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      The gravel driveway crunched under the tires as Evan guided the car up the sweeping, tree-lined path. Sienna sat stiffly in the passenger seat, smoothing invisible wrinkles from her navy cocktail dress. Her heart pounded a little harder the closer they got, the sprawling estate finally coming into view — a wide, gleaming Mediterranean-style mansion with soft golden lights pouring from every window, making the whole place glow like a decadent promise.

      "This is... insane," Sienna murmured, half to herself.

      Evan reached over and gave her thigh a reassuring squeeze. His hand was warm and steady — everything she wasn’t right now.

      "We’ll be fine," he said, flashing that easy, confident grin that usually melted her nerves. Tonight, it only tangled them tighter.

      The valet appeared before they even rolled to a stop, a young man in a crisp black uniform opening Sienna’s door with a slight bow. She slipped out, smoothing her dress again, suddenly hyper-aware of every inch of exposed skin. The air was thick with the scent of something rich and dark— a perfume she couldn’t quite name.

      Then Isabel Devereux appeared at the top of the marble steps, and everything else dropped away.

      Isabel was... breathtaking.

      Tall, elegant, and dripping in effortless authority, she wore a silk champagne-colored gown that clung to her curves like a lover’s touch. Her dark hair was swept into a loose chignon, a few tendrils artfully framing her sharp cheekbones. She moved with the kind of grace that made Sienna feel clumsy just standing there.

      And when Isabel’s smoky gaze landed on them — lingering first on Evan, then sliding slowly, deliberately over Sienna — it felt like being touched without a single finger laid.

      "Welcome," Isabel purred, descending the stairs with the slow, deliberate cadence of someone who had never been rushed a day in her life. "I’ve been looking forward to meeting you both."

      Her voice was pure velvet. Sienna swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry.

      Evan stepped forward, hand outstretched, his usual charm flickering to life. "Thank you for having us, Ms. Devereux."

      Isabel smiled — a curve of painted lips that promised mischief — and instead of shaking Evan’s hand, she took it in both of hers, holding it just a little too long. Her thumb stroked his knuckles once, a slow, absent caress, before she finally let go.

      When she turned to Sienna, her smile deepened into something richer, more indulgent.

      "And you must be Sienna," Isabel said, her voice lowering slightly. "You're even more beautiful than Evan described."

      Sienna managed a polite laugh, but her cheeks burned under Isabel’s gaze, heat pooling low in her belly. She felt naked under that look — appraised, admired, and somehow... claimed.

      "Thank you," she said softly, the words barely making it past her throat.

      Isabel’s eyes sparkled like she knew exactly what effect she was having. She extended an arm, beckoning them inside.

      "Come," she said. "We have much to discuss. And I detest keeping pleasure waiting."

      The mansion’s interior was even more stunning — vast marble floors, soaring ceilings hung with glittering chandeliers, and walls lined with lush contemporary art that somehow managed to feel both tasteful and scandalous. The air buzzed with something electric, something just beneath the surface, setting Sienna’s nerves alight.

      Everywhere she looked, there were little suggestions of decadence: a low velvet chaise, a crystal decanter of amber liquid left carelessly on a side table, a thin silk scarf discarded on a banister as if someone had been undressed right there.

      It felt less like entering someone’s home and more like stepping onto a stage — a private, forbidden theater where the rules were different... if they existed at all.

      Sienna clutched her clutch purse a little tighter, her heels clicking softly on the polished floor as she followed Isabel’s graceful sway deeper into the house.

      And despite the tiny voice in her head whispering caution, another part of her — darker, wilder — leaned in, aching to see what came next.

      The dining room was all gleaming dark wood and heavy drapes, candlelight throwing molten gold across the table set for three. It was intimate by design — too intimate — and Sienna felt the tension curl tighter inside her as she took her seat.

      Isabel sat at the head of the table, commanding without trying. She gestured for Evan and Sienna to sit side by side, directly in her line of view, and the way her gaze flicked over them made Sienna’s skin prickle — not with fear, but something perilously close to excitement.

      The first course arrived almost silently, served by a pair of uniformed attendants who moved like ghosts, efficient and invisible. Platters of delicate hors d'oeuvres, gleaming silver cutlery, crystal glasses that caught the candlelight and fractured it into rainbows.

      But it wasn't the food or the luxury that had Sienna’s stomach fluttering.

      It was Isabel.

      The way she leaned back in her chair, cradling a glass of deep red wine in one hand, watching them with a slow, feline amusement. Every look, every smile, every pause between words felt weighted, like a hand pressing low on Sienna’s spine, steering her toward something she wasn’t ready to name.

      "You two make a striking pair," Isabel said, her voice a rich purr that wrapped around Sienna like a silk scarf. "Such youth. Such hunger."

      Sienna laughed nervously, reaching for her wine. Evan, ever the charmer, just grinned and offered a polite thank-you.

      But Isabel wasn’t really looking at him anymore.

      When the first toast was made — "to new beginnings," Isabel murmured, her eyes glinting — she let her fingers brush Sienna’s hand on the stem of her glass. A soft touch, gone in an instant, but it left a trail of goosebumps in its wake.

      Sienna blinked, her pulse quickening. Was that on purpose?

      Of course it was.

      Every move Isabel made was deliberate. Calculated. Seductive.

      The courses came and went in a slow, luxurious rhythm. Fresh oysters with lemon foam. Handmade pasta so delicate it practically melted on the tongue. Filet mignon, sliced thick and rare, pooling juices onto plates of fine porcelain. Sienna barely tasted any of it. Her mouth was too dry, her nerves stretched thin by the steady, simmering heat rolling off their hostess.

      Throughout the meal, Isabel found ways to touch — always subtle, always casual. A hand resting lightly on Evan’s forearm as she laughed at something he said. A conspiratorial brush of her fingers along Sienna’s wrist as she poured more wine.

      Each time, Sienna flinched internally, but she didn’t pull away.

      If anything, she leaned in, just a little.

      It was maddening — this mix of confusion, jealousy, and the low, heavy throb of arousal that refused to be ignored. She watched Evan, too, saw the way his posture stiffened slightly under Isabel’s attentions, the way his throat bobbed when he swallowed, a little too hard, a little too fast.

      Was he turned on?

      The idea of it — of Evan being seduced, of her sitting right there, powerless to stop it — made Sienna’s thighs clench under the table.

      "Tell me," Isabel said during dessert, her voice dipping lower, silkier, "how long have you two been together?"

      "Three years," Evan answered easily, sliding his arm along the back of Sienna’s chair in a possessive little gesture that did nothing to steady her pulse.

      Isabel smiled, slow and knowing. "Three years. A solid foundation."

      Her gaze moved between them again, sharper this time. Assessing.

      Measuring.

      "Enough to know every inch of each other," she mused. "And enough to still wonder what’s left to discover."

      Sienna fumbled her spoon against her plate, the clink sounding painfully loud in the quiet room.

      Isabel just laughed — low and musical — and reached out once more, this time letting her hand rest briefly, intimately, against the inside of Sienna’s forearm.

      The touch was featherlight. Perfectly acceptable, in theory. But Sienna felt it like a brand.

      "You’re very lucky," Isabel said, speaking to Evan but staring straight into Sienna’s eyes. "Not everyone is brave enough to hold something so precious... and still be willing to share it."

      Sienna’s breath caught. She couldn’t look away, caught like a rabbit in a snare.

      Evan shifted beside her, but Isabel only smiled wider, like she could see every secret running wild beneath their polished exteriors.

      The staff cleared the plates. “Let’s take this to my sitting room,” Isabel said.

      The dining room faded behind them, replaced by the low, sultry warmth of Isabel’s private sitting room. It wasn’t like any living room Sienna had ever seen. Deep leather chairs gathered around a gleaming marble hearth. Heavy curtains drawn tight against the night. A low-burning fire casting flickering amber light across plush rugs and glass tables laden with more crystal decanters, dark liquors winking under the flames.

      It felt less like a gathering space and more like a den. A lair.

      Sienna perched stiffly on the edge of one of the armchairs, her knees tucked close together, her fingers worrying the hem of her dress. Evan sank beside her, trying for casual, but she could feel the tension vibrating off him like a tuning fork.

      Isabel moved like a different creature entirely—liquid, unhurried, utterly at home. She poured them each a drink from a heavy decanter, the liquid swirling a rich, caramel brown.

      “Something a little stronger,” she said, handing Sienna a glass with a ghost of a smile. “I find honesty comes easier when the air’s thick with temptation.”

      Sienna managed a tight laugh, the glass cool and heavy in her trembling fingers. Evan cleared his throat, accepting his drink with a murmured thanks.

      Isabel didn’t sit right away. Instead, she wandered the room with slow, easy strides, her gown whispering against the hardwood floor, her fingertips trailing along the mantle, the backs of the chairs, the sharp curve of a low-slung table. Watching them. Studying them.

      Waiting.

      The silence stretched, thick and deliberate.

      Sienna sipped the whiskey and coughed softly as it burned down her throat, her heart pounding harder with every second that passed.

      Isabel finally sank into the chair across from them, one leg elegantly crossed over the other, her glass resting lazily against the armrest.

      She smiled—a slow, wicked thing that made Sienna’s stomach clench—and said, casually, almost idly:

      “The contract is yours... if you spend the night with me.”

      The words dropped into the room like a stone into still water, rippling out, shaking the air.

      Sienna froze, her mind refusing to process for one stunned, flickering heartbeat.

      Evan stiffened beside her. She felt it—the way he inhaled sharply, the way his thigh pressed just slightly harder against hers.

      He was excited.

      She could feel it in the sudden, subtle shift of his body. In the way he gripped his glass just a little too tightly.

      Sienna’s stomach twisted into a hot, aching knot.

      Isabel sipped her drink, watching them over the rim of her glass, utterly unbothered. Her gaze was steady, patient, predatory.

      She wasn’t bluffing.

      She wasn’t joking.

      She wanted them. Both of them.

      And she was offering the world in return.

      Sienna’s voice, when it finally stumbled out, sounded thin and foreign to her own ears. “You’re serious.”

      Isabel’s smile deepened, almost fond. “Darling, I’m always serious when it comes to pleasure.”

      Her words dripped like honey, sweet and heavy and dangerous.

      Sienna’s mouth opened, then closed again, her brain scrambling for something—anything—to say.

      Evan spoke first, his voice low and rough. “You mean... both of us?”

      Isabel’s eyes glinted in the firelight.

      “Of course,” she said smoothly. “I wouldn’t dream of separating such a perfect set.”

      Sienna’s pulse thrummed painfully in her neck.

      She should be furious. She should be offended. She should be grabbing Evan’s hand and dragging him out the door, contract be damned.

      But she wasn’t.

      She was wet.

      Shamefully, humiliatingly wet.

      Just the idea—the filthy, thrilling, forbidden image of Isabel’s hands on Evan, on her, pulling them apart, tying them together—set a heavy throb deep between her thighs.

      Sienna tightened her grip on her glass, trying to steady herself.

      Beside her, Evan sat frozen, his expression carefully blank. But she knew him too well. She saw the faint flush high on his cheekbones, the way his jaw clenched and unclenched, the way his breath hitched when Isabel’s gaze slid over him like a caress.

      He was tempted.

      Badly.

      And so was she.

      Isabel leaned forward, bracing her elbows on her knees, her glass dangling loosely between her fingers.

      “There’s no pressure,” she said, her voice velvet-soft. “You’re free to walk away. I’ll simply find another vendor for the contract.”

      She let the words hang, unthreatening but heavy with finality.

      Sienna’s throat worked as she swallowed.

      “You don’t... just do this with everyone?” she asked, hating the shaky vulnerability in her voice.

      Isabel laughed—a rich, genuine sound. “No, darling. Only the ones worth ruining myself over.” Her gaze landed on Evan, lingered there, then slid to Sienna with a slow, appreciative sweep. “Only the ones I can’t resist.”

      The room felt too small, too hot, every breath Sienna dragged in laced with smoke and sex and power.

      Evan shifted beside her, his knee bumping hers, his body radiating heat. Sienna licked her lips and forced herself to stand, every muscle trembling.

      “We... we need to think about it,” she managed.

      Isabel inclined her head graciously, that sly, knowing smile never slipping. “Of course. Take all the time you need.”

      Her eyes glittered.

      “But not too much. Some pleasures are best enjoyed before they slip through your fingers.”

      Sienna couldn’t meet her gaze. She grabbed Evan’s hand instead, tugging him up, her skin burning where they touched.

      They made it to the door somehow, murmured polite, breathless goodbyes, the valet appearing again like a wraith to bring the car.

      Sienna slid into the passenger seat, heart hammering, her thighs pressed tightly together. Evan drove in silence for a full mile before he finally spoke, his voice hoarse.

      “Jesus, Sienna.”

      She turned to look at him, at the strained line of his jaw, the way he gripped the steering wheel like it might fly out of his hands.

      Her body thrummed with heat, confusion, want.

      “I know,” she whispered.

      Neither of them said another word the rest of the ride home.

      But both of them knew—They were already halfway to yes.
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      The door slammed behind them with a sharp, final snap, the sound ricocheting through the quiet apartment.

      Sienna dropped her clutch onto the entryway table a little too hard and crossed her arms, trying to hold herself together. Her skin still buzzed with leftover adrenaline, her heart beating a furious rhythm against her ribs.

      Evan locked the door and turned to her, his face drawn tight with tension. He opened his mouth—maybe to explain, maybe to apologize—but Sienna beat him to it.

      "You wanted her," she said, her voice low and shaking.

      Evan flinched like she’d slapped him. "That's not fair," he growled, running a hand through his hair. "You saw what she was doing. She was—"

      "Flirting with you. Touching you," Sienna snapped, taking a step closer, her anger spiked with something darker, hotter. "And you just sat there and let her."

      He glared at her, frustration flashing in his eyes. "What was I supposed to do, Sienna? Slap her hand away and lose the contract?"

      "You could’ve looked less like you were about two seconds from coming in your pants," she bit out.

      The words hung there, sharp and ugly. Evan’s jaw worked, but no words came.

      Because it was true.

      Sienna had seen it—the way his breath had quickened under Isabel’s touch, the way he leaned in, hungry and helpless.

      And God help her, it turned her on more than it should have.

      Way more.

      "You liked it," she said, softer now, more accusation than fury. "You liked her looking at you like you were something she could... use."

      Evan closed the distance between them in three quick strides, towering over her, his chest heaving.

      "You liked it too," he said roughly, his voice a low, dangerous rasp. "You liked watching her touch me. You liked the idea of it."

      Sienna opened her mouth to deny it—to scream at him—but her body betrayed her, heat flooding between her thighs at the filthy truth of it.

      Evan saw it.

      His gaze dropped, raking over her trembling form, and something inside him snapped.

      He grabbed her face in both hands and kissed her hard, mouths colliding in a messy, desperate clash of teeth and tongues.

      Sienna shoved at his chest once, half-hearted, but Evan just groaned and pushed her back against the wall, his hands already tugging her dress up over her hips.

      "I’m yours," he ground out against her lips, dragging her panties down her thighs with one rough yank. "I don’t care who looks at me. You’re the only one who gets to have me."

      Sienna whimpered into his mouth, her nails scraping down his back as he fumbled with his belt, clumsy with need.

      She barely got a hand between them, wrapping her fingers around his cock—already thick and leaking—and guiding him to her slick entrance.

      With one brutal thrust, he buried himself inside her.

      Sienna cried out, clinging to his shoulders as he drove into her, fast and rough, no pretense of gentleness left.

      Every thrust rattled the picture frames on the wall.

      Every moan, every grunt, every desperate gasp filled the apartment.

      They were both pretending—not thinking about Isabel’s dark eyes, Isabel’s knowing smile, Isabel’s hand stroking, coaxing, commanding.

      And yet... she was everywhere.

      In the frantic way Evan fucked her, like he had to stake his claim before someone else could. In the filthy way Sienna whispered his name, over and over, like a prayer and a curse. Their bodies slammed together, a frenzy of anger and lust and something too raw to name.

      It didn’t take long.

      Sienna shattered first, gasping his name, her body locking tight around him. Evan followed with a harsh groan, spilling into her, clutching her so tight it almost hurt.

      They sagged against the wall, panting, trembling, wrecked. For a long moment, there was only the sound of their breathing, ragged and uneven.

      Evan pressed his forehead to hers, his hands gentle now, stroking her hips, her hair. "I love you," he whispered, voice broken. "Only you."

      Sienna closed her eyes, a tear sliding hot down her cheek. "I know," she whispered back. But in the dark corners of her mind, Isabel’s voice purred, low and seductive.

      Some pleasures are best enjoyed before they slip through your fingers.

      And Sienna wasn’t sure if she was terrified...or already aching for more.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, Sienna stood at the kitchen counter, staring blankly into her coffee as if it might hold the answers she didn’t have the courage to voice.

      The apartment was too quiet. Evan had already left for an early meeting, leaving behind the lingering scent of his cologne and the faint memory of his mouth on hers when he kissed her goodbye — tender, almost apologetic.

      Her thighs still ached from the night before, a delicious soreness that made her cheeks heat whenever she shifted. The wild way he’d taken her — like he couldn’t bear the thought of anyone else touching her — should have been enough to drive away the restless, gnawing feeling in her gut.

      It wasn’t.

      She sipped her coffee, grimacing at the bitterness, and set the mug down with a soft clink. The events of last night looped through her mind in vivid flashes she couldn't shut off if she tried.

      The fury. The need. The brutal way Evan had claimed her.

      And underneath it all — Isabel.

      Always Isabel.

      Sienna could still feel the ghost of Isabel’s hand brushing her arm at dinner, the way her gaze had stripped them both bare without a single word. She could still hear Isabel’s velvet voice making that impossible offer, see the smirk playing on those blood-red lips as if she already knew the answer.

      The worst part — the part Sienna couldn’t outrun no matter how fast she tried — was how much it turned her on.

      The idea of Isabel touching Evan, of Evan letting her...It should have filled Sienna with rage. It should have made her sick.

      Instead, it made her thighs clench and her breath catch in her throat.

      She hated herself for it. For the secret, shameful pulse of arousal that wouldn't go away. For the way her mind spun out filthy, forbidden images without her permission.

      She imagined Isabel pushing Evan down onto crisp white sheets, slow and deliberate, with that same wicked smile.

      

      Imagined Evan’s hands fisting the sheets, his body trembling with restraint.

      

      Imagined sitting there, helpless and aching, watching another woman take him apart piece by piece.

      Would he look at Isabel the way he looked at her? Would he moan for her the same way?

      Sienna pressed her thighs together, a small, desperate sound slipping from her lips.

      She set the coffee aside and braced her hands on the counter, bowing her head. Her heart hammered, her breathing uneven.

      It wasn’t just jealousy. It was the fantasy of it. The danger of letting go. The thrill of seeing Evan lose control... and knowing she still held the real power.

      Because at the end of the night, he would still be hers.

      No matter who touched him. No matter what happened. It would be Sienna he came home to. It would be Sienna he loved.

      The thought wrapped around her like silk — wicked and seductive and impossibly tempting.

      Maybe Isabel had seen it in them before they even saw it in themselves. Maybe she’d known from the first touch, the first look.

      Sienna opened her eyes and stared out the kitchen window, the city stretching beyond in soft morning haze.

      There was a decision to make. A line they hadn’t crossed yet — but one that, once crossed, could never be undone.

      She wasn’t sure if she had the strength to say yes. She wasn’t sure if she had the strength to say no, either.

      Somewhere deep inside, beneath the fear and doubt, something darker stirred.

      

      Something reckless.

      

      Something hungry.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The apartment was quiet when Evan came home.

      Sienna heard the soft thud of the door, the jingle of his keys hitting the dish by the entrance. She stood frozen in the middle of the living room, heart hammering so loud she was sure he could hear it from across the room.

      He walked in, jacket slung over one shoulder, his hair mussed from running his hands through it all day. The second he saw her standing there, barefoot in one of his old T-shirts, he paused. His whole body went still, wary.

      "Hey," he said cautiously. "You okay?"

      Sienna licked her lips, nerves coiling tight inside her. She nodded, then shook her head. "No," she whispered. "Not really."

      He dropped his jacket onto the back of the couch and came closer, his face etched with concern. "Talk to me."

      She sank down onto the couch, pulling her knees up, and he sat across from her, close but not touching. Waiting.

      The silence stretched between them, thick and heavy.

      "I can't stop thinking about it," Sienna said finally, voice barely above a breath.

      Evan's brows furrowed. "About last night?"

      She shook her head again, twisting her fingers together. "About... her. About what she offered."

      There was a long, charged pause. Evan's throat worked as he swallowed hard. "Sienna..."

      "I'm scared," she said, cutting him off before he could say something that would make her lose her nerve. "I'm scared because... because part of me hates the idea. And part of me..." She broke off, squeezing her eyes shut. "Part of me wants it so badly I can barely think straight."

      When she opened her eyes, Evan was staring at her like she’d just ripped out his heart and handed it to him.

      "You’re not the only one," he said roughly. "God, Sienna, you have no idea how much I’ve thought about it. About you watching. About you telling me what to do. About..." His voice cracked, the words coming fast and raw. "About being yours even when someone else is touching me."

      Her breath caught.

      There it was — the thing she hadn’t been able to name before, the thing that had haunted her all day.

      It wasn’t about Isabel. It wasn’t about losing Evan.

      It was about trust. About power. About giving herself permission to want something messy and complicated and achingly, wickedly beautiful.

      She leaned forward, reaching for his hand, threading their fingers together. "If we do this," she said softly, "I have to be there. I have to be a part of it."

      Evan squeezed her hand like he could imprint himself into her skin. "Anything you want," he said fiercely. "You call the shots. You say stop, it stops. You say no, it's no."

      "And if I say more?" she whispered, heart pounding.

      He smiled then — a crooked, aching smile that made her fall in love with him all over again. "Then it’s more," he said. "Only if you want it."

      Sienna leaned in, pressing her forehead to his, breathing him in. His scent — pine and coffee and something purely Evan — grounded her, anchored her.

      She pulled back just enough to look him in the eyes. "Let’s call her," she said, the words tumbling out in a rush before she could change her mind. "Before I lose my nerve."

      Evan nodded, reaching for his phone. His fingers trembled slightly as he pulled up Isabel’s number, the text thread from last night still open — the last message from Isabel simply reading, I’ll be waiting.

      He hesitated, glancing at her one last time, giving her a silent chance to back out.

      Sienna gave a shaky nod.

      He hit the call button.

      The line barely rang once before Isabel answered, her voice smooth and amused, like she’d been expecting them. "Evan," she purred. "And Sienna, I presume."

      Sienna shivered, the sound of Isabel’s voice sliding over her like velvet.

      "We talked," Evan said, his voice steady but tight.

      "And?" Isabel prompted, a playful lilt in her tone.

      Sienna swallowed, forcing her voice to work. "We want to take you up on your offer."

      There was a pause on the line, so brief it barely existed — and then Isabel laughed, low and rich. "I’m delighted," she said. "I’ll have everything arranged."

      Sienna’s stomach fluttered wildly, her entire body buzzing with nerves and anticipation. "One thing," she said quickly, her voice sharper than she meant. "I have to be there. I have to... be part of it."

      Isabel made a soft, approving sound. "Of course, darling. This night is for all of us." The words sent a shiver through Sienna’s spine. "I’ll send you the details," Isabel said, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "Be ready." The call ended with a soft click, leaving a ringing silence behind.

      Sienna sat there, her heart pounding, staring at Evan. "We're really doing this," she said, half in awe, half in terror.

      Evan reached out and cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing lightly over her skin. "Only because we want to," he said. "Only because we trust each other."

      Sienna leaned into his touch, closing her eyes. She didn’t know what was waiting for them on the other side of tonight. But for the first time since this whole whirlwind had started, she wasn’t afraid of it anymore.

      She was ready.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      The second time they pulled up to Isabel’s estate, the atmosphere inside the car was entirely different.

      No longer stiff and polite.

      Now it crackled — thick with nerves, with anticipation, with something darker and infinitely more dangerous.

      Sienna smoothed her palms down the front of her dress, her fingers trembling slightly against the sheer black fabric. Isabel’s instructions had been explicit: Something short. Something daring. Something that makes you feel like a gift unwrapping itself.

      The dress was more lingerie than clothing — black mesh and delicate lace, with tiny, teasing straps over her shoulders and a hem that barely kissed the tops of her thighs. Her nipples were visible under the thin fabric, taut and aching from nothing more than expectation.

      She caught Evan sneaking a glance at her from the driver’s seat, his jaw clenching tight.

      "You sure you’re ready?" he asked roughly as he pulled up to the front steps, where the grand double doors already stood open, as if Isabel had known the exact moment they would arrive.

      Sienna took a deep breath, tasting jasmine and fear and something like wild exhilaration.

      "I’m sure," she said, and for the first time, she meant it.

      The valet opened her door, bowing low, not even pretending not to stare. Sienna’s cheeks flushed, but a secret thrill licked down her spine as she stepped out, her heels clicking softly on the stone.

      She felt exposed. Powerful. Alive.

      Evan joined her on the walkway, his hand resting at the small of her back — protective, possessive — and together they climbed the steps.

      And then Isabel appeared in the doorway, and the world fell away.

      She wore a gown that defied description — crimson silk, cut so deep at the sides it flashed bare thigh with every measured step. The fabric clung to her body like a second skin, liquid and sinful, her hair pinned up in a tousled, effortless twist that exposed the long, graceful line of her throat.

      Sienna couldn’t breathe.

      Neither, apparently, could Evan.

      Isabel smiled slowly as they approached, a queen surveying the subjects who had finally bent the knee.

      "You’re both even more beautiful tonight," she purred, her gaze lingering on Sienna with naked appreciation before sliding possessively over Evan’s broad shoulders and strong hands.

      The compliment settled low in Sienna’s belly, heating her from the inside out.

      "Come," Isabel said, stepping aside to usher them in, her fingers brushing lightly over Sienna’s bare back as they passed. "I’ve been waiting all night to unwrap my gifts."

      The words — the touch — set off a tremor through Sienna's body.

      Inside, the mansion glowed even more opulently than before. The chandeliers had been dimmed to a soft golden haze, and the air was thick with the scent of roses and smoke. Soft instrumental music drifted from somewhere unseen, slow and sensual, curling around them like a lover’s breath.

      It was a different world. A world where things like rules, and fears, and common sense didn’t exist.

      Sienna slipped her hand into Evan’s, squeezing once, grounding herself. He squeezed back, a silent promise: I'm here. I'm yours.

      Isabel watched them with a gleam of satisfaction, her bare footfalls silent against the marble. "Tonight," she murmured, her voice a velvet rope winding around their throats, "is about surrender."

      She turned and walked deeper into the house, expecting them to follow. Sienna took a breath, felt Evan’s fingers tighten around hers...

      And together, they stepped forward into the unknown.

      The room Isabel led them into wasn’t a bedroom. Not exactly.

      It was something far more decadent.

      Soft, amber lighting spilled from discreet sconces along the walls, illuminating a wide, low platform bed draped in blood-red silk. Thick, lush rugs covered the dark wood floors, and velvet settees lined the edges of the room like thrones waiting for an audience.

      But it was the atmosphere that stopped Sienna’s breath — thick and heady with anticipation, every inch of the space humming with expectation.

      Isabel turned to face them, her smile slow, predatory, indulgent. "Undress him," she said to Sienna, her voice a soft command, a purr of velvet against Sienna’s skin.

      Sienna froze, her pulse stuttering.

      Evan stood still beside her, waiting, his breathing shallow. Trusting her.

      Isabel moved closer, her bare feet silent on the rug. She reached for Evan herself, her fingers brushing lightly over the knot of his tie.

      "No," she murmured, almost to herself. "Not you. Her."

      She stepped back and gestured, lazy and imperious.

      Sienna’s throat worked as she swallowed, her body thrumming with nerves and something hotter, darker.

      With trembling hands, she stepped forward.

      Evan’s eyes locked onto hers — wide, a little wild, but steady.

      Her fingers slipped under his tie, pulling it loose. The fabric slid free with a soft whisper, and Evan’s chest rose and fell faster.

      Button by button, Sienna undid his shirt, baring the strong lines of his torso to the warm, heavy air. His skin was flushed, his muscles tense under her touch.

      She pushed the shirt off his shoulders, letting it fall to the floor.

      Isabel made a soft, pleased sound behind her — a little hum of satisfaction that made Sienna’s skin prickle with heat.

      "Good girl," Isabel murmured.

      Sienna’s knees nearly buckled.

      Her hands fumbled with Evan’s belt, the leather slipping through her fingers. She forced herself to slow down, to savor it, to let herself be part of the moment.

      When she finally freed him, Evan’s slacks slid down his hips, pooling at his feet.

      He stood there now in nothing but black boxer briefs, his cock already straining against the fabric, thick and obvious.

      Sienna’s breath caught at the sight of him — so exposed, so vulnerable, so beautiful.

      "Leave those," Isabel said, her voice low and wicked. "For now."

      Sienna stepped back automatically, unsure where to put her hands, feeling more naked in her tiny black dress than she ever had in her life.

      Isabel circled them slowly, her gaze raking over Evan’s nearly naked form with open hunger. Sienna shivered, watching the way Isabel’s fingers brushed Evan’s shoulder, tracing a slow, lazy line down his arm.

      "Look at you," Isabel purred. "So eager. So ready to be seen."

      Evan’s chest heaved, but he didn’t move. His fists clenched at his sides, his entire body taut with the effort of holding still.

      "Do you feel it?" Isabel whispered, stepping closer, her mouth near his ear. "Her eyes on you. My eyes on you."

      She let her fingers drift lower, skimming the waistband of his briefs, teasing the sensitive skin just above.

      Evan made a low, desperate sound, barely audible.

      Sienna’s thighs pressed together instinctively, her panties already soaked from watching, from the slow, merciless way Isabel handled him — like a toy she couldn’t wait to unwrap.

      Isabel turned her gaze to Sienna, locking eyes with her.

      "Don’t look away," she said, her tone brooking no argument. "Watch him. Watch how beautiful he is when he gives in."

      Sienna couldn’t have looked away if she tried.

      Isabel’s hands slid down Evan’s sides, framing his hips, before trailing up his stomach — a slow, sinuous journey that made him shudder.

      "You want her to see you like this, don’t you?" Isabel whispered, her nails scraping lightly over his ribs.

      Evan swallowed hard. "Yes."

      The admission broke from him in a rough, breathless groan, his cheeks flushing darker, his cock visibly twitching in his briefs.

      Sienna whimpered, the sound escaping her without permission.

      Isabel smiled — a wicked, knowing thing — and reached for the waistband of Evan’s underwear, snapping it lightly against his skin.

      "Not yet," she murmured. "Patience."

      She turned her attention back to Sienna, prowling closer.

      "You’ve never really seen him like this, have you?" Isabel asked, voice low and intimate. "Not like this. Not helpless. Not desperate."

      Sienna shook her head, her breath ragged.

      "And how does it make you feel?" Isabel whispered, her hand lifting to trail the back of her fingers down Sienna’s bare arm, sending shivers racing over her skin.

      Sienna’s lips parted, but no words came.

      She didn’t need to say it. It was written all over her face. In the way her chest heaved. In the way her thighs pressed together. In the way her heart threatened to pound right out of her ribs.

      Isabel smiled again — slower this time, almost fond.

      "Good," she said softly. "Very good."

      She turned back to Evan, her fingers brushing over the front of his briefs, drawing a strangled gasp from him.

      "And now," Isabel murmured, "let’s see what happens when he can’t hide anything from us anymore."

      She hooked her thumbs into the waistband — slow, deliberate — and began to peel the last barrier away.

      Sienna’s breath caught in her throat, the air around them pulsing with heat, with want, with the sharp, trembling edge of surrender.

      And she watched — helpless, hungry, heart hammering — as Evan was laid bare before them both.

      Evan stood utterly exposed before them now, the last scrap of modesty stripped away. His cock jutted out proudly, thick and flushed, straining upward with helpless need. His muscles quivered under his skin, taut with restraint, his fists still clenched at his sides like he was clinging to the last thread of control.

      And Isabel...Isabel devoured him with her eyes like he was her own personal banquet.

      She made a small, appreciative sound deep in her throat, circling him slowly, savoring every angle, every trembling inch.

      Sienna couldn't move. Couldn't breathe.

      All she could do was watch, heat throbbing low between her thighs, as Isabel stepped closer — close enough to touch, close enough to command.

      "Look at you," Isabel murmured, reaching out with a single finger to trace the line of Evan’s collarbone, the touch so light it was almost a ghost. "So strong. So eager. So ready to be broken open."

      Evan shuddered under her hand, a flush creeping up his throat.

      Isabel smiled — slow and devious — and let her hand drift lower, tracing the cut of his chest, the dip of his stomach, until she hovered just above the aching need between his legs.

      But she didn't touch him. Not yet.

      Instead, she turned slightly, catching Sienna's gaze across the thick, humming air.

      "Come here," Isabel said, beckoning with a lazy flick of her fingers.

      Sienna obeyed before her brain could catch up, her feet carrying her forward until she stood just beside Evan, so close she could feel the heat radiating off his body.

      Isabel’s hand slid up Evan’s chest again, then slipped behind his neck, tugging him down until he was forced to look into Sienna’s eyes.

      "Kiss him," Isabel murmured. "Let him taste who he belongs to."

      Sienna rose onto her toes, cupping Evan’s flushed cheeks in her hands, and kissed him — deep and lingering and possessive. She poured everything into it: her fear, her need, her love.

      Evan groaned into her mouth, his hands finally breaking free to clutch at her waist, dragging her closer. His cock pressed hot and urgent against her stomach, and Sienna whimpered, rubbing against him shamelessly.

      "Good," Isabel purred, her fingers stroking idly down Evan’s spine as they kissed. "Very good."

      When Sienna pulled back, Evan looked wrecked — dazed and desperate, his chest heaving, his eyes glassy with need.

      Isabel stepped in smoothly, her body brushing against Evan’s side, reclaiming control with a single, devastating smile.

      "Now," she said, her voice dropping low, "let’s see how long he can last."

      She guided Evan backward until the backs of his knees hit the edge of the low platform bed. He sank down onto it obediently, thighs spread, cock bobbing obscenely between his legs.

      Sienna stayed standing, her heart hammering, her panties soaked.

      Isabel knelt gracefully between Evan’s legs, her gown pooling around her like spilled blood.

      And then she touched him.

      Just her fingertips at first, gliding up the inside of his thigh, skipping his erection completely, teasing the sensitive skin nearby.

      Evan’s head fell back, a hoarse groan ripping from his throat.

      Sienna’s nails dug into her palms, watching.

      "You’re doing so well," Isabel murmured, brushing her lips over the crease where his thigh met his hip. "Such a good boy for us."

      Evan’s entire body jerked at the praise, and Sienna’s breath caught.

      She’d never seen him like this — trembling, straining, needing — not with her, not with anyone.

      It was terrifying. It was intoxicating.

      Isabel’s fingers finally wrapped around him, soft, stroking just enough to make him whimper. She licked a slow, deliberate stripe up the underside of his shaft, then blew lightly on the wet trail, making him shudder violently.

      "You want more?" she asked, her voice teasing.

      "Yes," Evan gasped, hips bucking slightly before he caught himself.

      Isabel smiled and pulled her hand away entirely.

      "Patience," she said again, her voice dripping with wicked amusement.

      She looked up at Sienna, her eyes dark and glittering.

      "Touch him," she commanded. "Let him know he's yours."

      Sienna’s legs felt like jelly, but she moved forward anyway, sinking onto her knees beside Isabel.

      She reached out with trembling fingers and wrapped her hand around Evan’s cock.

      He gasped — a raw, broken sound — and thrust helplessly into her grip.

      "You see?" Isabel whispered against her ear. "He aches for you."

      Sienna stroked him slowly, savoring the heat and weight of him in her hand. Evan’s eyes locked onto hers — pleading, desperate, worshipful.

      Sienna leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to the flushed tip, tasting the salty bead of precum. "Mine," she whispered fiercely against his skin.

      Evan shuddered and nodded frantically, his hands fisting in the silk sheets behind him. "Yours," he rasped.

      Isabel watched them with a satisfied smile, then leaned in and kissed the corner of Sienna’s mouth — a brief, possessive brush of lips — before turning her attention fully back to Evan.

      Together, they worked him slowly, cruelly, lovingly — Sienna’s hand stroking, Isabel’s mouth teasing, their praise and whispers filling the heavy, charged air.

      Evan was trembling uncontrollably now, teetering on the brink, his entire body a live wire of pleasure and denial.

      "You’re close, aren’t you?" Isabel said, licking a slow circle around the head of his cock. "So close to giving it all away."

      "Please," Evan gasped, sweat beading on his forehead.

      Sienna stroked him faster, leaning in to kiss the hollow of his throat, feeling his pulse hammer against her lips.

      "Come for us," she whispered, her voice thick with need.

      It only took a few more strokes, a few more filthy, whispered words, before Evan’s entire body seized.

      He cried out — a raw, desperate sound — and came in thick, hot spurts over Sienna’s hand, over Isabel’s waiting tongue.

      He sagged backward, utterly spent, utterly undone.

      Sienna sat back on her heels, panting, her hand sticky, her body throbbing with unfulfilled need.

      Isabel licked her lips, savoring the taste, her eyes dark and gleaming.

      Sienna barely had time to catch her breath before Isabel rose to her feet with feline grace, the crimson silk of her gown slipping from her body and pooling at her feet like a defeated lover.

      She was stunning — all golden skin and sinful curves, utterly unashamed as she stood naked in the low, flickering light.

      Sienna’s breath caught, a pulse of heat surging low in her belly.

      Isabel turned her attention back to Evan, who lay stretched out and vulnerable across the bed, his chest still rising and falling in ragged gasps.

      

      But he wasn’t finished. Not even close.

      With a sly, knowing smile, Isabel straddled him, her thighs bracketing his hips. She dragged her nails lightly down his stomach, drawing another sharp gasp from his lips as he stirred beneath her, already hardening again.

      Sienna knelt at the edge of the bed, her heart hammering, her body slick and aching with need.

      She should have felt jealous. She should have felt possessive.

      But instead, she felt... powerful.

      Isabel might touch him, ride him, make him come undone again and again... but in the end, Evan belonged to Sienna.

      He always would.

      And tonight — this reckless, beautiful night — she got to see it all. Taste it all. Own it all.

      Sienna watched, trembling with arousal, as Isabel guided Evan’s cock to her entrance, teasing herself with slow, torturous glides before finally sinking down, inch by inch.

      Evan moaned — a deep, broken sound that went straight to Sienna’s core.

      The room filled with the wet, obscene sounds of slick skin against skin, the low, guttural grunts of pleasure from Evan, the soft, encouraging murmurs from Isabel.

      Sienna’s mouth watered as she watched Isabel ride him — slow at first, teasing, grinding her hips in lazy circles that had Evan’s hands clawing at the sheets.

      Sienna shifted closer, needing to see, needing to feel.

      Isabel’s eyes met hers over Evan’s wrecked body, and a slow, wicked smile curved her lips.

      "Touch him," Isabel whispered. "Touch both of us."

      Sienna didn’t hesitate.

      She reached out, her fingers brushing over Evan’s heaving chest, feeling the pounding of his heart against her palm. She slid lower, tracing the taut muscles of his stomach, the trembling line of his hip.

      Isabel leaned down, her breasts brushing Evan’s chest, her mouth finding his in a deep, filthy kiss.

      Sienna watched them, heat pooling between her thighs, her own breathing ragged.

      She trailed her hand lower still, to where their bodies joined — slick and hot and desperate.

      Her fingers brushed over Evan’s cock, slick with Isabel’s arousal, and both of them gasped at once.

      Sienna bit her lip, overwhelmed by the raw, visceral connection between them all — the taste of it, the scent, the heat.

      Isabel rocked harder now, riding Evan in a rhythm that had the bed creaking under them, her moans growing louder, sharper.

      And Evan — God, Evan — was utterly lost, his face buried against Isabel’s throat, his hands clutching at her hips like he might fall apart without her.

      Sienna leaned closer, pressing a kiss to Evan’s shoulder, whispering against his sweat-slicked skin.

      "You’re mine," she breathed, her voice trembling. "Even when you're inside her. You’re still mine."

      Evan’s entire body shuddered, a helpless, desperate sound tearing from his throat.

      "I’m yours," he gasped. "Always."

      Sienna smiled through the burning in her throat, pride and love and lust crashing through her all at once.

      She gave him this. She let this happen.

      And it only made her feel more powerful. More connected. More whole.

      Isabel cried out then, a sharp, broken sound, her body jerking as she climaxed around Evan, her nails raking down his back.

      Sienna watched, transfixed, as Evan followed her over the edge a heartbeat later, his entire body locking tight before he spilled inside her with a low, shuddering groan.

      The three of them collapsed together, tangled in sweat and silk and gasping breaths. Sienna slid onto the bed beside them, her body thrumming, her heart so full it hurt.

      Isabel rolled onto her side, propping her head up on one hand, her other hand lazily tracing patterns over Sienna’s thigh.

      "You were incredible," Isabel murmured, her voice rough with satisfaction.

      Evan turned his head toward Sienna, his eyes dark and heavy-lidded, his entire body humming with spent pleasure.

      He reached for her blindly, needing her, grounding himself against her like she was the only thing that could hold him together.

      Sienna curled into him, her heart hammering.

      Because she understood now — understood it in a way that no one could ever take from her. She was his anchor. His home. His everything. No matter how wild the storm, he would always come back to her.

      And she... she would never be afraid to let him fly again.
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        * * *

      

      The morning light slipped in around the heavy drapes, soft and golden, painting lazy patterns across the tangle of sheets and bare limbs.

      Sienna stirred first, her body sore and sated, her head resting against the steady rise and fall of Evan’s chest. His arm was slung loosely around her back, holding her close, like even in sleep he couldn’t bear to let her go.

      For a long moment, she stayed like that — breathing him in, feeling the heat of his skin against hers, the steady thud of his heart beneath her palm.

      The events of the night before hovered just beneath the surface, vivid and impossible to deny. The taste of it still lingered on her tongue. The wildness of it still hummed in her blood.

      She shifted slightly, feeling the silky sheets whisper against her bare skin, and that’s when she noticed her.

      Isabel.

      Perched on the edge of a velvet chair across the room, draped in a thin silk robe that did nothing to hide the marks of their night written across her skin — red crescents from Evan’s hands, faint love bites trailing her throat.

      She watched them with a slow, satisfied smirk, one eyebrow arched in lazy amusement.

      Sienna’s cheeks flushed hot, but she didn’t look away. Neither did Evan when he cracked one sleepy eye open and saw their hostess sitting there, completely unbothered.

      Isabel rose with the grace of a queen, tying the sash of her robe loosely around her waist.

      "You were exquisite," she said simply, her voice still husky with sleep and pleasure. "Both of you."

      Sienna swallowed, her throat tight, but she found herself smiling — small and genuine.

      Isabel drifted closer, pausing beside the bed. She reached out and brushed her fingers through Evan’s hair, then traced a line down Sienna’s arm — light, almost reverent.

      "No regrets," Isabel murmured. "Only beginnings."

      She leaned down and pressed a kiss to Sienna’s temple — a soft, lingering promise — before straightening and gliding from the room, the door whispering closed behind her.

      Leaving them alone.

      Sienna let out a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding.

      Evan shifted under her, tightening his arm around her shoulders, pulling her even closer.

      "Hey," he murmured, his voice rough with sleep and something deeper. "You okay?"

      Sienna turned her face up to his, searching his eyes — still heavy-lidded, still dark with leftover desire — but clear. Grounded. "I’m good," she said, her voice catching. "Are you?"

      Evan smiled — slow and raw, the kind of smile he only ever gave her. "I’m perfect," he said simply. "Because I still have you."

      She pressed her hand to his chest, feeling the steady beat of his heart. "You’re mine," she whispered fiercely. "No matter what."

      "Always," he said, without hesitation. "Always yours."

      He rolled gently, shifting so that she lay beneath him, his body a comforting weight over hers, his mouth finding hers in a slow, aching kiss that tasted of promises and new beginnings.

      There was no rush now. No fear.

      Only the deep, unshakable bond that had been reforged — not broken — by everything they’d given and taken the night before.

      When they finally pulled apart, their foreheads resting together, Sienna smiled against his lips. "I love you," she breathed.

      "I love you more," Evan said, and she believed him. She always would.
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        * * *

      

      The next afternoon, the envelope arrived.

      Thick, creamy cardstock sealed with a dark red wax stamp — a curling, elegant I pressed deep into the center.

      Sienna sat cross-legged on the couch, watching Evan tear it open with careful fingers, as if half-expecting something to explode out of it.

      Inside, nestled between sheets of monogrammed paper, was the contract.

      Signed. Stamped. Sealed.

      Evan exhaled a long breath, running a hand through his hair. He held the papers like they might disappear if he blinked.

      "It's official," he said, voice a little dazed. "We got it."

      Sienna smiled, warmth blooming in her chest — not just for the victory, but for everything it meant. For everything they had survived. Everything they had chosen together.

      A smaller, slimmer envelope slipped free and fluttered onto the coffee table.

      Sienna picked it up, heart skipping.

      Inside was a short note, written in a graceful, looping script.

      For your future conquests. Don’t forget who unlocked the door for you.

      —I

      Tucked beneath the note was a gift: a fountain pen gleaming black and gold, the weight of it decadent in Sienna’s palm... and a pair of delicate silver handcuffs, cool and gleaming.

      Her cheeks flushed hot.

      She glanced up at Evan, who was watching her with a mixture of amusement and something darker, something hungry.

      "Looks like she thinks we’re going to need these," Sienna murmured, her voice shaking with barely-contained laughter—and something more.

      Evan leaned forward, bracing his elbows on his knees, his gaze searing into hers.

      "Maybe we will," he said softly. "Maybe this is just the beginning."

      Sienna’s heart fluttered wildly against her ribs.

      Because deep down, she knew he was right.

      This wasn’t an ending.

      It was a door, cracked open, inviting them into a world they hadn’t even known they craved.

      And together, hand in hand, they were going to step through it.

      With no fear. No shame. Only love — wild, fierce, and utterly unbreakable.

      Evan reached for her then, tugging her into his lap, his mouth finding hers in a kiss that promised everything.

      Everything they were.

      Everything they would become.

      Everything they were brave enough to claim, together.

      And Sienna, smiling against his lips, let herself fall.
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