in his posture, no hesitation. If anything, his grip on Sienna tightened subtly, a silent declaration of possession. His voice, when he finally spoke, was low and steady, carrying an undercurrent of challenge. “Enjoy the show?”

Lucas’s smirk widened, but it was devoid of warmth. He leaned casually against the doorframe, his arms crossed over his chest. “Very much so,” he replied, his tone smooth but laced with a hint of something dangerous. “But I couldn’t help noticing you seem... territorial. Almost as if you were marking your territory.”

Elliot didn’t flinch. Instead, he shifted slightly, pulling out of Sienna with a deliberate slowness that made her gasp softly. He eased himself off her, his movements controlled, and stood to face Lucas fully. The tension in the room became palpable, a crackling energy that threatened to ignite. “She is mine,” Elliot said simply, his voice calm but firm. “And I don’t share what’s mine lightly.”

Lucas tilted his head, his expression thoughtful, though his eyes gleamed with an intensity that matched Elliot’s. “Interesting,” he murmured, stepping further into the room. He stopped a few feet away from Elliot, close enough to be confrontational but not so close as to cross an invisible line. “But tell me, does she feel the same way? Or is she simply caught between two men who want her for very different reasons?”

Sienna’s breath hitched at the question, her gaze darting between the two men. She felt exposed, vulnerable, yet there was a flicker of something hot and forbidden stirring deep within her. Elliot turned to look at her, his eyes softening for just a moment before he turned back to Lucas. “She knows where she belongs,” he said firmly. “And so do you.”

Lucas chuckled, a low, dark sound that sent a shiver down Sienna’s spine. He took another step closer, his gaze never leaving Elliot’s. “Perhaps,” he said slowly, his voice dropping to a near whisper. “Or perhaps she’s realizing she can belong to both of us—in very different ways.”

The air seemed to thicken with unspoken tension, a silent battle of wills playing out between the two men. Sienna could barely breathe, her body still thrumming with the aftermath of Elliot’s possessive claim and the electrifying presence of Lucas. The fantasy she had only just begun to explore was unfolding in ways she hadn’t anticipated, and deep down, she knew this was only the beginning.

Elliot’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t respond immediately. Instead, he reached back to take Sienna’s hand, his fingers intertwining with hers in a gesture that was both protective and grounding. He kept his eyes locked on Lucas as he spoke, his voice calm but laced with an edge of warning. “You may have had your moment,” he said slowly, “but this is where it ends.”

Lucas’s smirk returned, wider this time, as if he enjoyed the challenge. “We’ll see,” he replied cryptically before turning and walking back toward the bathroom door. He paused briefly, glancing over his shoulder with a look that sent another shiver through Sienna. “Until next time.” And with that, he disappeared into the other room, leaving Elliot and Sienna alone once more.

The silence that followed was heavy with unspoken words and unresolved emotions. Sienna stared at the closed door, her mind racing as she tried to process everything that had just happened. Elliot knelt beside her, his hand still gripping hers tightly. His voice broke the silence, soft but insistent. “Look at me.”

She turned her head slowly, meeting his gaze. His eyes were filled with a mixture of love and something fiercer—a determination that left no room for doubt. “You are mine,” he said again, his voice unwavering. “And no one—not him, not anyone—will ever change that.”

Sienna nodded, though her heart still raced with a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. She clung to Elliot’s words like an anchor, even as the door to the bathroom remained a looming presence in the corner of her mind. For now, though, she allowed herself to be pulled into his embrace, seeking solace in the man who had just reminded her—and everyone else—exactly where she belonged.
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