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The silk of Ruby’s midnight blue dress whispered against her thighs as she smoothed it down, her reflection in the bedroom mirror a vision of curated elegance. Almost ready. The delicate scent of her perfume, something expensive and jasmine-heavy that Jonah loved, filled the space between them.

Jonah watched from the edge of their bed, his hands clasped between his knees. “You look... incredible, Rubes. He’s a lucky man.”

She met his eyes in the glass, a soft, nervous smile playing on her expertly painted lips. “He’s getting a business arrangement. You’re the lucky one.” She turned, the dress swirling around her. “This still feels surreal. Dinner with a billionaire who buys a C-suite position for my husband with a night with his wife. I can’t believe I agreed to this.”

“It’s not buying,” Jonah corrected gently, though his voice was tight. “It’s an... exchange. A fantasy. His, and... mine.”

Something in his tone made her still. She walked over, the click of her heels sharp on the hardwood floor, and knelt before him, taking his hands in hers. They were cold. “Jonah? What is it? You’ve been quiet all day.”

He took a deep, shaky breath, his gaze dropping to their joined hands before forcing itself back up to meet hers. His honesty was a physical effort, a weight he had to push out. “I’ve been thinking about tonight. About you with him. And it... it does something to me.”

“Makes you sick?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper, her brow furrowed with concern. “We can call it off. Right now. The job doesn’t matter.”

“No!” The word came out too fast, too sharp. He softened his voice. “No. That’s not it. It’s... the opposite.” He swallowed hard. “The thought of it... of another man touching you, wanting you so much he’d offer all that... it turns me on, Ruby. So much it almost scares me.”

Ruby’s breath hitched. She searched his face, looking for a joke, a hint of hesitation, but found only raw, vulnerable truth. Her husband’s confession hung in the air, thick and electric.

He pressed on, the words now a frantic, hushed stream. “My fantasy... the one I haven’t ever had the courage to say out loud... is that I wouldn’t just wait here for you to come home and tell me about it. I want to see it. I want to be there.”

Her hands went slack in his. “What?”

“I want to be in the room,” he whispered, his eyes blazing with a mixture of fear and desperate desire. “Not to interfere. Just to watch. To see you come apart for him. To see how beautiful you look when you’re lost in it.”

Ruby shot to her feet, putting distance between them as if his words had physically burned her. “Jonah, no. Absolutely not. That’s... that’s crazy.” A flurry of fears tumbled out. “What if it ruins everything? What if you see something you can’t unsee? What if it changes how you look at me? How I feel about myself? God, it feels so... violating.”

“It wouldn’t be!” he insisted, standing now, his own nervous energy matching hers. “It would be the opposite. It would be you sharing the most intimate part of yourself with me in a whole new way. It would be the ultimate trust. The ultimate turn-on.” He took a cautious step toward her. “Imagine it, Ruby. You, on that big hotel bed. Him worshiping you. And me, in a chair in the corner, just... watching my gorgeous wife become a total goddess for someone else. Knowing she’s doing it for us, for our future, but getting off on it for herself, too.”

Ruby wrapped her arms around herself, a defensive gesture. Her mind raced, a car skidding on ice. The idea was appalling. It was perverse. It was a line she never, ever considered crossing.

But.

A treacherous, heat-filled thread unspooled low in her belly.

She thought of Magnus Thorne, the billionaire. The cool, commanding way he’d laid out his offer in his office, his gaze lingering on her not with lechery, but with a deep, appraising hunger. The sheer power of the man. The absolute certainty that he would take what he wanted.

And then she thought of Jonah. Her sweet, steady Jonah, who loved her more than anything. Seeing that raw, shocking need in his eyes now—for this.

Her initial shock began to melt, eroded by a rising tide of something else entirely. A dark, curious heat.

“You...” she started, her voice unsteady. “You really want that? To just sit and... watch?”

“More than I’ve wanted anything in a long time,” he breathed, the admission leaving him looking both relieved and terrified.

She took a step back toward him, drawn in by the intensity of his confession. The spicy, illicit nature of it was starting to seep past her defenses, whispering to a part of her she kept carefully locked away. “Where would you even be?”

“Anywhere he allows. A corner. An adjoining room with the door cracked. I don’t care. Just... somewhere I can see. Or hear.” His hand came up to cup her cheek, his thumb stroking her skin. “I wouldn’t make a sound. I’d just be your audience. Our audience.”

Ruby leaned into his touch, her heart hammering against her ribs. The vision was forming now, unwanted and exhilarating. Herself, the center of attention. The object of pure, unadulterated desire from two powerful men in completely different ways. One who owned boardrooms, and one who owned her heart.

The fear was still there, a cold knot in her stomach, but it was now tangled up with something warm and slick and thrilling. Her curiosity wasn’t just sparked; it was a flame catching on dry tinder.

She looked at her husband, really looked at him—at the hopeful, turned-on apprehension on his face—and felt a powerful surge of love mixed with a dark, burgeoning excitement.

Her voice was a low, tentative murmur, laced with a curiosity she no longer tried to hide. “You’d really just... watch? You wouldn’t... want to join in?”

Jonah’s voice was low, almost reverent, as he leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear. “Maybe after you’re done... I would reclaim you.” The words were soft, but they carried a weight that made her shiver. He pulled back just enough to meet her eyes, his own dark with desire and something more primal. “I’d wait until he’s finished. Until you’ve had your fill of him. And then...” He paused, his hand sliding down to grip her waist, possessive yet tender. “Then I’d take you back. Make sure you remember who you really belong to.”

Ruby’s breath hitched, her pulse quickening at the intensity in his voice. “Reclaim me?” she whispered, her voice shaky but laced with a curiosity she couldn’t quite suppress. “What does that even mean?”

Jonah’s lips curved into a slow, hungry smile. “It means I’d make you mine all over again. I’d touch you, kiss you, remind you of every inch of your body that belongs to me. I’d make you come so hard, Ruby, that you’d forget anyone else ever touched you.” His hand slid lower, his fingers brushing the curve of her hip, and she felt a jolt of heat that made her knees weak. “It’s not just about watching. It’s about knowing that no matter what happens, you’re still mine.”

She stared at him, her mind swirling with conflicting emotions—fear, excitement, and a dark, forbidden thrill. The idea of being shared, of being someone else’s for a night, was terrifying. But the thought of Jonah claiming her afterward, of his hands and mouth erasing any trace of another man, sent a wave of desire crashing through her. “And you’d... you’d be okay with that?” she asked, her voice trembling. “With knowing that he... that he—”

“I’d be more than okay,” Jonah interrupted, his voice firm despite the slight tremor in it. “Because at the end of the night, you’d be in my arms. You’d be mine. And that’s all that matters.” He cupped her face in his hands, his eyes searching hers. “This isn’t about losing you, Ruby. It’s about sharing you. And when it’s over, I’ll be the one who gets to keep you.”

Ruby’s heart pounded in her chest as she looked at him, her husband, the man she loved more than anything. His words should have scared her, but instead, they ignited something deep inside her. A part of her was still hesitant, still unsure, but another part—a darker, more curious part—was starting to imagine it. To imagine him, watching her, waiting for her, and then taking her back with a raw, possessive need.

She swallowed hard, her voice barely above a whisper. “You’re serious about this, aren’t you?”

“Dead serious,” Jonah replied, his tone leaving no room for doubt. “This is my fantasy, Ruby. My deepest, darkest desire. And if you let me... I want to make it real.”

The air between them crackled with tension, thick and electric. Ruby felt as though she was standing on the edge of a precipice, about to leap into the unknown. Her fear was still there, but it was now tangled up with something else—something hot and insistent and impossible to ignore.

***
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The limousine ride to the cliffside estate was a blur of silent, charged anticipation. Ruby’s hand, slick with a fine sheen of nervous sweat, was clasped tightly in Jonah’s. The towering iron gates swung open soundlessly, revealing a sweeping driveway that led to a modern architectural monolith of glass and steel, perched defiantly over the dark, churning ocean.

A man in a tailored suit greeted them at the door, his expression unreadable. He led them through a cavernous, minimalist living area dominated by a panoramic view of the moonlit sea, and into a more intimate library. The air smelled of old leather, fine whiskey, and a hint of expensive cigar smoke.

Magnus Thorne stood with his back to them, a silhouette against the vast window. He turned slowly, his dark eyes scanning them with an unnerving, predatory calm. He was even more imposing in person, his broad shoulders straining the fabric of his crisp white shirt.

“Jonah. Ruby,” he greeted them, his voice a low, resonant rumble that seemed to vibrate through the floorboards. “Welcome. I trust your journey was comfortable.”

“It was, thank you,” Jonah said, his own voice sounding strangely thin in comparison. He cleared his throat. “Mr. Thorne, there’s been... an addition to our arrangement.”

Magnus raised a single, impeccably shaped eyebrow. He didn’t speak, merely waited, his gaze flicking between husband and wife.

Jonah took a half-step forward, his posture stiff with a mixture of fear and a strange, burgeoning excitement. “I’d like to stay. To watch.”

The silence that followed was absolute, broken only by the distant crash of waves against the cliffs. Magnus’s expression remained an unreadable mask for a long moment before a slow, dangerous smile spread across his face. It didn’t reach his eyes. “Is that so?” he finally said, his attention shifting fully to Ruby. “And does the lady consent to an audience?”

All of Ruby’s earlier fears rushed back. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of what are we doing? She looked at Jonah, seeing the raw, pleading want in his intense eyes, then back at the billionaire whose gaze felt like a physical touch. This was the precipice. She was leaping.

“Yes,” she breathed out, the word barely audible. She forced her chin up, meeting Magnus’s dark stare. “I consent.”

Magnus’s smile widened, becoming something genuinely pleased, almost feral. “Excellent. A fantasy shared is a fantasy multiplied. Please,” he said, gesturing to a deep, wingback armchair in a shadowed corner of the room. “Make yourself comfortable, Jonah. Do not speak. Do not move. You are a spectator tonight. The finest seat in the house.”

Jonah nodded, his throat working as he swallowed hard. He pressed a quick, desperate kiss to Ruby’s temple, his lips warm against her skin, then retreated to the chair. He sat stiffly, his hands gripping the leather armrests, his eyes already wide and dark with anticipation.

Magnus turned his full attention to Ruby. The air in the room seemed to compress, growing thick and hot. He closed the distance between them in two slow strides, not touching her, just drinking her in. “That dress,” he murmured, his voice dropping to an intimate timbre meant only for her. “The color of a deep night sky. It begs to be explored.”

His finger, long and elegant, came up to trace the delicate line of her jaw. A shiver, uncontrollable and electric, raced down her spine. This is really happening.

He didn’t kiss her mouth. Instead, he bent his head, and his lips found the frantic pulse beating at the base of her throat. The contact was shockingly warm, soft yet deliberate. He lingered there, his breath hot against her skin, as if tasting her very life force. Ruby’s eyes fluttered shut, a soft gasp escaping her lips.

His mouth began a slow, torturous journey downward. He kissed the hollow of her throat, the slope of a shoulder he gently bared by pushing aside the thin strap of her gown. Each press of his lips was a brand, a claim staked with maddening patience. He worshipped the curve of her breast above the neckline of her dress, his tongue flicking out to taste her skin, eliciting another sharp, breathy sigh from her.

Ruby was melting, her earlier nervousness dissolving under the relentless, focused attention. She was hyper-aware of Jonah watching from the corner, of his silent, rapt observation feeding the intensity of the moment. Her body was responding on a primal level, heat pooling low in her belly, her skin flushing everywhere his mouth traveled.

With a deft movement, Magnus found the hidden zipper at the side of her dress. The sound of it sliding down was obscenely loud in the quiet room. The midnight blue fabric sighed as it loosened. He didn’t strip her, not yet. He simply peeled the top of the gown down to her waist, baring her to the waist.

The cool air hit her heated skin, making her nipples pebble into tight, aching points. Magnus let out a low, appreciative groan. “Magnificent,” he breathed, his hot gaze raking over her.

He finally looked up, catching her eyes, and held her stare as he slowly lowered his head. His tongue, broad and wet, lashed across one tight peak.

Ruby cried out, her knees buckling slightly. The sensation was so direct, so electrifying, it short-circuited her thoughts. He swirled his tongue around the areola, teasing, tantalizing, before drawing the entire nipple into the hot, willing cavern of his mouth.

Oh god. Her hands, which had been hanging limply at her sides, came up to grip his shoulders, her fingers digging into the hard muscle there. He suckled strongly, rhythmically, and the pull seemed to connect directly to the throbbing core of her. She could feel herself growing wet, a slick, ready heat between her legs.

He switched his attentions to her other breast, lavishing it with the same devastating worship, nipping gently with his teeth before soothing the sting with his tongue. Ruby was panting now, little whimpering sounds she couldn’t control caught in her throat. She dared a glance toward Jonah. He was frozen in his chair, his knuckles white where he gripped it, his gaze a firestorm of arousal and possession. The sight of him watching, of him being so turned on by this, sent another vicious thrill through her.

Magnus sank to his knees before her. The gesture of submission from such a powerful man was utterly commanding. His hands went to her hips, holding her steady as he pressed his face against the silken fabric of her dress still covering her stomach. He nuzzled her there, inhaling deeply.

“I can smell your desire, Ruby,” he murmured, his voice thick and husky against her skin. “It’s intoxicating.”

His fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties and the remaining part of her dress, and in one smooth motion, he drew everything down her legs. She stepped out of the pooling fabric, now standing completely naked before him, before her husband, in the opulent library. The vulnerability was absolute, and it was the most potent aphrodisiac she had ever known.

Magnus didn’t hesitate. He parted her legs with a firm, confident pressure from his hands on her inner thighs. Then he buried his face between them.

The first flat stroke of his tongue against her exposed, sensitive flesh made her jolt and cry out. It was a bolt of pure, undiluted pleasure. He held her hips firmly, keeping her from moving away as he feasted on her. His tongue was an instrument of exquisite torture, licking broad, slow passes from her entrance all the way up to the throbbing bud of her clit.

Oh, right there... Her head fell back, a moan tearing from her chest. He zeroed in on her clit, circling it, flicking it with the very tip of his tongue until she was gasping, her entire body trembling. He’d slip down, delving into her entrance, tasting her deeply before returning to that achingly sensitive nub with renewed focus.

The sounds were obscene, wet and hungry, and Ruby was lost in them, lost in the sensations coiling tighter and tighter within her. She was a live wire, every nerve ending screaming under his expert ministrations. Her hips began to move of their own accord, rocking against his mouth, seeking more pressure, more friction, more of everything.

She was so close, teetering on a dizzying edge. Through half-lidded eyes, she looked over at Jonah. His chest was heaving, his hand was gripping his own thigh so hard his tendons stood out, and the look of rapt, agonized ecstasy on his face was the final push she needed.

“I’m... Jonah, I’m going to...” she choked out, the warning a strangled gasp.

Magnus redoubled his efforts, sucking her clit firmly as two of his fingers slid deep inside her, curling upward.

The orgasm shattered her. It was a violent, crashing wave of pleasure that ripped a scream from her lips. Her body convulsed, shaking uncontrollably as he drank from her, drawing out every last shuddering spasm until she was boneless and spent, supported only by his strong hands on her hips.

As the last tremors subsided, she slumped forward, her hands landing on his shoulders for balance. She was panting, her skin glistening with a fine sweat. Magnus rose fluidly to his feet, his lips glistening, his dark eyes blazing with triumph and undisguised hunger. He looked from her utterly debauched form over to the chair in the corner, to her husband.

“Your wife tastes like heaven, Jonah,” he said, his voice a dark promise.

Magnus’s voice, thick with possession, hung in the air between them. Ruby’s heart was a frantic drum against her ribs, her body still humming from the devastating orgasm he’d wrung from her. She felt his hands, large and possessive, slide from her hips to the small of her back, applying a gentle but undeniable pressure.

“On your knees, Ruby,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for debate, only a dark, thrilling promise.

Her eyes, heavy-lidded and glazed, found Jonah’s across the room. He was still seated, frozen in the chair, his knuckles white where he gripped the armrests. But his eyes... his eyes were wide, his pupils blown with a desire so raw it stole her breath. He gave her a single, almost imperceptible nod. It’s okay. I’m here. I want this.

That small gesture was all the permission she needed, all the affirmation that this was their fantasy, not just his or hers or Magnus’s. With a shaky breath, she let Magnus guide her down. The plush rug was soft against her knees, then her palms. The midnight blue silk of her dress was pooled around her waist, leaving her utterly exposed to both men. The cool air of the penthouse whispered across her heated skin, raising goosebumps. She felt the weight of their gazes—Magnus’s hungry and evaluating, Jonah’s awestruck and fervent—and a fresh wave of slick heat gathered between her legs.

Magnus positioned himself behind her, his presence an immense, warm shadow. She heard the soft rustle of his trousers, the unmistakable sound of a zipper, and her breath hitched. His hands returned to her hips, his grip firm, anchoring her. One hand smoothed over the curve of her ass, a possessive caress that made her shiver.

“Look at him,” Magnus murmured, his voice a low vibration she felt more than heard. “Keep your eyes on your husband. Let him see what belongs to him being taken so beautifully.”

Ruby forced her gaze back to Jonah. She saw the conflict and the sheer, unadulterated lust warring on his face. He was leaning forward now, utterly captivated.

The broad, slick head of Magnus’s cock pressed against her entrance, and her eyes fluttered closed for a second at the sensation. So big. So... there.

“Eyes open, Ruby,” Magnus reminded her, his tone sharp, yet laced with a dark thrill.

Her eyes snapped open, locking with Jonah’s just as Magnus thrust forward.

It was a single, smooth, utterly consuming motion that filled her completely, stretching her in the most exquisite way. A sharp, pleasurable gasp was torn from her lips. Oh god. He was so deep. Deeper than Jonah ever was. The feeling was overwhelming, a perfect, thrilling invasion.

Magnus didn’t pause. He set a relentless, powerful rhythm from the very first stroke, each thrust a masterful claim of the territory he’d already conquered with his mouth. The slap of skin against skin, damp and rhythmic, punctuated the heavy silence of the room. Ruby’s supporting arms trembled with the force of his movements.

Her world narrowed to the primal sensations: the incredible, stretching fullness with every inward plunge, the brief, aching emptiness on the withdrawal, the rough texture of his trousers against the backs of her thighs, the scent of her own arousal and his cologne mingling in the air. But most of all, she was anchored by Jonah’s intense stare. She could see the rapid rise and fall of his chest, the way his tongue darted out to wet his lips, the pure, undiluted awe in his expression. He wasn’t just watching; he was feeling it with her.

“Tell him,” Magnus grunted, his pace increasing, becoming even more demanding. His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her hips, surely leaving marks. “Tell your husband how it feels.”

“J-Jonah,” she moaned, her voice strained, breaking on his name. Her body was coiling tighter and tighter, a second, even more intense climax already building at her core, fueled by the audacity of the act and the raw visual of her husband’s face. “It’s... oh... it’s so deep. He’s so deep inside me.”

Jonah’s hand moved to his own lap, a subtle adjustment, and the knowledge that he was touching himself, that he was this aroused by watching her, sent a jolt of pure lightning through her.

Magnus changed his angle slightly, and the next thrust rubbed directly against that sweet, hypersensitive spot inside her. Ruby cried out, a wordless sound of pure pleasure. Her back arched, pushing her rear back against him, begging for more, for that exact friction.

“That’s it,” Magnus praised, his own breathing growing ragged. “Take it. Take every inch. Let him see you come again. Come on my cock while your husband watches.”

The command, the filthy, exhilarating permission, was her undoing. The coil snapped. Her orgasm ripped through her with the force of a tsunami, and this one was different. It was deeper, more seismic, centered entirely on the incredible thickness pistoning in and out of her. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking his length in rhythmic, uncontrollable spasms. Her vision blurred at the edges, her cry was a choked sob as she ground back against him, her eyes still desperately locked on Jonah, wanting him to see every second of her shattering.

Through the haze, she saw Jonah’s own body tense, a sharp intake of breath, and she knew. She knew he was finding his own release to the sight of her being pleasured by another man.

Magnus’s thrusts became more insistent, harder, each one a deliberate and consuming invasion. The sound of flesh meeting flesh echoed through the penthouse, a rhythmic slapping that was both vulgar and mesmerizing. Ruby’s body jolted forward with every powerful stroke, her hands barely keeping her steady as she arched her back, offering herself to him completely. The force of his movements sent waves of pleasure coursing through her, each one more intense than the last.

“Oh god,” she gasped, her voice breaking on the words. Her breath came in shallow, uneven bursts, and she could feel the slickness between her thighs increasing with every plunge of his cock. The sensation was unbearably good—a perfect balance of fullness and friction that had her teetering on the edge of another orgasm. 

Magnus’s hands tightened on her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he pounded into her with relentless precision. “Look at him,” he commanded again, his voice rough and guttural. “Let him see how well you take me.”

Ruby forced her eyes open, locking onto Jonah’s gaze. He was leaning forward, his face a mask of awe and desire, completely captivated by the scene before him. She could see the rapid rise and fall of his chest, the way his hand clenched and unclenched on the armrest, and the unmistakable bulge in his pants. The knowledge that he was this aroused by watching her added a new layer of intensity to her own pleasure.

“He... he’s so deep, Jonah,” she moaned, her voice trembling with the effort to speak. “I can feel all of him... stretching me...”

Magnus growled in response, his pace quickening even further. The sound of their bodies colliding grew louder, more primal, mingling with Ruby’s soft cries and the low, desperate groans escaping Magnus’s throat. His cock pistoned in and out of her with a ferocity that left her breathless, each thrust hitting that sweet spot inside her with unerring accuracy.

Ruby’s world narrowed to the sensations overwhelming her: the incredible fullness, the delicious stretch, the rough texture of Magnus’s trousers against the backs of her thighs, and the rapturous look on Jonah’s face as he watched her being claimed by another man. She felt the coil inside her tighten to the point of breaking, her body trembling with the force of it.

“Come on, Ruby,” Magnus urged, his voice harsh with need. “Let go. Let him see you fall apart on my cock.”

The command shattered her completely. With a cry that was part sob, part scream, Ruby’s third orgasm tore through her like a tidal wave. Her inner walls clenched around Magnus’s cock, milking him with rhythmic spasms that left her utterly overwhelmed. The room blurred around the edges, her vision narrowing to the sight of Jonah’s face as he watched her come undone. 

Through the haze of pleasure, she saw Jonah tense, a sharp intake of breath signaling his own release. The mutual ecstasy of the moment was almost too much to bear, binding them together in a shared experience that was as profound as it was exhilarating.

Magnus gave a low, guttural groan, his thrusts becoming erratic, jarring, before he drove into her one final, devastating time and held himself there, deep. She felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release flooding into her, a claiming so intimate and profound it made her whimper. He stayed there for a long moment, his body draped over hers, both of them trembling with the aftershocks.

Slowly, he withdrew, and Ruby collapsed onto the rug, spent and boneless. She was a mess of sweat, silk, and satisfied exhaustion. Magnus stepped back, and her unfocused gaze shifted to Jonah, who looked completely wrecked, a mirror of her own overwhelmed state.

Magnus’s voice cut through the heavy, post-coital silence, darker and more satisfied than ever. “Now, Jonah... don’t you want to come reclaim your wife?”

The silence stretched, thick with the scent of sex and sweat. Magnus’s command hung in the air, a challenge and a permission slip all in one. Jonah’s intense eyes, which had been glazed with the shock of his own voyeuristic climax, sharpened. They fixed on Ruby, who lay sprawled and breathless on the silk rug, her body still thrumming from Magnus’s possession.

He moved then, a predator shaking off a trance. He crossed the room, his footsteps silent on the plush carpet, his lean frame a stark contrast to Magnus’s dominating bulk. He didn’t look at the billionaire; his entire world had narrowed to the vision of his wife, her skin flushed, her midnight-blue gown pushed up to her waist, her legs still parted.

He dropped to his knees beside her, the movement fluid and certain. His hands, which had been clenched into fists at his sides, came up to cradle her face. His touch was surprisingly gentle, a stark contrast to the fierce hunger in his gaze.

“Ruby,” he breathed, his voice rough, strained. It wasn’t just her name; it was a prayer, a claim, a question.

Her eyes, heavy-lidded and sated, focused on him. She saw the raw need there, the vulnerability he’d confessed to days ago now fully unleashed. She gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod, a silent yes that was all he needed.

His mouth crashed down on hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a reclamation. It was desperate and deep, a furious, claiming invasion of her mouth. She could taste herself on his lips, taste the faint, sharp tang of Magnus, and the unique, familiar flavor of Jonah himself. It was a cocktail of their entire forbidden evening, and it made her moan into his mouth, her hands coming up to tangle in his hair, pulling him closer.

His hands left her face, roaming down her body with a new, desperate intensity. They skated over the damp silk covering her breasts, palming her, his thumbs finding her nipples and rubbing them into hard peaks through the fabric. A shudder wracked her frame. He’d been watching. He’d seen everything. He’d seen what Magnus did to her, and now he was mapping it with his own hands.

Jonah broke the kiss, his breath hot against her cheek. “I need to feel you,” he growled, the words vibrating through her. “I need to feel him on you, and then I need to wash it all away. I need to be the one who makes you scream now.”

His fingers hooked into the top of her gown, and with a strength that belied his lean build, he ripped the silk. The sound was sharp, final. The ruined fabric fell away, baring her breasts to the cool air and his hungry gaze. He dipped his head, his mouth latching onto a nipple, sucking hard, possessively. The sensation was electric, a direct line to the throbbing ache between her legs. She cried out, arching her back, offering herself more fully to him.

From his chair, Magnus let out a low, approving hum. “Yes. Take what’s yours.” The words weren’t a challenge anymore; they were fuel.

Jonah’s hands went to his own belt, fumbling only for a second before he shoved his trousers and briefs down just enough to free his erection. It was hard, straining, the head glistening. He was already on the edge, his entire body thrumming with the pent-up energy of watching, of waiting.

He positioned himself between her legs, which she willingly opened wider for him. His eyes locked with hers. “Look at me, Ruby. Only me.”

He pushed inside her.

The feeling was overwhelming. She was so wet, so sensitive, so thoroughly used and stretched from Magnus that Jonah’s entrance was a smooth, slick, and utterly perfect glide. He filled her completely, a familiar, beloved fit that was somehow entirely new. A deep, guttural groan was torn from his throat as he sank all the way in, his hips flush against hers.

“Oh, god... Ruby...” he moaned, his forehead dropping to hers. For a moment, he just stayed there, buried to the hilt, trembling. She could feel his heart hammering against her chest. She wrapped her legs around his waist, locking her ankles at the small of his back, pulling him even deeper, feeling him twitch inside her.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were not the controlled, powerful pistons of Magnus. They were frantic, needy, almost clumsy in their desperation. This wasn’t about technique; it was about connection. It was about erasing and reaffirming all at once. Each drive of his hips was a punctuation mark: Mine. Still mine. Always mine.

The wet, slapping sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, a lewd counterpoint to their ragged breathing. Ruby’s moans became continuous, helpless sounds. Every nerve ending was on fire. The residual sensations from her earlier orgasms melded with the new, frantic friction Jonah was stoking deep within her core. She could feel the heat of Magnus’s release inside her, and now she felt Jonah moving through it, claiming it, making it a part of their own act.

“You feel so good,” Jonah panted, his voice broken. “So fucking good. So wet for me. I watched you... I watched you come for him... and it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen... but this... this is everything.”

He shifted his angle slightly, and the head of his cock dragged against a spot that made her vision whiten. She gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders.

“Right there?” he demanded, his voice dark with a possessiveness she’d never heard before. He did it again, and again, hammering that exact spot with unerring accuracy. “You’re going to come for me now. For your husband.”

The command, the sheer ownership in his tone, combined with the exquisite friction, shattered her last threads of control. Her body clamped down around him, a vise of pure pleasure. Her climax ripped through her, violent and consuming, and her scream was raw, unfiltered ecstasy.

Feeling her constrict around him, Jonah lost his rhythm completely. With a ragged cry, he drove into her one last, deep time, and she felt the hot, pulsing jet of his release. It was different from Magnus’s—a familiar warmth that spread through her, a signature she knew as well as her own. He collapsed on top of her, his body heavy and shaking, his face buried in her neck as he mumbled incoherent, worshipful words against her skin.

They lay there, a tangled, sweaty heap on the floor, the only sound their ragged attempts to breathe. Slowly, Jonah lifted his head.

Jonah’s expression was one of awe, of satiation, of a deep, profound peace. His chest rose and fell heavily, the rhythm of his breathing gradually slowing as he lay there, still buried inside her. His eyes, which had been wild with need just moments ago, now held a softness that took her breath away. He looked at Ruby as though she were the only thing in the universe, his gaze tracing the curve of her cheek, the flush on her skin, the way her hair fanned out around her like a dark halo. There was a reverence in his stare, a quiet acknowledgment of what they had just shared—something that went beyond the physical, beyond even the boundaries of their marriage.

“You’re incredible,” he whispered, his voice hoarse but steady. His hand lifted, trembling slightly as he brushed a strand of hair from her face. The touch was feather-light, almost reverent, as if he were handling something infinitely precious. “I don’t think I’ll ever be able to forget tonight. What you did... how you let me be part of it. I don’t have the words.” He paused, his lips curving into a small, shaky smile. “But I’ll spend the rest of my life trying to find them.”

Ruby’s heart swelled at his words, her own body still humming with the aftershocks of their intimacy. She reached up, her fingers grazing his jaw, feeling the stubble that had grown there over the course of the evening. It grounded her, this familiar texture, this reminder of the man who had always been her safe harbor. And yet, there was something new in him now—a confidence, an assertiveness that had emerged from the shadows of his possessiveness. It thrilled her, this evolution, this rediscovery of a man she thought she knew inside and out.

Jonah shifted slightly, pulling her closer until there was no space left between them. His warmth seeped into her skin, a comforting counterpoint to the cool air that kissed their overheated bodies. “I can’t stop thinking about how you looked,” he murmured, his lips brushing her temple. “When he was with you... when you came for him. It was...” He exhaled sharply, as if the memory alone was enough to undo him. “It was the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. And then... when you came for me...” His voice broke, and he buried his face in the crook of her neck again, his breath hot against her skin. “I don’t think I’ll ever be able to get enough of you.”

The intensity of his words sent a shiver through her, a mix of pride and vulnerability that left her momentarily speechless. She tightened her arms around him, holding him as if she could keep this moment frozen in time. “I love you,” she said simply, because it was the only truth that mattered. 

Jonah lifted his head once more, his eyes glistening with an emotion that made her chest ache. “I love you too,” he replied, his voice thick. “More than anything.” Then, as if to seal the promise, he kissed her—a slow, tender kiss that spoke of devotion, of gratitude, of a bond that had only deepened through the night’s forbidden dance.

They stayed like that for what felt like an eternity, tangled together on the floor, their hearts beating in sync. Around them, the room seemed to fade away, leaving only the two of them and the quiet certainty that whatever challenges lay ahead, they would face them together. For now, there was only this: his touch, her warmth, and the unshakable truth that they belonged to each other—wholly, irrevocably, and forever.
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