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The champagne flute felt cool and fragile in Cassidy’s grasp, a stark contrast to the heat blooming across her cheeks. Around them, the charity gala was a symphony of soft laughter, clinking glass, and the rustle of impossibly expensive fabric. But for her, the world had narrowed to the auction podium and the man standing beside her, his hand a warm, steady weight on the small of her back.

“Going once...” the auctioneer’s voice crooned through the microphone, a playful lilt in his tone. “For a private evening with tech billionaire Julian Thorne. A man who needs no introduction, though you’ll certainly get one...”

A ripple of laughter moved through the crowd.

“Going twice...”

Miles’s fingers pressed into her spine, a gentle but deliberate nudge. His lips were at her ear, his breath a warm whisper that sent a shiver straight down to the soles of her feet. “Do it,” he murmured, his voice a low, thrilling vibration. “Raise your paddle, Cass. For me.”

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a wild, frantic drum. This is insane. Bidding on a date with another man? A man whose photograph was often splashed across financial magazines, his smile all sharp angles and calculated charm? But Miles’s presence behind her was an unshakable pillar, his belief in this whimsical impulse an intoxicating drug.

Her hand, almost of its own volition, shot into the air. The paddle, number 218, caught the light.

“...Sold! To the breathtaking vision in emerald green!”

A wave of applause washed over her, mixed with a few murmurs of surprise and curiosity. Cassidy’s head swam, the champagne bubbles suddenly fizzing in her veins. She turned to Miles, her eyes wide. “Did I really just do that?”

He didn’t answer with words. His smile was slow, private, and utterly devastating. It was a smile that promised things, secret and delicious things, that made her breath catch. He simply brought her hand to his lips and pressed a kiss to her knuckles, his eyes never leaving hers. The look in them was not jealousy, not hesitation, but something far more potent: pure, unadulterated heat.

Later, in the hushed privacy of their penthouse suite, the city glittering like a spilled jewel box below them, the surreal bubble finally began to strain. Cassidy kicked off her heels, the plush carpet a relief against her aching feet. She turned to Miles, who was loosening his tie, his movements deliberately slow.

“Okay,” she said, her voice softer now, the gala’s excitement ebbing away to reveal a core of nervous uncertainty. “What was that really about? You were... intense back there.”

Miles stopped, the silk tie slipping from his fingers. He ran a hand through his perfectly styled hair, a rare gesture of agitation that instantly put her on alert. He looked out at the skyline, then back at her, his gaze earnest and slightly vulnerable.

“I have a... fantasy, Cass,” he began, the words coming out in a quiet rush. He took a deep breath, steeling himself. “It’s one I’ve had for a long time. I’ve just... I’ve never had the courage to say it out loud.”

Cassidy’s pulse, which had finally begun to settle, kicked up again. She stayed silent, waiting, her arms folded across her chest.

“Seeing you up there tonight,” he continued, taking a step toward her. “So beautiful. So confident. Every eye in that room was on you, and all I could think was... mine. But not in a possessive way. In a... proud way.” He swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “The fantasy... it’s that you would be with another man. And that I would watch.”

The air left Cassidy’s lungs in a soft whoosh. She blinked, sure she had misheard. “You... you want to watch me? With someone else?” The concept was so foreign, so utterly outside the boundaries of their loving, monogamous marriage, that her mind struggled to map it. A cold trickle of dread joined the heat in her veins. “Why? Are you... are you not enough? Are you not satisfied with me?” The questions tumbled out, laced with a fear she hated.

“God, no,” he said, closing the distance between them in two long strides. He took her face in his hands, his touch firm and gentle. “Cassidy, look at me. It’s the exact opposite. It’s because you are the most desirable woman I have ever known. The idea of seeing that desire reflected in someone else’s eyes... of seeing them crave you the way I do... of seeing you... revel in that power...” He shook his head, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones. “It would be the biggest turn-on of my life. It’s not about me not being enough. It’s about you being everything.”

He was breathing heavily now, his confession hanging in the space between them, raw and shocking. Cassidy searched his face—the slight flush on his neck, the earnest desperation in his eyes, the nervous set of his jaw. This wasn’t a joke. It wasn’t a test. It was a real, deeply held desire he was trusting her with.

Her initial shock began to morph, the icy dread melting under the warmth of his honesty and the startling, illicit heat his words were conjuring in the pit of her stomach. She thought of Julian Thorne’s intense gaze from the stage. She thought of the way Miles’s eyes had darkened with pride, not anger, when she’d won.

Her own fear was still there, a quiet hum of anxiety. But beneath it, something else was stirring, something hesitant and curious. The image he painted—of her being adored, desired, watched—was undeniably potent.

She uncrossed her arms, letting her hands fall to her sides. Her voice was barely a whisper. “You... you really think about that? You imagine it?”

Miles’s eyes flickered with a desperate hope. “All the time.”

Cassidy’s mind raced, a whirlwind of doubt and a thrilling, terrifying intrigue. The room felt impossibly quiet now, the distant hum of the city outside barely penetrating the thick tension between them. She took a slow breath, the scent of his cologne—woodsy and warm—mingling with the crisp night air that whispered through the open balcony doors. Her gaze dropped from his anxious eyes to his mouth, lingering there for a moment on the fullness of his lower lip, the faint scar at the corner from a childhood accident she knew so well. Then her eyes drifted back up, searching his face for any sign of hesitation or regret.

“All the time,” he had said. Those two words echoed in her mind, sharp and electric. She could feel the weight of them, the way they settled into her chest and stirred something deep inside her. It wasn’t just the idea itself—it was the way he’d confessed it, raw and unfiltered, as if he’d been carrying this secret for years. A part of her wanted to pull away, to retreat into the safety of what they’d always known. Another part, quieter but insistent, was fascinated. What would it feel like to be the center of that kind of attention? To have Miles’s eyes on her while someone else’s hands—

She cut the thought off abruptly, a flush creeping up her neck. But it lingered there, simmering beneath the surface, impossible to ignore.

Her hands, which had been hanging limply at her sides, twitched as if they didn’t know where to land. She finally crossed her arms again, not in defense but in an attempt to steady herself. “I don’t... I don’t even know how to process this,” she admitted, her voice barely audible. “It’s so... unexpected.” She paused, her teeth catching her lower lip as she considered her next words carefully. “But... when you described it—when you talked about seeing me like that—it didn’t sound like you were pushing me away. It sounded like... like you wanted to be closer to me. In a way I don’t think I’ve ever understood before.”

Miles’s breath hitched at her words, his eyes widening slightly as if he hadn’t dared to hope she’d see it that way. He stepped closer, his hands hovering near her shoulders as if unsure whether to touch her. “That’s exactly it,” he said softly, his voice thick with emotion. “It’s not about distance, Cass. It’s about... sharing you. About seeing the woman I love through someone else’s eyes and realizing all over again how incredible you are.”

The vulnerability in his tone undid her. Cassidy felt the walls around her heart soften, the doubts still there but no longer overwhelming. She reached up, her fingers brushing against his chest, feeling the steady rhythm of his heartbeat beneath her palm. “I’m scared,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “What if it changes everything? What if I hate it? Or... or worse, what if you do?”

He caught her hand, pressing it firmly against his heart. “Then we stop,” he said without hesitation. “No questions, no guilt. We’re in this together, Cass. Always.”

Her breath shuddered out of her, and for the first time since he’d spoken those startling words, she felt a flicker of... not certainty, but possibility. Her gaze drifted to the balcony, where the lights of the city sparkled like distant stars. The idea was still foreign, still unsettling in its audacity, but it wasn’t rejected. Not yet. Her curiosity was piqued, her imagination tentatively exploring the edges of what he’d proposed. And that alone was enough to make her pulse quicken.

***
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The limousine sent by Julian glided to a silent halt before a pair of imposing iron gates, which swung open to reveal a sprawling modern mansion of glass and steel, stark and powerful against the night sky. Cassidy’s fingers twisted in the silk of her dress, a nervous habit Miles knew well. He reached over, his strong, familiar hand covering hers, stilling their movement.

“You look breathtaking,” he murmured, his voice a low thrum that vibrated straight through her. “Absolutely breathtaking.”

She managed a shaky smile, her heart hammering against her ribs. The plan, whispered between them over the last few days, felt both surreal and electrifyingly real. Miles would come with her. He would watch.

Julian Thorne himself greeted them at the vast, minimalist entryway. His sharp, angular features were softened only slightly by a smirk as his piercing blue eyes took in the sight of them together. “Cassidy,” he said, his voice like polished gravel. “And... a guest. This is a surprise.” His gaze flicked to Miles, not with annoyance, but with a spark of intense, calculating interest.

“This is my husband, Miles,” Cassidy said, her voice stronger than she felt. “I hope you don’t mind. He wanted to... see where I’d be spending my evening.”

Julian’s smirk widened into a genuine, predatory grin. “Not at all. A beautiful woman should never have to adventure alone. Please, come in.”

Dinner was a blur of exotic courses served on plates that were works of art. The conversation was a delicate dance, Julian steering it with an effortless, commanding grace. He spoke of business mergers and sailing the Aegean, but his attention never truly wavered from Cassidy. She felt it like a physical touch, a warm pressure mapping the curve of her neck, the swell of her breasts above her dress. Miles sat beside her, a silent, supportive pillar, his knee pressed against hers under the table. His quiet, steady presence was the anchor she clung to in the dizzying current of Julian’s charisma.

They adjourned to a cavernous living room, all low-slung leather furniture and a breathtaking view of the city lights. A fire crackled in a stark, granite fireplace. Julian poured three glasses of amber liquor, his movements economical and precise. He handed one to Cassidy, his fingers brushing hers deliberately. The contact sent a jolt up her arm.

This was the moment. Her throat went dry. She took a fortifying sip, the liquor burning a path down to her stomach where it bloomed into warmth. Miles gave her an almost imperceptible nod, his eyes dark with a mixture of trepidation and raw hunger.

She turned to Julian, who was watching her with unnerving focus. “Julian, there’s... there’s something you should know about tonight,” she began, her voice barely above a whisper.

He arched an elegant brow, saying nothing, simply waiting.

“My winning the bid... it wasn’t just about a date.” She took a shaky breath. “My husband... Miles... he has a fantasy.”

Julian’s eyes flickered to Miles, then back to her, his interest visibly sharpening. “Does he now?”

“He... he wants to watch,” she forced the words out, her cheeks flaming. “He wants to see me... with you.”

The silence that followed was thick, charged. Julian’s gaze was unreadable for a long moment, and Cassidy’s heart plummeted, convinced she had just made a colossal mistake. Then, a slow, devastating smile spread across his face. It wasn’t a smile of mockery, but one of pure, undiluted thrill.

“A connoisseur,” he said, his voice dropping to an intimate timbre meant only for her. “A man who appreciates fine art enough to share it. I must admit, that adds a... fascinating dimension to the evening.” He finally looked directly at Miles, a silent communication passing between the two men—a challenge accepted, a permission granted. Miles, his jaw tight, gave a single, curt nod.

Julian turned his full attention back to Cassidy. The air crackled, the pretense of polite conversation utterly vaporized. He closed the distance between them in one fluid step. “And what do you want, Cassidy?” he murmured, his breath warm against her cheek.

Before she could formulate a coherent answer, his lips were on hers.

It was not a gentle kiss. It was a conquest. His mouth was demanding, skilled, and utterly possessive. One hand came up to cup the nape of her neck, holding her firmly but not roughly, while the other splayed across the small of her back, pressing her body flush against his. She gasped against his mouth, and he took advantage, his tongue sweeping inside to taste her. It was nothing like kissing Miles. This was all new territory—a hint of expensive whiskey, an undercurrent of sheer, dominant power. Her head spun, a moan catching in her throat as her hands came up, not to push him away, but to clutch at the sleek wool of his suit jacket for balance.

When he finally pulled back, her lips were throbbing, swollen. Her eyes, wide and dazed, found Miles across the room. He was seated in a deep armchair, his posture rigid, his hands clenched on the armrests. But his eyes... his eyes were blazing with a fire she had never seen before. A look of awe, of intense, fervent arousal. It was the confirmation she didn’t know she needed.

“I think we should make your husband’s fantasy a reality,” Julian whispered against her ear, his teeth grazing the lobe. He didn’t wait for an answer. In one swift, effortless motion, he guided her backwards until her legs hit the low, wide ottoman in the center of the room. “Sit,” he commanded softly.

She sank down, the soft leather sighing beneath her. Julian knelt before her, a billionaire on his knees, his predatory gaze locked on hers. He reached for her shoes, slowly unfastening the delicate straps and tossing them aside. His hands, strong and sure, slid up her calves, her knees, pushing the hem of her dress up her thighs. The cool air hit her skin, raising goosebumps. His touch was incendiary.

He settled between her legs, pushing them gently apart. Cassidy’s breath hitched, her eyes darting to Miles. He was leaning forward now, utterly captivated, his own desire a palpable force in the room.

“Look at him,” Julian ordered, his voice a husky command. “Look at your husband while I taste you.”

Her eyes snapped back to Miles, holding his gaze as Julian’s hands slid higher, his thumbs hooking into the sides of her lace panties. He drew them down her legs with agonizing slowness, discarding them. She was completely exposed, utterly vulnerable, on display for both of them. A fresh wave of heat, shameful and thrilling, washed over her.

Then his mouth was on her.

Oh, god.

It was an electric shock straight to her core. His tongue was flat and firm, a long, slow, deliberate lick from her entrance all the way up to the aching, sensitive apex of her sex. Cassidy cried out, her head falling back for a second before she forced herself to obey, to keep her eyes locked with her husband’s. Miles’s lips were parted, his breathing as ragged as her own.

Julian didn’t just pleasure her; he devoured her. He explored her with a surgeon’s precision and a glutton’s relish. His tongue circled her clit, once, twice, a teasing, lazy motion that made her hips jerk. Then he focused there, a relentless, rhythmic pressure that had her seeing stars. One of his hands slid under her thigh, lifting her, opening her wider to him. The other hand found her breast, his thumb stroking her nipple through the silk of her dress, pinching it gently.

She was unraveling, completely. The sensations were too much—the wet, hot suction of his mouth, the rough texture of his suit trousers against her inner thighs, the intense, voyeuristic thrill of Miles’s rapt attention. Every nerve ending was on fire. Her fingers tangled in Julian’s perfectly styled hair, not to guide him, but to hold on as the world dissolved into a vortex of pure sensation.

He plunged two fingers inside her without warning, curling them upward, finding a spot that made her back arch off the ottoman. A broken, guttural sob escaped her lips. He’s everywhere. The slick, wet sounds of his ministrations filled the silent room, a lewd soundtrack to Miles’s fantasy.

“That’s it,” Miles’s voice was a strained, husky whisper from across the room. “Look at how beautiful you are.”

Julian increased his pace, his tongue and fingers working in a devastating synergy. She was hurtling towards the edge, a tension coiling tighter and tighter in her belly. The need to close her eyes, to fall into the abyss of pleasure, was overwhelming, but she kept them open, locked on her husband’s dark, desirous gaze.

She was right there, teetering on the precipice, her entire body tensed like a bowstring. Julian’s blue eyes, dark with lust, flicked up to meet hers for a searing second before he lowered his head again, his mouth sealing over her clit, sucking hard.

And Miles, his voice thick with awe and possession, breathed, “You’re magnificent, Cassidy. Look at you—so beautiful, so perfect. I’ve never seen anything like this.” His words were a low, reverent murmur, barely audible over the sounds of Julian’s relentless attention. But they carried an intensity that sent a fresh wave of heat rushing through her veins.

“You’re mine,” he continued, his voice trembling with a mix of pride and desperation. “Even now, even here. You’ll always be mine.” His words were a paradoxical blend of reassurance and claim, a reminder that this was not just about Julian or his own fantasy, but about them, about their bond, their trust. Cassidy’s heart swelled at the raw honesty in his voice, even as her body trembled under Julian’s skilled touch.

Miles leaned forward in his chair, his elbows resting on his knees, his hands clenched tightly together as if to keep himself grounded. “I love watching you like this,” he admitted, his tone both tender and heated. “I love seeing how much pleasure you can take, how beautifully you come undone. It’s... intoxicating.” His eyes never left hers, dark and smoldering, filled with a hunger that mirrored her own. 

Cassidy felt tears prick at the corners of her eyes, overwhelmed by the sheer intensity of the moment—the physical sensations coursing through her, the emotional vulnerability laid bare between her and Miles, and the undeniable energy Julian brought to the room. Her breath hitched as Julian’s fingers plunged deeper, curling in just the right way to make her gasp. She couldn’t hold back any longer.

“Do it,” Miles urged, his voice breaking slightly. “Let go for me, Cassidy. Let me see you fall apart.” 

And she did. The tension in her body snapped like a bowstring, her climax crashing over her in waves so powerful they seemed to steal the air from her lungs. She cried out, her hips lifting instinctively against Julian’s mouth as he didn’t relent, drawing every last shuddering tremor from her. Her vision blurred, but she kept her eyes on Miles, on the man who had given her this moment, who had trusted her enough to share her in this way. It was his fantasy, but it was their truth.

As the tremors subsided and she collapsed back onto the ottoman, her chest heaving, Miles rose from his chair, his movements slow and deliberate. He crossed the room to her, his eyes never leaving hers, and knelt beside Julian, who was still catching his breath, a smug yet strangely respectful smile tugging at his lips. Miles reached out, his hand cupping Cassidy’s cheek with a tenderness that made her heart ache. “That was...” he started, then shook his head, as if words couldn’t possibly capture what he was feeling. “You’re incredible.” 

Julian chuckled softly beside them, his voice low and smooth. “She truly is.” 

Her chest still heaved from the powerful climax, the aftershocks a gentle hum beneath her skin. Miles’s touch was achingly tender on her cheek, his whispered praise a balm to her raw nerves. But the moment of softness shattered with Julian’s low, commanding voice.

“The view from here is exquisite,” he murmured, his gaze trailing from Miles’s adoring face down the length of Cassidy’s supine body. “But I require a different perspective.”

Before she could process his words, his strong hands were on her. One slid beneath her back, the other hooked under her knee. With a effortless, fluid motion that stole her breath, he lifted her from the velvet ottoman. For a dizzying moment, she was suspended in the air, held against his solid chest, her own limbs feeling loose and pliant. Then, just as smoothly, he guided her down onto the deep, luxurious rug, turning her onto her hands and knees.

The world tilted. The grand room, with its soaring ceilings and art, now viewed from this vulnerable, primal position. The cool, intricate pattern of the Persian rug pressed against her palms and knees. Her head hung for a second, a curtain of her hair obscuring her view, her heart hammering against her ribs. This was it. The final barrier. The most intimate offering.

She heard Miles’s sharp, involuntary intake of breath from across the room. She forced her head up, seeking his eyes. They were wide, dark with a hunger she had never seen before, locked on the arch of her back, the curve of her hips presented so openly. There was no jealousy there, only pure, unadulterated awe. His hand was clenched tightly around the arm of his chair, the knuckles white.

Julian knelt behind her, his presence a wall of heat. His hands, so sure and deliberate, smoothed over the swell of her hips, his thumbs pressing into the small of her back. “Magnificent,” he breathed, the word meant for both of them, for the spectacle they were creating.

One hand left her hip, and she heard the soft rustle of clothing, the quiet, unmistakable sound of him stroking himself. Her body clenched in anticipation, a fresh wave of slick heat gathering between her legs. She was exposed, completely and utterly, to both of these men. One who loved her, and one who desired the vessel that love had created.

“Look at him, Cassidy,” Julian instructed, his voice a low thrum that vibrated through her. “Keep your eyes on your husband.”

She obeyed, her gaze locking with Miles’s. His expression was a torrent of emotion—pride, lust, a flicker of something possessive that made her core throb. He gave her a slow, almost imperceptible nod. Permission. Encouragement. A shared secret.

The blunt, insistent pressure of Julian’s cock pressed against her entrance. She gasped, her fingers curling into the rug. He was so much more substantial than she’d anticipated, a thick, demanding presence. He didn’t plunge, not yet. He teased, circling her slickness, coating himself in her, making a show of it for the watching eyes.

“So ready,” he groaned, his voice strained with his own restraint.

Then, with a single, powerful thrust, he filled her.

A cry was torn from her lips, a ragged sound of pure sensation. He was deep, impossibly so, stretching her in a way that was just on the precipice of too much, yet overwhelmingly perfect. She felt every inch of him, a solid, unyielding presence that obliterated every coherent thought. Her arms trembled, threatening to buckle.

“Yes...” Miles’s voice was a hoarse whisper, a prayer from the shadows. He was leaning forward now, utterly captivated.

Julian began to move. It was not a gentle rhythm. It was a claiming. He set a relentless, driving pace, each powerful thrust sending a jolt through her entire body. The sound was obscene and electrifying—the wet, rhythmic slap of their bodies meeting, his guttural grunts, her own ragged pants. With every inward stroke, a moan was punched from her lungs.

Her world narrowed to three points of contact: the rug beneath her palms, Miles’s burning gaze anchoring her, and Julian, fucking her with a raw, animalistic intensity that unlocked a part of her she never knew existed. This wasn’t making love. This was fucking. And it was the most liberated she had ever felt.

“God, the way you take him,” Miles groaned, his hand now conspicuously moving in his lap, stroking himself in time with Julian’s pace. “Look at you. My wife. So beautiful like this.”

Julian’s hands tightened on her hips, surely leaving marks, and he pulled her back onto him with even greater force. “She’s a revelation,” he grunted, the words punctuated by his thrusts. “So tight. So fucking responsive.”

The praise, coming from both of them, fed a firestorm within her. Her previous climax felt like a distant memory compared to the tidal wave building now. It coiled deep in her belly, fed by the intense fullness, the filthy, thrilling words, and the unblinking eye of the man she loved.

Julian shifted his angle slightly, and on the next thrust, he brushed a spot inside her that made her see stars. A sharp, broken cry escaped her.

“There?” Julian demanded, his voice rough with effort. “Is that the spot, Cassidy?”

He did it again, and again, hammering against that exquisite, sensitive place until she was mewling, her head dropping, her back arching desperately. She was losing control, her body no longer her own, simply an instrument of pleasure played by a master.

“Don’t look away, Cass,” Miles urged, his voice thick with his own arousal. “Let me see it. Let me see you come on his cock.”

The command from her husband, the feel of another man buried deep inside her—the combination was her undoing. The coil snapped. Her third climax erupted without warning, a cataclysm that ripped through her with terrifying, exquisite violence. Her inner muscles clamped down around Julian’s length in a relentless, pulsing rhythm, milking him. A raw, throaty scream was torn from her, muffled only by the press of her face against the rug as her arms finally gave way.

Through the blinding, white-hot pleasure, she felt Julian’s rhythm stutter, then become frantic, losing its polished control. His grip on her hips became vice-like, holding her immobile as he drove into her one final, shuddering time.

“Fuck... Cassidy...” His groan was a ragged, primal thing as he spilled into her, his own release triggering another, smaller aftershock that made her whimper against the floor.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their harsh, ragged breathing. Julian remained lodged within her, his weight a heavy, comforting pressure on her back. Slowly, sensation returned to the world. The feel of the rug on her cheek. The cool air on her sweat-slicked skin.

And the sound of Miles rising from his chair. She managed to lift her head, her vision swimming. He was walking toward them, his expression one of pure, unadulterated worship. He knelt in front of her, his eyes glistening. He didn’t look at Julian. He looked only at her.

“That was...” he began, his voice hoarse with emotion. He reached out, his fingers, trembling slightly, brushing a sweat-damp strand of hair from her forehead. “You are everything.”

Behind her, Julian slipped out of her, the loss making her gasp softly. He shifted, sitting back on his heels, his breathing still uneven. A low, sated chuckle escaped him. “I believe,” he said, his tone regaining its usual smooth composure, though laced with genuine satisfaction, “that was worth every penny of your winning bid.”

Miles’s eyes finally flicked to Julian, a complex look passing between them—gratitude, challenge, understanding. Then his gaze returned to hers, full of heat and a question. His thumb stroked her bottom lip.

The complex look between the two men stretched for a heartbeat, then two. The air, thick with the scent of sex and sweat, crackled with a new, unspoken tension. Julian’s low chuckle broke the silence. "A remarkable performance," he said, his piercing blue eyes shifting from Miles to the glistening, sprawled form of Cassidy. "But I think the encore should belong to the maestro."

Miles’s gaze snapped back to Julian, a flicker of surprise breaking through his worshipful daze.

Julian’s lips curved into a knowing, predatory smile. "You’ve watched the symphony, Miles. Now it’s time for you to conduct the finale. Come. Reclaim what is so beautifully yours."

Cassidy’s breath hitched. Reclaim. The word was a bolt of pure, undiluted lightning, shocking her system. Her eyes, wide and hazy, found Miles’s. She saw the flicker of his fantasy—the one he’d confessed just hours ago—ignite into a blazing, immediate need. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed hard. He looked from Julian’s challenging smirk to her vulnerable, wanton body, and something primal unlocked within him.

He gave a single, sharp nod. “Yes.”

The word was a growl, raw and possessive, so unlike his usual gentle tone. It sent a fresh, desperate throb through Cassidy’s core. Miles’s hands, which had been trembling with emotion, steadied. His touch became firm, purposeful. He slid one arm under her shoulders and the other beneath her knees, lifting her from the rug with an effortless strength that made her gasp and cling to his neck. He carried her the few feet to the massive, low-backed leather sofa and laid her down upon its cool, supple surface. The contrast of the cold leather against her feverish skin was a delicious shock.

He stood over her, drinking her in. Her hair was a wild halo, her lips swollen from kisses, her body gleaming and marked by the passion Julian had drawn from her. Miles’s eyes darkened with a mixture of fierce pride and raw hunger. “Mine,” he breathed, the word a vow.

From his place on the rug, Julian adjusted his position, leaning back against the ottoman to watch, his expression one of intense, sated amusement. “She wears another man’s desire so well, doesn’t she?” he murmured, a provocation and an encouragement all at once. “Now show her who she truly belongs to.”

Miles didn’t acknowledge him. His world had narrowed to the woman beneath him. He shed his clothes with a frantic, urgent energy, his movements sharp and jerky. His cock, hard and leaking, sprung free. Cassidy’s mouth went dry at the sight. It was so familiar, so profoundly her Miles, yet charged with a new, untamed energy. He was usually a tender, meticulous lover. Now, he was a man possessed.

He came down over her, not in a gentle cover but in a claiming. His mouth crashed onto hers, not with question but with answer. It was a kiss of ownership, of desperation, a silent communication of everything he had felt watching her. I saw you. I wanted you. You are more beautiful than I ever dreamed. His tongue plunged into her mouth, tasting her, tasting the faint, alien hint of Julian on her lips and fueling his fervor.

His strong hands gripped her hips, his fingers pressing into her flesh, and in one powerful, unhesitating thrust, he was inside her.

Cassidy cried out, a sharp, ragged sound against his mouth. She was so exquisitely sensitive, every nerve ending still singing from the relentless climaxes Julian had wrung from her. Miles’s invasion was a perfect, stretching fullness that bordered on overwhelm. He was reclaiming her, marking her, filling her with himself. The psychological shock of it—of being taken so immediately after another man, with that man watching—unraveled her completely.

“Oh God, Miles!” she moaned, her head tossing back on the leather.

He buried himself to the hilt, a groan tearing from his own throat at the hot, slick tightness of her. “Cass... my Cass...” he chanted, the words gritted out between clenched teeth. He began to move, a hard, driving rhythm that was utterly devoid of his usual finesse. This was raw, primal fucking. Each deep plunge was a punctuation mark on his possession.

She wrapped her legs high around his waist, locking her ankles, pulling him deeper still. Her nails scored down his back, and he growled his approval, increasing his pace. The wet, slapping sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, a lewd counterpoint to their ragged breathing. She could feel the weight of Julian’s gaze on them, could feel his silent, approving presence fueling her husband’s fierce performance. It should have felt strange, wrong, but it didn’t. It felt electrifying. It made Miles’s possession of her feel like a victory, a conquest all its own.

Miles shifted, hooking his arms under her knees, pushing her legs back toward her shoulders, opening her utterly to him, to the room, to Julian’s watchful eyes. The change in angle was devastating. His cockhead dragged against a spot deep inside her that made her see stars.

“Look at me,” Miles commanded, his voice rough with a dominance she rarely heard. Her eyes, which had been squeezed shut in pleasure, fluttered open. She met his gaze, saw the love, the lust, the sheer awe staring back at her. “Look at me while I take my wife back.”

The intensity was too much. A climax, swift and violent, ripped through her. She shattered with a broken scream, her inner muscles clenching around him in a rhythmic, milking pulse that stole the rhythm from his thrusts. He cursed, his own control fracturing. He drove into her twice, three more times, a deep, guttural groan erupting from his chest as his own release flooded her, hot and claiming.

He collapsed upon her, his weight a comforting, familiar anchor. His face was buried in her neck, his breath coming in hot, ragged gusts against her skin. She could feel the frantic hammering of his heart against her own.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their slowing breaths. Then, a slow, deliberate clapping came from the rug.

Julian was smiling, a genuine, impressed curve of his lips. “A magnificent encore,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “The finale was... exceptionally well-performed.”

Miles lifted his head, looking over his shoulder at the billionaire. The complex look was back, but now it was edged with a new, unshakeable confidence. “It wasn’t a performance,” Miles said, his voice still hoarse. He looked down at Cassidy, brushing a thumb over her cheek. “It was a reality.”

Julian’s smile widened, his eyes glinting with a predatory satisfaction that sent a fresh shiver down Cassidy’s spine. “Even better,” he purred, the words dripping with a teasing admiration that felt both dangerous and intoxicating. He rose to his feet with his innate grace, his movements slow and deliberate as he collected his discarded robe. The silk slipped over his sculpted frame like liquid, accentuating the power and confidence that seemed to radiate from every inch of him.

“The night, however,” he continued, his voice low and velvety, “is still young.” His gaze flicked between the two of them, lingering on Cassidy’s flushed, sated form, then on Miles, who still hovered protectively over her. “My staff has prepared the master suite for... further relaxation.” The pause before relaxation was intentional, loaded with implication. Cassidy swallowed hard, her pulse quickening at the unspoken promise in his words.

His eyes gleamed with a new, deeper challenge as he stepped closer, the robe swaying slightly with his movement. The air in the room seemed to tighten, charged with anticipation. “Shall we?” he invited, extending a hand toward them—not in demand, but in invitation. His tone was laced with a quiet confidence that suggested he already knew their answer. 

Cassidy glanced at Miles, searching his face for reassurance, for clarity. His expression was a mix of pride, possessiveness, and something else—an openness she hadn’t seen before. His hand slid down her arm, fingers intertwining with hers in a silent affirmation. She felt the warmth of his touch, the unspoken comfort of his support, and it steadied her racing thoughts.

Her eyes returned to Julian, to the enigmatic man whose presence had unraveled boundaries she hadn’t even known existed. There was a magnetic pull in the way he stood there, poised and waiting—not just for their decision, but for the next chapter of this electrifying evening. Cassidy’s curiosity flared, her body still humming from the intensity of what had just transpired. She didn’t want this to end. Not yet.

Miles squeezed her hand, his voice breaking the silence with a quiet resolve. “Yes,” he said, his tone firm but not without a hint of anticipation. “Let’s see where this goes.” Cassidy’s breath caught, her heart pounding louder now, but she nodded in agreement, her lips curving into a small, nervous smile. The unknown stretched before them, tantalizing and terrifying in equal measure, and she was ready to step into it—with Miles by her side and Julian leading the way.
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