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The candlelight flickered between us, casting shadows that danced over Sophia’s collarbones. She swirled her wine, the deep red liquid clinging to the glass before slipping back down. A slow, deliberate motion–one I’d seen a thousand times, but tonight, it made my fingers twitch against the tablecloth. 

»Happy anniversary,« she murmured, lips curving as she lifted her gaze to mine. I forced a smile. 

»Two years.«

My voice came out rougher than I meant it to. Her fingers–delicate, manicured–brushed against mine. A spark shot up my arm, familiar yet distracting. I should have been lost in the moment, wrapped up in her, but my mind kept sliding away, slipping into darker, hungrier places. 

»You’re quiet tonight,« she said, tilting her head. The candlelight caught in her dark eyes, making them glow. 

»Work stressing you out again?«

»Something like that.«

I dragged my thumb over the edge of my fork, the metal cool against my skin. She sighed, leaning back just enough to break contact. 

»You’ve been distracted all week.«

I should have reassured her. Told her it was nothing. Instead, I watched the way her pulse fluttered at the base of her throat, the way her dress dipped low enough to tease the swell of her breasts. Every movement she made was deliberate, effortless–like she didn’t know how badly I wanted to ruin her right here, in this booth, with half the restaurant watching. But that wasn’t the thought of a man celebrating his anniversary. 

»I’m fine,« I lied. She studied me, lips pursed. 

»You’re not fine. You’re somewhere else.«

She was right. My mind was caught in the memory of last night–the way she’d looked at me when I pinned her wrists to the bed, the way she’d gasped when I told her exactly what I wanted to do to her. She’d given in so easily, so sweetly. And now, sitting across from her in this dimly lit restaurant, all I could think about was how much more I wanted. She reached for her glass again, taking a slow sip. A droplet of wine clung to her bottom lip before her tongue darted out to catch it. My cock twitched. 

»You’re staring,« she said, a smirk playing at the corner of her mouth. 

»Yeah.«

No point denying it. She set the glass down, fingers tracing the stem. 

»You know, if you keep looking at me like that, we’re not going to make it to dessert.«

I exhaled sharply through my nose. 

»I don’t give a fuck about dessert.«

Her breath hitched. Just a little. Just enough to tell me she knew exactly where my head was. I reached for her hand, turning it over so my thumb could press into the center of her palm. Her pulse jumped under my touch. 

»Tell me what you want,« I said, voice low. She swallowed. 

»You know what I want.«

»Say it.«

Her lashes fluttered, but she didn’t pull away. 

»You.«

I tightened my grip just enough to make her gasp. 

»Good girl.«

The air between us thickened, hot and heavy. I could already imagine the way she’d sound when I finally got her alone–the desperate little noises she made when I pushed her too far. But then the waiter appeared, clearing his throat, and the moment shattered. Sophia pulled her hand back, smoothing her dress like nothing had happened. I sat back, clenching my jaw, forcing my heartbeat to slow. The fantasy lingered anyway. And I knew–before the night was over–I’d make sure she felt every bit of it.

The cab ride home was a study in restraint. Sophia’s thigh pressed against mine, warm and insistent, her fingers tracing idle patterns over my knee. Every pass of her fingertips sent a jolt straight to my cock, already half-hard from the way she’d looked at me across the table. 

»You’re quiet,« she murmured, tilting her head to rest against my shoulder. The scent of her shampoo–something floral, fucking expensive–wrapped around me. I grunted, sliding my hand higher up her leg, beneath the hem of her dress. Her skin was silk under my palm. 

»Thinking,« I said. She hummed, shifting just enough to let my fingers brush the lace edge of her panties. 

»Dangerous.«

I could feel her smile against my shoulder, the tease in her voice. But she wasn’t wrong. My thoughts were a mess–Sophia beneath me last night, her body arching, her nails biting into my skin. And then the other thought, the one I couldn’t shake: What if she looked like that for someone else? The cab pulled up to our building, and I tossed a wad of bills at the driver before dragging Sophia inside. The elevator ride was torture. She leaned into me, hips swaying with the movement, her breath warm against my neck. 

»Ethan.«

I caught her wrist before her hand could dip lower. 

»Wait.«

A flicker of confusion crossed her face, but then she saw the look in my eyes–the hunger, the barely leashed aggression–and her lips parted in understanding. The second the doors opened, I had her against the wall of the hallway, my mouth crushing hers. She tasted like wine and sugar, sweet and intoxicating. Her hands fisted in my shirt, pulling me closer. 

»Inside,« I growled. She laughed, breathless, already working the buttons of my shirt as I fumbled with the keys. The door swung open, and I kicked it shut behind us, pressing her back against it. 

»You’re impatient tonight,« she teased, her fingers skimming down my chest. I caught her hands, pinning them above her head. 

»You have no idea.«

Her breath hitched as I leaned in, dragging my teeth along the curve of her neck. I could feel her pulse fluttering beneath my lips, fast and uneven. 

»Go put on that black lace I bought you,« I ordered, releasing her. She blinked up at me, licking her lips. 

»The one you said made me look like a fucking fantasy?«

I gripped her hips, pulling her flush against me so she could feel exactly what she did to me. 

»Yes.«

A slow, wicked smile curled her lips. 

»Be right back.«

She slipped away, leaving me standing there, jaw clenched, blood roaring in my ears. I poured a drink, downed it, and listened to the soft rustle of fabric from the bedroom. My grip tightened on the glass. The image in my head was too vivid–Sophia in that lingerie, the way it clung to her curves, the way her skin would glow against the dark lace. But then the other thought slithered back in. Would she arch like that for someone else? Would she moan that way? The glass shattered in my hand. 

»Shit.«

I barely registered the sting of the cut, the blood smeared across my palm. Sophia appeared in the doorway, her eyes widening. 

»Ethan–« I didn’t let her finish. In three strides, I had her backed against the bed, my mouth crashing down on hers. She gasped as I lifted her, tossing her onto the mattress with a force that made the headboard slam against the wall. The black lace was even better than I remembered–just sheer enough to tease, just tight enough to emphasize every inch of her. 

»Jesus,« I bit out, dragging my hands up her thighs. She arched into my touch, lips parted. 

»You like it?«

»You know I do.«

I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her panties, wrenching them to the side. She let out a whimper as I traced her, already wet, already ready for me. 

»You’re fucking soaked,« I muttered. Her hips lifted, chasing my fingers. 

»Because of you.«

I pushed two fingers inside her without warning. Her back bowed, a sharp cry tearing from her throat. 

»Fuck, Ethan–« »Tell me,« I demanded, curling my fingers just right. She shuddered, thighs clamping around my wrist. 

»Tell me who you belong to.«

»You,« she gasped. 

»Always you.«

I swallowed her moan with a kiss, the taste of her desperation only stoking the fire in my gut. But even as I stripped off my clothes, even as I pinned her beneath me, the question gnawed at me. Would she really? Or was that just another lie? I buried the thought the only way I knew how–by losing myself in her. The sound of her stockings scraping against the headboard filled the room, sharp and rhythmic. Her nails raked down my back, her breath coming in ragged pants against my ear. 

»Ethan–please–« I slammed into her, hard enough to make her cry out. 

»Look at me.«

Her eyes fluttered open, dark with need. 

»Say it again.«

She trembled beneath me. 

»I’m yours.«

I kissed her, deep and punishing. For now, that had to be enough.

Sophia fell asleep before I did. Her breath evened out, lips slightly parted, one hand curled against the pillow beside her face. The lace of her ruined lingerie still clung to her, the straps twisted from where I’d torn at them. A bruise was forming on her hip–a dark bloom under her golden skin–from how hard I’d gripped her. I should have felt satisfaction. Instead, my pulse refused to slow. The sheets were tangled around us, damp with sweat, the air thick with the scent of sex. I rolled onto my back, staring at the ceiling, my cock already hard again. Fuck. I knew myself well enough to recognize when the hunger wasn’t just physical. It was the kind that sank deeper, gnawing at the edges of my control. The kind that made me wonder if I could ever be satisfied with her–if I could ever stop needing to prove she was mine. Sophia sighed in her sleep, shifting slightly, her thigh brushing against my leg. My jaw locked. The fantasy hit me before I could stop it–her pinned beneath me again, my name breaking from her lips, my hands tight enough to leave marks. My fingers curled into the sheets, my hips jerking once, twice, before I caught myself. I bit down on my wedding ring, the cold metal a sharp contrast to the heat burning through me. The groan in my throat never made it out. Guilt followed. She was right there, asleep, trusting and soft, while my thoughts twisted into something filthy. I should wake her. Should slide my hand between her thighs and make her moan again. But instead, I stayed still. Because the truth was worse than the fantasy. What if I told her? What if I admitted the way my mind worked–the way I needed to claim her, over and over, just to quiet the voice whispering that someone else might? Her disgust would be worse than silence. I turned my head, watching the rise and fall of her chest, the way her lashes fluttered with some dream I wasn’t part of. Then, finally, exhaustion won. I slipped under, drowning in the haze of sleep, only to jerk awake what felt like minutes later, my hips grinding into the mattress, my cock straining against the sheets. Sophia still slept beside me, undisturbed. I swallowed a curse. The room was dark, the only sound the ragged pull of my own breathing. And for the first time in years, I had no idea what to do next.
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