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It had only been seven days since she'd been tied up to their bed, Jake's hands exploring her body while Leo watched. Then he held her face, and stared deep into her eyes as Jake used her back passage for the first time. The memory made her cheeks burn. The sounds she had made, God, the sounds. She'd been insatiable and so eager to be used. A stranger to herself. Maya pinched her cheeks, trying to focus. Tonight was different. Tonight, she was Leo's sweet, dutiful wife, preparing snacks for his poker game.

She smoothed her hands over the conservative blue dress she'd chosen, checking that the hemline fell well below her knees. The neckline rose to her collarbone, and the sleeves extended past her elbows – the perfect picture of modesty. Beneath it all, she'd chosen white lingerie and a white slip dress, as if the purity of the color could somehow erase what had happened in this very house just days ago.

Maya turned sideways, examining her silhouette. Was the dress too tight across her hips? Would Jake look at her and remember how she'd moaned when he touched her there? No, she was sure she looked every bit the good and modest girl her mother had trained her to be.

"You look beautiful," Leo said from the doorway.

"Really? You don't think it's too..." She gestured vaguely at her outfit, unable to articulate her concern.

Leo crossed the room and pulled her into his arms. The familiar scent of his cologne calmed her racing thoughts as he pressed his lips against her neck. His stubble tickled her skin, sending a shiver down her spine that she tried desperately to suppress.

"You're perfect," he murmured against her skin. "My beautiful wife."

His hands traced the curve of her waist through the thick fabric. Even through the layers, his touch ignited memories of their shared intimacy just days ago.

"How are you feeling about seeing Jake tonight?" Leo asked, his voice low and private against her ear.

Maya tensed slightly in his embrace. The question hung in the air between them, heavy with implication. How did she feel? Nervous, excited, ashamed, curious, all of these at once?

"I'm... embarrassed," she admitted, her voice barely audible. "The way I behaved, Leo. I hardly recognize myself when I think about it." Her fingers clutched at the back of his shirt. "What must he think of me?"

Leo pulled back just enough to look into her eyes, his expression soft. “He thinks you're beautiful and sweet, and amazing in bed. He’s been begging me to have another night with you.”

Maya's heart fluttered in her chest, a delicious thrill coursing through her veins even as shame colored her cheeks. "He wants... that again?" The words came out in a whisper.

The idea shouldn't excite her. Good girls didn't fantasize about being shared between men. Good girls didn't replay such memories while touching themselves in the shower, biting their lips to keep from crying out. But here she was, her body betraying her with a rush of heat between her thighs.

Leo cupped her chin, tilting her face up to his. "There's nothing wrong with what we did or how you feel about it. It was so hot, and you were so good. I’ve never seen anything as sexy as watching you take another man, hearing you moan as he fucked you, it drove me wild. So wild, I told Jake I might let him fuck you again.”

Maya sucked in her breath, the tingling sensation of adrenaline seeping through her veins and making her grow wet with anticipation. “You would let him? Like I’m your toy to share?”

“You know how to stop it all. Just say 'lilac' or click your fingers, and I will stop everything. It’s okay if you don’t want to be shared again; it won’t change anything between you and me. Tell me you understand that.”

Maya nodded her head and replied. “I understand.” And she did. Leo was a wonderful husband, and he would never force her to do anything, but she shouldn’t want to do anything either.

The doorbell chimed downstairs, and Maya's stomach tightened with anticipation. Leo kissed her forehead. "That'll be them. Take your time, come down when you're ready."

After Leo left, Maya stared at her reflection once more. The woman looking back seemed both familiar and foreign. The modest dress couldn't hide the newly awakened hunger in her eyes. She turned away and slipped on her cute Mary-Jane heels before taking a deep breath and reminding herself, even if Jake stayed back late tonight, she had hours to decide what to do while they played cards.

Maya descended the staircase, one hand sliding along the banister to steady herself. Her heart hammered against her ribs as voices drifted up from the entryway, male laughter, the rustle of jackets being removed, and Leo's warm welcome.

She rounded the corner and found herself face to face with their guests. Marcus stood nearest, his broad shoulders filling out a casual button-down, a six-pack of craft beer dangling from his fingers.

"Maya!" he exclaimed, his smile wide and genuine. "Thanks for letting Leo host tonight. My place is a disaster zone with the renovation."

Allan stepped forward next, pushing his glasses up his nose. "Always the perfect hostess," he said, handing her a small box of chocolates. "Just a little thank you."

"That's so thoughtful," she murmured, accepting the gift.

And then there was Jake. His gaze crawled over her body like a physical touch, lingering on the places where her dress hugged her curves despite her attempts at modesty. The corner of his mouth quirked up in a knowing smile that made her stomach flutter.
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