
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          She Knew He’d Watch

        

        
        
          DIMITRI ORION

        

        
          Published by Dimitri Orion, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SHE KNEW HE’D WATCH

    

    
      First edition. July 29, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 DIMITRI ORION.

    

    
    
      Written by DIMITRI ORION.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​The Invitation

[image: ]




The Mediterranean sun kissed Fiona's shoulders as she carried the last of her luggage into the villa. Robert had chosen this place, as he chose everything in their lives—deliberately, with an eye for both luxury and isolation. Three days of uninterrupted privacy stretched before them like the azure sea visible from every window. At least, that had been the plan. But Robert's announcement last night that Aiden would be joining them had turned the anticipated escape into something else entirely. Something that made Fiona's skin prickle with a sensation she couldn't quite name.

"Leave that for the staff," Robert said, not looking up from his phone. His voice carried that familiar tone—soft yet unyielding. The voice that had first attracted her at a charity gala six years ago, when he'd guided her away from the crowd with nothing more than a whisper and a hand at the small of her back.

Fiona set down the bag. "I thought we were going to be alone."

Robert finally glanced up, his eyes settling on her with calculated interest. "We are alone. Aiden isn't family. He's an extension of the business." He slipped his phone into his pocket and crossed the marble floor to her. His fingers traced her jawline, tilting her face up to his. "Are you questioning my decision?"

"No," she answered quickly. Too quickly. The word a reflex built from years of carefully managed submission.

"Good." His thumb brushed her lower lip. "Because I have plans this weekend that require his... assistance."

Fiona shivered despite the warmth. This was their dance—Robert leading, she following. Robert deciding, she accepting. Robert commanding, she obeying. It had always been enough. More than enough. His dominance had been the counterweight to her need to surrender, a perfect balance that satisfied them both. But now, with Aiden's imminent arrival, she felt off-kilter.

She moved to the balcony, seeking the comfort of open space. The villa perched on a cliffside, offering a panoramic view of the sea that stretched to the horizon in a deep, endless blue. Below, waves crashed against rocks in a rhythmic surge that matched her quickening pulse.

"Why Aiden?" she finally asked, her back still to Robert. "Why here?"

Robert's footsteps were deliberate as he approached, each one a measured beat against the floor. He stopped just behind her, close enough that she could feel his breath on her neck but not touching her. Never touching her unless he intended to make a point.

"Because he sees you the way I see you," Robert said. "And I want to watch him watching you."

The words settled over Fiona like a silk sheet—both a comfort and a constraint. Robert had always been possessive, marking his territory with expensive gifts and public displays of ownership. But this was different. This was Robert offering her to someone else, even if only visually. The thought sent a confusing rush of heat through her body.

"He'll be here in an hour," Robert continued, his voice low against her ear. "Wear the blue dress I bought in Milan. The one that makes your eyes look like the ocean on a storm-swept day."

She nodded, knowing the dress he meant. Knowing, too, that its hemline rode high on her thighs and its neckline plunged low between her breasts. It was a dress designed to be looked at. To be desired in.

"And Fiona?" He waited until she turned to face him. "Remember who you belong to."

With that, he left her on the balcony, disappearing into the master suite where their luggage awaited unpacking. Fiona remained, her hands gripping the railing as she tried to steady herself against the tide of emotions washing through her. Excitement mingled with apprehension. Desire clouded by uncertainty.

She had played many roles in Robert's life—arm candy at corporate events, submissive lover in their bedroom, the perfect wife in public. But whatever role he had planned for her this weekend felt dangerously new. And despite her misgivings, she couldn't deny the thrill of anticipation curling in her stomach.

By the time the sleek black car pulled up the winding driveway, Fiona had transformed herself according to Robert's specifications. The blue dress clung to her curves, her hair fell in loose waves past her shoulders, and her makeup accentuated the features Robert most often praised—her eyes, her lips, the hollow of her throat where he liked to press his thumb when he took her from behind.

She watched from the living room as Robert greeted Aiden at the door. There was something in their interaction—a familiarity that went beyond the professional relationship of CEO and assistant. Robert's hand lingered on Aiden's shoulder a beat too long. Aiden's smile held a knowing edge that made Fiona's breath catch.

And then Aiden's gaze found her, and the air in the room seemed to thin.

"Fiona," he said, her name in his mouth somehow both a greeting and something more intimate. "You look stunning, as always."

He crossed to her with the confident stride of a man accustomed to moving through spaces as if he owned them. Not unlike Robert, though where Robert's authority was cold and commanding, Aiden's was warm and magnetic. He took her hand and brought it to his lips, a gesture that would have seemed old-fashioned from anyone else but from him felt like a deliberate challenge.

"Thank you for having me," he said, his eyes never leaving hers.

"It's Robert you should thank," she replied, aware of her husband watching their exchange with calculated interest. "This is his weekend."

Aiden's smile deepened, revealing a dimple in his left cheek she'd never noticed before. "Is it? I was under the impression it was going to be all of ours."

The comment hung in the air between them, laden with implications that made Fiona's heart race. She glanced at Robert, seeking some explanation, but his expression revealed nothing.

"I'll show you to your room," Robert said to Aiden. "It's adjacent to the master suite. We share a terrace."

As they disappeared down the hallway, Fiona sank onto the sofa, her knees suddenly weak. She'd known Aiden for years—had exchanged pleasantries at office parties, had spoken to him on the phone when he called on Robert's behalf. But she'd never seen him like this—as a man rather than an extension of her husband's business empire. Had never noticed the breadth of his shoulders or the way his eyes crinkled slightly at the corners when he smiled.

By dinner time, the villa hummed with an undercurrent of electricity. Fiona had prepared a simple meal—fresh seafood, local vegetables, a bottle of white wine from a vineyard Robert owned in the south of France. They ate on the terrace, the setting sun painting the sky in hues of orange and pink that reflected off the water below.

The conversation flowed easily, too easily, as if they'd dined together countless times before. Robert spoke of business, Aiden offered insights, and Fiona watched them, mesmerized by the dance of power between them. Occasionally, Aiden's gaze would find hers across the table, lingering just long enough to make her cheeks warm.

"More wine?" Robert offered, already reaching for her glass.

"I think I've had enough," Fiona said, placing her hand over the rim.

"I wasn't asking," Robert replied, his voice soft but firm. He filled her glass to the brim, then set the bottle down with deliberate precision. "Drink it. All of it."

Fiona lifted the glass to her lips, aware of both men watching as she took a long sip. The wine was crisp and cold against her tongue, but it did nothing to cool the heat spreading through her body.

"Beautiful," Aiden murmured, though whether he meant her or the sunset was deliberately ambiguous.

After dinner, they moved to the living room. Robert instructed Fiona to put on music—something sensual, he specified. She chose a playlist of slow jazz, the kind that filled a room with languid notes that seemed to caress the skin.

"Dance for us," Robert said, settling into an armchair. It wasn't a request.

Fiona hesitated, glancing between her husband and Aiden, who had taken a seat on the sofa. "Both of you?"

"Is that a problem?" Robert's eyebrow arched in that way that told her he was testing her boundaries.
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