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The champagne flute felt cool and fragile between Lila’s fingers. Below their private villa’s terrace, the Aegean Sea was a vast, dark blanket shimmering with the reflected light of a thousand stars. The air was warm, scented with night-blooming jasmine and the faint, salty tang of the ocean.

“A penny for them,” Grant said, his voice a soft rumble beside her.

She leaned into his solid warmth, resting her head on his shoulder. “I was just thinking... this is perfect. It’s almost too perfect.” She turned her face to his. “Thank you for this. For all of it.”

He kissed her forehead, his lips lingering. “You deserve perfect, Lila. A thousand times over.” He took a slow breath, and she felt the subtle tension in his body. “It’s because it’s so perfect that I... I want to tell you something. A fantasy I have.”

She pulled back slightly to look at him, a playful smile on her lips. “Oh? Do tell. Is it involving the pool at midnight? Because I’m already on board.”

He smiled, but it didn’t quite reach his eyes. He was nervous. She could see it in the way his thumb traced circles on the back of her hand. “It’s a bit more... specific than that.” He paused, gathering his thoughts. “You know that man you bumped into at the resort today? By the infinity pool? Declan Shaw.”

Lila’s eyebrows rose. The man had been hard to miss. Tall, with sun-streaked brown hair and a confidence that seemed to radiate from him like heat from the sand. He’d been surrounded by a laughing group but his eyes, a startlingly clear blue, had found hers for a brief, electric moment before she’d looked away, flustered. “The billionaire? What about him?”

Grant’s gaze was intense, earnest. “My fantasy... my fantasy... is about you and him.”

The words hung in the balmy air between them. Lila’s playful mood evaporated. She straightened up, pulling her hand from his. “What? Grant, what are you talking about?”

“Just... hear me out, okay?” he urged, his voice low and urgent. “I love you. More than anything. That’s why this is so... arousing to me. The idea of you, desired by a man like that. A man who represents... I don’t know, a different world. Ultimate luxury. Unapologetic confidence.” He leaned closer. “My fantasy is that you would... explore that. With him. And that I would get to watch. From a distance. Just catching glimpses. Seeing you be the object of that kind of intense, lavish desire.”

Lila felt a cold knot of anxiety tighten in her stomach, completely at odds with the warm night. She stood up, walking to the stone balustrade and gripping it tightly. “You want to watch me with another man? Grant, that’s... that’s crazy. Why? Are you not enough? Am I not enough?” The fears tumbled out, raw and immediate. “Is this some way of... pushing me away? Do you not want me anymore?”

“God, no, Lila. Look at me.” He was behind her in an instant, his hands on her shoulders, turning her to face him. His eyes were blazing with a sincerity that quieted her panic. “It’s the absolute opposite. It’s because I want you so much. It’s because the thought of you, my beautiful, smart, incredibly sexy wife, being so desired that a man like that would drop everything for a chance with you... it makes me feel like the luckiest man on earth. It would be for us. A secret for us. The ultimate thrill.”

He cupped her face, his touch familiar and gentle. “It wouldn’t be about him. It would be about you. Your pleasure. Your power. And my insane, unbelievable luck in being the man you come home to.”

Lila searched his face, her heart hammering against her ribs. She saw no lie there, only a vulnerable, nervous honesty and a heat that was undeniably real. The initial shock began to recede, replaced by a swirling torrent of emotions. Fear, yes. And confusion. But something else, too. A tiny, forbidden spark.

She thought of Declan Shaw’s blue eyes. The easy, powerful way he’d carried himself. The way that brief glance had sent a jolt through her that had nothing to do with her husband.

“You’re serious,” she whispered, the statement hanging in the air.

“Deadly serious.” His voice was rough with want. “I’ve never wanted anything more. To see you unleashed. To see you take what you want, who you want, and know it’s all happening because of the trust between us. It would be the biggest turn-on of my life.”

Lila turned back to the view, but she no longer saw the stars or the sea. Her mind was a movie screen, projecting fragments of a possibility she’d never dared consider. The feel of different hands on her skin. The weight of a different body. The thrill of a secret, all while her loving husband, the man who knew her best, watched from the shadows, sharing in the illicit excitement.

The fear was still there, a small, cautious voice warning of complications and heartache. But it was being drowned out by a growing, thrumming curiosity. What would it be like? To be pursued so brazenly? To give in to a purely physical, breathtakingly risky encounter?

She felt a warmth begin to spread low in her belly, a heat that was entirely separate from the Mediterranean night. She crossed her arms over her chest, as if to contain the sudden, unfamiliar flutter.

She took a shaky breath, her fingers still gripping the cool stone of the balustrade as if it might steady her racing thoughts. The night seemed to hold its breath around them, the Aegean breeze carrying the faint murmur of waves and the distant laughter of other guests. “How... how would it even work?” she finally asked, her voice barely above a whisper, as though speaking the words too loudly might make the fantasy too real. Too close.

Grant’s hands slid down to her waist, his touch both grounding and electrifying. “I’ve thought about it,” he admitted, his voice low and heavy with desire. “You would be in control. Always. If you wanted to flirt, I’d watch from across the room, unseen. If you wanted to take it further, I’d find a way to be close enough to see but not so close that I intrude. It would be your game, Lila. Your rules.”

Her heart pounded as his words painted vivid pictures in her mind. The idea of being pursued, of letting someone like Declan Shaw—a man who exuded power and confidence—take her husband’s place, even temporarily, sent a shiver down her spine. “But what if... what if it changes things between us?” she asked, her voice trembling. “What if I can’t separate it? What if it’s not just a fantasy anymore?”

He turned her gently to face him, his expression earnest. “Then we stop. Immediately. This is only as long as it’s something we both want. Something that brings us closer, not pulls us apart.” His thumb brushed her cheek, a reassuring caress. “Lila, you’re my world. This doesn’t change that. It’s just... a way of exploring something new together. A way of making our love even more thrilling.”

She closed her eyes, letting his words sink in. The warmth of his hands on her hips was familiar, but the heat building inside her was something else entirely. She could almost feel the weight of Declan’s gaze on her again, those piercing blue eyes that had lingered a moment too long by the pool. What would it feel like to surrender to that kind of attention? To let herself be swept up in something so forbidden, so exhilarating, while Grant watched, sharing in the secret?

“And what about him?” she asked hesitantly, opening her eyes to meet Grant’s. “Declan. What makes you think he’d even be interested? I mean, he’s... him. A billionaire with probably a dozen women already vying for his attention.”

Grant chuckled softly, a sound that eased some of her tension. “Lila, you’re breathtaking. Any man would be lucky to have your attention, let alone a man like him. Trust me, I’ve seen the way he looks at you when he thinks no one’s watching.” He leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear. “If you decided to pursue this, it wouldn’t take much to draw him in. You’re irresistible.”

Her cheeks flushed at his words, and she felt a strange mix of flattery and apprehension. The idea of being so boldly desired by someone else while her husband looked on was intoxicating. It was risky, thrilling, and utterly terrifying all at once. But as she stood there in the warm embrace of the night, the fear began to give way to something far more potent: curiosity.

She didn’t say yes.

But she didn’t say no.

And in that silence, the fantasy took on a life of its own.

***
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The warm, salt-tinged air of the resort bar felt electric against Lila’s skin. Each beat of the lounge music seemed to sync with the frantic rhythm of her heart. She took a slow sip of her lychee martini, the sweet, cold liquid doing little to quench the heat simmering low in her belly. Across the room, partially obscured by a potted palm, she could just make out the shape of Grant, a shadow in the twilight. His presence was a anchor, a silent permission slip for the turmoil roaring inside her.

And then there was Declan Shaw.

He was holding court at the far end of the marble bar, his laughter a rich, confident sound that cut through the murmur of other guests. He’d noticed her the moment she’d walked in, his piercing blue eyes tracking her with an intensity that made her feel both exposed and worshipped. It was that look that gave her the courage to meet his gaze and offer a small, tentative smile.

He was at her side in moments, his cologne a subtle mix of sandalwood and sea air. “Lila, isn’t it?” he said, his voice a smooth, low baritone. “I was hoping I’d see you again.”

“Declan,” she replied, pleased her voice didn’t waver. “I couldn’t resist the pull of a good cocktail.”

“I’d like to think it was more than the cocktail,” he countered, his smile disarming. He signaled the bartender. “Another for the lady, and a Macallan 25, neat, for me.”

The conversation flowed as easily as the drinks. He was charming, witty, and his focus was entirely on her. He asked about her, genuinely listened to her answers, and every so often, his fingers would brush against her wrist as he emphasized a point. Each touch was a tiny, illicit shock. She was acutely aware of Grant’s distant gaze, a phantom sensation on her back, and it fueled her, making her bolder, her laughter a little freer, her leans into Declan’s space a little closer.

“You’re a fascinating woman, Lila,” Declan murmured, his head dipping near hers. The noise of the bar seemed to fade around them. “Most people are so transparent. But you... you have depths. I find myself wanting to dive in.”

This was it. The moment. Her throat went dry. She could feel Grant’s anticipation from across the terrace, a tangible force.

“There’s something you should know,” she whispered, her heart hammering against her ribs. “This... this isn’t just a chance meeting.”

Declan’s eyebrow arched, a flicker of intrigued surprise in his eyes. “No?”

She took a shaky breath, the words tasting foreign and thrilling on her tongue. “My husband... Grant... he’s watching us. And this... us talking... it’s his fantasy.”

She watched his face, expecting judgment, confusion, anything. Instead, a slow, predatory smile spread across his features. It wasn’t a smile of mockery, but one of pure, unadulterated hunger. “Is that so?” he purred, his voice dropping to a intimate octave that vibrated through her core. “And what, precisely, does this fantasy entail?”

“He wants to watch,” she breathed, the confession leaving her dizzy. “He wants to see me... with you.”

Declan didn’t even blink. His eyes only darkened, the blue deepening to a stormy sea. He leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, and a full-body shiver wracked her frame. “I am a man who appreciates exquisite things and unique opportunities,” he whispered. His hand found hers on the bar, his thumb stroking her palm in a slow, deliberate circle. “And the thought of giving your husband a front-row seat to my worship of you is the most enticing proposition I’ve heard all year.”

He stood, his movements fluid and sure, and pulled her gently to her feet. Her legs felt like water. He kept her hand in his, lacing their fingers together. “My villa is far more private. And the view is unparalleled.” He wasn’t just talking about the Aegean Sea.

He led her away from the bar, and Lila dared one glance back. Grant was already moving, a ghost following them through the manicured pathways, a silent, approving spectator to his own unraveling.

Declan’s villa was a masterpiece of modern luxury, all clean lines and floor-to-ceiling windows open to the night. The second the door clicked shut, the careful composure he’d maintained at the bar vanished, replaced by a raw, focused intensity. He didn’t give her time to admire the view or second-guess her decision.

He turned her to face him, his hands coming up to cradle her face. His thumbs stroked her cheekbones, his gaze holding hers captive. “You are even more breathtaking up close,” he murmured, his voice thick with wanting. And then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a tentative exploration. It was a claiming. His kiss was demanding, skilled, and devastatingly thorough. He tasted of expensive whisky and pure, male desire. A soft moan escaped her as his tongue delved into her mouth, tangling with hers. Her hands came up, gripping the crisp linen of his shirt for balance as the world tilted on its axis. She could feel the hard planes of his chest against her, the strength in the arms that pulled her flush against him. This was really happening.

He broke the kiss, both of them breathing heavily. His eyes burned into hers as he slowly, deliberately, sank to his knees before her.

The air rushed from Lila’s lungs. From her vantage point, she could see the open sliding door, and in the deep shadows of the patio, the faint red glow of a cigarette—Grant’s signal. He was there. Watching. The knowledge sent a fresh, sharp bolt of arousal straight through her.

Declan’s hands went to the tie of her silk wrap dress. He tugged it slowly, letting the sides fall open to reveal her. She stood before him in just a lace bra and a pair of tiny, matching panties, the night air cool on her heated skin. His gaze was a physical caress, roaming over her body with open reverence.

“Perfection,” he breathed, the word a prayer.

He hooked his fingers into the sides of her panties and drew them down her legs, his knuckles grazing the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. She stepped out of them, her heart a wild drum in her chest. He guided her back until her legs hit the edge of a low, wide sofa. “Sit,” he commanded gently. “And watch me adore you.”

She obeyed, her eyes locked on his. He pushed her knees apart, settling himself between them. The first touch of his mouth was a soft, closed-mouth kiss high on her inner thigh. She jolted at the contact, a gasp catching in her throat. He continued this torturous, teasing path, nibbling and kissing his way inward, each touch a promise, each brush of his lips bringing him closer to her core but never quite there. She was trembling, her head falling back, her fingers twisting in the cashmere throw beneath her.

She could feel his warm breath feathering over her most intimate skin, and she whimpered, a desperate, pleading sound. It was all the invitation he needed.

With a low growl of approval, he finally closed the distance. His tongue, hot and flat, licked a long, slow, devastatingly wet stripe from her entrance all the way up to her aching clit.

Lila cried out, her back arching off the sofa. Oh god. It was so much more intense than she had ever imagined. His mouth was relentless, his technique masterful. He didn’t just focus on her clit; he worshiped her entire sex, licking and sucking and nibbling with a focused dedication that stole her breath. He would swirl his tongue around her sensitive nub until she was on the very edge, then he’d pull back, kissing her inner thighs, letting the anticipation build until she was mindless with need, before diving back in again.

She was completely lost in the sensation, in the wet, hot sounds of his ministrations, in the sight of this powerful billionaire on his knees, utterly devoted to her pleasure. Her eyes, blurry with ecstasy, flickered toward the patio. She could see the outline of her husband, a statue in the darkness, and the knowledge that he was witnessing this, that he was seeing her come completely undone under another man’s expert mouth, pushed her higher.

Declan slid two fingers inside her, curling them to find that perfect spot as his mouth sealed over her clit, sucking rhythmically.

The combined assault was too much. A broken, ragged scream was torn from her throat as her climax detonated, a tidal wave of pleasure that crashed over her, shaking her to her very core. Her body convulsed around his fingers, her vision whiting out as she rode the endless, pulsing waves.

As the tremors began to subside, Declan lifted his head, his lips glistening in the low light. He looked up at her, his blue eyes blazing with primal satisfaction. He kept his fingers moving inside her, slowly, prolonging the shivering aftershocks.

He leaned forward, his voice a dark, possessive whisper against her damp skin.

“That was just the beginning, Lila. Look at me.”

His mouth never left hers, a searing brand of ownership as his hands slid under her thighs. In one fluid, powerful motion, he lifted her from the chaise lounge. She gasped into his kiss, her arms instinctively wrapping around his neck, her body suspended in his strong embrace. The world tilted, a dizzying whirl of starlight and shadow, before he laid her down not on the soft cushions, but on the cool, smooth tiles of the terrace floor, positioning her on her hands and knees.

The shift was abrupt, animalistic. The hard surface beneath her palms was a stark contrast to the plush luxury of the furniture, a raw reminder of the primal act unfolding. From the corner of her eye, a flicker of movement in the deep shadows of the potted olive trees. Grant. Her husband. Watching. The knowledge sent a fresh, illicit jolt straight to her core, which was still throbbing from his mouth.

Declan’s body covered hers, his chest pressing against her back, his erection a hot, insistent pressure against the cleft of her ass. He nipped at her shoulder, his voice a low rumble against her skin. “You taste like heaven, Lila. I’ve wanted to bury myself inside you since I saw you at the bar.”

He shifted, one hand sliding around her hip, his fingers finding her wetness again, not to tease but to guide. He stroked himself through his trousers with his other hand, the rustle of fabric loud in the tense silence. She heard the sharp intake of his breath, the soft scratch of a zipper. Then, the blunt, hot tip of him was pressing against her entrance.

Lila braced herself, her fingers splaying on the cool tile. This is it. This is really happening. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing the frantic pulse between her legs.

He didn’t thrust. He pushed. A slow, inexorable, stretching invasion that stole the air from her lungs. She cried out, a sharp, breathy sound as he filled her, inch by devastating inch. He was thick, and the initial stretch was a burning ache that quickly melted into a shocking, overwhelming fullness. He buried himself to the hilt, his hips flush against her ass, and held there, both of them utterly still.

“Fuck,” he groaned, the word guttural and strained. “You’re so tight. So perfect.”

He began to move. A slow, withdrawing slide that made her whimper at the loss, followed by a hard, driving thrust that punched the air from her lungs. He set a relentless, powerful rhythm, each movement measured and deep. Her body rocked with the force of it, her breasts swaying, her back arching.

Every sense was heightened. The salty scent of his skin mixed with her own arousal. The slick, wet sound of their joining was obscenely loud. The coarse texture of the terrace tile beneath her palms. And the sight, just over her shoulder, of his powerful body working over hers, his muscles coiled with tension.

But her mind was fixed on the shadows. On Grant. Was he closer? Could he see the way her body opened for this man? Could he hear the ragged, pleading sounds she was making? The thought, the sheer forbidden thrill of it, coiled tighter than any physical touch. She was doing this for him, because of him. She was the star of his most private fantasy, and the power of that role was an intoxicant.

Declan’s pace quickened, becoming less controlled, more urgent. His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her hips, holding her in place as he drove into her. “You like that, don’t you?” he growled. “You like being taken like this. On your knees. For him to see.”

“Yes,” she moaned, the admission torn from her. It was true. She loved it. She loved the rawness, the anonymity of the position, the complete surrender.

One of his hands left her hip and snaked around her front, his fingers finding her clit with unerring accuracy. The dual sensation was unbearable—the deep, pounding fullness inside her and the sharp, precise circles he was drawing on her most sensitive spot. Her body responded instantly, a shuddering wave of pleasure rippling through her as she writhed beneath him. “Declan,” she gasped, her voice trembling, her hips pushing back against him in a desperate rhythm. The heat between them was unbearable, and every thrust only increased the need building inside her.

She spread herself on the tiles just enough for her to put one hand under her body for support, while the other grasped at the marble edge of the terrace, bracing her further against the relentless pace that threatened to unravel her completely. The roughness of Declan's breathing above her matched her own, their bodies entwined in a heated dance of passion. His tongue licked a searing line along her shoulder blade before he bit down gently—just enough to elicit another shudder from her.

Her head tilted backwards, connecting with his hip; it felt like time itself had slowed down even though their movement hadn’t faltered at all. Her nails scraped against the cool tile as if searching for anchor points in the mindless swirls of ecstasy engulfing them both within moments. She arched further against his chest when he hit that sweet spot deep within yet again sending waves crashing over both their consciousnesses simultaneously “Look at me Lila.” He demanded softly through clenched teeth pulling harder out then slamming back in before tightening grip around waist ensuring there would no longer be separation between where starry skies ended & earthly desires’ began until stars started falling all around their intertwined beings ensuring neither could tell where reality blended into fantasy anymore

Pleasure built, coiling tight like a spring ready to snap, an insistent, screaming tension low in her belly. The sound of her body meeting Declan’s echoed off the terrace walls, mixing with the rhythmic crash of the ocean below. It was more than physical now; it was primal, visceral, a symphony of raw desire that left no room for thought, only feeling. Every stroke, every thrust, every flick of his fingers on her clit sent shockwaves through her, each one more intense than the last.

"Touch yourself," Declan rasped, his voice thick with lust. "Make yourself come while I'm inside you." His grip on her tightened as he continued to move within her, never losing the rhythm. Obeying, Lila let her fingers glide down to where Declan's hand still teased her clit, overlapping his touch with her own. The sensation was beyond words; every nerve ending seemed to ignite as she felt herself being claimed from within and without simultaneously. Her breath hitched, her vision blurred - everything zeroed in on this moment.

Grant was there, a shadow in the darkness, his presence both a comfort and a thrill. She couldn’t see him clearly, but she could feel him, his gaze like a physical touch, tracing every curve of her body, every movement as Declan claimed her. The thought of her husband watching, absorbing every detail, sent a shiver down her spine that had nothing to do with the cool night air. His silent presence was a reminder of the unspoken bond between them, the trust that allowed this moment to unfold. 

Declan’s voice broke through her thoughts, low and commanding. “He’s watching, Lila. He’s seeing how you take me. How you open yourself for me.” His words were a flame, igniting something deep within her, a mix of shame and exhilaration that only heightened her pleasure. She could almost feel Grant’s eyes on her, imagining the way his breath must have hitched as Declan’s hips snapped forward, driving into her with relentless force. The thought of her husband witnessing her submission, her surrender to another man, was intoxicating.

Her moans grew louder, more desperate, as Declan’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming wilder, less controlled. She could feel the heat building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter, ready to snap. And then he growled, “Look at him. Let him see you come apart.” Her eyes fluttered open, searching the shadows, and for a brief moment, she thought she saw Grant’s face, his expression a mix of awe and hunger. That was all it took. Her orgasm crashed over her like a wave, pulling her under in a flood of sensation that left her gasping for air.

Declan followed her over the edge, his body stiffening as he buried himself deep inside her one last time. She felt him pulse within her, the heat of his release mingling with her own. For a moment, they stayed like that, connected in the most intimate way possible, while Grant watched from the shadows. The silence between them was heavy with emotion, a testament to the power of the moment they had just shared.

When Declan finally pulled away, she could feel the absence of him keenly, the cool air rushing in to fill the space he had occupied. He stood slowly, his breath still uneven, and she could see the glint of satisfaction in his eyes as he looked down at her. Without a word, he turned and disappeared into the night, leaving her alone on the terrace with only her thoughts and the lingering presence of her husband. 

She stayed there for a moment longer, her body still trembling with aftershocks, before slowly rising to her feet. The sound of footsteps approaching made her turn, and there he was—Grant, stepping out of the shadows, his face unreadable in the dim light. She held her breath, waiting for him to speak, to say something that would make sense of the whirlwind of emotions swirling inside her. But instead, he simply pulled her into his arms, holding her close as if trying to reassure himself that she was still his. 

Grant’s arms were a vice around her, not bruising, but unequivocal. He buried his face in the crook of her neck, inhaling deeply as if trying to scent out the ghost of another man on her skin. Lila trembled, the adrenaline of her encounter with Declan still sparking through her veins, mixing now with a new, electric current of anticipation.

“I could smell his cologne on you from across the terrace,” Grant murmured, his voice a low, possessive rumble against her ear. His hands slid down her back, palming the curve of her ass, pulling her flush against the hard, urgent length of him straining against his trousers. “Mine.”

She moaned softly, her head falling back as his mouth found the sensitive spot beneath her jaw. Her body, so recently wrung out and satiated, roared back to life under his touch, his claim. It was different. Deeper. This wasn't the thrilling taboo of a stranger's conquest; this was the foundational fire of her marriage, stoked to an inferno.

From the shadows at the edge of the terrace, a match struck. The sudden flare illuminated Declan’s sharp features for a fraction of a second before he touched it to the end of a thick cigar. He took a long, slow drag, the tip glowing a fierce orange in the darkness. He didn’t speak. He simply leaned against the railing, a spectator now, a king observing the aftermath of a battle he’d already won, and yet, somehow, was now losing.

Grant’s eyes flickered up, meeting Declan’s gaze over Lila’s shoulder. A silent, primal challenge passed between them. Grant’s hands grew more insistent, pulling at the flimsy fabric of her dress. He found the zip at the back and yanked it down in one smooth, decisive motion. The silk pooled at her feet, leaving her bare and exposed to the warm night air—and to both men.

“Look at you,” Grant breathed, his voice thick with awe and lust. His calloused palms skated up her sides, over her ribs, coming to cup her breasts. He thumbed her nipples, already hard and sensitive, and she arched into his touch with a sharp cry. “So beautiful. And all for me.”

He wasn’t just talking to her. He was announcing it. Declaning it.

He turned her in his arms to face him, his intense gaze burning into her. “Tell me you’re mine, Lila.”

“I’m yours, Grant,” she panted, her hands fumbling for his belt. “Always yours.”

“Louder.”

“I’m yours!” The words were a desperate, needy gasp.

He kissed her then, a searing, deep kiss that tasted of possession and home and a furious, thrilling passion. It was a kiss that wiped away any other taste, any other touch. His trousers joined her dress on the tiles, and he lifted her effortlessly, her legs wrapping around his waist as he carried her to the same chaise lounge where, just moments before, Declan had brought her to a shattering peak.

He laid her down, his body covering hers, a welcome, familiar weight. But there was nothing familiar about the wild look in his eyes. He was a man unleashed, driven by a voyeuristic desire so potent it was a tangible force in the air. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her wet, aching heat. She was still so slick from Declan, from her own excitement, and the sensation of her husband poised to fill her, to reclaim the space another man had just occupied, made her dizzy with want.

“Watch us,” Grant growled, the command directed into the darkness where Declan stood.

And then he pushed inside her.

It was a single, powerful thrust that stole the breath from her lungs. He was thick and unyielding, stretching her in a way that was uniquely, perfectly his. A guttural groan was torn from his chest, a sound of pure, unadulterated triumph. “God, Lila... feeling you... after him...”

He began to move, a hard, possessive rhythm that had her scrabbling at his back. Each drive of his hips was a punctuation mark. Mine. Mine. Mine. She could feel the cool night air on her flushed skin, the rough fabric of the chaise beneath her, and the blistering heat of her husband moving within her. The world narrowed to the slide of his body, the slap of skin on skin, and the unwavering glow of a cigar in the night.

She dared a glance over Grant’s shoulder. Declan was still there, one hand in his pocket, the other holding his cigar. His expression was unreadable, but his eyes were fixed on where their bodies joined, watching Grant’s length slide in and out of her with a focused, dark intensity. The fact that he was watching, that he was seeing Grant possess what he had just enjoyed, sent a violent, shameful thrill straight to her core. Her inner muscles fluttered around Grant, tightening.

“You like that, don’t you?” Grant rasped, pistoning into her harder, faster. “You like him watching me fuck my wife.”

“Yes!” she cried out, the admission torn from her. It was the truth. The psychology of it unspooled in her mind—the conservative girl who’d done everything right, now being taken so savagely by her husband in front of a billionaire playboy. It was the ultimate rebellion and the ultimate commitment, all at once.

Grant’s pace became punishing, a relentless claiming. She could feel her climax coiling again, a supernova building from the very depths of her soul. Her nails dug into the hard muscle of his shoulders as she felt him swell inside her, his own control fraying.

“Come for me, Lila,” he commanded, his voice ragged. “Now.”

The orgasm shattered her. It was different from the one Declan had given her—deeper, more emotional, a cataclysm that felt like it was tearing her apart and putting her back together all at once. She screamed his name into the Aegean night, her body convulsing around him, milking him, pulling him over the edge with her.

With a roar that was part triumph, part surrender, Grant drove into her one last time, spilling himself deep inside her, his own release a hot, pulsing claim. He collapsed on top of her, his body shuddering, his breath hot and ragged against her neck.

For long moments, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the distant lap of waves against the cliffside.

Then, from the shadows, came the slow, deliberate sound of applause.

Clap.

Clap.

Clap.

Grant went still atop her. Lila’s eyes, which had been squeezed shut in ecstasy, flew open.

Declan took a final drag of his cigar, the ember flaring bright, before he dropped it and crushed it under the heel of his loafer. He stepped forward into a sliver of moonlight, his expression a mask of cool amusement.

“A spectacular performance, Grant,” Declan said, his voice smooth as silk, cutting through the charged silence like a blade. He stepped closer, his polished loafers clicking softly against the marble terrace, the moonlight casting a predatory glint in his eyes. “I must admit, I didn’t expect such... ferocity. You certainly know how to make a statement.”

Grant lifted his head slowly, his body still draped over Lila’s, his breathing heavy but deliberate. His gaze locked onto Declan’s, a silent challenge simmering between them. “She’s mine,” he growled, the words low and raw, a declaration that hung in the air like a thunderclap. “Always has been. Always will be.”

Declan smirked, the corner of his mouth twitching with amusement as he leaned casually against the railing, his tailored suit gleaming faintly in the dim light. “Oh, I don’t doubt that,” he replied, his tone dripping with feigned nonchalance. “But let’s not pretend tonight wasn’t about more than just possession. We both know what this was really about, don’t we?” He glanced at Lila, his gaze lingering on her flushed skin and trembling form. “The thrill of the forbidden. The allure of the unknown. And yet, here you are, claiming her as if she ever truly left.”

Lila shivered under Grant’s weight, her mind swirling with a mix of emotions—shame, desire, confusion. She could feel the heat of Declan’s stare, the way it seemed to strip her bare once again, even as Grant’s body shielded her. Her heart pounded, torn between the safety of her husband’s embrace and the electric pull of the man who had awoken something wild and untamed within her.

Grant’s jaw tightened, his arms tightening reflexively around Lila as if sensing her inner turmoil. “You’re wrong,” he said, his voice steady but edged with a quiet intensity. “This wasn’t about you. It was about us. About proving that no matter what happens, no matter who crosses her path, she’ll always come back to me.”

Declan chuckled softly, a sound that was both mirthless and knowing. He took a step forward, closing the distance between them, his presence overwhelming even in the vastness of the terrace. “Perhaps,” he conceded, his tone softening ever so slightly. “But don’t fool yourself into thinking this changes anything. The line between obsession and devotion is thinner than you realize.” His gaze flicked to Lila once more, a hint of something unspoken lingering in his eyes. “And she knows it too.”

Lila’s breath caught in her throat as Declan turned on his heel and walked away, his form melting into the shadows as silently as he had appeared. The terrace felt suddenly colder, the night air sharper against her skin. Yet, despite his departure, his words lingered, echoing in her mind like a whisper she couldn’t quite shake. She lay there, still and silent beneath Grant’s weight, her pulse racing as if the aftermath of their shared passion had only just begun to settle.

Grant shifted slightly, his body still flush against hers, his warmth a stark contrast to the chill that now seemed to envelop her. She could feel the steady thrum of his heartbeat against her chest, a reassuring rhythm that anchored her amidst the whirlwind of emotions. “Are you okay?” he murmured, his voice low and tender, brushing a strand of hair from her face with a gentleness that belied the intensity of their union moments before.

Lila nodded, though her thoughts were a maelstrom of conflicting feelings. He watched us, she thought, the memory of Declan’s gaze—cool and calculating yet undeniably magnetic—flashing through her mind. It wasn’t just the act itself that left her unsettled; it was the way he had seemed to see straight through her, as if he knew every secret she hadn’t yet confessed. “The line between obsession and devotion is thinner than you realize,” he had said, and the words clung to her like a second skin.

She turned her head slightly, her eyes searching the shadows where Declan had disappeared. A part of her wanted to call out, to demand answers, to understand why his presence had stirred something so primal within her. But another part—a stronger, more conflicted part—wanted to cling to Grant, to bury herself in the familiarity of his embrace and forget the fleeting thrill of the forbidden.

Grant sat up slowly, pulling her with him, his arms still encircling her as if afraid she might slip away. “Talk to me,” he urged, his voice soft but insistent. His eyes searched hers, filled with a mix of concern and something else—something that looked almost like understanding. “I know this isn’t easy. I know it’s... complicated.”

Lila let out a shaky breath, her hands curling into fists against his chest. “It is,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I didn’t expect... I didn’t think it would feel like this.” She hesitated, her gaze dropping to where their bodies were still connected, the intimacy of the moment undeniable. “But I don’t regret it,” she added quickly, looking up at him with a resolve she hadn’t realized she possessed. “Not with you.”

Grant exhaled deeply, his grip on her tightening as if her words had released something in him. “Good,” he said, his voice rough with emotion. “Because this isn’t just about tonight. It’s about us—about everything we are and everything we’ll be. Whatever happens, whatever comes next, we face it together.”

Lila nodded, her heart swelling with a mixture of relief and determination. Yet, as she rested her head against his shoulder, her eyes drifted once more to the empty space where Declan had stood. The flicker of intrigue he had ignited in her wasn’t easily extinguished. It simmered beneath the surface, a quiet ember waiting for the right moment to blaze. And though she didn’t say it aloud, she knew Grant could sense it too—the unspoken truth that this was only the beginning.
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