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CHAPTER ONE




The clink of forks on ceramic was the loudest thing in the diner. That, and the whine of a fan trying its best to keep the place under a hundred degrees. It wasn’t winning.

Stacie sat across from Clay in a cracked red booth, sipping watered-down iced tea through a chewed straw. Her sunglasses rested on top of her head, pinning back long sun-bleached hair. Her legs were stretched out across the vinyl bench, bare and golden and smooth, crossed at the ankle. She wore old denim cutoffs that rode high up her thighs, the frayed edges teasing every inch of skin. Clay couldn’t stop looking. Hadn’t been able to stop since she slid into the seat twenty minutes ago.

He pushed a piece of bacon across his plate, pretending to think about it. What he was really thinking about was how her tank top was clinging to her tits in the heat. No bra. Just nipples under thin white cotton, slightly damp with sweat.

“You’re staring,” she said without looking up from her phone, thumbs moving slow. Almost lazy.

“Yeah,” Clay muttered. “I am.”

She glanced up, raised one brow, smirking just a little. Her lips glistened from the cherry gloss she always reapplied right after eating. Like she knew it drove him fucking crazy. She licked a bit off the corner and caught him watching. Again.

“You gonna say something dirty?” she teased, voice low, head tilted. “Or just keep eye-fucking me until the waitress throws you out?”

He looked around. The place was mostly empty. Some old guy reading a newspaper. A trucker in the corner finishing his second coffee. A teenage waitress blowing bubbles with her gum behind the counter.

Clay leaned in. “You’re not wearing panties,” he said, almost whispering. “Are you?”

Stacie smiled. “Nope.”

Clay shifted in his seat, adjusting the thickening bulge in his jeans under the table.

“Your idea,” she said, tapping her nail against the screen. “You said this trip was gonna be about trying things.”

“I didn’t say I was gonna survive it,” he muttered.

She slid her foot slowly along the bench, the toe of her sandal brushing his calf. She didn’t touch him anywhere important, but it was enough. He clenched his jaw and reached for his water, trying to cool the fire spreading in his gut.

“How long’s it been?” she asked quietly. “Since we fucked in the middle of the day like this?”

He thought about it. Shrugged.

“Feels like forever,” she added, more to herself. Then her smile faded a little. “Feels like we forgot how.”

Clay met her eyes across the table. “I didn’t forget.”

Stacie dropped her phone on the table and leaned forward, forearms pressing her tits together. Her voice dropped into something almost serious, almost sad.

“Then why haven’t you touched me once this whole trip?”

The air in the diner thickened. The whir of the fan seemed louder. Clay opened his mouth, then closed it. He didn’t know how to say it without sounding like a coward. He wanted her so bad it made him feel stupid. And maybe, just maybe, part of him wanted to watch her more than touch her. And that felt worse. Like he was giving up control.

She didn’t press. Just sat back, uncrossed her legs, and reached for her tea. The cut of her shorts slipped higher when she shifted, and Clay caught a flash of bare skin where underwear should have been.

Fuck.

He looked away and downed his water in two long gulps.

“I'm gonna need a cold shower if we don’t get outta here soon,” he muttered.

Stacie grinned again, dragging the straw between her lips.

Then came the sound.

Engines. Deep, brutal, throat-rumbling thunder from outside. The kind of sound you felt in your ribs. Five of them, maybe six. Bikes. Not the sleek, quiet kind. These were big. Raw. Loud as hell.

Stacie looked toward the window. “What the hell…”

Clay turned too.

Outside, a group of motorcycles pulled up in front of the diner. Matte black and chrome monsters covered in grime and road dust. The kind of bikes that looked like they’d been ridden straight through hell and left running.

The men who stepped off them didn’t talk. They didn’t take off their sunglasses. They just moved like they owned the pavement.

Black denim, leather vests, long hair, beards, tattoos that crawled down arms and vanished beneath collars. One of them had a chain wrapped around his boot. Another had a spiderweb inked across the side of his neck. But the one in the center—the one with the slowest walk and the coldest presence—he was different.

Ash.

He didn’t speak. Didn’t smile. Just pushed the diner door open and stepped inside like he’d done it a hundred times before.

And then one of the others—bigger, louder, chewing a toothpick—let out a low whistle as his eyes locked onto Stacie.

“Damn,” he muttered, loud enough to carry. “Look at those fuckin’ legs.”

Clay’s stomach twisted. He felt his face flush hot. He looked at Stacie—she froze. Then blinked. And then she laughed, but not in the way he expected. It wasn’t nervous. It wasn’t shy. It was… curious.

She looked at Clay.

He looked at her.

The noise in the diner faded away. The waitress was pretending not to hear. The trucker kept reading.

Clay leaned forward across the table, eyes locked on hers.

“Go for a ride,” he said quietly. “I’ll be waiting.”

Stacie blinked again. Her smile twitched.

“What?”

“You heard me.”

“You want me to⁠—”

He nodded once.

Her lips parted. Her legs shifted under the table. And she turned slowly to look at Ash. He hadn’t spoken. He hadn’t moved. But when her eyes found his, he raised two fingers and crooked them once. Calling her.

She looked back at Clay.

He said nothing. Just nodded again, harder this time.

And Stacie stood up.

Stacie didn’t rush. That was the part that made Clay’s throat tighten the most. She moved slow—calm, casual—like she was just going to the restroom or out to smoke a cigarette. Her hips swayed the same way they always did, but now it felt… deliberate. Intentional. Like she knew she was being watched.

The door creaked shut behind her with a soft clink of glass.

Clay sat frozen in the booth, palms flat against the table, heart hammering so hard he thought the trucker in the corner might hear it. But the guy didn’t even look up. The waitress disappeared into the back. Smart girl.

Outside, the sun had turned harsh. Heat rolled in waves off the blacktop. The bikes gleamed under it, all steel and menace and black leather seats sun-warmed to the point of pain.

Ash stood by his bike—second from the center—arms folded across his chest. He wore a sleeveless shirt under his cut, black tattoos snaking up his arms and disappearing beneath the collar. His eyes were hidden behind reflective sunglasses, but Clay felt them anyway. Like twin spotlights focused straight through the diner glass.

Stacie walked straight toward him.

Ash didn’t move.

One of the other bikers muttered something, laughed. The one who made the legs comment earlier slapped his buddy’s chest and tilted his head toward her ass. No shame. No attempt to hide it.

She didn’t even glance at them.

She stopped just in front of Ash. Close enough that her bare knees nearly brushed his jeans. They stood like that for a second. Tension wound tight between them. Then he reached up and took off his sunglasses, slowly, like he had all the time in the world.

Eyes the color of gunmetal.

He looked her up and down once. Not like a man admiring a woman. Like a wolf deciding if the deer was worth the chase.

Then he tilted his head, just a little.

Not a question.

An invitation.

Stacie bit her lip. Looked over her shoulder—one quick glance back at the diner, at Clay. Through the glass, their eyes locked. Hers sparkled with something between fear and fire. Clay gave her nothing but a nod.

She turned back to Ash.

And climbed onto the back of his bike.

Her legs slid across the seat. Arms wrapped around his torso. Her chest pressed to his back. No helmet. No hesitation.

Ash didn’t say a word.

He just swung one booted leg over, kicked the stand up, and twisted the throttle.

The engine roared—deep and aggressive, louder than any bike Clay had ever heard. The whole diner vibrated. The other bikers mounted up too, a chorus of noise and smoke and heat.

Then they rolled out.

Ash didn’t look back. Neither did Stacie.

Clay sat there, still and sweating, as the rumble faded into the distance, swallowed by the desert.

No one in the diner said a goddamn word.

The desert swallowed them whole.

Wind in her face, grit on her lips, thighs burning from the heat of the seat—Stacie held on tight to the man she didn’t know. His back was solid, wide, unyielding. His cut smelled like sweat and engine grease and smoke. Her cheek pressed against it, eyes half-lidded from the sting of sun and wind.

They weren’t talking.

They weren’t going anywhere in particular, either.

Ash rode like a man who didn’t care about time, about destination. He tore down roads that looked abandoned, passed through clouds of dust and sagebrush without ever slowing down. The bike growled beneath them, vibrating through her core, every bump in the road bouncing her ass against the seat—and occasionally, against his.

She was wet within minutes.

Not because he touched her. Not because he said anything filthy or even looked at her.

Because Clay let her go.

Because he wanted her to go.

Because this was wrong. And dangerous. And because every breath she took tasted like gasoline and sweat and freedom.

At one point, Ash’s left hand came down off the bar and slid onto her thigh. Not a warning. Not a tease. Just a firm, possessive grip that stayed there while they cut around a curve.

She pressed her chest tighter to his back.

Her nipples ached under her thin top, hard from the rush of air and the steady pulse in her cunt. The denim of her cutoffs chafed between her legs, soaked through. She wanted to part her thighs. She wanted to grind against him. She wanted the bike to stop.

Ash turned off the highway without warning, down a dirt path that wound through a cluster of scraggly trees and finally opened up to a flat clearing. No buildings. No fences. Just dirt, rocks, a rusted-out truck bed, and the sun beating down like it was pissed off.

He killed the engine.

The silence after the ride was brutal. It rang in her ears like thunder fading.

Stacie didn’t speak.

She climbed off the bike, legs unsteady, heart hammering in her chest. Ash followed, slow and methodical, pulling off his gloves and tucking them into his belt.

He didn’t say a word.

Just looked at her.

And that’s all it took.

Her hands moved first—grabbing his cut, pulling him toward her, fisting the worn leather like it was a lifeline. He let her do it. Let her take control for exactly three seconds.

Then he spun her.

Bent her forward against the seat.

Her hands slapped the hot metal, knees hitting dirt. She didn’t cry out—just gasped at the suddenness, the roughness. She heard the sound of his zipper, the rustle of denim.

Then—

His fingers yanked her shorts down, no ceremony. No care. Just rough, greedy fists pulling fabric down to her knees. Her bare pussy glistened, already wet, open, dripping for him. No panties. No resistance.

He didn’t give her time to think.

He just pushed in.

Thick. Hot. Harder than anything she’d taken in months. No warning, no teasing. Just a brutal stretch that made her whimper.

She braced against the bike, breath catching, legs trembling as he buried himself inside her. One hard thrust, then another. Faster. Rougher. The seat creaked. The bike rocked. His hand tangled in her hair and yanked her back to meet each thrust.

Stacie moaned—filthy, broken sounds—hips jerking with each slam of his cock. She was soaked, cunt pulsing around him, dirt grinding into her knees, hair in her face, lips parted in a scream she couldn’t finish.

He fucked her like a man with no conscience. Like she was a hole and nothing else.

And she loved it.

She begged for it.

Her voice came out ragged. “Harder—fuck—harder, please⁠—”

Ash didn’t reply. Didn’t grunt. Didn’t growl.

Just fucked her deeper.

She came with her hands clawing at the leather seat, ass bouncing with each stroke. Her thighs shook. Her eyes rolled. Her throat tore open in a cracked cry that echoed into the trees.

He pulled out the second she finished. Came across her lower back, thick jets splattering hot against her skin, dripping down into the waistband of her shorts.

She didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

He cleaned himself with a rag from his back pocket, zipped up, and climbed back on the bike.

She stood on shaking legs, pulled up her shorts—sticky, dirty, half-full of him—and climbed back on behind him.

Still, no words.

Just the engine growling back to life.

And the ride back to Clay.

Clay heard the engine before he saw her.

That same deep, throaty growl—less like a machine and more like a beast—echoed across the parking lot outside the diner. He was still in the booth. The waitress hadn’t spoken a word to him. A new customer had come and gone. Clay hadn’t touched his drink, hadn’t moved, hadn’t blinked much.

The moment the sound hit his ears, he stood.

He stepped outside, sun blazing down on the pavement. The glare off the windshields was brutal, but there was no mistaking the shape of that bike or the rider on the back.

Ash pulled into the lot like he owned it.

Stacie sat behind him, hair wild, stuck to her face, tank top twisted off-center so one strap had slipped down her arm. Her thighs hugged his hips loosely. Her hands weren’t holding on anymore. She looked spent.

Ash didn’t say anything when he cut the engine. Didn’t acknowledge Clay. He just slid off the bike, wiped his face with the back of his hand, and lit a cigarette. Then he walked to the edge of the lot and leaned against the hood of a pickup, smoking like he had nothing left to do with the moment.

Stacie climbed off the bike.

She stood there for a second. Just breathing. Then she looked up at Clay.

His heart was beating in his throat.

Her hair was a mess. Dust clung to her calves. Her knees were scraped and red. A smear of dried something—sweat, dirt, or come—shone on the inside of her thigh. Her lips were swollen. She was flushed from her chest to her cheeks.

She looked wrecked.

She looked alive.

And then she smiled.

That slow, lazy, filthy grin of someone who just got fucked like she’d never been before. The same grin she used to give him in the backseat of his old truck when they were twenty and reckless and didn’t know what marriage was supposed to look like.

She walked toward him like her legs were barely working. Like she was still full of Ash. Like she’d drip onto the pavement if she stood still too long.

She didn’t say a word.

She just dropped into his arms.

Not delicately.

She slid her hands under his shirt. Pulled him in. Mouth to his neck. Her body to his. She kissed him like she was daring him to taste what Ash left behind.

Clay groaned.

His hand moved to the back of her head, fingers tangling in her hair. The other slid down to grab her ass—filthy, damp, sticky—and he didn’t care. It made his cock throb so hard it hurt.

“Here?” she whispered against his ear, voice hoarse. “Right here?”

He nodded, already pulling her toward the car.

It wasn’t discreet.

He spun her around, bent her forward over the hood, the metal still hot from the sun. Her hands slapped the windshield. Her breath fogged the glass. He yanked her shorts down—no resistance—and growled when he saw the mess that Ash had left behind.

“Fuck,” he hissed, unzipping himself.

He was already leaking.

She was dripping.

He lined up and pushed in—and it was wet. It was hot. She gasped, legs trembling, her voice rising in a choked moan as he filled her.

She was looser. Slicker. Her pussy clung to him like it didn’t want to let go.

His hands gripped her hips, thumbs digging into bruised skin. He didn’t ask if it hurt. Didn’t ask if she could take it. He knew she could. She just had.

He fucked her hard, grunting with each thrust, hips slapping against her ass. Her body rocked against the car, her breasts pressed to the windshield, fogging it with every panting breath.

She turned her head to the side, watching him fuck her mercilessly.

His cock throbbed deep inside her.

She reached back, grabbed his wrist, begged with her body. “Don’t stop. Fuck me full of yours. Claim me.”

And he did.

He pounded her harder, teeth gritted, eyes shut. He imagined Ash behind her. He imagined her moaning for him the way she was moaning now. And he came—deep, pulsing, a thick rush of heat that filled her completely.

Her knees buckled.

He held her there, cock still buried in her, both of them panting in the heat. Behind them, the bikes rumbled to life again. Ash didn’t say goodbye.

Didn’t look back.

He just rolled out with his pack, smoke curling behind their tires, disappearing down the highway like it never happened.

Clay pulled out slow, watching his cum leak out and mix with Ash’s on her inner thigh.

Stacie looked back at him.

“Still want me?” she asked, soft and raw.

He kissed her.

Hard.

And didn’t let go.


CHAPTER TWO




The first few miles passed in silence.

The sun had dipped lower, dragging shadows across the asphalt, casting the inside of the car in fading gold. Clay gripped the steering wheel like it was the only thing keeping him from flying apart. Stacie sat in the passenger seat, legs still spread slightly, shorts still sticking to her skin. Her inner thighs were a mess—dirt, sweat, dried slick. Her hair was wild, lips puffy, a faint red line on her throat where Ash’s stubble had rubbed her raw.

Neither of them turned on the radio.

Every bump in the road made her flinch just slightly, thighs twitching. Clay noticed. Couldn’t stop noticing.

His cock hadn’t softened since she got back on that bike.

The scent of her was in the air, thick and real. Not perfume. Not soap. Sex. Leather and sweat and him. Not Clay.

He opened his mouth once. Closed it.

Stacie exhaled sharply and turned her head toward the window.

Then he asked.

“What did he do to you?”

Her body stiffened.

She looked at him. Not with shock. Not with guilt.

With curiosity.

“You really want to know?”

Clay’s jaw tightened. “If I didn’t, I wouldn’t have said it.”

Stacie sat back in her seat. Legs parted a little wider. Her fingers touched the hem of her shorts, rubbing the edge.

“He didn’t talk much,” she said slowly. “Barely looked at me until we got out there. Just… rode.”

Clay’s throat was dry. He didn’t dare glance over.

“Then?”

“Then he bent me over the bike and fucked me.”

Simple. No sugarcoating. Her voice wasn’t soft. Wasn’t shy.

“Hard?”

She smiled, eyes half-lidded. “Brutal.”

Clay shifted in his seat. Adjusted his jeans.

“Did you like it?”

Stacie looked straight ahead. “I came screaming.”

That hit like a fist to the chest.

“And after?” he asked, voice lower. “Did he come inside you?”

She looked at him then. Really looked.

“No.”

That word landed like a slap of relief.

“He pulled out. Came all over my back.” She smirked. “Didn’t even say goodbye.”

Clay exhaled. Not quite relief. Not quite frustration.

“You mad?” She asked.

“No.” He wasn’t. Not even close.

He was hard.

And he was done pretending.

He reached down and unzipped his jeans, pulling his cock out right there behind the wheel. Thick, red, leaking.

Stacie’s eyes widened.

“Clay—”

“Keep talking.”

She bit her lip.

“He didn’t kiss me. Not once. Just held my hips and used me.”

Clay groaned low.

She slipped her fingers under the waistband of her shorts, touching herself lightly. Hissing when her own slickness met her fingertips.

“Felt like I wasn’t even a person. Just something to get off in.”

He pumped himself slowly. Breath rough. Eyes locked on the road but seeing her—bent over the bike, hair in her face, moaning for someone else.

“You moaned for him?”

She nodded. “Loud.”

“You begged?”

“I told him to fuck me harder. I told him I could take more.”

Clay cursed under his breath, hips jerking in rhythm with his hand.

She moaned softly, two fingers sliding through her folds, teasing her clit.

“Still wet?”

“So wet.”

The car was full of heat. Of breath. Of filthy sound.

“I wanted you to taste it when I got back,” she whispered, voice thick with lust. “Wanted you to smell what he did to me.”

Clay’s cock pulsed in his fist.

“Fuck—Stace…”

“I came so hard I nearly collapsed. He didn’t even slow down. Just fucked it out of me.”

Clay came with a grunt, spilling over his knuckles, thighs tensing, jaw clenched. The wheel jerked slightly as he fought to keep the car straight. Stacie cried out next to him, fingers working fast, her orgasm crashing through her, body curling toward the door as she shook and gasped.

Silence again.

But not cold this time.

Not distant.

Just breath. Sweat. Heat.

Clay reached for her hand. She laced her fingers through his.

They drove another mile like that.

Then Stacie said, “I’m not done.”

Clay smirked.

“Good.”

The parking lot was nearly empty—just an old Ford pickup with a tarp over the bed, a rust-streaked Civic with one headlight, and now, Clay’s sedan pulling in under the flickering neon buzz of a “MOTEL – Vacancy” sign. The place looked like it had been last cleaned with a leaf blower. Windows were opaque with sun-streaked grime. The ice machine was missing its front panel. The air smelled like hot pavement and lemon-scented cover-up spray. It was the kind of place that didn’t ask questions, and that was exactly what Clay needed.

He parked crooked and shut off the engine. The silence was immediate but tense, as if the car itself still carried the echo of moans and whispered filth between the seams of its fabric seats. Stacie hadn’t said much since they both finished. Her breathing had returned to normal, but her body language was telling—her thighs pressed tight together, one hand resting between them like she was still feeling the aftershocks. She hadn’t wiped herself clean. Clay had watched her touch herself, and now the evidence of her climax was likely soaked through her shorts. It was still there, under her nails, between her legs, maybe even drying on the insides of her thighs. That thought made him shift again, the rawness of his earlier orgasm already fading under the resurgence of need.

The front office was unattended. Clay rang the bell once, then again. Finally, a man in a tank top shuffled in from a back room, gave a nod, took forty bucks cash, and slid over a key without so much as a glance at Stacie’s flushed cheeks or the way she lingered half a step behind Clay with her arms crossed tight under her chest. If the guy noticed anything, he didn’t care. His job wasn’t to wonder.

The room they were given was at the far end, out of view of the road. It was small, no bigger than a single-car garage, and dimly lit with a flickering lamp that buzzed faintly when switched on. The air conditioner in the window sputtered out a wheeze of warm air before groaning back to life. The bed sat in the middle of the room, sheets wrinkled, the comforter folded at the foot like a stage waiting for its scene. A Bible rested unopened on the nightstand. The bathroom door hung open, mirror streaked, towels scratchy and beige.

Stacie didn’t speak. She walked inside, dropped her purse onto the dresser, and went straight into the bathroom. Clay heard the faucet run. She didn’t lock the door.

He stood near the bed, staring at the wall, trying to process the hundred conflicting things running through him. The feel of his cock still slick from the road. The memory of her voice in the car, low and wicked, as she talked about Ash. The smell of her when she leaned into him, all raw sex and sweat and something feral underneath. He wanted to forget it. He wanted to burn it into his memory. He wanted to own it.

The faucet shut off.

Then she stepped out of the bathroom.

Clay turned, expecting maybe she’d changed, or washed up, or needed something from her bag.

But she hadn’t changed. She’d taken everything off.

She stood there, nude under the yellow lamp glow, bare feet on the threadbare carpet, shoulders relaxed but spine straight. Her skin was kissed pink in places the sun hadn’t touched, a few faint lines where Ash’s hands had been. Her thighs still bore the smudges of dust and dried sweat. A faint scrape on her knee stood out red against her tanned leg. There was a small bruise just above her hip—finger-shaped.

Clay couldn’t speak.

Stacie didn’t try to cover herself. She didn’t pose. It wasn’t about seduction—it was something more raw. Something honest. She was showing him everything. The aftermath. The marks. The evidence.

He walked toward her slowly. No words, just footsteps soft on the carpet.

Up close, he could see the small dried streak on the curve of her back, just below her shoulder blade. His cum had been wiped away in the car with a napkin, but Ash’s was still visible—ghostly, sticky, clinging to her skin like a stain.

He didn’t touch it.

Not yet.

Instead, he circled behind her. Took in the curve of her back, the delicate arch of her waist. She stood perfectly still, like she wanted to feel his eyes instead of his hands. Her breath hitched just a little when he stopped beside her. He didn’t speak.

His hand reached up, finally, fingertips grazing the edge of the bruise on her hip. She didn’t flinch.

“You didn’t ask me to stop you,” he said quietly, voice low and raw. “Why?”

Her breath came out slow. “Because I didn’t want to stop.”

Clay stepped in closer, his chest brushing her back, his body already heating up again just from the smell of her skin. His hand flattened on her stomach, fingers splayed just above the trimmed patch of hair at her pelvis.

“Did he fuck you like I can’t?” he asked. He felt the tension ripple across her belly.

“No,” she said. Then again, softer, “No. He didn’t.”

Clay kissed her shoulder, lips pressed gently to the bruise. “Then what was it?”

She turned in his arms, met his eyes, and held them.

“It was different,” she said. “It wasn’t love. It wasn’t soft. He didn’t see me—he just saw a body. A hole. Something to take. And I wanted to be that for him. Because I knew when it was over… I’d still come home to you.”

Clay’s throat tightened. His cock stirred hard again, twitching against his jeans.

“Get on the bed,” he said, not roughly. Just a command, steady and certain.

She did.

She didn’t crawl. Didn’t pose. She laid back, legs parted just slightly, arms by her sides, eyes open and watching him like he was the one on display now. The sheets crinkled under her, the thin mattress sagging under her weight. He undressed slowly. No rush. He wanted her to see everything he was feeling—not just the lust, but the need to reconnect. To re-claim.

When he crawled over her, his knees pressed between hers, and she opened for him. No begging. No drama. Just a soft inhale and a shiver of anticipation. His hand slid between them, fingers gliding through the wetness still clinging to her folds.

“You didn’t clean up,” he said, rubbing slow circles over her clit.

“I wanted you to see it,” she breathed.

He pressed his forehead to hers. “I saw.”

He eased into her with a low moan, pushing in slowly, deeply, watching her eyes widen as she took all of him. She was tender—he could feel it—but she welcomed the stretch, the weight, the familiarity. Her hands gripped his back, nails digging in not for pain, but for grounding.

He rocked into her, slow at first, savoring the feeling of her around him. It wasn’t about fucking—not yet. It was about claiming, about making her feel the difference between what Ash had done and what this was. She whimpered under him, hips lifting to meet his, her mouth open in breathless moans.

“Tell me what he did,” Clay said against her ear.

She gasped, arching into him. “He bent me over… didn’t even kiss me…”

He thrust harder.

“He held my hair. Pulled it tight.”

Clay did the same, gripping her hair gently, keeping her head turned to the side.

“He slapped my ass when I moaned.”

Clay’s hand moved down, palm landing against her cheek with a soft smack. Her whole body tensed—and then relaxed.

“He didn’t ask if I liked it,” she whispered, eyes fluttering. “He just kept going. Like I was already his.”

Clay’s voice was thick. “But you weren’t.”

“No.” Her voice trembled. “I was yours. I am yours.”

He fucked her harder then, hips slamming into hers, sweat beading on his brow, teeth gritted as he tried to hold off the rush. She was gasping, moaning his name now, only his, nails clawing his shoulders as her climax built again.

She came with a soft cry, legs locking around his waist. He followed her seconds later, spilling inside her with a long, shuddering groan.

This time, it stayed in.

The motel room was quiet now, except for the steady rattle of the wall unit pushing out a lazy stream of lukewarm air. Clay lay on his back, one arm tucked under his head, the other resting on the curve of Stacie’s hip. The sheet was bunched around their waists, already damp with sweat, and her leg was thrown across his thigh like she didn’t plan to move for a while.

They hadn’t spoken since they finished.

There was no need, not right away. The silence wasn’t uncomfortable—it was thick with understanding, with the weight of what had just been admitted between bodies, whispered in the dark. Clay stared up at the ceiling, not really seeing it, replaying everything from the last few hours like a reel caught in an endless loop.

The image of her bent over Ash’s bike. The sound of her voice in the car, low and raw, confessing things she’d probably never even admitted to herself before. The marks on her body. Her eyes when she looked at him on the motel bed and told him she still belonged to him.

None of it felt fake. None of it felt like a mistake.

He’d expected shame. Guilt. Maybe even regret buried under the high of it. But instead, what he felt was… closer. To her. To the truth. To something deeper than any fantasy he’d ever dared admit aloud.

Stacie shifted against him, fingers trailing across his chest in lazy circles. She didn’t speak right away, just let the touch do what words couldn’t.

“Clay,” she said finally, her voice quiet and a little hoarse, “I need to ask you something.”

He turned his head, meeting her gaze. Her expression was calm, but her eyes searched his like she was trying to find the exact right words.

“That turned you on,” she said. “What I did. What I said. What I let him do.”

He didn’t flinch. “Yeah. It did.”

She nodded slowly, biting the inside of her cheek. “But did it hurt you?”

He thought about it longer than she probably expected. It would’ve been easy to say no. Easier to pretend he was completely in control of it, that it hadn’t shaken him to watch her walk out the door with a stranger, to imagine her bent and used in ways he didn’t supervise, didn’t direct. That he hadn’t clenched the steering wheel so hard he’d left half-moon marks in the leather.

“Yeah,” he said. “It did.”

Her face started to shift, the beginning of a frown curling into her lips, but he reached out and cupped her cheek before she could look away.

“And it also made me so hard I could barely think straight,” he said, his voice low, steady. “It made me feel like I was on fire. I don’t know what that means. I just know I didn’t want you to stop.”

Stacie exhaled. Not quite a sigh of relief—something deeper. Something that had been coiled inside her for a long time, maybe even before today. It came out slowly, unwinding from her like steam from a boiling kettle.

“I thought maybe you’d say it was just a one-time thing,” she said. “That we’d go home and pretend it didn’t happen.”

Clay let that sit for a second. He traced the shape of her collarbone with the tip of his finger, watched the way her chest rose and fell beneath it. Her skin still smelled like sex. Like sweat. Like something lived in.

“Do you want it to be one time?” he asked.

Stacie didn’t answer right away. Her eyes wandered up to the ceiling. She looked like she was trying to find the right answer, not just for him—for herself.

“I don’t know,” she said. “But I keep thinking about it. Not just today. I’ve been thinking about it for a long time. Being wanted like that. Being used. Like I’m not a wife or a woman or a person, just…” Her voice trailed off.

Clay didn’t rush her.

She swallowed. “Just something they need.”

He nodded slowly. Not in agreement. In understanding.

“It’s not that I don’t want you,” she said quickly, eyes snapping back to his. “You’re the only man I ever really wanted. But… sometimes, I want to be looked at like I’m a dirty little secret. Like I’m the girl they’re not supposed to touch but they do anyway. I want to feel owned. And then I want to come home to you and tell you every detail, and I want you to fuck me like it’s the last time I’ll ever let anyone else near me.”

Her voice had gotten thicker as she spoke, lips parted, breath shallow. Clay’s cock stirred beneath the sheet, hardening again just from the way her mouth shaped those words.

“I need to give you that,” she added, softer now. “Not just the fantasy. The truth. The dirt. The whole thing.”

Clay rolled toward her, pressing her onto her back. She looked up at him, lips parted in a breathless anticipation that made his whole body thrum.

“What if I said I want to see it next time?” he asked.

She blinked. “See it?”

He nodded, brushing her hair from her forehead.

“I want to be in the room. I want to watch them use you. I want to see your face when you take them. I want to see what it does to you. And then I want to clean you up after. Kiss every bruise. Remind you who you really belong to.”

Stacie’s breath hitched. Her thighs squeezed together under the sheet.

“You’d really do that?”

“I think I need to,” Clay said. “It’s not just about letting you go. It’s about us doing this together.”

Stacie stared at him for a long moment, then nodded. She reached up and traced the line of his jaw with her fingertips.

“I don’t want to lie anymore,” she whispered. “Not about what I want. Not to you. Not to myself.”

“Then don’t,” Clay said, kissing her fingers. “You never have to.”

She kissed him softly—different from before. Not frantic or needy. Just full of quiet gratitude.

When she pulled back, her voice dropped into something lower. Rougher. Thicker with heat.

“So… what if I said I want to do it again?”

Clay met her eyes.

“I’d say tell me when.”

She smirked. “And what if I said I wanted you to help me find the next one?”

He smiled back. “Then I guess we better get some sleep.”

Stacie curled into him, head resting on his shoulder, one leg still slung across his waist.

As the AC unit buzzed softly and the outside world spun on, Clay stared at the ceiling and thought about how fast everything had changed.

And how fucking good it felt not to be afraid of it.


CHAPTER THREE




The house smelled like coffee, toast, and last night’s sex.

Clay leaned against the kitchen doorway, one hand wrapped around a mug, the other resting on the trim where the paint had started to chip. The morning sun slanted in through the windows above the sink, golden and soft, but it didn’t warm him nearly as much as what he saw across the room.

Stacie stood barefoot on the tile, swaying her hips as she stirred creamer into her mug. Her hair was a loose mess, falling down her back in tangles she hadn’t bothered to brush out. She wore one of his shirts—gray, worn thin, hanging loose around her ass—but she hadn’t buttoned it. Not even a little. The fabric draped over one breast and left the other bare, her nipple peeking out like it didn’t give a fuck if anyone saw.

He didn’t speak. Didn’t move.

He just watched.

Watched the curve of her back as she reached up into a cabinet. Watched the way the shirt rode up, giving him a slow, cruel glimpse of her thighs—still faintly bruised where Ash’s fingers had gripped her. She didn’t seem to care. In fact, she moved like she knew he was watching.

And maybe she did.

She turned slightly, holding a slice of toast between her teeth as she reached for the butter. That’s when she caught him staring.

Her eyes met his over the rim of her mug. No surprise. No guilt. Just a knowing little smirk as she took a bite and licked a crumb from her lip.

“You always stare like that when I’m not wearing panties?” she asked, voice thick with sleep and something else—something heavier, sweeter, hotter.

Clay sipped his coffee, eyes narrowing slightly. “Only when you look like that in my shirt.”

She leaned back against the counter, chewing slowly, watching him. Her thighs parted just a little more, enough to confirm what he already knew. Nothing underneath. Bare, slick skin. Maybe still sore. Maybe still sore for him.

“You didn’t say much when we got home last night,” she said. “I was half-waiting for it to hit you.”

Clay took another sip. “It hit me.”

Stacie raised a brow. “And?”

He stepped away from the doorway, slow and deliberate, setting his mug down on the counter with a faint clink of ceramic.

“And I’ve never wanted to fuck you more in my life,” he said, voice low.

She smiled around the rim of her mug, licking foam from the edge, her eyes never leaving his. “Still thinking about it?”

Clay stopped in front of her, one hand landing flat on the counter beside her hip. “I haven’t stopped.”

Stacie’s smirk deepened. She set her mug down next to his and tilted her head slightly. “I can still feel it, you know.”

“Feel what?”

“Everything.” Her voice dipped, her fingers brushing up her inner thigh, just grazing the crease of her sex. “The way he held me. The way the bike seat burned under my knees. The stretch. The bite.” She paused. “I think he liked hearing me scream.”

Clay’s pulse spiked. His fingers twitched.

Stacie saw it.

“He didn’t go easy,” she added, voice soft but clear. “Not for one second. He fucked me like he didn’t care if I came or cried. And I came anyway. Hard.”

Clay stepped in closer. She didn’t back up. Her ass was already against the counter, trapped between cold tile and his heat.

He reached up and brushed her hair behind her ear.

“I should hate hearing that,” he said, thumb grazing her jaw. “But I don’t.”

Her breath caught slightly.

“I love that you came for him,” he continued, voice lower now. “I love that you gave him something filthy. Something only I got to clean up after.”

Stacie exhaled shakily. “God, Clay…”

He leaned in, lips brushing her ear. “I want you to tell me every filthy thing he did. In detail. Every time. Every man. Every fuck.”

She whimpered, eyes fluttering shut.

“But not now.”

He gripped the back of her thigh and lifted her onto the counter in one swift motion. The mug clattered slightly beside her. Her legs spread for him automatically, knees open wide, the shirt riding up to her hips.

Now he could see it all.

She was glistening. Still tender. Still marked.

And fuck, she was beautiful.

Clay didn’t hesitate.

He dropped to his knees.

She gasped when his tongue met her, when he licked slow and deep, tasting not Ash—but her, the woman who trusted him with everything she was. He groaned into her folds, hands gripping her thighs, spreading her wider.

“Fuck,” she whispered, one hand gripping the edge of the counter, the other tangled in his hair. “You’re not gonna let me breathe, are you?”

He didn’t answer.

Just kept licking. Sucking. Tasting.

When she came, it was a sharp cry that echoed off the cabinets. She grabbed his head and rode his mouth through it, hips jerking against his face.

Clay stood when she was still trembling, her eyes glazed, her lips parted in shock.

Then he flipped her around.

Bent her over the counter.

And fucked her.

No build-up. No teasing. He plunged into her with a groan, the tight heat of her slick cunt gripping him like she’d been waiting all morning for this. Her hands slapped the countertop, fingernails scratching at the laminate as he pounded into her from behind, hips slapping against the curve of her ass.

“Say it,” he growled. “Say what you are.”

She gasped, barely able to speak.

“Say it, Stace.”

“I’m a slut,” she moaned. “Your slut.”

Clay drove into her harder, grunting. “Who do you belong to?”

“You,” she cried. “I only ever belonged to you.”

He held her there, pressed tight against her, fucking her through every confession until she broke again—shaking, clenching, screaming his name like it was the only one she’d ever known.

They were still on the kitchen floor when Clay realized neither of them had moved for several minutes. His back was against the cabinet, his jeans bunched at his knees, and Stacie was sitting across his lap, legs folded to the side, head resting on his shoulder. Her hair smelled like coffee and sweat. His hands, still resting on her thighs, felt the tremor of aftershocks rolling through her. It wasn’t awkward silence. It was silence like a held breath.

Stacie stirred first. She lifted her head, brushing strands of hair from her face, and looked at him with that same directness she’d had at the diner—half wild, half soft. “Clay…” she started, her voice low and a little rough. “We can’t pretend yesterday didn’t happen.”

He nodded slowly, thumb stroking her hip where his palm still rested. “I don’t want to,” he said. “I just… don’t know what happens next.”

Her eyes searched his. “I don’t want to feel like I’m sneaking. Like I’m doing something behind your back. I need to know you’re with me in it. That’s the only way I can keep breathing.”

“I am,” Clay said. The words came out faster than he expected. “I was sitting in that booth and every part of me wanted to run out there and drag you off his bike. And another part…” He swallowed. “Another part wanted you to go. Needed you to go. Needed to see you come back to me after.”

Stacie’s lips parted. “That’s exactly how I felt when I was on that bike,” she whispered. “It was like I was stepping off a cliff but I knew you’d be there when I landed. That’s why I could do it.”

He slid his hand up her side, feeling her breath under his palm. “Then we need to build this right,” he said. “Not as some dirty little secret. As something we’re doing together.”

Stacie leaned her chin on his shoulder again, silent for a few seconds. Then, quietly, she said, “You know what’s crazy?”

Clay glanced at her. “What?”

“When I got off the bike that day… I slipped Ash my number.”

That made him pause. Not angry—just surprised. He turned his head slightly.

“You did?”

She nodded, a little sheepish. “I didn’t think you saw. I don’t know why I did it. Spur of the moment. I didn’t even think I’d hear from him again.”

“You haven’t, though?”

“No,” she said, honest. “Not a word. Just felt like… if I didn’t give it, I’d always wonder.”

Clay stared at her for a beat, then nodded. “Fair enough.”

“You mad?”

“No,” he said, eyes back on the screen. “Not if you tell me everything from now on.”

She tilted her head against his, eyes closing for a second. “What does that even look like?”

He thought for a moment, thumb still tracing lazy circles on her skin. “It means no more surprises. You don’t disappear. We talk before anything happens. We choose who together. I want to see you. If it’s another man, I’m in the room or close enough to hear you. I want your eyes on me at least once while it’s happening.”

Her breath hitched; a shiver went through her thighs where they rested over his. “You really want to watch?”

He nodded. “I need to. Not because I don’t trust you. Because I want to see what it does to you. I want to know what you’re giving away. And I want you to know you can always come back to me while it’s happening.”

She leaned back a little so she could look at him fully. “I need to know I’m safe,” she said softly. “I need you to be the one who keeps it safe. If you pick the man, then I know you’ve already decided he’s not going to hurt me.”

“I’ll pick,” Clay said. “And I’ll be there.”

Her eyes glistened just a little at the corners, but she smiled anyway. “Then I can give you everything. Every filthy little thing I’ve been too scared to tell you.”

He kissed her then, slow and deep, tasting coffee and salt and her. When he pulled back, his forehead still rested against hers. “This isn’t about losing you,” he said. “It’s about finding more of you.”

Stacie exhaled, trembling under his hands. “And more of us,” she whispered.

He nodded again, his hands sliding down to cup her hips. “No solo meetings unless we’ve talked first. No secrets. No lies. That’s the line.”

She shifted closer until her forehead pressed into his neck, her voice a murmur against his skin. “Okay. That’s the line.”

They stayed like that for a while, her legs curled around him, his palms resting on her hips, both of them feeling the pulse of something dangerous and intimate but no longer unspoken. The rules weren’t a list between strangers; they were a promise between lovers—one they had written against each other’s skin.

Night came soft, quiet, heavy with heat.

The air conditioning hummed in the background, not doing much except making the bedroom feel like it was trying. The sheets were pulled down low, the lamp dimmed to the kind of light you could pretend wasn’t watching. Clay sat against the headboard with the laptop open on his thighs, bare-chested, skin still warm from the shower. Stacie lay next to him, wrapped in a towel, legs bare, curled on her side with her chin resting on his shoulder.

They hadn’t said much since dinner. A few smiles. A few touches. But both of them had known exactly what tonight was going to be.

This was the first step.

The search.

Stacie’s finger tapped against his forearm absently, nerves or excitement—probably both. Clay’s hand rested on her calf, his thumb moving slow circles while the glow of the screen painted both of their faces.

“You sure about this?” he asked, voice quiet. Not uncertain, just… gentle. The question wasn’t new, but it still needed asking.

Stacie nodded. “Yeah. Just… not sure what I’ll feel.”

He gave her a sidelong look. “Then we go slow. We don’t message anyone tonight. We just look.”

She smiled. “Like window shopping for dick.”

Clay snorted. “Pretty much.”

That made her laugh a little, but it settled something in her too. She shifted closer and kissed his shoulder, then tucked her head under his chin like she always did when she needed to feel grounded. He opened the browser and typed in the first site—one they’d read about on forums, somewhere between hookup and lifestyle.

They started scrolling.

The first few profiles were awkward—bad lighting, blurry pictures, bios written like they were trying to impress a stripper and a parole officer at the same time. But even the awful ones made Stacie smirk. It made her feel better, that she wasn’t suddenly staring down a wall of perfect men waiting to take her apart. Just real guys. Some rough. Some sweet. Some… not even worth finishing the sentence.

But a few made her pause.

And Clay watched her pause.

She didn’t say much at first. But when her breath caught slightly or she leaned closer, he stopped scrolling.

“This one?” he asked.

She shrugged, but there was a spark behind it. “He’s got that look.”

“What look?”

She hesitated. “Like he wouldn’t ask for permission.”

Clay’s cock stirred in his boxers.

He clicked into the profile. The guy was mid-thirties, former military by the look of him. Clean-cut but rough around the edges. No cheesy posing. Just one photo, shirtless, leaning against a workbench with grease on his hands. The profile was short. A few sentences. Honest. Direct. No games.

Clay didn’t say anything for a while. Just watched her face.

Stacie was chewing her lip.

“You thinking about it?” he asked.

“I’m imagining what his hands would feel like,” she said. “Rough like that… I’d feel them for days.”

Clay leaned back slightly, letting that image burn into him.

She looked up at him. “What about you? Do you… like this part? Seeing me want someone else?”

He turned his head, meeting her eyes. “It’s not just about you wanting them. It’s about knowing you want them, but you’re still choosing to share it with me.”

That answer made her blink. She smiled softly, her fingers tracing a line across his chest.

“And what if I wanted to show you how it feels?”

He swallowed. “Tell me what that means.”

She sat up a little, towel slipping slightly down one shoulder. “I want to see your face while someone else is inside me. I want to watch you feel it. Not because I want to hurt you—because I want you to own it. Like it’s a performance just for you.”

Clay’s cock hardened fully now, a thick ache pulsing through him.

“You want me to sit in the room and—what? Watch him take you?”

She nodded. “And not leave. Not look away. I want you to see every second of it. And when it’s over, I want you to pull me back and fuck me like you need to remind me where I belong.”

The silence hung for a moment, taut and vibrating between them.

Clay reached down and freed himself from his waistband, his cock already slick at the tip. Stacie’s eyes dropped instantly. Then she looked up and gave him a slow, wicked smile.

She moved off the bed and onto her knees on the floor, the towel falling behind her like something she’d never needed. The glow of the laptop shone down on her bare back as she leaned in and took him in her mouth without a word.

Her lips were warm. Wet. She moaned softly as she sank deeper, one hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t reach. Her other hand reached for the mouse, scrolling the screen as she bobbed on his cock. Clay watched, breath ragged, as she flipped through pictures of men while sucking him like she’d already picked three.

He tangled his fingers in her hair, watching her mouth move, her cheeks hollow, the little noises she made as she took him deep.

“I want to see you filled,” he groaned. “I want to see it drip out of you while you look me in the eye.”

She moaned around him, a messy, hungry sound.

He grunted as he got closer, hips lifting off the mattress.

“Where do you want it?” he asked.

She pulled off just enough to speak. “In my mouth. So I can show you what it looks like when I choose you.”

That did it.

He came with a sharp, low growl, thick ropes spilling across her tongue. She held it there, didn’t swallow. Just opened her mouth and showed him—cum on her tongue, eyes glassy, lips parted. Then, slowly, she let it slide down her chin, dripping onto her tits.

She wiped it with the towel, still smiling.

“Still think I’m yours?” she whispered.

Clay leaned down and kissed her hard, tasting himself on her lips.

“Now more than ever.”


CHAPTER FOUR




The message came just after sundown.

Clay was toweling off in the hallway, his skin still damp from the shower, when Stacie’s phone buzzed twice on the nightstand. She was already in bed, sitting upright against the pillows, one leg bent, one hand absently resting on her bare thigh beneath the oversized t-shirt she’d stolen from his drawer.

She picked up the phone, glanced at the screen, and went still.

Clay walked in and caught the shift in her face—soft, but unmistakable.

He didn’t ask. He just held out his hand.

She placed the phone in his palm without hesitation.

There was no message.

Just a photo.

A familiar motorcycle parked outside a rundown motel—room door cracked open behind it, the number stenciled on the metal: 308. The engine still looked warm. The sky behind it was orange and bleeding. No caption. No name.

Just the image.

Clay studied it for a long second. Then he passed the phone back.

He didn’t need to ask who sent it. She’d told him weeks ago about slipping her number to Ash before she walked back across that parking lot with cum drying between her thighs.

“He’s here,” she said quietly. “Now.”

Clay sat on the edge of the bed, towel slung low on his hips. He looked at her bare legs, her flushed chest, the way her breathing had already started to shift.

“Did you expect him to show up?” he asked.

“I didn’t think about it,” she said. “I just… gave him the number and walked away.”

“And now?”

“I don’t want to pretend I don’t want it.”

Clay leaned in closer, resting one hand on her thigh. “You don’t have to.”

She swallowed hard. “You’re sure about this?”

He nodded. “I want to watch. I want to see what you look like when you give yourself away. I want to see you take it and know that it’s still me you’re coming back to.”

Her voice barely escaped her throat. “You’ll be there?”

“Right there in the room.”

She hesitated, then nodded. She typed out a reply.

I’m ready. My husband will be with me.

The response came thirty seconds later.

308. Door’s open.

No small talk. No games.

Clay stood. “Get dressed.”

She slid out of bed, bare feet on the floor. “What should I wear?”

Clay didn’t blink. “Nothing under whatever you pick.”

She didn’t smile.

She didn’t speak.

She moved to the closet, searching for something that would put Clay over the edge and make Ash want to rip it off of her the second he saw it.

The motel sat just off a forgotten stretch of two-lane highway—dusty lot, flickering neon, a vending machine buzzing like it hadn’t slept in years. Clay pulled in slow, headlights sweeping across the cracked pavement. Room numbers marked the doors in faded gold paint. 308 was tucked into the far corner, just beneath a flickering security light that cast long shadows down the row of rooms.

The door was open.

Not wide—just enough to make a statement. Enough to say: I’m not waiting long.

Clay killed the engine.

Inside the car, Stacie hadn’t spoken since they left the house. She sat with one leg crossed over the other, her hands folded tightly in her lap. Her dress was short, black, sleeveless. Nothing underneath. Not even heels—just the same old boots she’d worn the first time she climbed onto Ash’s bike. Her lips were slick with gloss, and her thighs were already glistening in the warm air.

“You okay?” Clay asked, breaking the silence.

She nodded, then turned to look at him. Her eyes weren’t nervous. They were lit. Like a fire had caught behind her pupils and was waiting for oxygen.

“Yeah,” she said. “Just trying not to come before I knock.”

Clay smiled faintly. “Then don’t knock.”

She laughed, quiet and breathless, and reached for the door handle.

He grabbed her wrist—not hard, just enough to stop her.

“I want your eyes,” he said.

She blinked. “What?”

“When it happens. At least once. I want you to find me.”

She nodded. “I will.”

She stepped out into the night without another word.

Clay followed, heart thudding slow and hard in his chest. This wasn’t fantasy anymore. This was the act. And yet somehow, it didn’t feel like giving her away. It felt like letting her fully exist. In all the ways he’d never had the courage to ask for. Until now.

They walked up together, the gravel crunching beneath their shoes.

The door creaked open as Stacie pushed it, hinges moaning.

The room smelled like motel air and leather. Dim light. One bed. One chair in the corner by the window. Ash sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, still wearing his cut. His shirt was black, unbuttoned. Jeans. Boots. No smile. No small talk.

His eyes locked on her the second she walked in.

He didn’t look at Clay. Not once. Like he didn’t matter yet. Like he was a fixture, furniture. Clay didn’t mind.

Ash stood.

And Stacie froze.

Just for a second.

Then she walked toward him.

Clay shut the door behind them, the lock clicking like a gun being chambered.

Stacie stopped in front of Ash. Inches away.

Neither of them spoke.

Then Ash reached out and slowly—so slowly—lifted the hem of her dress with both hands. The fabric rose up her thighs, grazing bare skin. Clay stood still in the corner, watching as the hem cleared her hips and revealed everything—slick, swollen, and already dripping.

Ash’s jaw flexed once.

Then he dropped to his knees.

And kissed her cunt like it was the first meal he’d had in days.

Clay didn’t sit right away.

He stood near the chair, hand resting on the back, watching as Ash buried his face between Stacie’s thighs like he’d been waiting for that exact moment since the day he first saw her. It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t even greedy. It was absolute. His hands gripped the backs of her thighs, pulling her forward until her knees bumped the bed, and his tongue worked in slow, wet circles that made her gasp loud enough to echo in the quiet room.

She didn’t look at Clay.

Not yet.

Her fingers threaded into Ash’s hair, one leg trembling slightly as he sucked her clit between his lips and held it there. She moaned, deep and broken, already off balance. Clay watched her knees buckle. Ash stood up just in time to catch her, one arm around her back, the other sliding up between her legs from behind as he kissed her neck. She pressed her body to his, flushed and panting, the black fabric of her dress still bunched around her waist, her bare ass visible in the light from the bedside lamp.

Clay moved to the chair.

Sat down.

Ash didn’t speak, but the message was clear. He was in control of her body now. She didn’t resist. She climbed up onto the bed when he guided her, on all fours, facing Clay.

That was when she looked up.

Her eyes locked onto her husband’s, and something passed between them—hotter than lust, deeper than fear. A shared recognition that they had both crossed into something irreversible, and neither of them wanted to turn back.

Ash unzipped behind her. Clay could hear it—slow, deliberate, the sound of a cock being freed from denim. Then he saw it.

Thick. Hard. Angry.

Ash didn’t tease. He lined up and pushed into her in one smooth, brutal motion.

Stacie cried out, mouth falling open as her body lurched forward, but her eyes never left Clay’s.

Ash grunted, both hands on her hips now, his jeans still half on, shirt still unbuttoned, cut still hanging from his shoulders. He fucked her like she was a job to be finished—like she owed him something from weeks ago, and he was here to collect.

Clay sat with one hand on the arm of the chair, the other resting on his thigh. His cock pressed against his zipper, fully hard, pulsing. He didn’t touch it. He just watched.

Watched Ash drive into his wife.

Watched Stacie lose herself.

Every thrust rocked her forward. Her tits bounced beneath the bunched shirt, her breath caught in gasps and groans. Her hair stuck to her cheek. She was shaking now—legs spread wide, back arched. Ash held her steady with one hand and brought the other down to slap her ass. The sound cracked across the room. She moaned louder, collapsing onto her elbows.

“God—yes,” she choked out. “Fuck me. Use me.”

Clay inhaled sharply, fingers curling into the armrest.

Ash pulled her hair hard, forcing her head up. “Look at him,” he said, voice low and rough.

Stacie’s eyes snapped back to Clay’s. She was crying now. Not from pain—from intensity. From pressure. From being so full she could barely think.

“This what you wanted?” she whispered, barely audible.

Clay nodded once. His voice came out hoarse. “Don’t look away.”

Ash fucked her harder then, his rhythm brutal. Stacie’s body moved like it didn’t belong to her anymore, like it was borrowed. Claimed. Her cunt was soaked, squelching with each thrust, slick running down her thighs and onto the sheets below.

She started to come.

Clay could see it happen in her face. Her lips parted, her back locked up, her legs trembled uncontrollably.

“Oh—fuck, I’m⁠—”

Ash didn’t slow down.

He kept pounding into her through the orgasm, fucking her until she was sobbing against the sheets.

And then he pulled out.

One hand gripped the back of her neck, the other wrapped around his cock.

He came across her back in heavy, hot streams, landing on her spine, her ass, her thighs. She stayed still for it. Breathing hard. Covered. Marked.

Clay didn’t move.

Ash stepped back. No words. No cleanup. He simply turned and walked to the bathroom, the door shutting behind him with a click.

Stacie stayed on her knees.

She turned her head to the side, looked at Clay from across the bed. Her lips were parted, her chest still heaving.

“Come here,” she whispered.

He stood without a word, walked over, and unzipped.

Her mouth opened as he stepped closer. She took him in, slow and deep, tasting everything—the aftermath of the scene still fresh on her skin, on her tongue. Her eyes fluttered up to him. Not to ask. Not to beg.

Just to show him that she was still his.


CHAPTER FIVE




The motel was quiet when they left. No bikes, no idling engines, no sign of Ash. Just the glow of the orange security light and the distant chirp of something hidden in the weeds. Clay held the door open for Stacie as she stepped out. Her dress clung to her skin in places where sweat and slick had dried; her hair was tangled and damp around her temples. She looked like a woman who’d been devoured and then carried back into the night.

Neither of them spoke as they crossed the parking lot. Clay’s hand brushed the small of her back, not claiming, just guiding, and she shivered under it. He unlocked the car with a click. She slid into the passenger seat, folding her hands in her lap, eyes fixed straight ahead. He started the engine. The headlights washed over the road and the motel shrank away behind them until it was swallowed by darkness.

For the first ten miles, the only sounds were the hum of the tires and the low drone of the engine. The air smelled faintly of leather and sex, like a ghost of the room still clinging to them. Stacie shifted in her seat, crossing and uncrossing her legs, trying to find a position that didn’t ache. Clay’s knuckles were white on the steering wheel. Every time he glanced over, his chest tightened—her thighs faintly glistening, the hem of the dress bunched high, a smudge of dried cum on the inside of her knee. The image of her on her hands and knees in front of him flickered through his head like a movie he couldn’t pause.

Stacie broke the silence first. “You’re quiet,” she said softly.

Clay exhaled through his nose. “So are you.”

“I thought maybe you’d be angry.”

“I’m not.”

She turned her head to look at him then, her eyes glossy in the dash light. “What are you?”

He gripped the wheel a little tighter. “Hard,” he said finally. “Still.”

Her breath caught, and a flicker of a smile curved at the corner of her mouth. “I can still feel him,” she whispered. “Everywhere.”

Clay swallowed, his cock jerking against the denim of his jeans. “Tell me.”

She looked back at the windshield, voice trembling but steady. “I feel stretched. Used. Like my body’s still his hands, his cock, his spit. Like I’m still on my knees with you watching me.”

He nearly pulled over right then.

Instead, he slid his hand off the wheel and rested it on her thigh. Her skin was hot, slightly sticky. She spread her legs a little more under his touch. He squeezed, thumb tracing up the inside of her thigh until it reached the edge of her dress.

“You know what I’m thinking about?” he said.

“What?”

“That you’re sitting here next to me, still dripping from him, and I’m about to take you home and fuck you until there’s nothing left but me.”

Her head fell back against the seat. She made a small, involuntary sound in her throat. “Please,” she whispered. “Please do it.”

Clay grinned without looking at her. “I’m going to.”

The rest of the drive passed in silence again, but it wasn’t empty anymore. It was loaded. Her hand stayed on his thigh now, gripping, stroking up just enough to make him growl under his breath. By the time the house came into view, they were both breathing harder than when they’d left the motel.

He pulled into the driveway and killed the engine.

Stacie turned to him, pupils wide, voice a tremor. “Don’t make me wait long.”

He reached over, gripped the back of her neck gently, and pulled her in until their foreheads touched. “I won’t,” he said.

Then they climbed out of the car and walked up to the house without another word.

The front door barely clicked shut behind them before Clay grabbed the hem of her dress.

“Upstairs,” he said.

Stacie didn’t ask questions. She moved. Fast. The dress was already halfway peeled over her hips before she hit the bottom step. Her boots thudded against the hardwood as she kicked them off, and the black cotton slid up her body in one clean motion, discarded at the top of the stairs like a trail marker.

Clay followed, slower, deliberate, watching her from behind.

Her ass was flushed from Ash’s grip, faint finger marks already blooming into deeper reds. Her thighs trembled slightly with every step. She moved like her legs were still trying to remember how to obey her. He saw slick streaked down one of her inner thighs, a glisten caught in the hall light.

He didn’t stop her when she walked into the bathroom.

She turned the shower on without looking back, steam already fogging the mirror as she tested the temperature with one hand. Clay stepped in behind her, letting his jeans fall to the floor. His cock hung heavy, hard, aching. When she looked over her shoulder, her eyes dropped to it, and her mouth opened slightly. She didn’t reach for it.

Not yet.

They stepped into the shower together.

The water was hot. Too hot. Neither of them flinched.

Clay reached for the body wash and lathered it into his hands, then slid his palms up her arms, across her shoulders, down her back. Slow. Pressing. Not soft. Not rushed. She closed her eyes and let her head fall forward as he worked the soap across her skin. He reached around to her chest, cupping her breasts, thumbs brushing over her nipples until she whimpered.

“Still sore?” he asked against her ear.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Good.”

He dropped to one knee.

Stacie leaned her back against the tile, legs parting without invitation.

Clay lifted one thigh and draped it over his shoulder.

She was still swollen. Still wet. Still open.

He buried his tongue in her and didn’t come up for air.

Stacie cried out and grabbed the bar behind her, her spine arching against the wall. The water poured over her face and chest, but her world shrank to the heat of his mouth and the slow, punishing rhythm of his tongue. He licked her with purpose, not passion—each stroke claiming something she’d given away hours earlier. Her thighs clamped around his head, body shaking.

“Please,” she gasped. “I need to come.”

Clay pulled back slightly, lips glistening, breath ragged.

“Not here,” he said. “Our bed.”

Her legs nearly buckled.

He stood, soap slick between them, and turned her around under the spray. His hand moved up the back of her neck, pressing lightly, guiding her forward. She bent, hands against the tile, ass arched, and he slid his cock between her thighs without entering her—just grinding between her lips, letting the length of it drag across the slickness until she was whimpering.

“Feel that?” he said into her ear. “That’s what you’re waiting for.”

She tried to push back onto him. He pulled away.

“Not here,” he repeated. “You’re clean now. You’re ready.”

She turned around slowly, chest rising and falling, lips parted. Her hands trembled as she shut off the water.

Neither of them dried off.

He grabbed a towel on the way out and threw it across the foot of the bed, just enough to keep the sheets from soaking. She climbed up without being told.

She didn’t lie down.

She knelt in the center, dripping, eyes locked on his, and waited.


CHAPTER SIX




They were only supposed to be picking up a few things. Milk. Trash bags. Coffee.

It was a lazy Wednesday afternoon, sky half overcast, the kind of day where time stretched out between errands and cheap caffeine. Clay didn’t think twice about stopping at the store with her. They’d done it a hundred times. A normal couple. A normal routine.

But they weren’t normal anymore.

Not since Ash.

Not since the way she moaned while another man took her apart, and then came home shaking with need for her husband’s cock.

And now, even in something as mundane as the grocery store, that heat was bleeding through.

Stacie wore denim shorts that barely reached mid-thigh, the frayed edges brushing against soft, tanned skin. A loose tank top hugged her body like it had been shrunk in the dryer—no bra. Her nipples pressed against the fabric with every gust of air-conditioning. She wasn’t trying to show off. She wasn’t trying to be modest, either. She was just existing like this now—freely.

And Clay?

He couldn't stop watching her.

In the coffee aisle, he caught it—the first one.

A man, mid-forties, tall, tan from work, wearing a button-down stained with something from the lumber yard or the auto shop. He had that look—rough around the edges, a little too comfortable taking his time. His cart was empty. He wasn’t there to shop.

Stacie was scanning the shelves, completely unaware.

The man wasn’t.

His eyes dragged down her legs, then to the dip in her back, then back up to the outline of her nipples. He licked his lips and smirked, slow, like he’d just seen something he shouldn’t have but wasn’t going to stop looking at.

Clay felt it.

That flash of possessiveness. Of pride. Of fuck, she’s mine.

But then the man looked up—and made direct eye contact with him.

Clay didn’t blink.

The man didn’t flinch.

It wasn’t aggressive. It wasn’t even challenging.

It was... an understanding.

And then he walked past without a word.

Stacie turned a second later. “What kind of roast did you want again?”

Clay stepped closer. “Doesn’t matter. Just grab the dark.”

She raised an eyebrow. “You okay?”

He nodded. “Just watching you get stared at like a goddamn meal.”

She blushed. “Someone was staring?”

“Hard.”

She bit her lip. “Did it bother you?”

“No.”

“Did you like it?”

He stepped closer. One hand slid around her waist, fingers resting low on her hip.

“Did you?”

Her voice dropped. “Yeah. I think I did.”

“Tell me.”

Stacie swallowed and lowered her voice so only he could hear. “When I felt him behind me, I felt my whole body light up. My skin got hot. My thighs started clenching. I kept thinking—what if you saw it? What if you knew I was wet from a stranger just watching me shop?”

Clay leaned in, mouth brushing her ear.

“I saw everything.”

She shivered.

He kissed the edge of her jaw and stepped back.

“Let’s get the rest of the list before I take you in the back of this store.”

They moved through the aisles in silence, but something had changed. Her hips had more sway. Her mouth stayed slightly parted. And when they reached the self-checkout and she leaned forward to scan a gallon of milk, Clay swore he saw another man—this one younger, cleaner-cut—check her out with the same slow hunger.

Stacie didn’t even look back.

But as they walked out to the truck, grocery bags rustling in hand, she leaned close and whispered, “Two men. Not counting you.”

Clay tossed the bags in the back seat, shut the door, and looked at her across the top of the cab.

“Get in,” he said. “We’re not going straight home.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Where are we going?”

He didn’t smile.

“I’m going to pull over somewhere, unbuckle my jeans, and you’re going to show me exactly what kind of attention that body of yours earns.”

Her eyes lit up, cheeks flushed. “Yes, sir.”

They didn’t make it far.

Clay pulled onto a dirt road about a mile from town—one of those turnoffs that led nowhere, just dry brush, fence posts, and silence. The sun was starting to dip low enough to paint the cab in gold, the windows tinted enough to make them feel alone.

Stacie climbed over the console the second he shifted into park.

Her mouth was on his before the engine finished ticking down, her hand already working his zipper open, breathing hard, eyes wild with leftover hunger. She didn't waste time. She pulled his cock out with both hands and slid her lips down over the head with a groan that made his head fall back against the headrest.

He gripped her hair, not to force her—just to feel her. To anchor himself while she sucked him with slow, twisting motions of her tongue, each one more eager than the last. His hand tightened when she gagged lightly and kept going, tears forming in the corners of her eyes.

“Goddamn,” he muttered. “You get turned on like that just from being watched?”

She pulled off him, panting, lips slick and red. “Yes.”

Clay looked down at her, chest rising and falling. “You want more?”

“Yes,” she breathed. “So fucking much.”

He tucked himself back into his jeans, reached up, and pulled her up by the jaw until she was straddling him in the seat, her legs tucked tight against the steering wheel. He didn’t kiss her. Not right away. He just looked at her. Studied her.

“This isn’t just a phase for you, is it.”

Stacie froze.

Clay’s voice stayed calm, even. “The looks. The idea of being wanted. Touched. Watched. You’ve opened something up and now it’s all you think about.”

She didn’t deny it.

Instead, her fingers tightened around his shoulders, and she nodded once.

“I think about it all the time,” she whispered. “Not just about what happened. About what could happen.”

Clay tilted his head slightly, thumb brushing her thigh. “Like what?”

She hesitated. Her cheeks flushed deeper, but she didn’t look away. “Like another man,” she said quietly. “Not just Ash. Someone new. A different set of hands. A different voice telling me what to do.”

Clay’s pulse pounded in his ears.

“And me?”

“You’d still be there. Watching. Always.”

They sat like that, suspended, pressed together in the cab, heat blooming between them again. He could feel her pussy grinding slow against the denim in his lap, still wet from the store, from the ride, from the words.

“I didn’t think this would go past one time,” Clay admitted. “But I don’t want to put it back in the box.”

Stacie kissed his throat, softly. “Then don’t.”

He grabbed the back of her hair, gently, pulled her head back to look at him.

“We’re not chasing a high. This isn’t about wrecking something for the thrill.”

“No,” she said, breath catching. “This is about… becoming.”

He smiled then, slow and dark. “You really want to be watched again?”

She nodded. “Do you?”

“Fuck yes.”

Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Then let’s find someone.”

He leaned in and kissed her, tongue sliding deep, hands tight on her hips.

But when they finally broke apart, she asked the real question.

“Not Ash. Someone new. Who would you pick?”

Clay didn’t answer right away.

He thought of that man at the diner. The one who looked at her like she wasn’t wearing a single thing. The one who said he was a lucky guy, and didn’t mean it like a compliment. More like an open door.

“There’s one,” Clay said finally. “I don’t know him well. But I’ve seen how he looks at you.”

Stacie’s breath hitched. “You want to give me to him?”

His eyes darkened. “I want to watch him try to take you.”

Her nails dug into his shoulders, and she ground harder against him.

Clay’s hand slid down between them, under her shorts, under her panties—except she wasn’t wearing any.

His fingers found her soaked and ready.

And she came just from that.

Right there in the front seat.

The diner hadn’t changed.

Same worn booths, same flickering sign, same waitress who poured coffee like it was holy water. The grease on the griddle smelled like nostalgia. And the AC still buzzed too loud overhead.

Clay and Stacie took their usual spot—back corner booth, half-lit by the dusty window slats. It had been weeks since that first encounter. Weeks since Ash. Since Stacie climbed off that stranger’s bike with cum on her knees and a smile that rewired her husband from the inside out.

Today, she wore a simple white sundress. Light. Breezy. No bra. No panties. Just skin beneath fabric, and Clay knew it. Every time she shifted in the booth, crossed her legs, leaned forward to sip from her straw—he knew what wasn’t underneath.

She’d become impossible to ignore. And people didn’t.

Not anymore.

The waitress gave them a lingering look, maybe remembering the way Stacie had walked in last time—hair messy, mouth bitten, body humming. Stacie smiled politely. Clay just watched.

Then the door opened.

The bell over the frame gave a lazy jingle, and in walked him.

Dark jeans. Leather belt. Faded shirt stretched over a chest built from work, not gyms. Early thirties, tan as hell, rough stubble, eyes that scanned the room and landed right on them.

He smiled when he saw her.

Not Clay.

Her.

Stacie felt it before she turned. The way Clay’s body stiffened. The way his breath caught for half a second. When she looked up, her lips parted just enough for a small sound to escape.

Because the man didn’t look away.

He walked past slowly—his hand brushing the edge of her table, just enough to be noticed. Just enough to say I remember you. He sat at the counter, one stool away from their waitress. Ordered coffee. Then turned slightly in his seat.

So he could see the booth better.

So he could watch her shift and breathe and smile like he wasn’t right fucking there.

Clay leaned in, low voice by her ear. “That him?”

Stacie nodded once.

He smirked. “Yeah. He’s perfect.”

She swallowed. “You said you didn’t know him.”

“I don’t,” Clay said. “But I want to.”

Stacie flicked her eyes over to the counter. The man caught her looking. He didn’t look away. Just tipped his chin like they shared a secret.

She felt her thighs clench under the table.

The waitress came by to refill their waters, glanced between the two of them, and smiled too wide. “Nice to see you two again,” she said. “Hope things are… staying exciting.”

Clay didn’t answer.

Stacie did. “More than ever.”

The woman winked and walked off.

Across the diner, the man stood up and walked past again—on his way to the restroom, or maybe just to stir the tension.

As he passed the booth, he glanced at Clay and said, low and casual, “You’re a lucky man.”

He said it without stopping. Just tossed it like bait.

And Clay didn’t bite—not with his mouth.

He just stared after him, then looked at Stacie.

“Did you hear that?”

She nodded slowly. “He wants to fuck me.”

“Yeah,” Clay said. “He really, really does.”

They finished lunch, barely tasting the food. Stacie kept pressing her thighs together under the table, her breath shallow, her hands trembling around her drink. Clay’s cock stayed hard from start to finish, barely contained behind his zipper.

They didn’t speak again until they were in the truck.

Stacie broke the silence first. “He looked at me like he already knew what I’d feel like.”

Clay looked over at her, voice rough. “Do you want him?”

Her lips parted.

Then she asked, “Do you want me to let him?”

He gripped the steering wheel tighter. His voice came low, controlled, strained.

“Not yet.”

Her breath caught.

Then, quieter, she asked, “What if he doesn’t ask?”

Clay smirked. “He already did.”


CHAPTER SEVEN




He was already waiting in her mind before they even said his name.

It wasn’t a fantasy anymore. It was a real man. A real moment. A real fuckin’ option.

Blaine.

Stacie sat at the kitchen island, one leg tucked under her, a coffee mug cradled in both hands. The cup had long gone cold, untouched since Clay dropped the name. The heat wasn’t in the drink—it was low in her belly. Radiating. Tight. Constant.

Clay leaned against the counter, arms crossed, watching her silently. He’d been the one to say it out loud. But she’d felt it building for days. Since the diner. Since that slow walk past their booth. Since that confident look across the counter that didn’t ask permission. It promised outcome.

Blaine had stared at her like he’d already felt her pulse through his cock.

She took a slow breath and looked up at her husband.

“What do you want me to do?”

Clay didn’t answer right away.

He pushed off the counter, walked around behind her, and slid his hands over her shoulders. His fingers dug in just enough to make her exhale.

“I want you to go out tonight looking like you need to be fucked.”

She swallowed.

“And if he’s there?”

“He’ll see you. He’ll follow.”

Stacie’s thighs pressed tighter together.

Clay bent down and kissed her neck—slow, deliberate. Then his hand slid down to her waist, fingers hooking beneath her shirt. He pulled it up over her head and tossed it aside.

“You’re not wearing a bra.”

“No.”

“Good,” he said, and undid her shorts in one motion. They dropped to the floor.

He stepped back and looked at her—completely naked on the stool. Cold coffee. Hot skin.

“I’m gonna dress you,” he said.

She nodded. “Yes.”

The jeans were tight. Nearly skin-painted. The kind of denim that squeezed every curve and refused to give up secrets. Clay watched her pour herself into them, dragging the zipper up over bare lips, no panties, no cushion. Her thighs already looked damp by the time they were buttoned.

He picked the top next—white, low-cut, loose. The kind of shirt that hinted without confirming. The fabric brushed over her nipples just right, dragging with every breath.

He stood back, arms crossed.

“Turn around.”

She did.

He stepped up behind her, wrapped his hand in her hair, and pulled her head gently to the side. His other hand slid up her inner thigh.

And just when his fingers grazed her pussy, she rocked into his hand.

“Don’t,” he said, voice sharp.

Stacie froze.

He leaned in close, voice barely above a growl.

“You do not get to come tonight unless I say.”

She nodded, voice breathless. “Okay.”

“Say it.”

“I won’t come unless you let me.”

He pushed two fingers inside her anyway—deep, fast—and she cried out, knees wobbling.

Then he pulled out, wiped them on the back of her thigh, and kissed her cheek.

“Good girl.”

She stood there trembling, lips parted, heart pounding.

He picked up his wallet and keys.

“He usually hits 8th & Gray around nine. Plays pool. Knows how to watch without pretending not to.”

Stacie adjusted her shirt, feeling it tug over stiff nipples.

“You think he’ll try something tonight?”

Clay opened the door.

“He won’t have to.”

It wasn’t a dive bar, but it wasn’t clean either.

Dark wood, pool tables, a jukebox that leaned heavy into old country, and the kind of men who smelled like diesel and wanted something warm to lean against after dark. It was honest. The drinks were cheap, the lighting dim, and the glances sharp.

Stacie walked in first.

Clay followed close behind, hand resting on the small of her back. He wasn’t guiding her. He was showing her off.

Heads turned. Not just one or two.

All of them.

Her shirt clung to her just enough. The swell of her tits visible through the thin white fabric with every breath. Her jeans cut into her hips like they’d been poured on, every step a dare. No makeup except gloss on her lips. Her hair down. Eyes wide, bright, unreadable.

But Clay could read her.

Every step, every flick of her gaze—she was lit from the inside out. Already on edge. Already wet. Her breath had been shallow since the car. And he hadn’t let her touch herself. Not once.

They didn’t go to the bar right away. Clay walked her to a booth in the corner and let her slide in first. Her thighs stuck to the vinyl seat. She crossed and uncrossed them, trying to sit still. Trying to act normal.

Clay sat across from her. Didn’t smile. Just watched.

“You see him?”

She nodded.

Blaine was at the pool table. Chalk dust on his hands, cue stick resting across his shoulders. Dark jeans, a short-sleeved thermal shirt that hugged his forearms and chest. His beard was fresh but not clean. His eyes? Locked on her the second she stepped through the door.

He hadn’t looked away since.

“Don’t stare,” Clay said. “Let him make the move.”

Stacie swallowed, licked her lips, then took a deep breath and turned to the bar.

A waitress came over. Young, bored, gum popping between her teeth. Clay ordered a whiskey. Stacie asked for a vodka tonic.

And from the corner of her eye—he moved.

Blaine walked up to the bar, slow and deliberate. He didn’t look at them right away. Just ordered a beer, leaned on the counter, and let the tension settle between his shoulders.

Then—he turned.

“Hey,” he said. Easy. Calm.

Clay turned his head slightly. “Evenin’.”

Blaine nodded at Stacie. “Didn’t expect to see you here again.”

She smiled. Small. Almost shy. “Didn’t expect to be back.”

He looked her up and down. No shame. No rush.

“Glad you are.”

Silence.

Then Clay spoke. “Sit.”

Blaine blinked once. Then pulled the chair out and sat beside Stacie, facing the booth. His eyes drifted from Clay to her, lingering hard on the curve of her thighs, the neckline of her shirt, the way her nipples strained just enough to say something without words.

“You two… good?” Blaine asked. Not nervous. Just checking.

Clay nodded once. “We’re very good.”

Stacie sipped her drink, eyes wide, lips still damp.

Blaine leaned in just slightly. “You look like trouble.”

Stacie flushed. “That a problem?”

He chuckled. “Not for me.”

Clay let the moment hang. Let the tension stretch like a rubber band between their chests.

Then he leaned forward, voice even.

“You know who she is to me?”

Blaine nodded slowly. “Wife. Yeah.”

Clay’s eyes locked on his. “And I like seeing her lit up.”

The shift in Blaine was subtle. His breath changed. His eyes darkened just a little. He looked at Stacie again, longer this time. Her legs uncrossed. Slowly. Her hands resting between her knees.

“You okay with this?” Blaine asked. Not to Clay.

To her.

Stacie looked over at her husband first. He gave her nothing. No nod. No signal.

Just permission by presence.

She turned back to Blaine. “More than okay.”

His hand touched her knee under the table.

Just fingertips.

Just a test.

She didn’t flinch.

Didn’t even blink.

Her breath hitched. Her legs spread just slightly.

The waitress dropped off the drinks, barely noticing, and walked away.

Blaine’s voice dropped to a whisper. “She always this bold?”

Clay leaned back in his seat, swirling the ice in his glass.

“Only when she’s been teased for days and hasn’t come once.”

Stacie nearly whimpered.

Blaine didn’t speak for a moment. His hand slid a little higher. Not obscene—yet. But enough.

“I want to see what else she does when she’s told not to come,” he said.

Stacie stood up so fast the chair scraped back.

“I need the bathroom,” she breathed.

And she was gone.

Clay and Blaine watched her go.

Long legs. Tight ass. Shirt that clung just enough in the backlight.

When she disappeared into the hallway, Blaine turned to Clay. No more small talk.

“So what happens next?”

Clay downed the rest of his drink.

“She’ll tell us.”

She came back flushed.

Hair a little messy. Eyes unfocused. Lips slightly parted like she’d been mouthing things to herself in the mirror—things she didn’t dare say yet.

Both men looked at her.

Blaine’s chair was still beside the booth, one arm slung casually across the back. Clay hadn’t moved. Neither spoke.

Stacie slid back into the seat across from her husband. Blaine leaned in slightly, his knee brushing hers. She didn’t flinch away.

Clay didn’t ask what happened in the bathroom.

He already knew.

He could see it in the tightness of her thighs, the way her hands rested palms-down on the table like they might shake if she let go.

“I don’t want to stay here,” she said.

Blaine arched an eyebrow. “Where do you want to go?”

Her eyes flicked to Clay.

Clay looked at her for a long time. Then he turned to Blaine.

“You got a place?”

Blaine didn’t blink. “Yeah.”

“You clean?”

Blaine smiled faintly. “I’m not stupid.”

Clay nodded once.

Then he turned back to his wife.

“You sure?”

She was already nodding.

“I want both of you.”

Blaine’s fingers tightened on the back of her chair. Clay stood, pulling cash from his wallet and dropping it on the table.

“Let’s go.”

They walked out into the warm night without looking back. The bar’s lights spilled behind them, the parking lot mostly empty except for a couple pickups and Blaine’s matte-black truck.

Clay opened the passenger door for her.

“You’re not riding with me?”

He shook his head. “You go with him.”

Stacie swallowed.

“Alone?”

Clay leaned in close, his lips brushing her ear.

“You want this, you take it.”

He shut the door behind her.

She sat stiff in the seat as Blaine climbed in. He didn’t start the truck right away. Just looked at her for a long second.

“You nervous?”

“Yes.”

“You want to stop?”

She turned in her seat and faced him fully. The dome light caught the tremble in her lip.

“No,” she said. “I want to be wrecked.”

Blaine’s knuckles whitened on the steering wheel.

Clay’s headlights flared behind them.

“Lead the way,” he said.

Blaine started the truck.

They drove.

Ten minutes out of town. No houses. No streetlights. Just open country and dirt roads that twisted into dark corners no one passed by accident.

They parked behind a rusted gate and an old windbreak of trees. A cabin sat back from the road, simple, sturdy. One light on in the front. Windows shuttered. No neighbors. Just space.

Clay parked beside them and stepped out.

Stacie got out slower.

The air was warm but her skin prickled with adrenaline. Her hands shook slightly as Blaine unlocked the front door and stepped inside.

He didn’t say welcome.

He didn’t ask if she was okay again.

He just looked at Clay.

“Is she mine tonight?”

Clay didn’t answer with words.

He stepped behind her, wrapped an arm around her waist, and unbuttoned her jeans. Pulled them down slow. No panties.

Blaine watched.

Clay turned her face toward him and whispered in her ear.

“Show him what my wife looks like when she’s ready.”

Then he stepped back.

Stacie didn’t hesitate.

She peeled the shirt off over her head and dropped it at her feet. Walked barefoot into Blaine’s space—naked, trembling, wet.

Blaine reached out and gripped her face.

Then kissed her like he meant to split her in half.

Clay watched it all with his hands in his pockets.


CHAPTER EIGHT




She stood in the center of the room, bare feet on hardwood, pulse in her ears.

No furniture but the bed, a dresser, and the worn leather chair where Clay sat—arms resting on the sides, legs spread, face unreadable. His eyes never left her.

Blaine didn’t rush. He stood near the edge of the bed, shirt still on, boots still laced, watching her with the quiet confidence of a man who knew exactly what he was about to do.

“Come closer,” he said.

Stacie stepped forward. Her breath trembled in her chest, skin still flushed from the drive, nipples tight under the chill of the AC. Every movement felt magnified. She felt like a candle in a dark room, lit and naked and already melting.

“Turn around.”

She did.

“Good,” Blaine murmured. “Now stay.”

Behind her, the sound of a belt unbuckling sliced through the air—slow, deliberate. A zip followed. Then the soft thump of denim hitting the floor. She didn’t dare look.

She heard him pull his shirt over his head. Heard the whisper of it drop onto the bed. The shift of his weight as he stepped out of his boots. Every sound anchored her in place, legs trembling slightly under her.

Then—

“Look at me.”

She turned.

And saw him.

Completely bare. Broad shoulders, thick arms, chest dusted with dark hair and marked by the kind of scars that didn’t need explanation. His cock hung heavy and thick, half hard already, swaying slightly with each step as he came toward her.

Her mouth went dry.

Blaine stopped close enough to feel his heat.

“You ever been looked at like this before?”

She nodded slowly, her voice catching. “With Clay.”

Blaine’s eyes flicked toward the man in the chair. Clay still hadn’t moved. His jaw was tight, his fingers flexing once over his thigh.

“You’re still his,” Blaine said.

Stacie didn’t answer.

He stepped behind her, hands brushing over her shoulders—light, almost reverent. Then down her back. Her waist. Her hips.

“He lets you give yourself to someone else. That’s not weak. That’s a man who knows what he owns.”

She shivered at the word.

Owns.

Blaine’s hands dipped lower. Over her ass, spreading her gently. Not groping. Just… exploring.

“You’re already wet.”

“I’ve been wet since the bar,” she whispered.

He reached between her legs. Just enough to graze her lips. Just enough to feel how soaked she was. She gasped when he dragged the tips of his fingers up her slit.

“Fuck.”

He didn’t push in.

Didn’t circle her clit.

He stepped back.

“Lie down.”

She moved like her legs were working on borrowed time. Climbed onto the bed, lay flat on her back, arms at her sides, heart pounding. Her legs parted on instinct. Her breath hitched when she saw Clay shift forward in the chair.

Still clothed.

Still watching.

Blaine stood at the edge of the bed, stroking his cock slowly now. Not for show. Just because he could.

“Touch yourself.”

Stacie blinked up at him. “Clay⁠—”

“I said,” Blaine cut in, “touch yourself.”

She reached down with both hands. One parting her lips, the other pressing two fingers to her clit. She was already throbbing. She wasn’t pretending. Her hips rolled with every circle of her fingers, eyes drifting between Blaine’s body and Clay’s dark stare.

Blaine leaned down, took her ankle in his hand, and dragged her body down the bed until her ass was at the edge. Her legs dangled off, thighs open.

“Keep going.”

She whimpered.

Then he knelt.

And licked her.

One long, flat stroke of his tongue from slit to clit that made her cry out. He didn’t tease. He didn’t warm her up. He devoured—mouth open, tongue working her like he’d been starving for it.

Stacie’s back arched off the bed. Her hands flew to his head.

He stopped immediately.

“Did I tell you to move?”

She froze.

“No,” she breathed.

“Hands by your sides. Now.”

She obeyed.

Blaine went back to it—faster now, harder, tongue flicking, sucking, devouring. Her thighs trembled. Her whole body tightened.

“Please,” she gasped. “I’m gonna come.”

Blaine pulled back, wet mouth glistening.

Clay’s voice cut through the room like a blade.

“No.”

Stacie whimpered. Her thighs clamped shut. Her chest heaved.

“Not yet,” Clay said again, voice low, thick. “Not until he’s inside you.”

Blaine stood, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

“Then let’s get to it.”

He gripped the base of his cock, stroked once, twice, stepped between her legs, and let the tip rest right at her entrance.

But he didn’t push in.

Not yet.

Not until she begged.

And she would.

Blaine’s cock hovered at her entrance, slick with the wetness he’d just coaxed out of her. He didn’t move. Didn’t push. He stood between her spread thighs, one hand wrapped around himself, the other gripping the inside of her knee to keep her open. His eyes roamed over her like a man memorizing something he was about to destroy.

“Beg me,” he said quietly.

Stacie’s breath shuddered out. She was trembling so badly she almost couldn’t form words. Her eyes flicked to Clay, sitting silent in the chair. His stare was heavy, unreadable, but the bulge in his jeans was unmistakable. She locked on him and let the words spill out.

“Please… I need you.”

Blaine tilted his head. “Need what?”

“Need your cock.”

He leaned closer, dragging the tip along her lips, slow and deliberate, smearing her slick across the head. She whimpered, arching her hips up, but he held her down easily with one palm.

“Say it right.”

Her voice broke. “Please, fuck me.”

Blaine smiled faintly. “That’s better.”

And then he pushed.

Slow, steady, unrelenting—he slid into her inch by inch until the head was past the threshold and his cock was stretching her wide. Stacie’s mouth fell open in a silent cry. Her fingers dug into the sheets, legs trembling. She hadn’t felt this exact shape before—new thickness, new weight, new angle—and her body clenched around it instinctively.

Clay shifted forward in the chair, his hands gripping his knees so tightly his knuckles whitened. His eyes didn’t leave her face.

Blaine bottomed out, hips pressed against her ass, cock buried to the root. He stayed there, letting her feel every inch, making her squirm on the fullness. She looked at Clay, eyes wide, glassy with need.

“Oh my God,” she gasped. “He’s so⁠—”

“I can see,” Clay said hoarsely.

Blaine started moving, slow at first—long, deep strokes that made Stacie’s body rock up the bed with each thrust. He held her by the hips, pulling her back down onto him every time, grunting low under his breath. His eyes stayed on her tits, bouncing with each movement, then up to her mouth as she started to moan louder.

“You like that?” he asked.

“Yes,” she whimpered. “Yes, please—harder⁠—”

Blaine’s grip tightened. His rhythm shifted, hips slapping against her with wet, heavy sounds. Stacie cried out, her head rolling back, her hair spilling over the edge of the bed. Her clit brushed against his pelvis with every stroke, and she started to come undone.

Clay could see it—her stomach tightening, her legs trembling, her lips parting.

“Don’t come yet,” he growled from the chair.

She looked at him, eyes wild. “I can’t⁠—”

“Yes you can.”

Blaine slowed, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in with a deep grind that made her sob.

“Look at him,” Blaine ordered.

She turned her head toward Clay. Her body shook, but she held his gaze as Blaine began to fuck her again—harder now, deeper, each thrust punching little sounds out of her throat.

“Tell him how it feels,” Blaine said.

Stacie’s voice trembled. “So full—so big—oh fuck Clay I’m—he’s—” She couldn’t finish.

Clay’s cock strained painfully against his zipper. He unbuttoned his jeans, freeing himself, but didn’t stroke it. Just let it stand, heavy and slick at the tip.

Blaine reached up, gripped the back of her neck, and bent her forward onto her elbows, changing the angle. His cock slid even deeper. Stacie cried out again, loud, broken.

“Now you can come,” Clay said softly.

She did.

It ripped through her like a seizure, her body clamping down around Blaine’s cock, slick spilling down her thighs as she screamed into the mattress. Blaine held her through it, kept thrusting, rode it out until she collapsed against the sheets, trembling and wet.

He pulled out only long enough to flip her over. She landed on her back, hair sticking to her cheeks, still gasping.

Blaine grabbed her legs, pushed them open, and slid back in with one smooth motion.

This time, Clay stood.

He walked to the edge of the bed, unzipping the rest of his jeans, his cock out now, thick and flushed.

“Open your mouth,” he said.

Stacie obeyed instantly, her lips parting as Blaine fucked her from below. Clay stepped close and pressed the head of his cock to her tongue.

She moaned around it, eyes fluttering, taking him in as Blaine filled her from below. Clay didn’t push deep. He just let her suck the head, tasting the precum, her moans vibrating around him while Blaine’s cock drove into her cunt over and over.

Clay’s hand went to the back of her head. “Look at me,” he said.

Her eyes flicked up. Glassy. Wanting. Completely taken.

Blaine growled, hips slamming into her, cock swelling.

Clay hissed through his teeth, watching her mouth around him.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “Take him. Take me. Show us.”

And she did.

She was gone before she even realized it.

Her whole body a trembling, slicked-over mess between two men; Blaine’s cock still inside her, Clay’s cock wet from her mouth, her own voice nothing but gasps and choked sounds. For a heartbeat it didn’t feel like she had a body at all—just heat, weight, sensation. Then the moment broke.

Blaine slid out first. The sound was obscene, a wet pull that left her open and empty. He stepped back, chest heaving, his cock still hard but glistening with her slick. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, then grabbed a towel from the dresser and stood there for a second, watching.

Stacie sagged onto her back, legs still bent, knees falling apart. She was shaking from head to toe. Her hair stuck to her cheeks. A tear—maybe from the intensity, maybe from nothing at all—slid down the side of her face. She didn’t wipe it away.

Clay knelt beside the bed.

He cupped her face in his palm, thumb stroking her temple. She blinked up at him, pupils blown wide, lips parted. He leaned in and kissed her, tasting her sweat, tasting Blaine, tasting himself.

“You’re still here,” he murmured.

She nodded weakly. “I’m here.”

He kissed her again. Longer this time. His hand slid down her neck, across her chest, over the marks Blaine’s hands had left on her hips. He touched them like he was reading a map, like each bruise was a word he’d written himself. She shuddered under his palm.

“Do you regret it?” he asked softly.

“No,” she whispered. “I feel… alive. Like I’m… me.”

Clay’s jaw tightened, eyes dark. “That’s all I wanted.”

She reached up, fingers curling around the back of his neck. “Take me back.”

He stood, stripped off his shirt, and climbed onto the bed. Blaine didn’t move, just watched silently from the edge of the room. Clay slid between her legs and entered her in one smooth stroke. She gasped at the difference—his shape, his heat, his rhythm—and wrapped her arms around his shoulders.

He moved slow, deliberate, grinding deep with each thrust. Not claiming, not punishing. Just… taking her back. His hands slid under her ass, tilting her up to meet him. She moaned into his mouth, tears spilling from the corners of her eyes, nails scratching at his back.

“Tell me,” he whispered.

“I’m yours,” she gasped.

Again.

“I’m yours. Always.”

He buried his face against her neck and drove into her harder, his cock sliding through the slick left by Blaine. She came again—shaking, clenching, crying his name into his shoulder. He held her there through it, kept moving until his own body seized.

“I’m coming inside you,” he growled. “I want it to stay there.”

“Yes—yes—please—” she begged.

He pushed deep, groaned low, and spilled into her, filling her with everything he’d been holding back. He stayed there, pressed to her, their bodies joined, her legs wrapped around him like she’d never let go.

When he finally pulled out, she rolled to her side and curled into him, still trembling. He wrapped his arm around her waist, pulling her back against his chest, his lips on her damp hair.

Across the room, Blaine zipped his jeans, his eyes on the two of them. He didn’t say thank you. Didn’t ask permission. He just watched them for a long moment, then reached for his boots.

“You really want her to go back to only you now?” Blaine asked, voice low.

Clay stroked Stacie’s hair, eyes still on her face. He didn’t answer. Not yet.

Blaine stood, slipped his shirt over his head, and walked toward the door. He opened it, paused on the threshold, then stepped out into the night without a sound.

Inside the cabin, only the sound of Stacie’s breathing filled the space.

Clay kissed her temple. “You’re mine,” he whispered.

She turned her head just enough to look at him. “Always.”

But somewhere deep in her chest, a spark burned at the idea of more.


CHAPTER NINE




Stacie didn’t wake up so much as she surfaced.

From somewhere deep, like sinking down into warmth, her body a weightless ache of satisfaction. Her legs barely moved. Her hips throbbed. Her throat was dry and raw from moaning, panting, begging.

The sheets smelled like sex. Not just hers.

His. Clay’s.

And Blaine’s.

She opened her eyes.

Morning light filtered through the curtains, golden and quiet. She was naked beneath the sheet, her skin tacky from dried sweat, the insides of her thighs still tender. She felt it before she even moved—how used she was. How full she’d been. How… wrecked.

Clay sat in the chair by the bed.

He hadn’t left her.

His jeans were on, shirtless, a cup of coffee in one hand, the other resting on his thigh. He was watching her. Not with concern. Not even possessiveness.

He looked like a man seeing something sacred.

Her.

She shifted slightly, wincing at the soreness between her legs.

“You stayed up all night?” she asked, voice rough.

“I didn’t want to miss anything,” Clay said softly.

She flushed. Not from shame. Just from how he said it—like every inch of her had been beautiful to watch.

He stood, set the cup on the nightstand, and sat on the edge of the bed. His hand stroked her thigh, gently, fingers trailing along bruises she hadn’t even noticed until now.

“You okay?”

“Better than okay.” She smiled faintly, eyes closing again for a second. “I feel… like my body’s not mine. Like I gave it away.”

He leaned in and kissed her temple.

“You did. And you gave it back.”

Her throat tightened.

“I didn’t know it would feel like this,” she said. “Not just the sex. The… after. The way he looked at me. The way you looked at me.”

Clay didn’t speak right away.

He pulled the sheet back slowly, revealing her naked body to the morning light. Her breasts were marked by teeth, her neck by fingers, her hips by grip. He traced them all.

“I didn’t expect to feel proud,” he said.

Stacie looked up at him, confused.

“I thought I’d be jealous. Thought I’d be pissed off watching another man inside you. Thought I’d hate it.” His hand slid to her stomach. “But all I felt… was pride. You looked like a fucking goddess.”

Tears welled unexpectedly behind her eyes. “You mean that?”

“Every second.”

She pulled him down into a kiss. Soft. Hungry. Grateful. He let her guide it. Let her show him how much she still needed him, even after being broken open by someone else’s cock.

When he pulled back, his voice was rough.

“Do you want me?”

“Always.”

He stood, undid his jeans, and let them fall to the floor.

“I want you slow.”

“Then take me slow.”

He climbed onto the bed and slipped between her thighs like he’d done a hundred times before. But this time, her legs shook. Her breath hitched. She was so sore. So sensitive. She almost cried when he slid inside.

Clay groaned.

Still wet. Still warm. Still his.

He moved slow, hips grinding, cock dragging deep and deliberate. Stacie wrapped her arms around his back, moaning into his shoulder as his cock filled every part of her that hadn’t cooled off from the night before.

“I need you to know,” he whispered, “nothing about this makes me love you less.”

“I feel like more,” she gasped. “Not less.”

He kissed her. Again and again. His body rocking into hers until she started to cry—not from pain, not from climax, just from the unbearable fullness of it all.

He came inside her again, slow and deep, holding her like she was breakable, whispering her name into her hair.

When it was over, they lay tangled. Still. Quiet.

And changed.
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That night the house was quiet.

No TV humming in the background, no music, just the sound of water moving through pipes as Stacie brushed her teeth and Clay sat on the edge of the bed. His phone was on the nightstand, screen black. He’d been scrolling, then stopped. The thoughts in his head were louder than anything he could read.

Stacie came out of the bathroom wearing one of his t-shirts. It hit mid-thigh and nothing else. Her hair was damp from the shower, hanging in loose waves around her face. She smelled like soap, but underneath that scent there was still a trace of something darker — a memory she couldn’t wash off.

She climbed onto the bed next to him and tucked her legs up under her. For a while neither of them spoke. He reached out and rested his hand on her thigh, thumb making slow circles on her skin.

“How do you feel?” he asked quietly.

She thought for a long moment. “Different,” she said. “Like… my skin’s too thin and too alive at the same time.”

“Good different or bad?”

Her eyes flicked up to his. “Good. Scary. But good.”

He nodded. Kept circling her thigh. “You’ve been thinking about it all day.”

“So have you,” she said softly.

Clay’s thumb stopped moving. “Yeah.”

“I didn’t think it would be like that,” she said. “I didn’t think I could… lose myself that way. Not with someone else.” Her voice dropped. “And you—watching—it made it worse. Better. Everything.”

His cock twitched just from the way she said it. “You’re not the only one,” he murmured.

Stacie tilted her head. “You liked watching?”

Clay stared at the floor for a second, then back at her. “More than I thought I would. It wasn’t just about sex. It was about seeing you like that. About seeing what you looked like when you stopped holding anything back.”

She bit her lip. “And?”

He took a breath. “And now I can’t stop thinking about it. About the next time.”

Her eyes widened a little. “The next time?”

He nodded slowly. “Not Blaine. Not necessarily him. But… another man. Or another night. Planned. Controlled. Watching you open up like that again.” He reached out and touched her cheek. “You have no idea what you looked like. You were… beautiful. Filthy. Mine even when you weren’t.”

Her breath caught. Her thighs pressed together under the shirt. “I think about it too,” she whispered. “About someone new. About different hands. Different skin.”

Clay’s voice dropped, rougher now. “Tell me.”

She looked down, cheeks flushed. “I imagine walking into a room and not knowing who’s going to touch me. Not knowing whose cock I’m about to taste. Just knowing you’re there. Watching. Letting it happen.”

Clay’s thumb brushed her lip. “You want to be given away.”

She nodded, trembling. “Yes.”

He leaned closer. “You want to belong to me while you’re being taken by someone else.”

“Yes,” she said again, voice breaking. “I want to be yours while you let them do whatever they want.”

He kissed her, slow and deep, his hand sliding up under the shirt to find her wet again. She moaned into his mouth. He pulled back, eyes dark.

“This doesn’t scare you?”

“It scares me,” she whispered. “But it turns me on more.”

He pressed his forehead to hers. “Then we’ll do it. Together. My way.”

Her breath shuddered out. “When?”

“Soon,” he said. “I’ll find him. I’ll plan it. You won’t know when until it happens.”

She shivered, thighs tightening around his hand. “Oh God…”

Clay smiled faintly, fingers sliding higher until she gasped. “I want you to be dripping for days just thinking about it.”

“I already am,” she breathed.

They didn’t fuck right away.

They just lay there. Naked under the sheet now, Clay on his back, Stacie curled into his side, one hand resting on his chest. His heart beat steady and strong beneath her palm. Her skin still hummed from his touch, from his words.

She was quiet for a long time. Then:

“I don’t want this to be a phase.”

Clay turned his head. “What do you mean?”

“I don’t want us to try it, get scared, and run from it. I don’t want it to be a one-time thing we only bring up in bed after a few drinks.” Her fingers traced a slow line down his chest. “I want it to be part of us. Something we own.”

Clay stared at the ceiling, breathing slow. “You think it’s that big a deal?”

“I think it’s us. Not the version we pretend to be for other people, or even who we used to be. This is who we are now. And I don’t want to go back to pretending.”

He looked down at her, thumb brushing along her shoulder. “You really think people would understand?”

She laughed quietly. “Of course not. But they don’t have to.”

He smirked. “You’re not afraid of people calling you a slut?”

She shrugged, her eyes still on him. “I am a slut. But I’m your slut. That makes it sacred.”

Clay’s cock twitched under the sheet.

“Goddamn.”

She kissed his ribs. “I’m serious. I’m not ashamed of what we’re doing. It doesn’t make me love you less. It makes me want you more.”

He nodded slowly, his hand moving to the back of her neck. “I want it too. But it can’t just be random. It has to be right. Controlled. Safe. I’m not sharing you with anyone who doesn’t understand how important you are.”

“I trust you,” she whispered. “That’s why I want you to be the one who chooses.”

He smiled, slow and dangerous. “Oh, I will.”

She sat up, sheet falling off her chest, exposing bruises Blaine had left on her tits. She saw Clay’s eyes darken, the hunger rise all over again. She didn’t cover herself. Just looked him in the eye.

“I don’t need rules. Not anymore.”

His voice was low. “No more lists?”

“No more lists. Just this: I’m yours. You decide who gets to touch what belongs to you.”

He reached out and grabbed her by the hips, pulling her across his lap.

“Say it again.”

She straddled him, wet and bare. “I’m yours.”

He ran his hands up her back, gripped her ass, and pulled her in tight.

“Then get ready,” he whispered. “Because I already know who it’s going to be next.”

Her breath caught. “You do?”

He reached for his phone, flicked it open, and showed her a message chain. No names. No pictures. Just a few texts.

“I need a man who can handle obedience.”

“You’ll have him. But on my terms.”

“Be ready.”

Stacie’s pulse slammed in her throat. “Who is it?”

Clay smirked. “You’ll find out soon. But not until I tell you. You don’t even get a name.”

She was soaked instantly.

He pushed her back onto the mattress, climbing over her.

“You’re mine,” he growled. “And I decide who gets to see what I own.”

She wrapped her legs around him. “Yes.”

He slid into her hard, and she screamed.

Not from pain.

From the unbearable tension of what was coming next.


CHAPTER TEN




The door to the loft clicked shut behind them with the kind of finality that made her knees weak.

Stacie stood just inside the threshold, the city’s nighttime buzz sealed out behind heavy steel and brick. Inside was another world entirely — warm, dim, and soaked in expectation. Wood floors. Soft light from overhead bulbs hanging like low-hanging stars. No clutter. Just space. And him.

Chad was already there.

He stood near the window, back lit by the low orange glow of the skyline outside. He wasn’t young — probably early forties, maybe older — but everything about him was still hard. Thick arms crossed over his chest. Close-cropped dark hair with just enough gray to make him look more dangerous than distinguished. He wore dark jeans, heavy boots, and a black fitted t-shirt that didn’t try to hide anything.

His eyes found hers the moment they entered.

Not hungry. Not greedy.

Patient.

Like a man who’d been waiting for something rare to fall into his hands and wasn’t about to ruin it by rushing.

Stacie froze.

She wore a long black coat. Buttoned at the waist. Nothing underneath. Her skin prickled beneath it. Her nipples already tight. Her thighs slick with memory and anticipation. She swallowed hard.

Clay stepped behind her and placed both hands on her shoulders. His voice was low, just for her.

“He won’t touch you yet. Not until I say.”

She exhaled.

Her heart still thundered.

“You’re shaking,” Clay murmured.

“I know.”

“You still want this?”

She nodded. Slowly. “Yes.”

“Then take off your coat.”

Her fingers found the buttons. Fumbled.

She felt Chad’s eyes on her as she unfastened them one by one. The fabric opened like a curtain, exposing bare skin beneath: soft curves, flushed chest, every mark from the last few days still visible in the warm light. When the coat slid off her shoulders and puddled to the floor, she stood there — naked, barefoot, owned.

Chad didn’t move.

He just looked.

Let his eyes take her in like he was tasting her with his gaze. From her full breasts to her hips, her slightly parted thighs to the glisten between them. He wasn’t shy. And he wasn’t kind. He was quiet because he was in control — and because Clay hadn’t given the command yet.

Stacie’s breath caught when Clay stepped in front of her and lifted her chin.

“Remember what this is,” he said. “This is a gift. My gift. You are my offering tonight.”

She nodded.

“Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she whispered. “Your offering.”

He kissed her forehead. Then her lips. Then turned her to face Chad again.

“Kneel.”

She sank slowly to her knees. She didn’t look at Chad — not yet. Her eyes stayed on the floor, her back straight, hands resting on her thighs.

Chad finally spoke. His voice was low. Rough gravel and smoke.

“She’s even better in person.”

“She’s more than that,” Clay said. “She’s perfect. And she’s ready for you.”

“Is she?”

Clay ran a hand down the back of her head, fingers tightening in her hair. Not rough. Just enough to own her posture.

“Are you, Stace?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Look at him.”

She lifted her head.

Chad stepped forward, slow and deliberate. Stopped just in front of her. His bulge was already pressing against his jeans. He didn’t reach for her. Just stared down at her face, like he was measuring her up — not her body, but her capacity.

He crouched in front of her, one arm resting on his thigh, his face close enough she could feel his breath.

“You want to be used?” he asked.

She swallowed. “Yes.”

“You want to be owned?”

She flicked a glance toward Clay. “Only by him.”

Chad smirked. “Good answer.”

He stood.

Then he looked at Clay.

“Do I have your permission?”

Clay’s voice was steady. “Not yet.”

He walked toward the leather chair in the corner, the same one he’d sat in the night she first disappeared with Ash. It had weight to it now — like a throne. He sat slowly, legs spread, arms on the rests, eyes locked on her.

“Stand up.”

She rose.

“Turn around.”

She turned.

“Face him again.”

She did.

“Now… beg for it.”

Stacie felt her pulse everywhere. She could barely breathe.

“Please,” she said. “I want to be taken. I want to be your offering. I want you to see me used.”

Clay’s eyes gleamed.

Chad stepped forward.

And Clay gave the nod.

The nod was all it took.

Chad reached for her like he’d already imagined a dozen ways to use her. One hand slid behind her neck, the other around her waist. He didn’t speak. He didn’t hesitate. He kissed her.

It wasn’t soft.

It was full, hungry, claiming. His mouth opened over hers, his tongue pushed inside, and Stacie melted against him. Her arms wrapped instinctively around his neck, her body pressing flush to his, skin against fabric. She whimpered into the kiss, already dizzy.

Clay didn’t move from the chair. His arms rested on the sides, his face unreadable—but his eyes were burning.

Chad broke the kiss and looked down at her chest, his fingers brushing along her collarbone. Then lower. He palmed her breast, his thumb circling her nipple until it tightened under his touch.

“You were made for this,” he muttered. “You don’t even know what you look like right now.”

She gasped when he pinched, when he tugged, when he bent to suck one nipple into his mouth and bit it just hard enough to make her knees go weak.

Clay’s voice cut through the moment.

“Take her mouth first.”

Chad stood straight. “Yes, sir.”

He unbuckled his belt, the sound sharp in the quiet room. Unzipped. His cock was already thick and ready. Longer than Clay’s. Not as thick as Blaine. But straight, hard, and heavy, veins visible, tip flushed and slick.

He held it at the base and tapped her cheek with it.

“Open.”

Stacie sank to her knees without a word. She looked up once—at Clay. He gave a small nod.

She took Chad into her mouth.

At first, just the head. Letting her tongue swirl, tasting the salt of precome. Then deeper. Inch by inch. Chad groaned low, one hand sliding into her hair.

He didn’t guide her. Not yet.

He let her work. Her lips sealed tight. Her cheeks hollowing. Her breath coming fast through her nose. The room filled with wet sounds, soft moans, and the throb of Clay’s approval.

“Look at me,” Clay said.

She did.

Eyes locked on her husband while she sucked another man’s cock.

Chad thrust forward once—just enough to make her choke.

She pulled back, spit glistening on her chin.

“On the bed,” Clay ordered.

Chad stepped back and let her climb onto it.

“Hands and knees,” Clay said.

She turned, positioned herself. Face down, ass high. Her breath came in gasps now.

Chad climbed up behind her, kneeling between her thighs. His hands gripped her hips. Spread her.

“Fuck,” he muttered. “She’s dripping.”

Clay shifted slightly in the chair, adjusting the strain in his pants.

“No fingers,” he said. “Put your cock in her slow. All the way.”

Chad lined up and pressed in.

Stacie cried out.

He was slow, like he’d been told. He pushed inch by inch, watching her stretch, her back arching, her ass trembling. She clenched the sheets, panting, moaning, burying her face into the mattress.

Clay watched her swallow him.

“Good girl,” he said.

Chad groaned as he bottomed out.

“She’s so fucking tight.”

Stacie whimpered. “Please—please don’t stop⁠—”

Chad pulled out halfway, then slammed back in.

Her scream was muffled in the sheets.

Clay stayed still.

“Hold her hips,” he said. “Use her.”

Chad obeyed. He gripped her harder, set a rhythm—fast, deep, punishing. His balls slapped against her with every thrust. She cried out, again and again, her voice ragged, her body shaking.

Clay leaned forward.

“Don’t come,” he said to her.

She was already close. He could see it in the way her thighs trembled, the way her arms collapsed beneath her.

“I can’t—” she gasped. “Please—Clay—please⁠—”

“No.”

Chad didn’t slow. He fucked her harder. Her breath hitched. Her body twisted.

“Not yet,” Clay said again. “You’ll wait until I say.”

She sobbed into the sheets. Every thrust drove another whimper out of her.

Chad leaned forward, hand sliding up her spine, his cock buried to the root.

“She’s gonna break,” he said.

“Not yet,” Clay replied.

Stacie shook her head, biting the pillow.

Clay stood.

Walked to the edge of the bed.

He knelt down, reached under her, and found her clit with his thumb.

“Now.”

She came like a fire breaking through a locked door—screaming, body writhing, cunt clenching around Chad’s cock like a vice. Her legs kicked. Her hands clawed. Her moan was long and raw.

Chad didn’t stop.

He kept going, riding her orgasm, hips slapping hard, sweat dripping from his chest onto her back.

“Gonna come,” he grunted.

“Pull out,” Clay said.

Chad groaned and yanked free. He stroked himself twice, then spilled across her ass and lower back in thick, hot ropes. She gasped at the heat, at the humiliation, at how good it felt to be marked.

Chad fell back, breathing hard.

Clay wiped her clean with a towel, gently, like she was something fragile. Then he pulled her into his arms, held her against his chest, and whispered:

“You did exactly what I wanted.”

She was shaking.

Not from pain.

From joy.

From surrender.

From love.

She didn’t speak for a long time.

Not when Clay pulled her close. Not when he carried her from the bed to the oversized chair and settled her into his lap like something precious. Not when he wrapped the soft throw blanket around her shoulders or pressed a kiss to her temple.

Stacie’s body was exhausted. Her thighs ached, her jaw sore, her cunt a throbbing echo of everything she’d been filled with, used by. She felt his come still warm between her cheeks where Chad had finished on her. She didn’t ask for a shower. She didn’t want to wash it off yet.

She sat curled against Clay’s chest, her fingers tangled in his, her breathing quiet but shaky. Not scared. Not uncertain.

Just full.

Clay stroked her hair, slow and repetitive, grounding her.

“He’s gone,” he said. “I told him to go right after.”

Stacie nodded faintly. She hadn’t even heard the door. Hadn’t cared.

“I didn’t want anyone else here,” Clay murmured. “Not after.”

Her voice finally stirred, hoarse. “Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For making it safe. For making it everything.”

Clay’s hand stilled for a moment.

“I wanted you to feel that way,” he said. “Not just taken. But worshipped.”

She turned her face slightly into his neck, breathing him in.

“I didn’t think I’d cry,” she whispered.

“You didn’t,” he said. “Not really.”

“I almost did. When you said I couldn’t come. And again when you touched me.”

He kissed her cheek. “You were perfect.”

She trembled. Not from cold.

“I don’t know who I am anymore,” she said, barely audible.

He held her tighter. “You’re mine.”

Her throat thickened.

“You’re mine,” he repeated. “And you’re yours. And now… you’re his too, in a way. Just for that night. Just for those minutes. And I got to see it. I got to witness it. You’ll never know what that looked like from here.”

She swallowed.

“I don’t want to be anyone else’s. But I want them to have me. I want them to use me. I just need to know that when it’s over…”

Clay cut her off, whispering against her ear.

“You always come back to me.”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“You were beautiful,” he said. “So loud. So raw. Watching you fall apart for him, knowing I made it happen... I’ve never been more in love with you.”

Tears slipped down her cheek. Not from pain. Not from shame.

From being seen.

She turned, slowly, and climbed into his lap fully. Naked under the blanket. Her legs straddled his thighs. Her hands cupped his face.

“I don’t need to come again,” she whispered.

“I know.”

“I just need you to hold me.”

“I’ve got you.”

He wrapped his arms around her, pressing her tightly to his chest. Her cheek rested over his heart. His warmth surrounded her, carried her through the aftershocks of the night, the mess, the surrender.

She would sleep in his arms, dirty and loved.

Tomorrow, she’d still be his.

Always.


ALSO BY HAILEY KNIGHT




High Stakes Desire

The Promotion Clause

The Neighbor Next Door

What She Became

The Red Dress Hotwife

By Invitation Only

Live Stream Hotwife

Masquerade Of Secrets

The Lonely Wife’s Confession

Let Him Watch

Hot Wife Temptation

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Title Page


    		Copyright


    		Contents


    		Chapter 1


    		Chapter 2


    		Chapter 3


    		Chapter 4


    		Chapter 5


    		Chapter 6


    		Chapter 7


    		Chapter 8


    		Chapter 9


    		Chapter 10


    		Also by Hailey Knight


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97






OEBPS/image_rsrc1MV.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc1MW.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrc1MT.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrc1MU.jpg
)

S





