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HIGH STAKES DESIRE


CHAPTER 1


The sun hammered down like a spotlight, turning the pool deck into a stage. I tugged my towel a little tighter around my waist and leaned in toward Eric.

“Did you see those guys checking me out?” I asked, lowering my voice even though the thought of them overhearing made my pulse race.

“Which ones?” His head turned casually, but I saw the way his eyes sharpened, scanning the crowd.

“Over there, to our left. The tall one with the dark hair—and his friend, the blond.” I tried to keep my tone light, but the heat curling in my belly betrayed me. “They’re pretty cute, too.”

Eric grinned. “I see them. They look like your type.” His eyes flicked back to me, hopeful in that way that always undid me. “Do you think you’ll really do it?”

The question landed like a spark on dry grass. We’d toyed with the idea for years—dirty whispers in bed, half-serious confessions after a glass of wine—but it had never left the realm of fantasy. Until I’d caught him watching those Hotwife videos, headphones on, cock in his hand, so entranced he hadn’t noticed me standing in the doorway. That image stuck with me, simmering, impossible to forget.

“I don’t know,” I said honestly, biting my lip. “Maybe.”

“With the way those guys are staring at you,” he chuckled, “you could probably walk over there and have them up in our hotel room by tonight.”

I swatted his arm. “Oh, stop. You’re the only one I’ve been with for more than a decade. My body isn’t exactly what it used to be.” The words slipped out before I could stop them, and immediately I hated how insecure they sounded.

Eric rolled his eyes like I was being ridiculous. “Amanda, that was four years ago. You look incredible. I’d do you right here if I could get away with it.”

I shook my head, but he pressed on, his voice lower now, teasing, coaxing. “There are women who’ve never had kids who wish they looked like you. Trust me. They’re still staring. I think you should go talk to them.”

Before I could respond, a waiter appeared at our side with a polite smile and two sweating martini glasses balanced on his tray. “Excuse me, ma’am, sir—those gentlemen over there asked me to bring these to you.” He nodded toward the same pair, who were openly watching us now.

“Thank you,” Eric said smoothly, sliding him a bill and lifting his glass in acknowledgment toward the men.

The waiter bowed slightly and slipped away, leaving us in the warm, charged air. Eric took a sip of his drink, then looked at me over the rim of the glass, eyes gleaming. “See? You should go over there. Take your drink. Stay where I can see you.” His grin spread, wolfish and boyish all at once. “I want to watch.”

The command, the approval—it all sent a rush through me. My hand tightened on the stem of my martini. I stood, tugged the towel from my hips, and felt Eric’s gaze rake over me as I crossed the pool deck.

Up close, they were even more striking. The dark-haired one leaned forward, his blue eyes catching the light, smile quick and devastating. His friend was broader, blond hair damp and pushed back, a body carved by hours in the gym. They both tracked me with their eyes, unashamed.

“Hi,” I said, voice softer than I intended. I lifted the glass. “Thank you for the drinks.”

“Well, hello yourself,” the dark-haired one said, sitting up straighter. His voice was warm, confident, almost playful.

“You’re very welcome,” the blond added, offering me his hand. His grip was firm, lingering. “I’m Chris. And this is Mike.”

“Amanda,” I replied, giving them both a smile as I shook their hands in turn. Their skin was warm, their eyes hot, and something fluttered deep inside me. “It’s nice to meet you.”

“How long are you in town?” Mike asked, leaning back in his chair as if he had all the time in the world.

“We just got here a couple of days ago,” I said, tilting my head toward Eric. “That’s my husband, Eric. We’re here for the week.”

They both glanced over at him. Eric gave them a lazy wave from his chair, one hand behind his head like he’d been waiting for this moment his whole life.

“Good to know,” Chris said with a grin. “We were supposed to check out tonight, but…” His gaze dragged slowly down my body, pausing at the swell of my breasts before dipping lower. “Plans can always change.”

Mike let out a low chuckle. “Especially with someone like you around.” His eyes caught mine, and I felt a rush of heat that made my nipples harden against the thin fabric of my bikini.

I cleared my throat, trying to steady myself, and blurted, “How about lunch? Our treat.”

Chris and Mike exchanged a glance, a silent conversation passing between them. Chris smirked. “We’ll do lunch—but it’s our treat.”

“Sounds like a date,” I said, my cheeks burning hotter than the Nevada sun.

Mike nodded. “We’ll meet you in the lobby restaurant at two.”

I turned slightly, glancing back at Eric. He was lounging like a king, martini glass raised in salute, eyes locked on me with an intensity that stole my breath. There was no jealousy in him, no hesitation—just hunger. Pure, unfiltered hunger.

I sat back down beside him, heart pounding. He caught my hand beneath the towel draped across our chairs, squeezed it, his thumb stroking over my knuckles. “Well?” he whispered, lips curving with pride.

“They’ll meet us at two,” I said, pulse racing.

His smile was wicked, satisfied. “Good girl.”

The words made my thighs clench, and I knew the wait until lunch would be unbearable.


CHAPTER 2


“Should I wear this dress? Or my black pants with this top?” I asked, holding both options in front of me as I stepped from the closet.

Eric didn’t even look at the clothes at first. His gaze raked over me—skin still damp from the shower, droplets racing down my breasts, the faint shimmer of lotion catching the light.

“I think you should go wearing that,” he said, pointing directly at my naked body.

“Ha-ha,” I shot back, rolling my eyes but secretly loving how shameless he was. “Pretty sure they’d kick me out of the restaurant if I showed up in just skin. Which one?”

He tilted his head, finally glancing at the clothes I dangled. “I like that skimpy top,” he admitted, “but a dress would give easy access.” His grin made my stomach flip.

“Ugh,” I groaned, feigning annoyance. “Which one?”

“Wear the dress,” he decided with a sigh, though his grin didn’t fade. “It’s short, low cut, and it shows off those legs. Perfect.”

“Okay, the dress it is.” Relief tinged my voice. Somehow having his approval mattered more than it should have. “Now hurry. We only have an hour.”

As he disappeared into the bathroom, I smoothed a fresh layer of scented lotion over my thighs, hips, breasts—cocooning myself in sweet vanilla and citrus. The aroma wrapped around me as I blow-dried my hair, the air warm against my skin, my pulse quickening with every glance at the clock.

By the time I finished my makeup, Eric was stepping out of the bathroom, towel low around his hips, droplets glistening in his dark hair. His eyes swept over me, already dressed in the little black dress, heels waiting by the vanity.

“Fifteen minutes,” he said, pulling a shirt over his shoulders.

“I’m almost ready,” I replied, leaning close to the mirror as I brushed one last coat of mascara. “Just have to put on my heels.”

He came up behind me, hands sliding around my waist, his lips grazing the soft skin of my neck. His reflection in the mirror was hungry. “Mmm. You smell edible,” he murmured. “You look fuckable. God, I hope they want to do half as many dirty things to you as I do.”

His hands cupped my breasts, thumbs grazing my nipples. “How about a quickie before we head down?” he teased, pressing his hard cock against my ass. “I’ll fill you up so my cum leaks down your thighs while you sit across from them at lunch.”

I laughed, glancing at my phone. “Six minutes, babe. We don’t have time.”

“As tight as you are, I could come in three.” His voice was low, desperate.

I turned in his arms, kissing him deeply, feeling the tension in his body, the way his need vibrated against me. “You’re wound up,” I whispered.

“You have no idea.” His grip tightened on my ass. “The thought of them touching you has me amped like never before.”

I kissed him one more time, then pulled away with a wicked smile. “Then let’s not keep them waiting.”

In the lobby restaurant, Chris and Mike were already there, leaning casually against the wall. Both looked even hotter cleaned up—Chris in a fitted shirt that clung to his broad chest, Mike tall and elegant in dark slacks.

“We almost thought you weren’t coming,” Chris joked as we approached.

“Eric, this is Mike,” I said, nodding toward the taller one, then to the blond. “And this is Chris. Guys, my husband, Eric.”

Firm handshakes, measured smiles. An introduction, yes—but beneath it all, I could feel the current thrumming.

“Let’s grab a table,” Eric suggested smoothly.

The hostess led us to a round booth with padded leather seats. Somehow I ended up sandwiched in the middle—Eric to my left, Chris to my right, Mike on the far end. The closeness of their bodies made the air feel thick, charged.

Menus were handed out, and small talk carried us until the waitress returned. Orders placed, drinks refreshed. Eric leaned in, voice casual but curious. “Amanda mentioned you were about to check out today. Where are you from?”

“Seattle,” Mike answered. “We’re in real estate. Came down for a business deal.”

Chris’s eyes didn’t leave mine as he added, “As for leaving… plans can change.” His words were directed at me, but the look he gave Eric was unmistakable, a silent challenge.

Eric smiled slowly, then looked at me. “Definitely.”

It was like we were all reading the same script, the same dirty promise between the lines.

Then I felt Eric’s hand slide onto my thigh beneath the table. My spine stiffened, eyes darting to him, but he just kept talking casually about Vegas nightlife. His fingers stroked higher, nudging my legs apart, until the pad of his thumb pressed gently against my clit through the thin fabric of my panties.

Oh God. He’s really going to do this here? In a crowded restaurant? My breath hitched, but I forced myself to keep chatting with Mike, nodding as he spoke.

Eric’s fingers slid beneath my panties, teasing the slickness already gathering between my thighs. His fingers began to pump, slow and deliberate. My pulse thundered, my breath shallow.

Then I noticed Chris’s gaze drop, his eyes flicking to my lap. He looked back at Eric, and my stomach flipped as Eric gave him a subtle nod. Permission. Invitation.

A moment later, Chris’s hand joined the game, sliding over my thigh, his thumb pressing firmly against my clit as Eric’s fingers fucked me under the table. I gasped softly, covering it with a cough.

Mike leaned forward slightly, eyes wide, clearly aware of what was happening.

And then his hand, too, brushed across my inner thigh, sneaking under the hem of my dress. Three sets of fingers on me, in me—Eric pumping into my pussy, Chris circling my clit, Mike squeezing my thigh and slipping inside to tease me even further.

My orgasm built fast, feral. The thrill of it—the public danger, the hands of strangers, the weight of Eric watching me unravel—was too much. A moan escaped before I could stop it, soft but unmistakable. My pussy clamped tight around Eric’s fingers as Chris’s thumb worked mercilessly over my clit.

With a desperate grab for balance, I reached down under the table, clutching both Eric and Chris’s hard cocks through their pants, squeezing as I came violently around their fingers. My thighs trembled, my head falling back against the booth.

Chris leaned close, lips brushing my ear. “Good girl. That was just a taste.”

The waitress appeared with our food, her eyes lingering just a little too long, her smile tight. My cheeks burned hot with the thought that she might have seen.

When she walked away, Chris slipped his fingers into his mouth, licking them clean with a wicked grin. “Better than the appetizer.”

Eric did the same, moaning softly. “We don’t need dessert.”

“Oh, I think we do,” Mike said smoothly, his eyes locked on me. “At least, I definitely do.”

Eric lifted his fork with a smirk. “We can arrange that. Don’t you think, Amanda?”

Slowly, I nodded. “Tonight.”

“Perfect,” Chris said without hesitation. “Drinks at the pool, eight o’clock?”

Eric lifted his glass. “Eight it is.”


CHAPTER 3


“God, I want to fuck you,” Eric growled the instant the hotel door latched behind us. His hands were on me before I could breathe—clutching my dress, pushing me back against the wall, kissing me like he was starving. “I can’t wait another second.”

Fabric tore overhead as he stripped me down, his tongue claiming mine. I gasped into his mouth, clutching at his shoulders. My bra clasp snapped beneath his skilled fingers and my breasts spilled free, nipples already stiff with need. He groaned and latched on, sucking one deep into his mouth, teeth grazing the tender bud.

I moaned, arching into him. His free hand slid down, fingers finding my swollen folds and pushing inside. I parted my legs wide, shameless, offering myself.

“You’re soaked,” he hissed. “Dripping, just from lunch.” His lips brushed my ear. “You liked me fingering you while Chris watched, didn’t you?”

I gasped, clenching around his fingers. “Yes… God, yes.”

He slammed me back onto the bed, crawling over me, his cock hard and heavy against my belly. His mouth devoured my throat, his stubble scraping deliciously over my skin.

“I should make you beg,” he panted. “Make you say how much you want their cocks.”

“I do,” I whispered, shameless, grinding against him. “I wished it was them at the booth, fucking me while you watched.”

His growl vibrated against my skin. He grabbed his cock, rubbing the fat head along my slit, coating himself in my wetness.

“Like this?” he asked, teasing me, slipping just the tip inside before pulling out again.

“Exactly like that,” I moaned, clawing at him.

He thrust into me hard, burying himself to the hilt. My back arched, a cry spilling from my lips.

“Fuck, yes,” I panted.

“By the way you’re squeezing me,” he grunted, pounding harder, “you’re ready for multiple cocks tonight.” He pinched my nipple, twisting until I cried out.

“God, yes,” I moaned, clutching his arms. “Fill me.”

But then he pulled out suddenly, and I whined. “Don’t stop!”

Dropping to his knees, he spread me wide, burying his face in my pussy. His tongue lashed my clit, sucking it between his lips until I was thrashing against the sheets.

“Fuck, Eric!” I gasped.

He didn’t stop, didn’t relent. His tongue slid lower, circling my tight hole. Two fingers drove into my cunt, pumping while his tongue teased my ass.

“Ohhh my God,” I whimpered. “Don’t stop. Please.”

“Like that?” he asked smugly, pulling back just long enough to grin before diving in again.

“Yes! Fuck, yes!”

He flipped me onto my stomach, spanking my ass. “On your knees.”

I obeyed instantly, arching back toward him, needy. His cock plunged into my pussy in one thrust, making me cry out. Then his fingers pressed against my ass, slipping inside, filling me in both holes at once.

The sensation ripped a scream from me, muffled only by the pillow I bit down on.

“Warming you up,” he growled against my ear. “Getting you ready for them. You like that? Imagining Chris and Mike filling you while I watch?”

“Ohhh God, yes!” The thought sent me spiraling. “Fuck me harder. Please!”

He pounded into me, fingers stretching my ass as his cock drilled my pussy. The lewd, wet sounds filled the room, my moans climbing higher.

“Gonna make them fuck you harder than this,” he grunted. “Gonna watch you take two cocks, maybe three.”

The filth of his words snapped something in me. My pussy clenched tight, my orgasm ripping through me. I screamed into the pillow, body shaking, cunt gripping his cock like a fist.

“Fuck!” Eric roared, slamming deep. His cock swelled, pulsed, then spilled hot cum inside me, filling me as his fingers worked my ass. He held me pinned, grinding as he emptied every drop.

We collapsed together, bodies slick, hearts racing. Cum oozed from my pussy, trickling down my thighs. I whimpered as he finally withdrew, my holes stretched, aching, used.

“That was so fucking hot,” he panted, falling beside me.

“I came so hard,” I admitted, kissing him lazily.

He chuckled, brushing damp hair from my face. “I didn’t think you’d let me have my dick back. You were clamped on like a vise.”

I giggled, still trembling. “Wait until Chris and Mike see how tight I get.”

“Oh, they’ll find out.” He traced lazy circles on my hip. “They’re in for the ride of their lives.”

I rolled to my side, still panting. “I loved what you did. Filling me in both holes… it felt so good.”

“You liked that?” His grin was wicked. “What are you gonna do tonight when two of us are inside you?”

I smirked. “Just two? There are three of you.”

His eyes widened. “You think you can take all three? You’re so fucking tight already.”

I laughed nervously, but heat pooled in my belly at the thought. “I don’t know. You barely fit. What if they’re bigger?”

He softened, pulling me close. “Then we go slow. This is about you, Amanda. If anything feels wrong, you tell me. I’ll make sure they stop.” His eyes locked with mine. “I swear it.”

I kissed him, reassured. “I know. But God, I want it. I can’t stop thinking about it.”

“Me either.” He kissed me back, long and deep.

When we finally pulled apart, I glanced at the clock. “Shit! We’ve got to shower and head to the pool.”

He smirked. “I’ll help wash your back.”

I narrowed my eyes. “You’ll just distract me.”

He shrugged innocently. “The shower’s big enough for both of us.”

Laughing, I tossed him a towel. “I actually need to get clean. You’ll get your turn again later… along with the others.”

He dropped back onto the bed with a wolfish grin. “Mmm. I like the sound of that—‘my turn, along with the others.’”

I disappeared into the bathroom, heart racing, pussy still dripping with his cum, knowing the night ahead would make this feel like foreplay.


CHAPTER 4


Carrying our towels, Eric and I stepped out onto the pool deck again. The heat of the day had faded into something softer, the evening sky bleeding into streaks of pink, orange, and deep violet. The lights of the strip twinkled in the distance, neon pulsing like a heartbeat against the desert dark. My own heartbeat was just as loud.

There they were. Chris and Mike. Leaning back against the side of the pool, water glistening over their shoulders, arms stretched casually across the concrete ledge like they were posing for a magazine.

“Hey, guys,” I called out, the brightness in my voice covering how shaky I felt inside. “Mind if we join you?”

Chris’s smile spread slowly, deliberately. “Please,” he said, his voice rich and low.

“Absolutely,” Mike added, gesturing with his hand like he was inviting us into his orbit.

Eric and I made our way down the stairs, the water rising around us until it wrapped our bodies in its heated embrace. The warmth should have been soothing, but my nerves had me trembling. I could swear the ripples in the water betrayed my shaking.

The men watched us approach. Their gazes weren’t subtle. Mike’s eyes traveled down my body, lingering openly on the swell of my breasts beneath the bikini top. Chris tilted his head, his blue eyes piercing, watching the way Eric’s hand rested lightly on my back as though he was presenting me.

The sun dipped lower, shadows stretching long across the water. The horizon was a painting of violet streaks and fire-orange clouds, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that it mirrored exactly what was happening inside me: bright heat bleeding into encroaching darkness, something wild and uncontainable just over the edge.

“Can we get you two a drink?” Chris asked smoothly, his voice breaking me out of my reverie.

“Please,” I blurted, too fast, too eager. My cheeks burned.

Mike smirked knowingly and motioned to a passing staff member. “What’ll it be?”

“I’ll take an apple martini,” I said, trying for casual, failing.

“And I’ll have a Long Island,” Eric added easily, his voice level.

He waded closer, slipping his arm low around my waist, pushing me just slightly nearer to Chris and Mike. His touch grounded me but also propelled me forward, like he could feel the nervous energy vibrating through me. His thumb stroked the side of my hip in a slow, deliberate circle, reminding me: I’m here. I want this.

Our drinks arrived in tall, sweating glasses, condensation dripping down the stems. I clung to mine like it was armor. The four of us settled near the edge of the pool, laughing about Vegas excess, gambling stories, even terrible hotel food. The small talk was easy, almost too easy, and yet I could feel the tension thrumming beneath it like a bass line only I could hear.

Eric kept inching closer, until at some point I realized I was boxed in—his body at my back, Chris on one side, Mike on the other. The martini made me bold, but the closeness made me ache.

“So tell us,” Mike said after a lull in the conversation, his voice curious, his tone edged with something sharper. “Have you ever done something like this before?”

My stomach lurched. My heart jumped into my throat.

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. What if honesty ruined the moment? What if they thought inexperience was a turn-off? What if lying made me sound cheap?

Before I could spiral further, Eric stepped in smoothly, his hand tightening on my hip. “It’s something we’ve talked about for a long time,” he said calmly. “But we never found the right guys.”

Chris’s smile widened. His hand slipped beneath the water, resting on my thigh. “And now?” His thumb stroked lazy circles over my skin. “Do you think we might be the right guys?”

His voice was a caress, his touch bolder than I expected, and the combination made my belly flip.

“I think you could be,” I whispered, sipping my martini to steady my voice.

“Mmm,” Mike hummed, leaning in, his own hand claiming my other thigh under the water. His fingers were hot, strong, deliberate. “I think she’s right.”

Eric said nothing, but I could feel his breath near my ear, his body taut behind me.

My thighs parted slightly on instinct, my body betraying me. I knew Eric could see it. He wanted me to put on a show, to open myself while they touched me.

Chris’s hand slid higher, brushing the crotch of my bikini. His thumb pressed over my clit, a sharp jolt of pleasure sparking through me. My lips parted in a quiet gasp.

Eric’s silence burned into me, but when I dared a glance, I saw his cock thickening in his trunks, the outline obscene, undeniable. His eyes glittered like he was drunk on the sight.

Mike shifted, angling his body to shield us slightly from view. His free hand rose, fingers skating over my breast. He pinched my nipple lightly through the fabric, and I bit my lip, heat flooding my core.

I couldn’t stop myself—I reached under the water, one hand for each of their cocks. They were both rock hard, thick shafts straining against wet fabric.

Three men. Three cocks. All for me.

My pussy clenched, aching to be filled. I was dizzy with it, my mind spinning.

Then—movement at the edge of my vision. A shadow.

The staff member was walking toward us.

Panic detonated inside me. My thighs snapped shut, I yanked my hands away, and I scooted closer to Eric as though distance could erase what had just happened. My pulse thundered. Heat rushed to my cheeks.

Were we caught? Would they kick us out? What would happen to our prepaid stay?

“Excuse me,” the middle-aged man said politely, balancing a tray.

The four of us froze, faces angled up at him, guilty as schoolchildren.

“Yes?” Chris asked smoothly, sipping his drink like nothing at all had happened.

“Would any of you like another round? My shift’s ending, and I like to make sure my guests are taken care of before I leave.” He smiled warmly.

The panic dissolved, replaced by giddy relief. I’d imagined disaster in three seconds flat.

“Yes, please,” Mike said smoothly. “Another round. Charge it to our room.” He reached under his towel on the deck, pulled out a bill, and slid it to the man. “And this is for you.”

“All my pleasure,” the waiter said, heading back toward the bar.

Chris chuckled.

“What?” I demanded, cheeks hot.

“You thought we were caught.” His grin was wolfish.

I swallowed. “How did you know?”

“The way you snapped your legs shut. The way you pulled away.” His hand rose, cupping my cheek, tilting my face toward his. His breath was warm against my neck. “You’re shy,” he said, voice low. “But I like that.”

“You do?” My voice was barely a whisper.

“I do,” he murmured, eyes gleaming. “Means you’re a good girl. Obedient. Submissive.” His thumb stroked my cheek. “Don’t worry. We’ll bring out the side of you that’s been hiding.”

My pussy clenched hard at his words, though I tried to hide it.

The waiter returned, passing out drinks, mentioning that Manuel, a younger bartender, would be around for the rest of the evening.

We all thanked him politely, glasses clinking again.

But the atmosphere had changed. Their flirtation grew sharper. Mike’s hand rested casually at the small of my back, his thumb tracing idle circles. Chris’s thigh pressed firmly against mine, his gaze heavy, hungry.

Eric remained silent, drinking, watching.

The longer he stayed quiet, the more anxious I grew. Was he turned on? Was he reconsidering? The not knowing made me dizzy.

People drifted away. Towels gathered, laughter fading. Soon only a few couples remained, scattered at the far end of the pool. The night closed in warm and heavy around us.

“Last call!” a voice rang out. “Pool closes in twenty minutes.”

We looked at each other.

“I think we’re good,” Eric said finally. His first words in what felt like an eternity. His voice was steady, unreadable.

“Yeah,” I added quickly, covering my nerves. “Should we head in?”

“Sure,” Chris said easily. “Your room or ours?” His arm slipped around my waist, bold, possessive, as we climbed the steps.

“Ours,” I said too quickly, too eager. My pulse throbbed.

“Perfect.” Mike’s grin was wicked. He caught my puzzled look. “We’ll meet you there. To grab condoms.”

I laughed nervously, shaking my head. “Haven’t used those in years.”

“What’s your room number?” Chris asked, toweling off.

“417.”

“See you soon,” Mike said, winking.

As they disappeared down the hall, I wrapped my towel tight around me. My pussy still throbbed, my thighs sticky from arousal, but my mind spun.

Eric had been so quiet. Watching, yes—but what if that silence wasn’t lust but hesitation? What if he shut this down the moment we walked into our room?

I had no idea.

But the ache between my thighs begged for an answer.


CHAPTER 5


The elevator doors slid shut, and the world went quiet but for the low hum of the lift and the pounding of my heart. Alone at last, I turned to Eric. His silence had weighed on me the whole way up from the pool.

“Are you still okay with this?” My voice came out softer than I meant, tentative. “We don’t have to if you don’t want to.”

He snapped his head toward me, eyes wide. “Are you kidding?!” His voice was sharp, exasperated.

I blinked, unsure whether that was good or bad. My lips parted, but nothing came out.

“Babe.” He planted both hands on my shoulders, grounding me. “Watching their hands all over your body in the pool, the way they were fondling you right in front of me? That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. I can’t wait to see what happens next.”

I exhaled in relief, my chest loosening. “Then why were you so quiet all night? I thought maybe you’d changed your mind.”

Eric tilted his head back and laughed, then leaned down to kiss my forehead. His lips lingered there, warm, steady.

“Amanda,” he said, pulling me close. “The reason I’ve been quiet is because I couldn’t stop thinking about what comes next. My mind’s been racing, watching them with you, imagining what they’re going to do to my sweet, innocent wife when we’re finally behind closed doors.”

I swallowed, heat surging through me. “So you were just… thinking?”

“You have no idea how much.” His eyes burned into mine. “I don’t know how you kept your composure with them. I couldn’t focus on a single word they said. All I could do was picture it—your mouth on them, their cocks inside you, you moaning for someone else while I watch.”

A blush warmed my cheeks, and I smiled up at him.

“My heart’s been pounding the entire night. I’m anxious, yeah—but in the best way. It’s like this sharp mix of jealousy and excitement, anticipation so strong it almost hurts.”

The elevator chimed, the doors opening to our floor.

“Good,” I said with a sly grin, as we stepped into the hall. “Because I fully intend on making you jealous.” I giggled, and the sound was more nervous than playful.

In the room, I changed quickly, nerves and arousal clashing like waves. From my bag, I pulled out one of the riskiest sets I’d packed: a strappy leather lingerie ensemble with a matching garter. The cups framed my breasts so that my nipples were nearly exposed, while thin straps hugged my waist, crisscrossing over my stomach, leaving me bare between the garters. It was made for being looked at.

By the time I hooked the garters and adjusted the straps, a knock rattled the door.

“It’s them,” I squealed, my stomach dropping to my knees.

Eric answered.

Chris and Mike stepped in like they owned the place, their eyes immediately sweeping over me.

“Wow,” Chris whistled low.

“Yes, she does,” Mike purred, prowling toward me. He took my hand, lifting my arm above my head. “Spin for me.”

I let him twirl me, nerves dissolving under his steady gaze. His palm lingered at my lower back when I faced him again.

“You like?” I asked, laughing nervously, needing to fill the silence.

“I fucking love,” Mike growled, his breath hot at my ear. He backed me toward the wall, pinning both my wrists above me with one strong hand.

His lips pressed to my neck, warm and wet, his teeth grazing gently. I gasped, tilting my head to give him more. His nose brushed against my cheek before his mouth claimed mine, his tongue forcing its way in.

A second touch—different—skimmed my waist. My eyes flew open. Chris. His hands traced over me like I was a new toy he was unwrapping, gliding over my ribs, down to the swell of my ass.

Eric stood a few feet away, watching intently, his chest rising and falling with heavy breaths. His cock strained against his shorts, obvious even from where I stood.

Chris’s hand traveled lower, sweeping between my thighs. With a rough shove, he spread them apart, pushing leather aside. His fingers slid over my clit, teasing before slipping inside.

I moaned into Mike’s mouth, my hips jerking forward. Eric’s presence seared into me—I couldn’t ignore him. His eyes devoured the sight, his cock hard and obvious as he stepped closer.

I whimpered when his mouth suddenly closed over my breast, tongue swirling over my nipple through the thin strap of leather. His teeth tugged lightly, and I bucked against Chris’s hand.

The three of them steered me toward the bed like a pack corralling prey. My back hit the mattress, legs parted wide. Chris dropped to his knees between them, his mouth descending on my pussy.

His tongue lapped up my wetness, his lips sucking at my clit. I moaned shamelessly, my hips rising off the sheets.

Above me, Mike knelt, stroking his cock. His shaft was thick, pulsing, the head already slick with precum. “Open wide,” he ordered, pressing it against my lips.

Greedy, I obeyed, taking him deep into my throat. He groaned, one hand gripping my hair.

Eric slid onto the bed beside me, stroking his own cock, the sight of me being used turning him wild. I reached blindly with one hand, wrapping my fingers around him, stroking in rhythm with my sucking.

Chris’s tongue buried inside me, his face pressed tight to my slit. My body twisted between pleasure and need, my moans muffled by Mike’s cock pumping my mouth.

Mike’s hips began to thrust, fucking my throat, his cock hitting the back until my eyes watered.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “Her mouth feels incredible.”

Eric’s voice was rough, hungry. “My turn.” He tugged Mike away, replacing him.

Mike leaned down, biting at my nipples, sucking them until they stood hard, his tongue flicking relentlessly.

I gasped around Eric’s cock, his thickness sliding down my throat as Chris devoured me.

Then Chris pulled back, panting. “Condom?” He fished one from his jeans.

Before he could tear it open, Eric’s voice cut sharp. “Wait.”

My eyes shot open. Panic flooded me. Was he stopping it?

“She’s on the pill,” Eric said, looking straight at Chris. “You don’t have to—if you don’t want.”

My pussy clenched hard. Bare. He was offering them bare.

Chris tossed the condom aside. “Better without. And she’s so tight, I won’t last long anyway.”

“Just means I get my turn faster,” Mike laughed.

Chris lined up, pressing into me. My walls stretched around him, my pussy gripping every inch.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped, eyes wide. He was longer than Eric, pushing deeper than I was used to.

“Holy shit,” Chris grunted. “She’s tighter than I thought.” He began to thrust, filling me completely.

Eric shoved his cock back into my mouth, groaning as he watched Chris pound into me.

Mike shifted lower, tongue flicking my clit as Chris’s cock worked me open. Pleasure screamed through me.

“Let’s try DVP,” Eric suggested suddenly. His voice was electric.

“Think she can take it?” Chris slowed, still thrusting, his brows raised.

Two cocks. In my pussy. At once. My body tensed with nerves—but my heart screamed yes.

Mike lay flat on the bed. I straddled him, guiding his thick cock inside. Full. Too full already.

Chris moved behind me, lubing himself. Eric tossed him our bottle with a grin. “Save some for me.”

I leaned forward against Mike’s chest, breasts pressing into him, while Chris spread my thighs wider with his knees. Slowly, carefully, he pushed in alongside Mike.

The stretch was unbearable—then exquisite.

“Fuck, she’s so tight,” Chris groaned.

Eric’s phone clicked, the camera flashing. “God, look at that. Hold still.” He filmed as both men slid in and out of me, my pussy stuffed impossibly full.

The pressure was overwhelming, but my body adjusted, slick with arousal. The friction lit me up, every nerve ending on fire.

Eric stroked himself furiously, filming my face as I gasped and moaned, eyes rolling back.

“Come here, babe,” I begged, opening my mouth. He fed me his cock, and I sucked desperately while the two men used me below.

Mike groaned, his abs tightening under my palms. “I’m close—fuck, I’m close.”

I pulled off Eric just long enough to gasp, “Come in me. I want to feel it drip.”

Mike’s cock swelled, pulsing deep inside me. He groaned loud, hot cum flooding my pussy. The heat spread, dripping even as Chris continued thrusting, mixing it with his own rhythm.

Seeing it—seeing cum drip from me—made Eric curse, jerking harder as he filmed.

Chris fucked me harder, slick with Mike’s release. My pussy spasmed, my orgasm crashing hard as his cock slammed deep.

Mike slipped free, cum oozing down my thighs. Chris shoved back in, groaning. “You needed that, didn’t you?”

I could only moan in answer.

Beside me, Eric popped the lube open again, his eyes dark with hunger. “My turn.”


CHAPTER 6


Eric’s hands spread my ass wide as I straddled Chris, his cock buried deep in my soaked pussy. Chris’s chest rose and fell under me, his eyes glued to where I was gripping him so tightly. My body was already wrecked from the first round, sticky with cum that clung to my thighs, but I was hungry for more—aching, trembling, desperate to be filled again.

“Hold still for me, babe,” Eric murmured behind me, his voice low and commanding. His cock pressed hot and hard against the tight star of my ass. “I want to see my wife take both of us at once.”

I froze, my breath catching in my throat. My heart hammered. I’d just been double stuffed in my pussy; now Eric wanted to push into my ass while Chris stayed deep inside me.

“Relax, baby,” Eric whispered, his voice rasping with desire. “Breathe. Let me in.”

The blunt head of his cock pressed harder, pushing against the resistance of my tightest hole. My moan broke into a whimper as he began to slide inside. The stretch burned at first, hot and sharp, but then gave way to an exquisite fullness that made my eyes roll back.

“Ohhh fuck,” I gasped, my nails clawing at Chris’s chest.

Chris groaned too, his hands locking around my hips. “Jesus Christ—she’s clamping down on me so hard with you in there.”

Eric growled low in his throat, fisting my hair and pulling it into a rough ponytail as he pushed deeper. “That’s my girl. Stuffed in both holes. Made to be filled.”

I trembled, my body caught between pain and bliss as Eric bottomed out in my ass. I was stretched to the edge of breaking, both of my holes plugged full, every nerve in my body lit like fire.

“Fuck—fuck—” I whimpered, unable to find words.

Chris thrust upward into my pussy, and the movement forced Eric deeper into my ass at the same time. The sensation was indescribable. My body convulsed, caught between their rhythm, every thrust dragging across swollen, overstimulated flesh.

Eric leaned close, his breath hot on my ear. “Look at you. Two cocks inside you, both of us using you at once. You were made for this.”

The words slammed through me, filth and love tangled together. My pussy clenched down on Chris so hard he groaned.

“That’s it,” Chris rasped, driving up harder. “She’s squeezing the life out of me.”

My vision blurred as the orgasm built, pressure coiling hot and unbearable between my thighs. I couldn’t stop it. My body seized, walls spasming, pussy gripping Chris like a vice.

“Yes—yes—” I cried out, my voice breaking. “I’m coming!”

Eric’s grip on my hair tightened as he pounded into my ass, his words a growl in my ear. “Come for us. Milk him while I fuck your ass raw.”

The orgasm tore through me like lightning. My pussy convulsed, clamping around Chris as I screamed. My whole body shook, my thighs trembling as wave after wave crashed over me.

Chris slammed up hard, groaning. “Oh fuck—she’s got me. I’m gonna⁠—”

His cock swelled inside me, thick spurts of cum flooding my already messy pussy.

Eric’s thrusts turned ragged, deeper, rougher. “Shit—Amanda—” His cock jerked in my ass, pulsing hot as he unloaded inside me.

I sobbed with pleasure, overwhelmed, as both of them came at once—my pussy stuffed with Chris’s seed, my ass filled with Eric’s. My body couldn’t contain it all; cum spilled, smeared, leaked down my thighs.

Eric held me pinned between them until his cock twitched out its last pulse, then collapsed to the side, panting. Chris stayed buried inside me a moment longer, groaning as my spasms milked the last drops from him.

When I finally pulled off him, I collapsed onto the bed, shaking. My pussy gaped, dripping thick streams of white. My ass felt swollen, stretched, slick with Eric’s cum.

That’s when I saw Mike.

He was at the edge of the bed, stroking his cock, his eyes burning as he took in the sight of me wrecked and leaking.

“Holy fuck,” he muttered, climbing onto the mattress. “Look at this mess.”

I looked down. He was right. My pussy was a disaster zone, cum everywhere, stringing between my thighs, smeared on Chris’s cock. It looked obscene.

Mike knelt between my legs, grinning. “Looks like you need a cleanup.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but the words died in my throat as his tongue pressed to my swollen pussy.

“Ohhh!” I gasped, my back arching.

He licked greedily, lapping up the cum dripping out of me, sucking at my folds like he couldn’t get enough.

“Oh fuck—that’s so dirty,” I moaned, shoving my hips into his face.

Eric sat up beside me, stroking his cock as he watched. His eyes were wild with pride and lust. “Eat her, man. Get every drop out of my wife.”

Mike’s tongue pushed deeper, scooping out the cum that had pooled inside me and swallowing it down. He pulled back just long enough to show me a glob of white on his tongue before sucking it back.

My face burned, but my pussy clenched hard. Shame and arousal tangled until I couldn’t tell the difference.

“You’re not clean yet,” he whispered against me. He shoved two fingers inside, curling them deep, and pulled out another clump. He sucked it from his hand like candy.

I whimpered, tears prickling the corners of my eyes. “God—that’s so filthy—I love it.”

“Good girl,” Mike murmured, climbing up my body. His lips crashed into mine, his tongue forcing into my mouth, and I tasted it—the salt of cum and my own juices smeared across his tongue.

My body shook violently as his cock slid inside me.

“Ohhh fuck,” he groaned, bottoming out. “So warm—so tight—even with all that cum inside you. Feels perfect.”

I wrapped my legs around him, locking him deep inside.

Chris moved beside me, sucking one nipple into his mouth, biting and tugging until it stood sharp. His fingers pinched my other, twisting hard until I cried out.

“You’re such a good little slut,” he praised. “Taking us all, letting us fill you up while your husband watches.”

Eric groaned, his cock slick in his hand. “That’s right, baby. Show them how perfect my wife’s pussy is. Take it all.”

Mike’s thrusts grew faster, harder, his thick cock dragging over swollen walls.

“She’s tightening again,” he grunted. “Feels like she’s about to come all over me.”

“I can’t—” I gasped, my nails digging into his shoulders. “I can’t hold it⁠—”

The orgasm ripped through me again, my pussy convulsing around him, milking his cock.

“Fuck!” he growled, slamming harder. “Take it. Take my load.”

His cock swelled, jerking deep inside me as hot cum spilled in thick waves. I screamed with him, my body convulsing again as the heat filled me to overflowing.

When he collapsed beside me, panting, I was wrecked—shaking, drenched, soaked in cum. My pussy gaped, dripping steadily, the sheets beneath me stained.

For a long moment, the room was silent except for the sound of our breathing.

Then Chris chuckled, pulling his pants on. “Thanks for a fantastic night. You’ve got one hell of a wife, man.”

Eric beamed, pride radiating off him. “Thanks. You guys were amazing with her. Look at her—completely spent.”

“She was perfect,” Mike agreed, leaning down to kiss me one last time. His lips tasted of cum and sweat. “The perfect treat.”

Eric showed them out, locking the door behind them.

When he turned back to me, his cock was still half-hard, his eyes molten. He climbed into bed beside me, brushing hair from my damp forehead.

“Well, Amanda,” he said with a grin, “what did you think?”

I couldn’t even speak. My body was trembling, my thighs sticky, my pussy still dripping with three men’s cum. But I managed a smile, weak and dazed.

“I think,” I whispered hoarsely, “I’ve never been more used… or more loved.”


CHAPTER 7


The room still smelled of sweat and sex, heavy and musky, the air conditioner doing nothing to clear away the haze. My thighs were tacky with drying cum, slick patches cooling against my skin while other streaks still felt warm, slowly sliding down toward the sheets. My pussy throbbed in dull pulses, sore from being stretched every possible way, every hole filled, used, and left overflowing. The mattress was damp beneath me, evidence of everything they had done to me, and yet lying there in that mess I felt more alive than I ever had.

Eric was on his back beside me, chest rising and falling hard, his hair damp and sticking up in wild tufts. He hadn’t taken his eyes off me once. I could feel his gaze lingering on every smear of come, every mark left by Mike and Chris, like he was cataloging it all to replay later.

“It was probably the best sex of my life,” I admitted, though I caught myself, not wanting it to sound like an insult to him. “But don’t get me wrong, Eric. You and I… we’ve always had a great sex life. I mean it.”

His lips curled, like he wanted to argue, like he needed more than that little safe answer. “I can definitely say it was one of my best experiences,” I added, a softer smile playing on my lips.

He rolled his head toward me, eyes hungry, insistent. “Come on. What’d you really think?” he pressed, voice rough, like he was still living in the rawness of it.

Smiling, I shifted, rolling over until my cheek rested on his stomach, his skin warm and slightly salty under me. He threaded his fingers through my hair slowly, almost absentmindedly, but there was tension in his hand, a need. “It was probably one of the best nights of my life,” I whispered up at him, finally giving him the truth I’d been holding back.

The grin that spread across his face told me I’d said exactly what he wanted to hear. “Yeah,” he breathed, still a little winded. “That was pretty fucking hot. I was surprised you were able to take all three of us at the same time.”

I shrugged, my cheek brushing over the ridges of his abs. “It was a little painful at first, but the excitement of it all quickly made everything else fade away. It was amazing.” I leaned up, kissing him, my lips catching the faint taste of salt from his skin.

He deepened the kiss, gripping my hair tighter. “You know what needs to happen now, don’t you?” His voice had dropped into that tone I couldn’t resist, half promise, half command. His hand wrapped my hair around his fist, tugging gently until I was looking up at him. “I need you all to myself now.”

I felt my breath hitch at his words, my pussy aching even through the soreness, still slick with Mike’s last load. Before I could respond, he shifted, rolling me under him, and I felt the blunt head of his cock slide against me. My eyes widened — he was already hard again.

“With Mike’s come still in you,” he growled, pressing himself forward, “I’m going to use it. I’m going to fuck it deeper into you.”

The stretch made me gasp, my hands flying up to grip his shoulders. “Oh my God! You’re already hard?” I asked, my voice half shock, half delight.

“Oh yeah.” He smirked, not slowing his steady thrust into me. “I might’ve been looking at the pics on my phone while we were talking.”

The admission made me blush and burn all at once. My husband — stroking himself to the images of me being split open, filled, dripping with other men’s cum — the thought was so filthy I clenched around him involuntarily.

He flipped me quickly, maneuvering me so I was straddling him, his cock buried deep as he gripped my hips tight, forcing me down until I could feel his balls pressing against me. Even as swollen and tender as I was, I took him, my body instinctively opening, welcoming.

“Mmmm,” he moaned, dragging his hands up from my hips to my waist, up my ribcage until he cupped my breasts. “I need this. You. All I ever need is you.”

I leaned down, pressing my mouth to his, kissing him hard, passionately, our tongues sliding together as my breasts brushed over his chest. His words wrapped around me even as I teased, pulling back just enough to whisper against his lips, “You don’t mind sharing me though, huh?”

“Fuck, not at all,” he growled, thrusting up into me hard enough to make me whimper. “Watching all of your holes filled was fucking hot.”

I rolled my hips, riding him harder, bouncing on him until I felt every inch of him slamming deep. “You know what I thought was fucking hot?” I asked, gasping between thrusts.

His eyes bored into mine, hungry. “Tell me,” he grunted, sweat starting to bead at his temples.

“When I was completely full of come,” I breathed, moving faster, grinding down until he hit the deepest parts of me. “And the thick, gloppy pile was just sitting in my pussy. And when Mike…” I leaned down, my lips brushing his ear as I confessed, “When Mike ate it all out of me.”

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, his hips bucking up hard, forcing me to cry out. His hands clamped down on my ass, holding me tight as he fucked up into me. “That was fucking hot. Seeing all of that come in you. Good thing you’re on the pill,” he rasped. “I swear it looked like enough to knock up four or five women.”

His words sent a jolt through me, because I knew something he didn’t. My pussy fluttered around his cock, the confession sitting heavy on my tongue.

I leaned down again, hair spilling over his shoulders as I took him deeper, whispering the truth into his ear. “Actually…” I hesitated, my body trembling as I gave it to him. “I quit taking it two months ago.”

His eyes widened beneath me, the shock flaring across his face even as his hips kept thrusting up into me. For a second he froze, buried to the hilt inside me, like he was trying to process the words. My body was trembling, clenched tight around him, waiting for his reaction.

“Eric,” I said, my voice breaking into a moan as his cock twitched inside me. “I want another baby.”

The sound that tore from his throat was half-growl, half-groan, primal and raw. His hands gripped my hips so hard I knew there would be bruises tomorrow, and then he slammed up into me with a force that knocked the air from my lungs.

“Fuck,” he muttered through clenched teeth, pounding harder, his eyes locked on mine with a look I’d never seen before — wild, possessive, undone. “You drop that on me now? After everything I just watched? After seeing them fill you?”

“Yes,” I gasped, riding him, matching his rhythm as sweat slid between my breasts. “I thought—I thought it would drive you crazy.”

“It does,” he growled, his jaw tightening as he drove himself deeper, grinding against my cervix like he wanted to brand me from the inside. “You’re telling me I might’ve just watched my wife take three loads while she was fertile?”

The way he said it — equal parts furious and aroused — made my clit throb. “Yes,” I whispered, clutching at his shoulders. “You love it, don’t you?”

His laugh was dark, breathless. “I don’t know if I love it… or if I want to knock you up so hard right now they’ll never wonder who you belong to.”

That should have scared me, the rawness in his voice, but instead it lit me on fire. I leaned down, kissing him hard, moaning into his mouth as he flipped me beneath him in one sharp motion.

Now he was on top, pinning me down, spreading my thighs so wide it hurt a little. He looked down at where we were joined, at the mess smeared across my swollen lips, and something shifted in his eyes. Reverence, hunger, love — all tangled together.

“Look at you,” he rasped, pulling out almost to the tip before driving back in hard. “Leaking with their cum, stuffed with mine. And you’re telling me you want more? You want me to fill you again until you’re carrying me?”

“Yes,” I cried, arching against him, nails digging into his back. “Yes, Eric, I want it. I want your baby.”

He groaned so loud it echoed off the hotel walls. “Then I’m not stopping until I’ve emptied everything I have into you.”

He fucked me like a man possessed, like the thought of me carrying his child while still dripping with other men’s seed was the hottest thing he’d ever heard. My legs shook as he threw them over his shoulders, hammering into me, the wet slap of our bodies obscene. I couldn’t stop moaning, couldn’t stop begging. Every thrust drove me closer, the knot inside me tightening until I thought I might shatter.

“Come on my cock, Amanda,” he ordered, his voice harsh, desperate. “Come for me while I breed you.”

That word — breed — pushed me over the edge. My vision blurred, my pussy convulsing around him in tight, pulsing waves that dragged his orgasm out of him.

“Fuck—” he roared, burying himself as deep as he could go, holding me pinned while his cock jerked and throbbed, shooting thick, hot spurts into me. He didn’t stop thrusting, grinding against me like he was trying to push it deeper, make sure every drop stayed inside.

The pleasure was too much, too intense; my body shook beneath him, tears prickling at the corners of my eyes as I came again with him, my cunt clamping like a fist around his swelling shaft.

When he finally collapsed on top of me, chest heaving, we were both slick with sweat, our breaths mingling as we lay tangled in the sticky sheets. My thighs were trembling uncontrollably, and I could feel his cum oozing out already, warm trails slipping down to soak the bed.

He rolled to his side, pulling me against him, his hand immediately dropping to my belly. His palm spread wide, possessive, protective, like he was already imagining it swelling beneath his touch.

“You should’ve told me sooner,” he murmured, his lips brushing my hairline, his voice still rough. “But fuck… that was the hottest thing you could’ve said.”

I tilted my head to look at him, my lips swollen, my throat raw. “You’re not mad?” I whispered.

He shook his head, eyes blazing even in the dim light. “Mad? Amanda, you just gave me the dirtiest, filthiest gift I’ve ever been handed. The thought that you might be carrying me right now—after all that—” He broke off with a sharp laugh, pulling me tighter. “You don’t know what that does to me.”

I kissed his chest, tasting the salt of his skin. My heart was still racing, my body still trembling, but I’d never felt closer to him. “Then whatever happens… happens,” I said softly.

“Not whatever,” he countered, his hand pressing firmer against my belly. “Our future happens. And I’m going to make damn sure you get it.”

Eric’s hand never left my stomach, his thumb tracing lazy circles just above my navel as if he could already feel life stirring beneath the skin. His breathing had slowed, steadier now, but his eyes were wide open, burning. I could tell he wasn’t drifting off to sleep. No—he was thinking, watching, cataloguing me like he always did when something lodged deep in his mind.

I shifted slightly, my thighs sticky, the mess between them cooling but still plentiful. Cum was everywhere—inside me, on me, under me, seeping into the sheets. The smell was thick in the room, musky and sweet, and instead of feeling gross, I felt claimed. Marked. Cherished in the filthiest way possible.

Eric kissed my temple, then reached over to the nightstand, snagging his phone. He unlocked it with a swipe of his thumb, the screen lighting up his face in soft blue glow. I knew exactly what he was looking at before I even tilted my head to peek.

“You filmed a lot,” I teased, my voice scratchy, almost hoarse.

His lips quirked, but he didn’t look away from the phone. “Not enough,” he said. His thumb moved quickly, swiping, pausing, rewinding. Then he turned the screen toward me.

There I was—bent forward, stretched wide, two cocks pumping in and out of me while my mouth was stuffed with his. My own muffled moans filled the speakers, high-pitched and desperate, blending with the men’s grunts.

I bit my lip, my cheeks flushing hot. Watching it, hearing it—so raw, so unfiltered—it was like reliving the moment, only now I could see myself the way he had. Used. Overwhelmed. Glorious.

“Look at you,” he whispered, his thumb stroking across my hip in time with the video’s thrusts. “Look at how fucking beautiful you are like this. My wife. My slut.”

The words made my pussy clench all over again, sore as I was. I leaned against him, eyes glued to the screen. “You liked it that much?” I asked softly.

He laughed under his breath, low and rough. “Liked? Amanda, I’ll be jerking off to this every day for months. But nothing—and I mean nothing—beats knowing you’re still mine. That after all that, you came back here and told me you want my baby.”

The video looped, and for a moment we just watched in silence. The wet slap of flesh, the guttural sounds of men losing themselves in me. My own cries. It was obscene and intoxicating.

“I want you to send me that one,” I whispered.

He arched a brow. “So you can play with yourself to it when I’m not around?”

“Maybe.” I grinned, kissing his shoulder. “Or maybe so I can remember exactly how lucky I am.”

He set the phone aside, finally, and turned to me. His hand slid down between my thighs, not to start anything more but to scoop up some of the sticky mixture still leaking from me. He held it up between us, strings of white glistening in the dim light. His eyes locked on mine as he smeared it over my pussy lips, back and forth, slow and deliberate.

“You’re still dripping with them,” he said, voice reverent, like it was a holy thing. “And now me, too. All of us in you, together.”

I shivered, even as my body begged for rest. “So messy,” I whispered.

His mouth brushed my ear, hot breath making me squirm. “So perfect.”

We lay tangled in the damp sheets, the silence stretching, comfortable and heavy with everything unspoken. My eyelids began to droop, exhaustion pulling me under, but Eric’s hand never stilled on me—stroking my hip, tracing my belly, reminding me he was still awake, still watching over me.

Before sleep claimed me, I murmured, “You really don’t mind? That I want another baby?”

He kissed my hair, his lips lingering. “Amanda, I don’t just not mind. I want it too. And if it happens—whether it’s tonight or next month—I’ll know it was because we were brave enough to give each other everything.”

The words wrapped around me, warm and safe, even as my body still ached from being broken open. My last thought before drifting off was of Eric’s hand on my stomach, and the wild hope that maybe, just maybe, something had already begun to grow inside me.


CHAPTER 8


The breakfast room buzzed with the low tumble of trays and clinking silverware, a million quiet conversations folding into the clatter. The sunlight slanted through the floor-to-ceiling windows and painted everything gold, setting motes of cigarette smoke and steam from coffee alight like tiny embers. I slid my last bite of French toast onto my fork and didn’t even taste it; my mouth was full of other memories—sloppy, filthy, impossible-to-forget images that had nothing to do with syrup.

Eric came out of the bathroom with a toothbrush in his hand and a grin that still had that messy, satisfied edge. “Let’s go grab some breakfast,” he said, voice hoarse in that way it had been since the night before. “After all that extracurricular activity last night, I’m starving.”

“Same,” I said, and the word was breathy because of more than hunger. The bed still smelled like us and the sheets had a crusted evidence of what three men could do to a married woman. My body felt like a souvenir—bruised in a dozen good places and humming with a dozen more. I tugged on joggers and an oversized tee, slid into sandals, and followed him downstairs with the stupid, happy wobble of someone who’d been used and loved in equal measure.

At the buffet, Eric piled biscuits and gravy onto his plate like an emergency ration while I made a ridiculous oohing sound over the French toast station and then compromised with scrambled eggs. We sat, side by side, and tried to look like normal tourists: a couple who gambled too much, who took too-long showers, who probably would buy a tacky souvenir to remember the trip.

Except I felt watched.

It started as a prickle at the back of my neck, a sixth sense that made me tilt my head, scanning the room. The hotel’s breakfast crowd was a dozen different flavors—families, businessmen, a pair of bridal parties—but my gaze snagged on the two men at a table a few rows over. Chris and Mike were holding court like they belonged there, their posture casual but predatory, coffee cups in hand and eyes blinking over to where we were seated like VIPs checking on their entertainment.

“Mike and Chris are over there,” I hissed, half laugh, half breathless.

Eric followed my stare, then gave them a lazy little wave with his biscuit-laden fork. “I think they’re coming over,” he murmured, and there it was again—the little flutter of my pulse that told me this morning would not be ordinary.

They were over at our table in less than sixty seconds, moving with the comfortable, dangerous ease of guys who knew how to enter a room without disturbing the air but changing everything in it. Chris’s hand found mine first, palming it and kissing the back of my hand in a ridiculous, old-fashioned way that made me blush like a schoolgirl and remember how tender men could be with touch even after they’d been brutal with other parts of you.

“Good morning,” Chris said, too bright for what we’d done the evening before. “We were about to head out but stopped for a quick bite. Hope you slept well.”

“Like a baby,” I lied fabulously, because the truth—sore, sticky, giddy, exhausted—was too intimate to broadcast. “We slept like champions, actually.”

Mike laughed, loud and easy. “We were actually just talking about you two,” he said, leaning in conspiratorially. “We come here a couple times a year for business. Maybe this should be an annual thing. You know—meet up, pool parties, little reunions.”

I looked at Eric, still holding Chris’s hand for no reason I could articulate, and he nodded. “Sounds good to me. I think we could manage that,” he said. His tone was casual—calm—but there was that undercurrent I’d learned to love: protective, possessive, and so ferociously turned on by my being admired.

Chris handed me his card with theatrical flourish as if we were embarking on some new project. “Here,” he said, pressing the rectangle into my palm. “My cell and email. Text anytime. We’ll set something up.”

He began to walk away, then stopped, pivoted, and came back, catching my wrist with a laugh. “And Amanda? You can call. Any time. Don’t be shy.”

My cheeks warmed despite the cold coffee in front of me. I slipped the card into my pocket like it was contraband. The idea of meeting them again, of making that night not an isolated meteor but part of a constellation, sent a shiver through me—equal parts terror and thrill. “Next year,” I blurted, half-joking, half-serious. “We should have a bigger pool party. Bring more friends.”

Mike’s grin was wicked. “We could make it as big as you like,” he said, eyes flicking to Eric and then to me like he was assessing possible numbers and appetites. “If you want… whatever you want.”

Eric’s hand found mine under the table and squeezed—just a small, private pressure. Then he stood. “Thanks for stopping by. See you next year.” He reached for his plate like the conversation was done, as if this weren’t a line of intent drawn in the hotel’s breakfast room.

They left with the kind of casual swagger that made my stomach flip in a way the buffet never could. When their chairs scraped away I felt naked in a new way; not physically, but emotionally, as if the night had left an imprint on us both that other people could read.

We finished breakfast and wandered out into a bright Las Vegas morning—tourist-mode activated: sunglasses, cautious optimism, a list of shops and sights we’d never actually look at beyond the first store. But the city had a new sheen now. Every reflective surface seemed like a potential stage.

“I can’t get them out of my head,” I said as we moved down the Strip, the crowds a living river around us. The sunlight bounced off chrome and glass, and in every reflective window I saw the sharp curve of my hips and the memory of hands that had known them.

Eric stopped mid-stride and turned me toward him. “I can’t either,” he admitted, soft and not-embarrassed. His mouth brushed my temple. “Do you want to go back for a quickie? We don’t have to—” He glanced around once, more to check for familiar faces than privacy, and then added, “—but I can’t focus on anything else.”

“Yes,” I said without thinking, heat flaring like a match strike. The idea of slipping back into the hotel, locking the door, and giving our bodies to each other again felt like returning home. “I can’t stop thinking about last night either.”

We ducked into a shop for one of those ridiculous photo-ops where the fake brides and Elvis impersonators roamed, and then looped back to the hotel with extravagant efficiency. The hallway smelled like lemon furniture polish and perfume; the elevator hummed like a capsule between worlds.

Inside our room we didn’t bother with clothes. The door clicked shut and the lock turned like both the end of the outside world and the start of a private one. Eric practically shoved me onto the bed, as if gravity had rearranged itself to his favor. There was a wordless rush as he stripped off his clothes and then me—this time not the calculated, slow tease that had preceded the pool, but a hungry, needy fuck that felt like reclaiming ground.

I dropped to my knees between his legs before I could stop myself, fingers finding his cock, already half-hard and impatient. He braced my head with the back of his hand, guiding me, and I took him in like I’d always known the angle, knew how to make him lose his balance with a single slide of my tongue.

Between licks and small, wanton sounds, I asked, “Do you think we’ll actually meet up with them next year? Or maybe bring guys back home? Find a regular or two? Or three?” My voice was small, conspiratorial. The idea of building a little community of players around our marriage thrilled me with a new kind of domesticity—open, poly, dangerous, organized.

Eric’s hand tangled in my hair while his thumb smoothed the back of my neck. He didn’t pull me off him; he let me work, then stopped me with a soft sound and pulled me up to look at him. His eyes were serious in that same way they had been last night—part possessive father-bear, part thrilled spectator. “Babe, we can have as many as you can handle,” he said, and the tone made it a promise not a threat.

I climbed onto him, straddling, and for a long minute we just moved together—slow and then faster, like the room had a heartbeat that synced with ours. It wasn’t performative; it was intimate, messy, and exactly what I wanted now. We kissed between thrusts, tongues exploring as his hands found every inch of my sides, my breasts, my thighs. He lifted my face to look at him, and I could read everything there: hunger, contentment, a kind of greedy appreciation that made my core melt.

“We should think about rules,” I murmured between kisses, a practical sliver of me wanting order in the madness. “We should be clear about what we want—what we don’t want. Safer sex rules, maybe a ‘no-identifying’ policy for pictures unless we both agree, vetting…” I started listing things, half serious, half fantasizing.

He hummed. “Yes,” he said. “Boundaries. Absolutely. No surprises. No names in the photos unless we both sign off. And vetting. We’ll meet them in public first, like we did. We’ll want references—yes, real ones. And condoms. If you want them.” He paused, eyes hooded. “But I also want to see how you want it, too. If you want bare, we talk about it each time.”

My stomach fluttered at that—his willingness to both protect and let go. “I like that,” I said. “And I want it to feel safe. For us. For them. I don’t want to rush into something back home without making sure we aren’t messing up the life we’ve built.” The practical Amanda surfaced like a lifeline. “Maybe start with one guy, see how it goes.”

“Yeah,” he answered. “Start small. We’ll pick someone we both like. Get to know them. Set rules. You know—’no sleeping over without my say,’ stuff like that.” His voice had a plan in it, and hearing him say it calmed me. It made it feel possible, not just a whirl of lust.

He kissed me, slow and deep, then broke away with a smirk. “But right now? Let’s be selfish.” He grabbed me and shoved us back onto the bed, then slid inside me with that perfect length and pressure that only he knew. We moved together, sometime fast, sometimes languid, and each time his hand slid down to cup my belly it felt like permission for the whole messy complicated plan.

At one point, breathless and in the middle of a slow roll where the world narrowed to eye contact and wet heat, Eric paused. He fished in the nightstand drawer, producing a little notebook and a pen—of all ridiculous things—and shoved it at me with a grin. “We should start a list,” he said, voice amused. “Bring-me-backers, pool-party-plans, rules. It’ll be our kind of adult checklist.”

I laughed until I cried, the sound wet with relief. “Okay—fine. Let’s plan. But first—right now—I want you.” I pushed at him, lost in the delicious, stupid simplicity of wanting one man at a time after having been full of many.

We fucked until the sunlight shifted and thinned and the room began to smell faintly of lotion and hot bodies again. When we finally slowed, he collapsed against my shoulder, arm draped over me like an anchor. We lay there in the afterglow of promise and possibility, the idea of future rendezvous burning quiet and bright between us.

“Whatever we do,” he said finally, thumb stroking idle circles over my hip, “we do it together. We always do.” The words were small—basic, obvious—and they hit me because they were true. It didn’t matter how messy or how many others we included; it mattered that the center was the two of us.

I nodded, letting the thrum in my belly ease into a warm ache. “Together,” I echoed, and as the city beyond our window turned from bright to the soft violet of early afternoon, I let myself plan, lust, and dream: the pool party expanded, the regulars we might find back home, the small notebook of rules that would make our private playground safe.

Later, as we dressed and walked back out into the strip’s cacophony, I slipped Chris’s card from my pocket and held it to my palm like an invitation I had to decide on. The rectangle of paper felt like a promise. My chest tightened—pleasure and fear in one compact, beautiful knot. I could already imagine myself a year from now stepping into a pool crowded with familiar faces, the water warm and heavy with more than just heat.

Eric caught my hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. “Whatever you want,” he murmured, and it was a vow—I could feel it in the way he said it, in every touch he left on my skin. “We’ll make it happen. Slow, smart, and ours.”

I leaned into him, letting the magnitude of it settle. The Vegas sunlight, the hotel bells, the ricochet of laughter and slot machines felt like the backdrop to something new. We were changing the rules of our private life, rewriting the margins, but the sentence—us—remained the subject.

“Okay,” I said, and the single word held more than agreement. It held appetite, trust, and a wicked, wide-open invitation to whatever came next.


CHAPTER 9


The hotel room smelled like sex even after the cleaning staff had been through. Fresh towels had been folded, sheets replaced, tiny shampoo bottles lined up on the bathroom counter. But the air was still heavy, saturated with everything Eric and I had done and everything that had been done to me. When I zipped my suitcase shut, I caught myself glancing at the corner of the mattress as if I could still see the outline of Chris’s hand gripping me down, Mike’s broad shoulders leaning over me, Eric’s phone raised in the dim light while he captured every angle of his wife being devoured.

Vegas was behind us the second the elevator doors closed, but it clung to my skin in ways I couldn’t scrub off.

Eric laced his fingers through mine as we wheeled our luggage into the cab waiting out front. He squeezed once, firm, and when I looked at him, there was a knowing grin tugging at the corner of his mouth. Neither of us said it out loud, but we both knew: we weren’t leaving this behind. We were carrying it home, tucked under our skin like a tattoo.

The airport was a blur of lines and announcements, bright screens and sleepy-eyed families dragging carry-ons. I couldn’t focus. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw flashes: my knees spread wide under the pool water, Eric’s fingers in me while strangers watched, Chris pinning me to the wall in leather straps, Mike’s mouth glistening after he’d licked me clean.

“Hey,” Eric murmured as we settled into our seats, his voice low so only I could hear. “You’re awfully quiet. You okay?”

I smiled, though my pulse jumped. “Just… replaying,” I admitted.

His grin widened, slow and wolfish. “Me too.” He reached for the airline blanket, draping it over our laps like a conspirator’s flag. Underneath, his fingers grazed my thigh, climbing slowly, deliberately, as the engines roared to life.

“Eric,” I whispered, glancing around, but the couple in our row was already dozing off, earbuds in. The flight attendants were strapping in for takeoff. He took my hand and placed it over the bulge already swelling in his jeans.

“You think I didn’t notice the way you shifted in your seat as soon as we sat down?” he teased. “Your body’s still humming, Amanda. I can feel it from here.”

My cheeks burned, but I couldn’t resist. I unzipped him just enough to slip my hand inside, wrapping my fingers around the familiar, heavy length. He exhaled sharply, his eyes closing for a second as the plane tilted upward, carrying us into the sky.

I stroked him slowly, lazily, hidden by the blanket, and his hand slipped between my thighs in return, pressing against the damp heat I couldn’t disguise. The danger of it, the anonymity of being just another pair of passengers at thirty thousand feet, made my clit throb.

“Later,” he whispered, catching my wrist before either of us could push too far. His eyes glittered as he tucked himself back in. “I want the first time back home to be special. Ours.”

I pouted, but the truth was, I wanted that too. Vegas had been about chaos and surrender; now, back on our turf, I wanted intimacy. I wanted to know if our bed at home could feel as wild as that hotel suite had.

We landed to gray skies and the flat, familiar landscape of home. The cab ride from the airport was quiet, both of us holding hands, our thoughts unspoken but shared. Our neighborhood looked the same—manicured lawns, mailboxes lined up in neat little rows—but to me it felt altered. Like the weekend had pressed a thumbprint onto the world itself, not just me.

Inside, the house smelled faintly of lavender from the plug-in by the entryway. My sandals clicked against the hardwood as I set my bags down. The place felt smaller after Vegas, quieter, but not in a bad way. More like it was waiting, like it knew secrets now.

Eric kicked off his shoes, stretching, then turned to me with a look that made my stomach flutter. He stepped close, brushing a strand of hair off my cheek, and whispered, “I keep picturing you on that bed in Vegas. The way you looked when they both slid into you at once.”

I shivered, heat shooting through me all over again.

He kissed me then, slow and deep, hands cradling my face like I was breakable, like he was afraid of shattering me after everything we’d done. It wasn’t the desperate grab of last night; it was reverent, tender.

“Welcome home,” he murmured against my lips.

I pressed closer, my arms wrapping around his waist, my cheek resting against his chest. The steady thump of his heart grounded me, even as my body stirred with fresh want.

We unpacked in silence, moving through the little rituals of returning: tossing laundry in the basket, restocking the fridge with milk and eggs, checking the mailbox. Each normal task felt slightly absurd, like playing house after living a whole other life. But beneath it all, the current buzzed—Vegas wasn’t over. We had only pressed pause.

That night, after showers and leftover pizza, I padded into the bedroom wearing one of Eric’s old t-shirts. He was already in bed, scrolling on his phone, his hair damp from the shower. I climbed in beside him, curling against his side.

“Looking at the pictures again?” I teased, nodding toward the glow of the screen.

He smirked. “Maybe.” He set the phone down and rolled toward me, propping his head on his hand. “You know… I keep thinking about what’s next.”

My stomach flipped. “Next?”

He traced his finger along my arm, feather-light. “I mean… Vegas was wild. But it doesn’t have to stay there, does it?”

I bit my lip, pulse quickening. “What are you saying?”

He chuckled softly. “I’m saying… maybe there are ways to bring a little of that home. Keep the fun going.”

My mind spun with images—different men in our bed, hands and mouths and cocks that weren’t my husband’s but with him always there, always watching, always claiming me as his. The thought both terrified and thrilled me.

“What if it ruins what we have?” I asked softly, the fear slipping out before I could stop it.

Eric kissed my forehead. “It won’t. Because you’re mine. Because we talk about everything. That’s what makes it safe.”

I exhaled, the knot in my chest loosening. “So… you’ve been thinking about this too?”

“Oh, Amanda,” he said, grinning. “You have no idea.”

Eric rolled onto his back, tugging me along with him so that I sprawled across his chest. His fingers threaded lazily through my hair, his eyes hooded but alive with thought.

“Vegas was crazy,” he said, his voice low, thoughtful. “But you know what stuck with me most?”

“What?” I asked, tracing circles on his chest with my fingertip.

“That you never stopped looking at me. Even when they were inside you, even when your mouth was full… you kept finding me with your eyes. Like you wanted me to see it all. Like you needed me there.”

My throat tightened. I hadn’t realized he’d noticed, but of course he had. “Because I did,” I admitted. “I wanted you to watch. To see how much I could take. To know that I was doing it for us.”

He smiled, that soft, private one that melted me. “And now I want more of that. Not just in Vegas. Here. At home.”

A flush crept up my neck. “What are you suggesting?”

“Well,” he said, drawing out the word. “There are ways. You’ve heard of apps, right? Ones where couples can meet… adventurous people?”

My heart gave a sharp kick. I’d read whispers about them in forums, late-night curiosity rabbit holes when I couldn’t sleep. Anonymous profiles. Discreet meet-ups. Men who wanted exactly what we’d stumbled into in Vegas.

“You’ve thought about this, haven’t you?” I whispered.

He chuckled. “More than once. I just didn’t know if you’d be open to it.”

I laughed softly, shaking my head. “After last weekend? I think the answer is obvious.”

The air between us thickened, charged with possibility. He rolled us so I was beneath him, his body heavy and familiar as he kissed me. Slow at first, then harder, like he couldn’t hold back. His cock was already hard, pressing insistently against me through his shorts.

“Eric,” I gasped when his hand slid under my shirt, cupping my breast. “You really want to keep doing this? Even here?”

He pulled back just enough to meet my eyes. “I don’t just want it. I crave it. Watching you be used, watching you unravel—it made me feel things I can’t even explain. And it made me want to claim you harder after. To remind both of us that you’re mine.”

His words went straight to my core, lighting me up in a way I couldn’t deny. “Then show me,” I whispered.

He tugged my shirt over my head, stripping me bare, then pushed my joggers down my thighs until I was naked beneath him. His mouth was hot and urgent on my breasts, his tongue circling, his teeth nipping. I arched up, needy, already aching from the flood of memories and the sharp pulse of desire that never seemed to fade after Vegas.

When he slid into me, the stretch was both familiar and new. My body was still sore, tender from everything it had endured, but that only made it more intense. Every thrust was edged with ache, every movement a reminder of how much I’d been filled and stretched, and now how perfectly Eric fit back inside me.

“Mmmm,” he groaned, burying himself deep. “You feel even tighter than before. It’s like your body’s still remembering them.”

“Yes,” I moaned, nails digging into his back. “But you’re the one I need now. You always.”

He kissed me fiercely, fucking me harder, his hips slamming into mine. Our bodies moved together in a rhythm that was ours alone, messy and desperate and grounding.

“I’ll give you everything,” he rasped against my mouth. “Every fantasy. Every man you want. Every filthy thought you’ve ever had. But you always come back here, to me. To us. That’s the rule.”

“Yes,” I gasped, wrapping my legs around him tighter. “Always you.”

I came first, shuddering hard, clinging to him as waves tore through me. He followed almost instantly, groaning as he spilled into me, grinding deep to stay as close as possible.

When it was over, we collapsed together, sweaty and trembling, but the energy between us wasn’t fading—it was shifting.

Lying there, catching our breath, Eric reached for his phone on the nightstand. He scrolled for a minute, then turned the screen to me.

“What do you think?” he asked.

I blinked. He’d already pulled up one of the apps. The interface was simple: blurred profile photos, discreet bios, couples advertising themselves as “curious” or “experienced.” My heart raced as I scrolled through. Men of every type. Some single, some paired up. All looking for someone like us.

“Eric…” I whispered, half in shock, half in awe.

He grinned, almost boyish. “We don’t have to decide anything tonight. I just wanted you to see. To know the door is open.”

I bit my lip, excitement prickling through me. “Do you really think we’d meet people like Chris and Mike again?”

“Maybe,” he said. “Or maybe something even better. But there’s only one way to find out.”

I curled against him, the glow of the phone lighting our faces. It felt like standing at the edge of something massive, terrifying and thrilling all at once.

“Okay,” I whispered finally, a smile tugging at my lips. “Let’s see where this takes us.”

Eric kissed the top of my head, setting the phone aside. “That’s my girl.”

We drifted off in each other’s arms, the familiar hum of our house surrounding us. But in my dreams, I was already back in Vegas—and beyond—my body open, my husband’s gaze locked on mine, the future wide and waiting.


CHAPTER 10


Eric set his laptop on the bed between us, the glow from the screen making the room feel secretive, conspiratorial. It reminded me of when we were first dating, sneaking kisses in his dorm room, the thrill of doing something forbidden even if it was only kissing after curfew.

“Okay,” he said, cracking his knuckles theatrically. “Let’s make history.”

I laughed nervously, tugging the blanket over my legs. “This feels so weird. Like… what if we’re terrible at writing about ourselves?”

“You? Terrible?” he teased, bumping my shoulder. “You could write a grocery list and make it sound like an invitation to sin.”

Rolling my eyes, I leaned closer to the screen. The app’s homepage was sleek but discreet: a tasteful logo, muted colors, and a prompt asking us to create a couple’s account. Eric typed in our shared email and chose a username.

“What should we call ourselves?” he asked.

I tilted my head. “Something sexy but not obvious. Nothing like… ‘SluttyAmanda69.’”

He chuckled. “Damn. That was my first choice.”

I smacked his arm playfully. “I’m serious! We don’t want to sound desperate.”

He thought for a moment, then typed slowly. EandA_Adventures.

My lips curled. “I kind of like that. Suggestive but mysterious.”

“Exactly,” he said, giving me a satisfied grin. “Now, let’s talk profile details.”

We scrolled through the blank form: ages, location, relationship style, what we were looking for. I could feel my pulse picking up as Eric read each prompt aloud.

“Age. Easy enough. We’re thirty-three.” He typed it in.

“Location: within fifty miles of here,” he added, clicking the box.

“Relationship style…” He paused, then looked at me. “Hotwife? Open? Curious couple?”

My stomach tightened. The words felt heavier when they were choices on a screen instead of fantasies whispered in bed. Still, I took a breath and said, “Hotwife. That’s what we are, isn’t it?”

Eric’s grin spread slow and wicked. “Damn right we are.” He clicked the box without hesitation.

Next was the bio. That blank white space suddenly felt like a canyon.

“You start,” I told him.

He smirked. “Okay.” His fingers tapped against the keys as he read aloud. “Fun, adventurous couple looking to explore new experiences together. He enjoys watching, she enjoys being watched. We’re open to meeting respectful men and couples who know how to have a good time.”

I bit my lip. “It sounds… good. But maybe make it a little sexier. Like, more me.”

Eric nodded, deleting a few words. “How about this: Happily married couple looking to spice things up. She’s curious, playful, and loves to be the center of attention. He enjoys sharing and watching his wife explore her wild side. Discretion, chemistry, and fun are musts.”

A shiver ran through me. “That’s… hot.”

“Want me to add anything about what you like?” he asked.

I hesitated, my cheeks heating. “Maybe just that I like… multiple partners. And, um, being filled.”

He groaned. “You’re trying to kill me.” He added the words: She loves the idea of multiple partners and being completely filled.

“Eric!” I squealed, burying my face in the pillow. “That’s so obvious!”

“Exactly,” he laughed. “Obvious is what gets attention.”

Next came photos. That’s where my nerves really kicked in.

“Do we really have to put pictures up?” I asked, my voice small.

“Not face shots,” Eric reassured. “Just enough to show we’re real. Look.” He clicked through other profiles: men with blurred-out faces, couples with cropped selfies, close-ups of torsos and lingerie.

Some were elegant. Some were trashy. Some made me instantly wet just imagining us meeting them.

“Okay,” I said slowly. “Maybe one of me in lingerie. And one of us together. But nothing too explicit yet.”

Eric pulled out his phone, scrolling through our Vegas pictures. There was one of me in that strappy leather set, taken just before Chris and Mike arrived. My face wasn’t visible—only my body posed against the hotel mirror, my breasts pushed up, garter straps tight against my thighs.

“That one,” he said immediately.

My heart thudded. “It’s so… much.”

“Exactly,” he whispered, uploading it.

For the couple photo, he chose one from a date night months ago: us in a dimly lit restaurant, my hand resting on his thigh under the table. He cropped our faces just out of frame. It looked suggestive, secretive. Perfect.

When he hit save, our profile blinked into existence among dozens of others.

“There we are,” he said softly.

I stared at the screen, my stomach a riot of nerves and excitement. “Do you think anyone will actually message us?”

He snorted. “Are you kidding? You’re gorgeous. Men are going to be lining up.”

As if on cue, a notification pinged.

“No way,” I breathed.

Eric clicked it open. A single man had already liked our profile, his message short and bold: Damn, she’s stunning. Would love to make her scream.

Heat rushed through me. “Oh my God. Already?”

Eric laughed, eyes gleaming. “This is going to be fun.”

We spent the next hour scrolling, reading bios aloud, laughing at the cheesy ones and lingering on the interesting ones. There were young, cocky men in their twenties. Older, polished professionals. Even couples, some experienced swingers and some brand-new like us.

“Look at this one,” Eric said, pointing to a couple’s profile. Married for 12 years, looking for another couple to swap with or a respectful bull to play with wife while husband watches.

I swallowed hard. “That sounds… exactly like us.”

“Exactly,” he agreed, clicking to save it.

Every profile we read seemed to peel back another layer of possibility. Men who wanted to worship me. Couples who fantasized about trading partners. Women who craved the same thing I did: more, bigger, rougher, stranger.

Finally, Eric closed the laptop and set it aside. His eyes were dark, his body tense with need.

“Come here,” he said, tugging me into his lap.

I straddled him, my heart still racing from the messages, the photos, the endless possibilities. His hands gripped my hips tight as he pressed his hard cock against me through his shorts.

“You realize,” he whispered in my ear, “that every single thing we just typed… every fantasy we just hinted at… it’s all going to happen. Soon.”

I shivered, rocking against him. “I know. And I want it.”

His lips crashed into mine, hungry and claiming. The app might still be new, the profiles just names on a screen, but in that moment it felt real. Our lives were opening up in a way I never thought possible—and I was ready to see just how far we could go.

Eric’s mouth was still hot against mine when another notification pinged from the laptop. The sound broke our kiss, leaving us both panting, our eyes darting to the glowing screen.

“Another one,” he muttered, half irritated at the interruption, half amused.

“Open it,” I urged, my pulse quickening.

He reached over, one hand still gripping my hip, and clicked the message. This one was from a man who called himself Jay_in_Town. His profile picture was discreet, just a muscular chest and a glimpse of abs, but his bio was short and confident: Thirty-six, 6’2, athletic, clean. Love treating married women right. Husband can watch, join, or just enjoy the show.

Eric whistled low. “He didn’t waste any time.”

I felt my mouth go dry as I scanned his words again. Treat married women right. My thighs pressed together unconsciously, heat pooling between them.

“What do you think?” Eric asked, studying me carefully.

“He sounds…” I bit my lip. “Tempting.”

Eric grinned. “That’s what I thought. But let’s not jump into bed with the first guy who winks at us. We should be picky.”

I nodded, though my body screamed otherwise. “Picky, yes. But maybe we should respond? Just to see how it feels.”

Eric leaned back, one brow arched. “You want me to message him, or do you want to?”

My heart pounded. “Together,” I whispered.

We typed slowly, deliberately, every word a jolt of electricity. Hi Jay, thanks for the message. We’re new to this, but curious. Can you tell us more about yourself?

I hit send, my fingers trembling.

Almost instantly, the typing bubbles appeared.

Sure. Divorced, no kids, clean, D&D free. Not looking to cause drama, just enjoy good company. I travel for work but I’m in town most weekends. And I’ll be honest—I’ve always loved the idea of being with a married woman while her husband watches. It’s the hottest thing I can imagine.

My skin prickled with goosebumps. The fantasy I’d barely dared to say aloud, mirrored back at me in a stranger’s words.

Eric smirked. “Told you men would line up. He basically just volunteered for an audition.”

I laughed nervously, tugging the blanket tighter around myself. “It feels so real now. Too real.”

“Good,” Eric said firmly. “That’s what we wanted, isn’t it?”

He wasn’t wrong. But my nerves buzzed like live wires.

We spent the next hour trading messages—playful questions, little teases, even a joke or two that made me blush. Jay was confident without being pushy, flirty without being crude. He sent a photo of himself in workout clothes, his face partly hidden but his body undeniably fit.

When Eric finally closed the laptop, his hand was trembling slightly. “Fuck,” he muttered. “If we keep going, I’m going to drag you onto my cock right here.”

I laughed breathlessly. “Who says I’d complain?”

But instead of sex, we ended up curled together, whispering in the dark about possibilities. About Jay. About the other couples we’d seen scrolling past. Every time I thought we were done, Eric would bring up another “what if,” and my stomach would flip all over again.

“What if,” he said at one point, “we met a couple first? Just to ease into it. Like a double date with benefits.”

I hummed thoughtfully. “That could be fun. Especially if the wife and I clicked.”

“And what if,” he added, voice low, “we checked out a club sometime? You know… swingers’ night. I’ve read they’re not all sleazy. Some are classy. Safe.”

That word—club—sent a thrill through me. It conjured images of dim lights, whispered invitations, the sense of stepping through a door into a secret world.

“Wouldn’t that be… overwhelming?” I asked.

“Maybe,” Eric admitted. “But we don’t have to do anything. We could just watch. See how it feels.”

The idea gnawed at me the rest of the night. Jay was tempting. The couples on the app were exciting. But a club… that was a whole new level.

The next morning, I woke to find Eric already on his phone, scrolling.

“Are you seriously checking the app before breakfast?” I teased, yawning.

He grinned sheepishly. “Guilty. But you should see this. We’ve got like, seven messages already.”

I blinked, sitting up. “Seven? We only made the profile last night!”

He handed me the phone. Sure enough, the inbox was filling quickly: likes, winks, full-on paragraphs from men describing what they wanted to do to me. Some were crude, some respectful, some downright poetic in their filth.

One man, TravelerJoe, wrote: There’s nothing hotter than a married woman being worshipped. I’d love to kneel for you while your husband watches.

I swallowed hard. “Oh, my God.”

Eric laughed. “See? You’re irresistible. And this is just the beginning.”

We scrolled together, reading out the most outrageous lines, laughing, blushing, pausing when something hit too close to fantasy. With every message, I felt the line between imagination and reality blur further.

Finally, Eric set the phone down, his expression turning serious. “We’re at a crossroads here, Amanda. We can keep flirting online forever. Or we can take a step into the real world.”

I chewed my lip. “And you think the club is that step?”

He nodded. “It’s safer than meeting strangers one-on-one at first. Neutral ground. Lots of people. We can leave anytime. And we’d know instantly if we liked the vibe.”

A nervous thrill spread through me. “So… we’d just go. Watch. Maybe talk to people. No promises.”

“Exactly,” he said, his hand finding mine. “No pressure. Just curiosity.”

I looked at him, the man I’d married, the man who’d opened this door for us both. And I realized I wasn’t scared—I was exhilarated.

“Okay,” I whispered. “Let’s do it.”

His smile was slow, wicked, full of promise. “That’s my girl.”

That afternoon, after errands and a lazy brunch, Eric pulled up his laptop again. Together, we Googled local swingers’ clubs, scrolling through polished websites with tasteful photos of lounges and dance floors.

Some looked flashy, like nightclubs with velvet ropes. Others promised private rooms, hot tubs, “theme nights.” Every site had the same discreet assurance: safety, privacy, and a judgment-free zone.

I leaned over his shoulder, my heart hammering. “They look… nicer than I expected.”

“See?” Eric said, clicking one. “This one even has a dress code. Cocktail attire. That means classy.”

I laughed nervously. “Do you even own cocktail attire?”

He smirked. “I’ll dust off the suit from your cousin’s wedding. But the bigger question is—what will you wear?”

His voice was teasing, but the image sent a shiver down me. Walking into a place like that in a tight dress, knowing strangers would be wondering if they could touch me, taste me. And knowing Eric would be right there, watching it all.

“Something that makes you proud to show me off,” I whispered.

Eric groaned, pulling me into his lap again. “Careful. You keep talking like that, and we’ll never make it out of this house.”

I giggled, but inside, I was buzzing with anticipation. The app, the messages, the profiles—all of it had been foreplay. But the club? That would be our first real step.

And I couldn’t wait.


CHAPTER 11


By Saturday morning, the decision already felt sealed between us, even though neither of us had said it out loud yet. Eric had spent the last two days researching clubs in our area like he was planning a business trip, comparing reviews, scrolling through photos, reading dress codes. I’d caught him bookmarking one site in particular: Velvet Nights, a members-only lounge with soft lighting, private rooms, and glowing testimonials about “welcoming vibes” and “a sexy, upscale atmosphere.”

When I padded into the kitchen in my robe, he was already sipping coffee at the counter, laptop open to the Velvet Nights calendar.

“They have a couples’ mixer next weekend,” he said casually, but his eyes sparkled over the rim of his mug.

My stomach flipped. “Next weekend?”

“Perfect timing,” he continued, ignoring my wide-eyed look. “We’ve got nothing on the calendar. Saturday night. Black dress code. Cocktail attire required.”

I laughed nervously, clutching my robe tighter. “You say that like we’re already going.”

He leaned across the counter, lowering his voice. “We are.”

The firmness in his tone sent a rush of heat through me. All week we’d been flirting with the idea, treating it like a fantasy we could back away from at any moment. But now he’d said it. And I realized—I wanted him to.

“Then I need something to wear,” I murmured.

His grin turned devilish. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

We hit the mall that afternoon, but it felt nothing like a normal shopping trip. The moment we stepped into the first boutique, I was hyper-aware of what we were doing—not just looking for clothes, but hunting for armor. Seduction in fabric form.

“What about this one?” Eric asked, holding up a tight black sheath dress that barely reached mid-thigh.

I raised an eyebrow. “That looks painted on. I’d have to skip dessert just to zip it up.”

He smirked. “Exactly.”

Rolling my eyes, I sifted through hangers until I found something more my speed—a silky black wrap dress with a plunging neckline. Elegant but teasing. When I slipped it on in the fitting room, it hugged my waist and skimmed my hips in a way that made me stand straighter.

I cracked the curtain, letting Eric peek in. His jaw slackened.

“Fuck, Amanda…” His voice was husky. “That’s the one.”

“You think?” I turned, the fabric swishing against my thighs.

“Absolutely. Every guy in that place will be dying to rip it off you.” He stepped closer, tugging me by the wrist until I stumbled half into his arms. “And I’ll be the one knowing it’s mine.”

My pulse thundered as his hand slid low on my back, dangerously close to my ass. “Eric,” I hissed, glancing around the store.

He just grinned, kissing me quick before letting go. “Buy it. Now.”

Of course, one dress wasn’t enough. At the next shop, Eric insisted on lingerie.

“You’ll need something underneath,” he said innocently, though his eyes betrayed him.

The saleswoman smiled knowingly as she led us to racks of lace, silk, and straps. My cheeks burned as Eric sifted through them like a kid in a candy store.

“This,” he said, holding up a black lace bodysuit with cutouts in all the right places.

“This,” he repeated, picking a strappy red set with garters.

“This,” he added, producing a sheer bra and panty set that looked like it would disintegrate if I breathed too hard.

I swatted his arm. “I can’t buy three!”

“Why not?” He leaned in, voice low. “Each one’s for a different fantasy.”

I ducked into the dressing room with his picks, my hands shaking as I stripped. The first, the black bodysuit, hugged me like a second skin, sheer in the middle, framing my breasts like art. I twirled nervously before pulling the curtain back.

Eric’s eyes went wide. “Holy shit.”

“Too much?” I asked.

“Not enough,” he growled.

The red set was even worse—garters dangling, lace barely covering me. When I stepped out this time, his hand immediately reached for me, cupping my breast through the fabric.

“Eric!” I gasped, slapping his hand away.

He chuckled darkly. “You’re going to get us kicked out.”

“You’re the one grabbing me!”

“Because you look like sin incarnate.”

By the time I modeled the sheer bra and panties, he was visibly hard, shifting uncomfortably in his jeans. His pupils were blown, his breathing ragged.

“We’re buying all three,” he announced hoarsely.

My protest died in my throat when I saw his expression. God, he wanted me. And I wanted him wanting me like this.

Back home, we dumped the bags on the bed like kids after Halloween. Eric pulled the lingerie out one by one, laying them flat, stroking the lace with reverence.

“Which one’s for the club?” I asked, watching him.

He looked up, his eyes burning. “All of them. Different nights. Different moods. But for next weekend? The black bodysuit. With the wrap dress on top. Elegant outside. Dirty secret underneath.”

I shivered, picturing it. “And what about you? You can’t just wear your work suit.”

He grinned. “Already ordered something online. Slim black suit, new shirt. You’ll approve.”

I tilted my head, studying him. “You’ve thought about this a lot, haven’t you?”

He didn’t flinch. “Every night since Vegas.”

Silence stretched between us, charged and thick. Finally, I whispered, “Me too.”

That night, while dinner simmered on the stove, Eric poured us wine and pulled his phone from his pocket.

“Velvet Nights requires a membership,” he explained, scrolling. “Basic couple’s account. Discreet. We can sign up now and reserve our spot for next weekend’s mixer.”

My stomach fluttered. This was it—the point of no return.

“Are we really doing this?” I asked, half-laughing, half-nervous.

He met my gaze, steady and sure. “Yes. Unless you don’t want to.”

I swallowed hard, then reached for his phone. My finger hovered over the screen for a moment before I tapped Join Now.

“There,” I said, my voice shaking. “We’re in.”

Eric exhaled slowly, like he’d been holding his breath all week. Then he cupped my face in both hands and kissed me, deep and slow, sealing the promise we’d just made.

We spent the rest of the evening fantasizing about what might happen. Would we talk to anyone? Would we watch from the sidelines? Would someone approach me like Mike had in Vegas, bold and sure, while Eric stood by and watched?

By the time we crawled into bed, my body was humming with anticipation, my mind looping images of velvet lounges and secret touches.

Next weekend suddenly felt like an eternity away.
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The days leading up to Saturday felt like slow torture—every hour dripping with a mix of nerves and raw excitement. At work, I caught myself daydreaming about velvet couches and strangers’ eyes on me, only to jolt back to reality when my phone buzzed with an email. At night, Eric and I couldn’t stop circling the subject. It was like foreplay stretched out over a week.

“Imagine,” Eric whispered one night, spooning me in the dark, “what it’ll be like when you walk in wearing that dress. Every man there will want you. But only I’ll know what you’ve got on underneath.”

His hand slid over my stomach, then lower, until his fingers brushed between my thighs. I was already wet just from his words.

“I’ll feel their eyes,” I murmured, arching into him. “But I’ll feel your hands.”

He groaned against my neck, his cock pressing against my back. “And after they’ve had their turn… I’ll take you home and make you remember whose you are.”

I came from his touch that night before either of us could even sleep, my body restless with the thrill of what was to come.

By Wednesday, the anticipation was so thick I could barely focus on anything else. I was folding laundry when Eric appeared in the doorway, leaning against the frame, his tie still loose from work.

“Practice run,” he announced, holding up his phone.

I blinked. “Practice what?”

“Our introduction. You know they’ll ask questions. Couples, singles. We should have a script.”

I laughed, setting the laundry aside. “A script? What are we, actors?”

He grinned. “In a way. Go on. Pretend I’m some guy at the bar.” His voice dropped lower, unfamiliar. “So, what brings you two to Velvet Nights?”

I rolled my eyes but played along, slipping into character. “We’re curious. We had an amazing experience in Vegas, and we wanted to see if the sparks would fly again.”

Eric’s eyes narrowed, still in character. “And what do you want out of tonight?”

The question hit harder than I expected. My lips parted, heat rushing up my neck. “I want to feel wanted. I want to feel watched.”

He set the phone down, crossing the room in three strides. His mouth crashed against mine, hands fisting in my shirt.

“Good answer,” he growled, dragging me toward the bed.

Thursday night was another “rehearsal,” though this one was less about words and more about boundaries.

“What if,” Eric asked, spreading me out on the sheets, “someone wanted to kiss you while I was in the room?”

My breath hitched. “Then you’d watch.”

“What if,” he continued, pressing his cock against me without pushing inside, “he wanted more than a kiss?”

I shivered. “Then you’d let him.”

His thrust was sharp, possessive. “And what if I wanted to stop it?”

“Then it stops,” I gasped, clutching at his shoulders.

“Exactly,” he said, his rhythm quickening. “Our rules. Our pace. No one else’s.”

I came with that reminder echoing in my ears, the safety of his words amplifying every rush of heat.

By Friday, my nerves were a mess. Every outfit I tried on for errands felt like rehearsal, every glance in the mirror a test. Could I really do this? Walk into a club full of strangers with my husband, knowing some of them might try to touch me, claim me, even fuck me?

But the more I asked, the more the answer was always the same: yes.

Saturday morning dawned with a nervous buzz in the air. I tried to distract myself with chores, but Eric was restless, pacing the house like a caged animal.

Finally, around noon, he grabbed my hand. “Let’s make tonight count. No chickening out.”

“I’m not chickening out,” I protested, though my voice cracked.

He pulled me close, kissing my forehead. “I know. You’re braver than me.”

That made me laugh. “You? Afraid?”

“Terrified,” he admitted. “But turned on as hell.”

The hours crawled until it was finally time to get ready. I slipped into the shower first, scrubbing every inch of myself with scented soap, shaving carefully until my skin was smooth. My body tingled with awareness, knowing strangers might soon be staring at it, maybe touching it.

When I stepped out, Eric was waiting, already in his new suit. The slim cut hugged his frame, his shirt crisp, his jaw freshly shaved.

“Wow,” I breathed.

He smirked. “Wait until I see you.”

Back in the bedroom, I slipped into the black bodysuit. The lace clung to me, framing my breasts, dipping low between my legs. It felt wicked, a secret armor no one else would know about until I chose.

Then I pulled the wrap dress over it, the silk whispering against my skin, the neckline plunging low. Paired with heels, it transformed me.

Eric’s eyes went wide when I stepped out. “Fuck, Amanda…”

“You like?” I asked, twirling slowly.

“Like?” He swallowed hard. “Every man in that place is going to want you. And I’ll be the luckiest bastard alive.”

His hands roamed over me, cupping my ass, sliding along my waist. For a moment, I thought he’d ruin my makeup then and there, but he pulled back, breathing hard.

“No,” he said firmly. “Not now. Tonight, when we get back, I’ll wreck you. But right now, I want every ounce of this tension saved for that club.”

The restraint in his voice sent a shiver down my spine.

We stood by the mirror, side by side, taking ourselves in. For a moment, it didn’t feel like us—the suburban couple who paid bills and argued about groceries. It felt like the Vegas version of us, sharper, bolder, dangerous.

“You ready?” Eric asked softly.

I swallowed hard, my pulse thundering in my ears. “Ready.”

He picked up the keys, his hand warm as it closed around mine. Together, we stepped out into the night, anticipation buzzing between us like static.


CHAPTER 12


The parking lot was ordinary, tucked behind an office park, but the moment we walked toward the discreet door marked Velvet Nights, my heart began to race. A soft glow spilled from frosted windows, and a uniformed doorman checked our names against the list before ushering us inside.

The lobby was quiet, almost hotel-like, with polished floors and a sleek desk where a woman in a black dress greeted us. She scanned our membership info, handed us wristbands, and explained the rules: no cameras, no pressure, no means no. Her tone was calm, practiced, but my nerves thrummed beneath every word.

When the second set of doors opened, the air shifted. Low music pulsed through dim lights. Plush couches lined the lounge, a bar glittered at one end, and beyond, I glimpsed a softly lit dance floor. Everything was bathed in shades of red and gold, decadent but not sleazy.

Eric squeezed my hand. “Breathe,” he murmured.

“I am,” I whispered back, though my chest felt tight.

We started at the bar, ordering drinks just to have something to hold. The glass was cool in my hand, grounding me as I glanced around. Couples lounged in clusters, some laughing, some leaning close with unmistakable heat between them. A few were already kissing openly, hands roaming freely, like they were in their own private world.

My eyes snagged on a couple across the room: a tall, dark-haired man in a fitted suit and a woman with long auburn hair spilling over her bare shoulders. They looked polished, confident, the kind of pair who’d been here many times before. The woman caught me looking and smiled knowingly. My stomach flipped.

Eric followed my gaze and smirked. “Making friends already?”

I flushed, sipping my drink. “She smiled at me.”

“Then maybe we should go say hi.”

Before I could protest, he guided me across the room.

“Evening,” the man greeted, his voice smooth. “I’m Daniel, and this is Rachel.”

Eric shook his hand, introducing us, and Rachel leaned forward to kiss my cheek, her perfume wrapping around me. Up close, she was stunning—eyes bright, lips curved in an easy smile.

“First time here?” she asked, reading me too easily.

I nodded, laughing nervously. “Is it that obvious?”

“Only because I remember my first night,” she said warmly. “Relax. You two look amazing. Half the room’s probably already noticed you.”

Her compliment sent a rush of heat to my cheeks. Eric slipped his hand to the small of my back, steadying me, but I could feel his pride radiating.

Daniel gestured toward a quieter corner, and we followed them to a couch. Conversation flowed easily at first—where we were from, what brought us here. But it didn’t take long before Rachel leaned closer, her voice low and conspiratorial.

“So,” she said, her fingers brushing my arm, “are you just here to watch tonight? Or are you open to… more?”

The way she said “more” made my pulse quicken.

Eric spoke before I could. “We’d love to watch, at least to start. But we’re open to seeing where the night takes us.”

Rachel’s smile widened. “Perfect answer.”

As the night deepened, the energy in the club shifted. The lounge filled with laughter and flirtation, but it was the back area that drew my attention. Through an archway, I glimpsed bodies moving, shadows writhing in a dim, velvet-lit space.

Rachel must have noticed where I was looking. “Want a tour?” she asked.

I hesitated, but Eric squeezed my hand. “Yes,” he said.

The four of us wandered through the archway into what they called the play lounge. The air was warmer, thicker with sex and the scent of skin. Couches and beds lined the walls, some already occupied by couples and threesomes lost in their own worlds. One woman was on her knees, sucking a man while another woman kissed her neck. On the next couch, a couple writhed together, her moans carrying faintly over the music.

My breath caught. I knew what to expect, but seeing it—the unapologetic openness of desire—sent a bolt of electricity through me.

Eric’s arm tightened around me, his body tense but his eyes lit with hunger. He wasn’t just tolerating this. He was devouring it.

Rachel leaned close, her lips brushing my ear. “Beautiful, isn’t it? Everyone here knows why they came. No shame, no games. Just pleasure.”

Her words made my nipples harden beneath the lace of my bodysuit.

Daniel gestured to a nearby couch. “We could sit. Watch. Ease in.”

Eric nodded, guiding me down. The four of us sat together, drinks in hand, the air heavy with unspoken possibilities.

Across from us, a woman bent over a padded bench while her partner took her from behind. Her breasts swung with each thrust, her cries raw and uninhibited. My thighs pressed together instinctively, heat pooling between them.

“You’re wet already,” Eric whispered against my ear, his hand slipping over my thigh.

I shivered. “How do you know?”

“Because I know you.”

Rachel laughed softly, as if she’d heard. “The first time I came here, I thought I’d explode just from watching. Don’t fight it. Let it turn you on.”

Her hand brushed mine, her touch light but deliberate. My breath caught.

Eric saw it, his eyes darkening. “You like that?” he murmured.

I nodded, unable to form words.

Daniel leaned forward, his gaze steady on Eric. “We don’t have to push. But if you want, we could give you two a show.”

Eric’s breath hitched. “A show?”

Rachel’s smile was wicked. “We play. You watch. No pressure to join. Just see how it feels.”

My chest rose and fell fast, my body alive with nerves and desire. I looked at Eric, needing his answer.

He cupped my cheek, kissed me softly, and whispered, “Yes.”

Rachel stood gracefully, pulling Daniel with her to the empty bed a few feet away. They kissed first, slow and deep, before Daniel slipped her dress down her shoulders, revealing a lacy black bra. Her breasts spilled free as he unclasped it, his mouth claiming one nipple while his hand tugged her skirt up.

I couldn’t look away. Rachel moaned, her back arching, her thighs spreading as Daniel’s hand disappeared between them. She was beautiful, shameless, radiant in her pleasure.

Eric’s hand clamped on my thigh, his breath hot against my ear. “See her? That’s going to be you. Soon.”

I whimpered, already trembling.

Rachel’s moans grew louder as Daniel pushed her panties aside and slid two fingers into her. Her hips rocked, her hand clutching at his arm, her head thrown back in ecstasy. When Daniel unzipped his pants and freed his cock, my mouth went dry.

He eased into her slowly, her gasp filling the room, and then began to thrust, deep and steady. She clung to him, moaning openly, her breasts bouncing with each movement.

Watching them was intoxicating—like Vegas, but more raw, more immediate. I could smell them, hear the wet sounds of their bodies, feel the couch vibrating faintly with their rhythm.

My thighs pressed tight together, aching for relief. Eric’s hand slipped higher, under my dress, brushing the lace of my bodysuit.

“You’re soaked,” he whispered, sliding a finger against me.

I gasped, clutching his arm. “Eric⁠—”

“Don’t hold back,” he urged, his eyes locked on Rachel. “They’re showing us what’s possible. Imagine yourself there. Imagine them watching you.”

His words tipped me over. My body trembled, my clit throbbing beneath his touch, and I realized I was already close to coming just from watching.

Rachel’s cries built to a crescendo, her whole body shuddering as she came around Daniel’s cock. He groaned, thrusting faster, until his release followed, hot and messy, filling her while her nails raked down his back.

The room around us seemed to blur. All I could feel was Eric’s hand pressed against my slick heat, his other arm tight around me, his voice hot in my ear.

“That’s going to be us,” he murmured. “You ready to show them?”

I turned my face to him, my answer clear in my eyes.

“Yes.”

The bed creaked as Rachel collapsed back against the pillows, flushed and glistening, her chest rising and falling. Daniel kissed her neck, his hand still between her thighs, coaxing the last tremors from her body.

I sat frozen, my breath ragged, Eric’s hand still pressed against my soaked lace. My body screamed for release, but it wasn’t enough anymore. I needed more than fingers, more than whispers. I needed cock.

Eric’s jaw was clenched so tight I thought it might crack. His cock strained visibly against his pants, so hard it looked painful. He shifted, groaning under his breath, and I realized he was fighting the same battle—between control and giving in.

Rachel’s eyes flicked toward us. She smiled lazily, her lips swollen, her hair a wild halo. “Don’t just watch,” she murmured, her voice husky. “Join us.”

The invitation hit like a lightning strike.

Eric’s breath left him in a harsh exhale. “Fuck,” he muttered, almost to himself.

I turned to him, grabbing his shirt with trembling hands. “Please,” I begged, my voice breaking. “I need it. I need you. Now.”

That was all it took. He hauled me up from the couch, his mouth crashing onto mine as he shoved my dress up to my waist. His fingers hooked under the lace bodysuit, yanking it aside, and I gasped as the cool air hit my slick heat.

“Mine,” he growled, his cock freed from his pants in one furious motion. The head pressed against me, thick and throbbing, and I almost sobbed with relief.

“Yes, please,” I cried, clutching at his shoulders.

He thrust into me hard, burying himself balls-deep with one stroke. The stretch made me cry out, my nails digging into his back, my whole body shuddering around him.

“Oh, fuck!” Eric groaned, his forehead pressing to mine. “So fucking tight. I can’t—god, Amanda, I can’t hold back.”

“Yes,” I gasped, rocking against him. “Fuck me, Eric. Harder. Please!”

His hips slammed into me, fast and relentless, the sound of our bodies echoing through the play lounge. My breasts bounced with every thrust, my clit throbbing as the ache finally began to ease into raw, pounding pleasure.

Rachel sat up on the bed, her eyes on us, her lips parted. She licked her fingers slowly, watching me ride Eric’s cock like it was her favorite show.

“Beautiful,” she murmured. “She’s stunning.”

Daniel’s gaze locked on Eric, admiration and hunger mingling. “You’re lucky,” he said, voice low.

Eric grunted, thrusting harder, his arm banded tight around my waist. “I know.”

The tension in my body coiled tighter, my pussy clenching around him. Every nerve burned, every thrust pushing me closer to the edge. “Eric,” I gasped, my voice desperate. “I’m—oh god, I’m going to⁠—”

“Come,” he growled, pounding into me harder. “Do it. Let them see how good I fuck you.”

That command ripped me open. My orgasm hit like a storm, my body spasming violently around his cock, my scream muffled against his shoulder. He groaned as my pussy milked him, his thrusts erratic, and I knew he was on the edge too.

But then Rachel moved. She slid off the bed, gliding toward us, her hand stroking down Eric’s arm before she cupped my breast, pinching the nipple between her fingers.

I cried out, the extra stimulation sending sparks shooting through me.

“Let me taste her,” Rachel said softly, looking at Eric.

For a heartbeat, I thought he’d refuse. His grip on me tightened, his possessiveness bristling. But then he met my eyes, saw the pleading in them, and his jaw unclenched.

“Do it,” he said hoarsely.

Rachel dropped to her knees, her lips brushing my thigh before her tongue flicked over my swollen clit. I screamed, my legs shaking as Eric held me up, his cock still driving into me while Rachel licked greedily.

“Oh my god!” I sobbed, my whole body on fire.

Eric’s curses were raw, his cock swelling inside me. “Fuck, Amanda, I’m going to lose it. You’re so fucking tight—watching her eat you while I fuck you—I can’t⁠—”

He groaned loud, slamming deep one last time as his cock pulsed, hot spurts filling me. The force of it dragged another climax out of me, my body convulsing as Rachel sucked my clit mercilessly.

We collapsed together, trembling, gasping, Eric still buried inside me.

Rachel licked her lips, rising slowly, her smile wicked. “Delicious,” she murmured.

Daniel chuckled, his hand stroking his cock as he watched. “She’s a natural.”

Eric pulled me tighter against him, his breath still ragged. “She’s mine.”

Rachel’s hand stroked down my arm, gentle now. “Of course she is. But she can still be ours too, if you want.”

Eric’s eyes darkened, his cock twitching inside me even as he softened. I could feel his conflict—his hunger to see more, his jealousy, his pride.

I tilted my head, whispering in his ear. “Do you want them?”

His answer was a groan, half frustration, half surrender. “Yes. Fuck, yes.”

Daniel stepped closer, his cock thick and ready, and I knew the night was far from over.


CHAPTER 13


Daniel’s hand brushed my hip, his touch steady, deliberate, like he’d done this hundreds of times—but the way he looked at me, there was hunger in his eyes. My body quivered, already stretched and throbbing from Eric, already sensitive from Rachel’s mouth. I should’ve been spent. Instead, the ache only deepened.

Eric eased out of me slowly, his cock slick and glistening, and sank onto the couch beside us, chest heaving. His jaw flexed, his eyes locked on mine, but he didn’t stop Daniel. He didn’t say a word. He just leaned back, stroking himself, so hard again I thought his skin would split.

I felt the weight of his stare as Daniel tipped my chin up with one hand. “May I?” he asked, his voice deep, almost gentle.

“Yes,” I whispered, my voice cracking with need. “Please.”

Rachel’s smile curved sly as she guided me backward onto the bed. My dress was already hiked up, the lace bodysuit shoved aside. Daniel positioned himself between my legs, his cock thick and heavy, slick with lube he’d taken from the nightstand. He rubbed the head against my drenched slit, teasing me until I writhed.

“Fuck her,” Eric growled suddenly, his voice low and raw. “I want to see her take you.”

Daniel’s eyes met his, then mine. He pressed forward, slow at first, stretching me wide. My breath broke in a cry as his girth forced me open.

“Ohhh—god—” My nails clawed at the sheets, my body straining.

Eric’s hand worked furiously on his cock, his breathing sharp. “Take it, baby. Show me how much you want it.”

Daniel groaned as he sank deeper, filling me until I was stuffed completely. My pussy clenched helplessly around him, the sensation overwhelming, exquisite.

“So tight,” Daniel grunted, his fingers gripping my thighs. “She’s gripping me like a vice.”

Rachel laughed softly, settling beside Eric on the couch. She placed her hand over his, guiding his stroking. “See how she opens up for him? Look at her.”

Eric’s head fell back, a moan ripping from his throat. “Fuck, I see. She’s incredible.”

Daniel began to thrust, slow at first, then harder, his hips slapping against mine. The sound echoed, wet and obscene, mingling with my cries. Every stroke hit deeper than I thought possible, my body bowing up to meet him.

I turned my head toward Eric, desperate to read him. His eyes were locked on me, wide and wild, his chest rising like he was on the edge himself.

“You like watching me?” I gasped, my voice high and broken.

His answer was a growl, his cock twitching in his hand. “Love it. You’re so fucking beautiful when you’re used like this.”

Daniel’s pace quickened, his cock driving into me relentlessly. My breasts bounced with each thrust, nipples hard and aching. Rachel slipped onto the bed beside me, her mouth capturing one, sucking hard while her fingers pinched the other. The double stimulation tore another scream from me.

“Yes!” I sobbed, my body thrashing, lost in sensation.

Eric rose suddenly, standing over us. His cock jutted out, thick and leaking. Rachel’s hand slid from my breast to grip him, stroking slow and deliberate while she licked me.

“God,” he groaned, his hand tangling in her hair. “Don’t stop.”

I was sandwiched between them—Daniel pounding my pussy, Rachel sucking my nipple, Eric’s groans vibrating through the air as he fed his cock into her mouth. The sight pushed me past the point of no return.

“Eric!” I cried, my body seizing, my pussy clamping down around Daniel in violent spasms. The orgasm ripped through me, wave after wave, my thighs shaking uncontrollably.

Daniel cursed, thrusting harder, his rhythm faltering. “I’m close—fuck, she’s squeezing me⁠—”

“Come in her,” Eric snarled, his hand fisting Rachel’s hair as she bobbed on his cock. “Fill her up. I want to see it.”

Daniel groaned loud, driving deep one last time as his cock pulsed, spilling hot inside me. I gasped at the heat flooding my pussy, so much I could feel it leaking out around him. The thought of it—of another man’s come mixing with Eric’s inside me—sent another shiver through me.

Eric yanked out of Rachel’s mouth, his cock slick with spit. “Move,” he ordered, his voice ragged.

Rachel slid back, and Eric climbed onto the bed, grabbing my face with both hands. His cock slammed into me in one fierce stroke, shoving Daniel’s come deeper inside.

“Ohhh, fuck!” I screamed, the sensation raw, messy, overwhelming.

“Mine,” Eric growled, pounding me so hard the bed shook. “All of you—every hole—mine.”

I clung to him, crying out as another orgasm tore through me, my pussy a tight, desperate vice around his cock. He groaned, his body tensing, and I felt him swell before he erupted, his seed mixing with Daniel’s, thick and hot and endless.

When he collapsed on top of me, sweaty and panting, I could still feel Rachel’s hand stroking my hair, her voice soft.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “You were perfect.”

I was too spent to reply, my body trembling, my pussy dripping with both their cum.

Eric pressed his forehead to mine, his voice hoarse. “Fuck, Amanda. That was⁠—”

“Everything,” I whispered, tears prickling my eyes. “It was everything.”

Eric collapsed against me, his chest slick with sweat, his cock still buried deep, keeping Daniel’s load inside me. My body trembled beneath his weight, the sheets damp with sweat and come. For a long moment, all I could do was breathe, my eyes fluttering closed, my body throbbing.

Then I felt Rachel’s lips against my shoulder, soft and teasing. “Don’t drift off just yet, sweetheart,” she whispered. Her fingers traced down my side, over my hip, skimming the mess between my thighs. She dipped lower, gathering some of the thick mixture dripping out of me, then slid her wet fingers over my lips.

I gasped, tasting salt and heat. My own come. Daniel’s. Eric’s.

“Good girl,” Rachel purred, sliding her fingers back into my mouth until I sucked them clean. Her eyes darkened with approval. “So obedient.”

Eric groaned against my neck. “Fuck, Amanda, you have no idea how hot that is.”

Daniel shifted beside us, his cock already hard again, slick with his release. “She’s insatiable,” he said with a low chuckle, his eyes devouring me.

Rachel kissed my cheek, then pressed her lips to mine, her tongue slipping past my mouth. She tasted of me, of them, the kiss hungry and slow. For the first time, I kissed a woman back—really kissed her—and it sent a fresh wave of heat spiraling through me.

“Mmmm,” she hummed when we pulled apart. “You’re delicious. I could eat you all night.”

Eric pushed himself up on trembling arms, his gaze flicking between us. “Do it,” he rasped. “I want to watch.”

Rachel didn’t hesitate. She pushed Eric gently aside, urging me to spread my legs. My dress was already bunched at my waist, my bodysuit shoved down, and the mess between my thighs gleamed in the low light.

She slid down the bed, her mouth hovering just above me. Her eyes met mine, daring me to stop her. I didn’t.

Her tongue flicked over my swollen clit, soft at first, then harder, circling, lapping, drinking me in. My body jolted, another cry ripping from my throat.

“Oh, god!” I grabbed Eric’s hand, squeezing tight, needing the anchor.

Daniel moved closer, kneeling beside Rachel. His hand stroked his cock lazily as he watched her tongue disappear between my folds.

“Look at her,” he said to Eric. “Your wife’s a goddess.”

Eric’s cock twitched in his fist as he stroked himself harder. “I know,” he groaned. “And she’s all ours tonight.”

Rachel moaned against me, her tongue dipping inside, scooping up the mess of their come and swallowing it. The sight alone nearly undid me.

My thighs shook, my hips grinding against her face. “Rachel—ohhh fuck, Rachel!”

She smiled against me, sucking my clit hard enough to make me scream.

Eric leaned down, whispering in my ear. “Do you like it? Being eaten while they watch? While I watch?”

“Yes!” I sobbed, my whole body on fire.

Rachel slid two fingers inside me, pumping slow and deep as her tongue worked my clit. My pussy clamped down, desperate, aching.

“I’m going to—oh god—I’m⁠—”

The orgasm hit, violent and blinding, my body arching off the bed, my scream filling the room. Rachel didn’t stop, licking me through it, until I was thrashing and gasping, begging for mercy.

When she finally pulled back, her chin glistened with my juices. She licked her lips slowly, grinning. “Perfect.”

Daniel leaned down, kissing her hard, tasting me on her mouth. I watched them, trembling, as his hand stroked her hair, his cock pressing against her thigh.

Eric groaned, nearly bent double with how hard he was. His eyes met mine, wild and desperate. “Amanda, I need⁠—”

Rachel pulled him closer, her hand wrapping around his cock. “Let me,” she whispered, sliding her mouth down his shaft in one smooth motion.

Eric’s head fell back with a raw groan. “Fuck, yes!”

His hips bucked as she swallowed him, her cheeks hollowing, her hand twisting his base. I watched, spellbound, my husband’s face contorted with pleasure as another woman pleasured him.

Daniel’s hand touched my cheek, grounding me. “Want to taste me too?” he asked softly.

My lips parted before I could even think. “Yes.”

He guided me up, pressing the head of his cock against my lips. I opened for him, sliding him into my mouth, tasting the salt of his skin, the faint tang of my own pussy still clinging to him.

Eric groaned at the sight. “Fuck, Amanda… taking his cock while she sucks me… I can’t…”

Rachel moaned around him, her throat swallowing, her hands gripping his thighs.

I sucked Daniel deeper, my tongue swirling, my jaw aching but my body singing with need. His hand tangled in my hair, gentle but firm, guiding my rhythm.

The four of us were a knot of moans and wet sounds, mouths and cocks and hands everywhere. My body hummed with overstimulation, yet I couldn’t stop.

Daniel pulled out of my mouth suddenly, groaning. “If I stay there, I’ll come too soon. I want to fuck her again.”

Eric pulled Rachel off his cock with a pop, his eyes blazing. “Do it. I want to see her stretched with both of us.”

My pussy clenched at the thought.

Daniel positioned me on my knees, Rachel sliding behind me to hold my hair back, whispering filthy encouragements. Eric stood in front of me, guiding his cock back into my mouth, while Daniel pressed into my pussy from behind.

The stretch made me cry out, muffled around Eric’s shaft.

“Yesss,” Eric hissed, his hand fisting in my hair. “Fuck, Amanda, you look so good like this.”

Daniel thrust into me, slow at first, then harder, filling me deep. My body rocked between them—Eric’s cock filling my throat, Daniel pounding my pussy—while Rachel kissed my shoulders, whispering, “Such a good girl, taking them both.”

The sensations blurred together into pure ecstasy. My pussy ached, my throat burned, but the intensity only drove me higher.

Eric groaned, his hips jerking. “I’m gonna—fuck, I’m gonna come⁠—”

He pulled out just in time, stroking himself as his hot load splashed across my chest, streaking my breasts. The sight made Daniel roar, his thrusts frantic, until he exploded inside me again, filling me so deep I whimpered.

I collapsed onto the bed, shaking, dripping, my chest coated with Eric’s release, my pussy stuffed and leaking. Rachel kissed my forehead, murmuring, “Beautiful. You’re beautiful.”

Eric slumped down beside me, pulling me into his arms, his lips pressing to my temple. “You’re everything, Amanda. Everything.”

Daniel lay back, spent, while Rachel curled against his chest. The four of us lay tangled together, sweat cooling, our breathing slowly evening out.

For a long time, no one spoke. The air was thick with sex and satisfaction.

Finally, Eric tilted my chin up, his eyes soft. “You okay?”

I smiled weakly, my body exhausted but glowing. “More than okay.”

Rachel chuckled, stroking my hair. “Welcome to Velvet Nights, darling.”


CHAPTER 14


The music downstairs still thumped faintly, muffled through the walls of the private room, but for us the night had already narrowed into something smaller, quieter. Our bodies were tangled in the sheets, slick with sweat, every muscle loose and trembling after everything we’d just done. I lay with my cheek pressed against Eric’s chest, listening to the heavy rhythm of his breathing as his hand traced lazy circles on my bare hip.

Neither of us spoke for a long moment, and it wasn’t an awkward silence — it was full. Full of memory, of images that wouldn’t stop replaying behind my eyelids: strangers’ mouths on me, rough hands holding me open, Eric’s eyes locked on mine as he stroked himself while I moaned for another man. I felt the wetness between my thighs still leaking out of me, a sticky reminder of just how far we had gone tonight.

Finally, Eric exhaled, his voice a low rumble against my ear. “That was… beyond anything I ever imagined.”

I smiled against his skin, my lips brushing his chest. “You’re telling me. I don’t think I’ve ever come that hard, Eric. My body still feels like it’s vibrating.”

His hand stilled for a second, then resumed its slow path along my hip, fingertips grazing the curve of my ass. “I kept looking at you, even when you were with them. Especially then. You should’ve seen yourself — how wild you looked. Like you’d been holding that side of you in for years.”

I tipped my head back to look at him. His eyes were soft but dark, still carrying the heat of what we’d just lived through. “Were you jealous?” I asked carefully.

His mouth quirked in a half-smile, but his gaze didn’t waver. “A little. I’m not going to lie. But it wasn’t the kind of jealousy I thought it would be. Not the ugly kind. More like…” He searched for words, his thumb absently stroking my skin. “Like watching something precious of mine be admired by everyone else in the room. I knew you were still mine. That never left me.”

Those words hit something deep in me. My throat tightened as I kissed his chest again, softer this time. “I thought about you the whole time,” I admitted. “Even when I had someone else’s cock in me, I was thinking about how you were seeing it, how you were feeling watching me. It made me want it more.”

He groaned quietly, his chest vibrating under my ear. “God, Amanda. Hearing you say that…” His hand slid lower, cupping the back of my thigh and pulling it over his. We were pressed tighter now, my swollen pussy brushing against his hip bone, sending a ripple of ache through me again.

I hesitated, the words balancing on my tongue, then let them fall. “Were you proud of me?”

His eyes sharpened, meeting mine instantly. “So fucking proud. The way you opened yourself, the way you let go — I’ve never seen you like that. I thought Vegas was wild, but this? Tonight? You were fearless. You were every fantasy I’ve ever had come to life.”

Heat flushed my face, and I buried it back against his chest, but he tilted my chin up until I couldn’t hide. “Don’t shrink away,” he whispered firmly. “You were beautiful. Every second. You still are.”

I let out a shaky laugh. “Beautiful? With smeared makeup, sweaty hair, and… God knows how many loads dripping out of me?”

His hand framed my jaw, his thumb brushing my cheek tenderly. “Exactly then. Especially then.”

The honesty in his voice undid me. I pressed my mouth to his, slow and searching, nothing frantic, just the deep connection of two people who’d seen each other in every raw angle tonight. His tongue met mine, and I sighed into the kiss, my body melting all over again.

When we broke apart, he stroked my hair back from my damp forehead. “Do you regret any of it?” he asked softly.

I shook my head instantly. “Not a second. Do you?”

“Not at all,” he said, his tone firm. Then he chuckled, the sound low and warm. “Though I might regret not taking more pictures. The look on your face when you had two men inside you…” His laugh faded into a groan, his cock stirring against my thigh. “I’ll never forget it.”

My cheeks burned, but I couldn’t help smiling. “It’s burned into me, too. Every touch, every moan. I don’t think I’ll ever stop replaying it.”

His palm flattened against my stomach, just above the faint ache in my womb. “It changed something,” he murmured. “In us. Didn’t it?”

“Yes,” I whispered. I kissed his chest again, savoring the salt of his skin, the strength beneath it. “But in the best way.”

We lay there in silence again, the weight of the night settling deeper. I could feel his heartbeat under my cheek, steady and sure, grounding me even as my mind kept spinning. This wasn’t just a night we’d remember — it was a door we’d opened. And neither of us wanted to close it.

Eric’s fingers never stopped tracing me, light as feathers across my skin, until his hand settled firmly on my hip. The weight of it made my breath hitch — not rough, not hurried, just certain. His eyes were on mine, steady, hungry, full of something I couldn’t name but felt everywhere.

“Come here,” he said, voice thick and low. Not a command, not quite a plea — something in between that pulled at me deeper than anything else.

I climbed over him, straddling his waist, my thighs trembling as I settled onto the length of his body. His cock was already hard, pressed against me, hot and insistent but not demanding. He just held my hips, thumbs digging gently into the softness there, like he was memorizing the shape of me.

For a moment, he didn’t move. He just looked up at me, his chest rising and falling, eyes locked on mine as though he wanted to burn this sight into his soul.

“You’re mine,” he said finally, the words so soft but so absolute that they rippled through me like a shockwave.

“Yes,” I whispered, my voice breaking. “I’m yours.”

He guided me down slowly, his cock sliding into my still-sensitive pussy, stretching me all over again. I gasped, my nails scraping against his chest as the fullness returned, deeper and more intimate this time. No audience. No strangers. Just him — my husband, my anchor, my everything.

His eyes fluttered shut for a second, a ragged breath escaping him. “Fuck, Amanda. After everything tonight, after watching you take them… this is all I need. You. Wrapped around me like this.”

I moved slowly, rolling my hips, grinding against him so he filled me to the very root. His hands left my hips to roam higher, cupping my breasts, kneading them gently, thumbing at my tender nipples. Every touch was reverent, but edged with possession, like he was marking what belonged to him.

Leaning forward, I kissed him, deep and wet, our tongues tangling. His hands slid back down, gripping my ass and pulling me harder against him. Every thrust was unhurried, deliberate, a slow claiming that made me shiver more than any rough pounding could.

“You’re my wife,” he groaned against my lips, his breath hot. “My slut, my everything. And no matter how many cocks you take, this pussy is mine. Always mine.”

The words undid me. I moaned into his mouth, grinding down on him harder, needing every inch of him. “Yes, Eric. Always yours. Only yours.”

His pace stayed steady, torturous in its control. Each drag of his cock through me felt endless, every ridge pulling sparks from deep inside me. My walls clenched greedily around him, desperate, but he didn’t let me rush. He wanted me to feel every second.

“You’re so perfect,” he whispered, brushing his lips along my jaw, my neck, my ear. “So fucking beautiful. Look at you, still full of their come, and still mine. Always mine.”

I cried out softly, my whole body trembling. His words wrapped around me like chains I never wanted to break. The ache of the night, the sweetness of him, the raw possessiveness in his voice — it all collided into a need that felt bottomless.

“Eric,” I moaned, my forehead pressed to his. “Please… don’t stop. Don’t ever stop.”

He groaned, his hips lifting to meet mine in a rhythm that made stars burst behind my eyes. His grip on me tightened, strong and unyielding. “Never. I’ll never let you go. You’re my everything, Amanda. My wife, my fantasy, my forever.”

The words cracked something open inside me. My climax rushed up like a tidal wave, unstoppable, breaking me apart as I sobbed his name. My pussy clenched and fluttered around him, milking his cock as he buried himself deep and finally let go.

With a guttural moan, he spilled into me, hot and thick, filling me in a way that was both primal and tender. His arms locked around me, holding me tight as though he could fuse me to him.

We clung to each other as we came, shaking, gasping, kissing like we’d been starved. When it finally ebbed, I collapsed against his chest, both of us panting, our hearts hammering in sync.

He stroked my hair, his lips pressed to the crown of my head. “You’re mine, Amanda,” he whispered again, softer now, almost broken.

And I smiled against his skin, tears slipping down my cheeks. “Always.”

The room smelled like sweat, sex, and the faint trace of Eric’s cologne still clinging to his skin. I stayed sprawled across his chest, our legs tangled, his cock softening inside me but neither of us moving to separate just yet. The weight of him inside me was comforting, grounding.

His hand traced idle patterns up and down my spine, slow and soothing, until he broke the silence with a groan. “I can’t stop seeing it.”

I tilted my head up, my cheek resting against his chest. “Seeing what?”

His eyes were open, staring at the ceiling, distant but heated. “You. With them. The way you looked when Chris had you bent over. When Mike pulled your hair. The sounds you made… Fuck, Amanda, I close my eyes and it’s all I see. It’s burned into me.”

My pussy clenched weakly around him at the way he said it — not jealous, not bitter, but hungry, still riding the high of what we’d done. “You liked it that much?” I whispered.

He laughed, low and rough. “Liked it? Babe, I’ll be jerking off to those images for the rest of my life. I thought it would be hard, watching them use you. But it was the opposite. I was proud. Turned on like I’ve never been in my entire fucking life. Watching my wife take cock after cock and beg for more? Goddamn, Amanda, it’s all I can think about.”

Heat spread through me, pooling between my thighs again even though I was sore and spent. I bit my lip, nervous but unable to hold back. “What if… what if we do it again? Not just at the club. What if there’s someone else? Back home. Maybe even a regular.”

His gaze snapped to mine, sharp and intense, but his hand never stopped stroking my back. “Are you saying you want that?”

“Yes,” I breathed. My voice shook, but I forced myself to keep going. “I can’t stop thinking about it either, Eric. About being full like that again. About you watching me, touching yourself, telling me I’m yours while someone else uses me. I want it. I want more.”

He groaned, his hand gripping my ass hard enough to sting. “Fuck. You’re going to kill me, Amanda. Do you know how hot it is hearing you say that?”

I pressed my lips to his chest, smiling against his skin. “So maybe we find a way. A dating app. Or maybe we go back to the club. See what happens.”

He was quiet for a long moment, then sighed, the sound full of both relief and hunger. “I looked it up once. Apps for couples. Sites for swingers. I never told you because I thought it would freak you out. But now? Now I’m wondering how fast I can get us signed up.”

I lifted my head, surprised, then laughed softly. “You sneaky bastard. You’ve been planning this in your head, haven’t you?”

His grin was wicked, but his eyes were soft. “Since the first time you whispered that you wanted to be shared. I didn’t know it would be this real, though. Or this fucking good.” He cupped my face, kissing me hard, possessive even in the tenderness. “I’ll never stop wanting you to myself. But watching you with them… that’s a fire I don’t ever want to put out.”

I melted into the kiss, my whole body aching in the best way. “Then don’t,” I whispered against his lips. “Let’s keep going. Let’s see how far this can go.”

He pulled me tighter against him, his cock twitching faintly inside me even though we were both wrung out. “Careful what you wish for, Amanda,” he growled softly. “Because once we start, I’m not holding back. I’ll share you, but you’ll always come home to me. You’ll always be mine.”

“I wouldn’t want it any other way,” I whispered, closing my eyes, already imagining the possibilities. Apps. Clubs. Strangers. Regulars. The idea of opening ourselves wider, of living out every filthy dream we’d only whispered about before, made my heart race all over again.

And lying there in his arms, sore and dripping with everything we’d done, I knew this was only the beginning.


CHAPTER 15


The sunlight pressed against the curtains in a thin golden stripe, falling across the bed where Eric and I still lay half tangled in sheets that smelled like sweat, perfume, and sex. My body ached in places I didn’t even know could ache — my thighs, my throat, even the roots of my hair — but it was the sweetest ache I’d ever felt. Every muscle hummed like it had been wrung dry and still wanted more.

Eric shifted beside me, his hand immediately finding my hip like it always did in his sleep. His thumb rubbed a lazy arc along my skin, and I knew he wasn’t fully awake until he groaned, voice rough. “Morning.”

I smiled against his shoulder. “Morning.”

For a few moments we just lay there, breathing in sync, our bodies too comfortable to move. Then I rolled onto my back, staring at the ceiling as images from the night before flooded me: hands that weren’t his gripping me, teeth scraping my skin, Eric’s eyes dark and glittering as he watched every filthy thing. I shivered at the memory, squeezing my thighs together, but it didn’t make the ache go away.

Eric chuckled low, his lips brushing my ear. “Still thinking about it, aren’t you?”

“Are you not?” I teased.

“Oh, I am,” he admitted, propping himself up on an elbow. His hair was a mess, his chest bare, and he looked like sin itself. “But I can’t think straight on an empty stomach. Coffee first. Then we can talk about how many times I almost came in my pants last night just from watching you.”

Laughing, I shoved him playfully, but he caught my wrist and kissed the inside of it, soft and sweet. “Come on. Let’s shower and grab breakfast.”

We cleaned up and dressed lazily — I tugged on one of his old T-shirts and yoga pants, he pulled on sweats, and we padded barefoot into the kitchen. The coffee maker hissed to life while he dug eggs and bread out of the fridge, humming under his breath like nothing had changed. But everything had.

I perched on the counter, sipping coffee while he buttered toast, watching him move around like he hadn’t spent the last twelve hours watching his wife get stretched, stuffed, filled, and claimed. “So,” I said finally, breaking the silence, “what now?”

He paused, spatula in hand, then glanced at me. “Now? We eat breakfast before I bend you over that counter again.”

“Eric,” I pressed, rolling my eyes but smiling. “You know what I mean. Last night wasn’t a one-off, was it?”

He set the spatula down, leaning against the counter opposite me. His expression sobered, his jaw flexing. “No. Not unless you want it to be. Do you?”

I didn’t hesitate. “No.”

His exhale was sharp, relieved. “Good. Because I can’t stop thinking about it. About them. About the way you looked with someone else’s cock inside you. I don’t want that to be the last time.”

Heat coiled in my belly, and I set my mug aside, my hands curling against the counter. “Me neither.”

A grin spread across his face — hungry, wicked. “Then we make a plan. We don’t leave this in Vegas. We take it home.”

“How?” I asked, my heart racing.

He reached for his phone, unlocking it with a swipe, then held it out to me. “There are apps. Sites for couples. Profiles where people look for exactly what we’re looking for.” His eyes glinted. “I want us to make one. Together.”

My stomach swooped, equal parts nerves and excitement. “A profile?”

“Yeah.” He came closer, slipping between my knees, his hands bracketing my thighs. “We choose the pictures. We write what we want. And we see who’s out there. Couples. Singles. Bulls. Whatever you want.”

The word bull sent a shiver through me, the fantasy of one man taking me while Eric watched still raw from last night. My voice came out softer than I intended. “And what if someone actually responds?”

His grin widened. “Then we decide if they’re worth our time. If they’re worthy of you.”

God, the way he said it. My pussy clenched, and I squeezed his shoulders to steady myself. “Okay,” I whispered. “Let’s do it.”

We carried our plates to the living room, coffee mugs in hand, and curled up on the couch with his phone balanced between us. My heart pounded as he pulled up one of the apps and hit “create account.”

“Username,” he said, eyebrows raised. “Something sexy? Or something subtle?”

I laughed nervously. “Not our real names, that’s for sure.”

“How about… HotwifeAdventures?” he teased, typing it in.

“Eric!” I smacked his arm, laughing harder. “We’ll sound like amateurs.”

His grin was boyish. “We are amateurs.”

I rolled my eyes, then thought for a second. “What about… SinAndSatin?”

His eyebrows shot up. “That’s hot.” He typed it in, nodding. “Okay. Now the bio.”

We leaned over the phone together, tossing out lines, deleting and rewriting, until we had something short and direct: Married couple, deeply in love, looking to explore new experiences together. She’s curious, playful, and loves attention. He’s open, watching, sometimes joining. We’re real, we’re discreet, and we’re excited to meet people who get it.

My cheeks burned just reading it back, but Eric kissed the side of my neck and murmured, “Perfect.”

Then came the photos. My stomach flipped as we scrolled through my camera roll. Vegas had left us with plenty — shots of me in lingerie, selfies of us kissing, one blurry but undeniably hot photo Eric had snapped of me kneeling between his legs.

“Too much?” I asked, biting my lip as he selected the lingerie shot.

“Not enough,” he countered, eyes gleaming. “But we’ll start with this. Leave a little mystery.”

When he hit “save,” our profile went live. Just like that, we weren’t just Amanda and Eric anymore — we were SinAndSatin, a couple dipping our toes into a world that suddenly felt wide open.

I leaned back against the couch, heart racing. “So now what?”

“Now,” he said, setting the phone aside and tugging me into his lap, “we see who notices. And in the meantime…” His lips brushed mine, his cock already hard against my thigh. “We remind ourselves why we’re doing this.”

It didn’t take long. We hadn’t even finished our coffee before Eric’s phone buzzed with a notification. My stomach lurched.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I whispered.

Eric grinned like a kid at Christmas, unlocking the screen. “Told you it wouldn’t take long.”

We curled closer on the couch, shoulders pressed, as he opened the app. There they were — the first messages. My pulse jumped seeing them: a couple our age smiling in their profile picture, a single man who looked like he lived at the gym, another couple who had been “exploring for years” according to their bio.

Eric scrolled slowly, his thumb hovering. “Damn. They’re really out there. Real people. Couples like us. Men who want to… fuck you.” His voice dropped, thick and husky.

I swallowed hard, heat pooling low in my belly. “What are they saying?”

He tapped open the first message, reading aloud: “Hey SinAndSatin, love your profile. You two look gorgeous together. We’d love to chat more.”

The words made my cheeks flush, but it was the way Eric looked at me — eyes dark, lips slightly parted — that made me ache. “See?” he murmured. “They want you. They want us.”

The next message was bolder. From the single guy. You’re stunning. I’d be honored to take care of your wife while you watch. Let me know if you’re interested.

My breath caught. I couldn’t look away from the screen. “Oh my God,” I whispered.

Eric’s cock twitched against my hip through his sweats, and he growled low in his throat. “Fuck. Reading that makes me want to bend you over this couch right now.”

I bit my lip, torn between nerves and a surge of arousal so strong it made me dizzy. “Eric… are we really doing this?”

He turned, cupping my face in his hands, his forehead pressed to mine. “Amanda, last night lit a fire in me. This—” he tapped the phone against my thigh “—this is fuel. I can’t stop picturing you bent over for a stranger while I hold your hair. I can’t stop seeing your pussy stretched wide while you moan for someone else and then crawl back into my arms. I don’t just want to do this. I need to.”

My whole body clenched, my thighs pressing together, but it didn’t ease the throbbing need. I kissed him hard, desperate, his mouth hungry against mine.

The phone slid onto the cushion as he pulled me under him, pressing me into the couch. His cock strained against his sweats, and I pushed them down just enough to free him, hot and rigid against my stomach.

“Ride me,” he demanded, voice ragged. “Show me you’re mine before we let anyone else have a taste.”

I straddled him, tugging my yoga pants aside, sinking down onto him with a gasp. My pussy was still sore, but the stretch was exquisite, his cock filling me perfectly, sliding home like it belonged there.

Eric’s hands clamped on my hips, guiding me as I rode him slow, deep, grinding against the base of his cock. His head tipped back, a growl escaping his throat. “Fuck yes, Amanda. That’s it. Take me. Take what’s yours.”

I leaned forward, pressing my forehead to his, our lips brushing as I moaned. “I’m yours, Eric. Always yours.”

His eyes blazed. “Say it louder.”

“I’m yours!” I cried, bouncing harder, faster, my nails digging into his shoulders.

“That’s right,” he groaned, thrusting up to meet me, the slap of our bodies echoing through the quiet room. “You can take every cock in this city and you’ll still come home to me. You’ll always be my wife, my slut, my everything.”

The words shattered me. My climax hit hard, my pussy clenching around him, pulsing with wave after wave of release. I sobbed his name, collapsing against his chest as he roared, his cock swelling and then spilling hot and thick inside me.

We clung to each other, gasping, shaking, kissing like we couldn’t get close enough. When the aftershocks faded, we sank into the couch, his arms still tight around me, his cock softening inside me but neither of us letting go.

After a long, quiet stretch, Eric stroked my hair back, his lips brushing my temple. “This is just the beginning, Amanda. We’re going to meet them. We’re going to see how far this can go. And no matter what — you’ll always be mine.”

I smiled against his chest, my heart full and my body still humming. “Good,” I whispered. “Because I want it all. The attention, the strangers, the nights we’ll never forget. I want it with you. Only with you.”

He kissed me softly, his grin wicked against my lips. “Then buckle up, baby. Our adventure’s just getting started.”

And I knew, with absolute certainty, he was right.


EPILOGUE


Three nights later, I curled up in bed with my laptop glowing against the dark room. Eric had just stepped out of the shower, a towel slung around his waist, water dripping from his hair onto his shoulders.

“Anything new?” he asked, rubbing his head with the towel as he crossed to the dresser.

I scrolled through the notifications and laughed softly. “More than new. Try… endless.”

The messages kept coming. Couples with smiling selfies, some sweet, some daring. Single men with bodies sculpted for sin. A few with bold promises typed out like dirty confessions: She’s gorgeous. I’d worship her while you watched. We’d love to take you both out for drinks this weekend.

Eric joined me on the bed, the towel loosening and slipping low on his hips as he leaned over my shoulder. His eyes widened as the words filled the screen. “Damn,” he muttered, a grin tugging at his lips. “They can’t get enough of you.”

I closed the laptop halfway, nerves fluttering in my belly. “They want us. That’s the part that excites me.”

His hand slid onto my thigh, firm and warm. “Then we’ll figure it out. Together. No rush.” He kissed my temple, his lips lingering there, soft but sure.

I set the laptop aside and climbed into his lap, my arms looped around his damp neck. “You’re really okay with this?”

His eyes locked on mine, steady and fierce. “Amanda, I’ve never been more okay with anything in my life. Whatever we do, whoever we meet, you’ll always come back here. To me.”

The conviction in his voice melted something inside me. I pressed my lips to his, slow and tender, the kiss blooming into something deeper. His towel slipped away, his cock hardening against me, and I gasped into his mouth.

He groaned, cupping my ass in both hands. “Let them line up in our inbox, babe. Right now, all I care about is having you again.”

I laughed breathlessly, guiding him into me, sinking down onto his cock with a shiver. “Mmm… lucky me.”

“Lucky us,” he corrected, pulling me close as his mouth covered mine again.

The laptop sat forgotten on the nightstand while we moved together, his body warm and familiar, his eyes never leaving mine. And in that moment, I wasn’t thinking about messages or profiles or strangers. I was thinking about us — about the love that made everything else possible.


THE PROMOTION CLAUSE


CHAPTER 1


The eleventh floor of Hargrave Financial wasn’t where Drew usually belonged. His own office sat seven floors lower, not nearly as bright, not nearly as quiet. Up here, everything gleamed—floor-to-ceiling windows, polished marble floors, artwork Drew didn’t recognize but assumed cost more than his car. It smelled faintly of fresh carpet and the citrus cleaner the janitorial crew used after hours.

Victor Hargrave’s assistant, a young woman with straight blonde hair tucked behind her ears, gestured toward the glass double doors. “He’ll see you now, Mr. Clark.”

“Thanks,” Drew muttered, adjusting his tie. His palms were slick. He wiped them down the side of his slacks before pushing the doors open.

Victor’s office was twice the size of Drew’s entire apartment when he’d first moved to the city. A wall of windows framed the skyline behind a desk large enough to seat six for dinner. Victor himself stood near one of those windows, jacket draped over the back of his chair, shirtsleeves rolled up just below the elbow. He was in his early fifties, but his frame was lean, his presence sharp.

“Drew,” Victor said warmly, as though they were friends meeting for drinks. “Come in, sit.”

Drew crossed the room and lowered himself into one of the leather chairs opposite the desk. The chair swallowed him. He smoothed his tie again, tried to steady his breathing. This meeting was important. He’d been preparing numbers, pitches, excuses, anything that might prove his worth. He was ready to beg if he had to.

But Victor didn’t even glance at a single folder. He leaned forward on the desk, forearms resting on the polished wood, eyes locked on Drew like he was considering something far beyond quarterly performance.

“You’ve done well this year,” Victor said. “Really well. I’m impressed.”

Drew swallowed, heat rising in his face. “Thank you, sir. That means a lot coming from you.”

Victor waved a hand dismissively. “Cut the ‘sir.’ Just Victor. We’re men talking here.”

“Yes, Victor,” Drew corrected quickly, though the word felt strange in his mouth.

Victor leaned back in his chair, studying him. “I’ve been thinking about your future with the company. There’s a position opening—one with more responsibility, better compensation, bigger territory. The kind of thing you’ve been pushing toward since day one.”

Drew’s pulse hammered in his throat. He tried to keep his expression neutral, but his chest swelled. This was it. This was what he’d been hoping for.

Victor tilted his head, the faintest smile playing at his lips. “But promotions aren’t just about performance. They’re about trust. About loyalty. About… being willing to give something of yourself when asked.”

Drew frowned. “Of course. Whatever you need.”

“Good.” Victor drummed his fingers on the desk once, then stilled them. “Because there is one thing I want from you. One thing that would make me very confident in moving you up.”

The silence stretched long enough to make Drew’s shoulders tense. “What’s that?”

Victor’s smile sharpened, eyes narrowing with certainty. “A night with your wife.”

The words landed like a slap. Drew’s brain stalled, unable to process the sentence. “I… what?”

“One night,” Victor repeated, voice calm, deliberate. “Anastasia. That’s her name, isn’t it? Beautiful woman. Elegant. I’ve seen her at company events.” His smile broadened. “You’ve done very well for yourself, Drew.”

Drew’s stomach twisted violently. “That’s—” He broke off, shaking his head. “That’s not… you can’t be serious.”

“I am,” Victor said simply. “I don’t joke about business.”

Drew leaned forward, gripping the arms of his chair as though bracing for impact. “You’re telling me… my career depends on—on pimping out my wife?”

Victor chuckled low in his throat, though there was nothing humorous in his eyes. “Don’t cheapen it with words like that. I’m talking about one evening. Discreet. She comes to me, we enjoy ourselves, and then it’s finished. No fallout, no gossip, no mess. Just a deal between men.”

Drew’s heart slammed in his chest. He opened his mouth to protest again, to tell Victor to go to hell, but the words caught. The man across from him radiated confidence, certainty, control. This wasn’t some half-baked joke. He meant it.

“I could never…” Drew began, his voice hoarse.

Victor lifted a hand, cutting him off. “Don’t answer now. Think about it. Take tonight, talk to her, see how she feels. If she’s willing, you’ll both walk away very comfortable.”

Victor slid a crisp folder across the desk. Drew didn’t touch it.

“What’s this?” he asked, though his throat was so dry the words barely carried.

“Outline of the arrangement,” Victor said. “One night. My terms. Your signature.”

Drew stared at the folder as though it might explode. His palms were slick again, his tie suffocating. He wanted to shout, to shove the folder back across the desk. Instead, he stood stiffly, muttered something about needing time, and left the office with the folder still clutched in his hand.

The drive home was silent except for the hum of tires on asphalt. Drew’s mind looped the same line over and over, unable to let go of it. A night with your wife.

By the time he parked in the driveway, his stomach was in knots. He sat gripping the steering wheel until his fingers cramped. Finally, he forced himself out of the car, folder tucked under his arm like contraband.

Inside, the house smelled of roasted garlic and butter. Anastasia’s touch was everywhere—the fresh flowers on the table, the throw blanket draped neatly over the couch, the candles arranged by the windowsill.

She stood at the stove, stirring a pot, wearing jeans and a fitted black top that clung to her curves. She glanced over her shoulder, smiling warmly. “You’re late. Rough day?”

Drew tried to smile back, but it faltered. “Something like that.”

“Dinner’s almost ready,” she said, turning down the heat. She moved with easy grace, her dark hair falling loose down her back. She didn’t look like a bargaining chip. She looked like his entire world.

He set the folder on the counter, staring at it. The words lodged in his throat. He had no idea how to begin.

Anastasia wiped her hands on a towel and came closer, brow furrowing. “What’s that?”

Drew pressed a hand over the folder. “Something Victor gave me.”

Her smile faded at the name. “The boss? What for?”

He hesitated. The lie hovered—some project, nothing important—but he couldn’t do it. He couldn’t keep it from her.

“It’s… an offer,” he said carefully.

Her eyes flicked from his face to the folder and back. “An offer for what?”

Drew’s pulse pounded so loud he was sure she could hear it. “He said… he’d give me something I’ve been working toward. A promotion. Better pay. But only if—” He broke off, jaw tight.

“Only if what?” Her voice was cautious now, soft.

He dragged a hand through his hair, exhaling hard. “Only if you spend one night with him.”

The words hung in the kitchen like smoke.

Anastasia froze. Her mouth parted, but no sound came. She blinked once, then again, as though making sure she’d heard correctly. “He… said that?”

Drew nodded, shame heating his face. “I swear, Ana, I didn’t ask for it. I didn’t encourage it. He just… said it. Like it was nothing.”

She moved slowly to the table, lowering herself into a chair. Her fingers traced the edge of her wine glass, though she didn’t lift it. She looked stunned, but not furious. Not yet.

“That’s… insane,” she whispered.

“I know.” Drew sat across from her, gripping his knees. “I told him it was ridiculous. I left. But he—he handed me this.” He tapped the folder. “Like it was already written.”

Anastasia’s eyes flicked to the folder again, then back to him. She tilted her head slightly, expression unreadable. “And you’re telling me because…?”

“Because I can’t keep something like this from you,” he said quickly. “Because it involves you. Because whatever happens next, we decide together.”

Her lips pressed into a thin line. She didn’t speak right away, didn’t cry, didn’t throw the folder in the trash. She just sat there, thinking.

Finally, she asked quietly, “And what do you want?”

The question gutted him. He should’ve said nothing, of course not, forget it. Instead, his throat worked, and no answer came.

Anastasia leaned forward, searching his face. “Drew.”

“I don’t know,” he whispered. And it was the truth.

She studied him another long moment, then reached out and covered his hand with hers. “Well. I guess we’ll have to talk about it.”

The knot in Drew’s chest didn’t loosen. If anything, it grew tighter. He closed his eyes briefly, then opened them to her steady gaze.

Whatever had just been set in motion, he knew it couldn’t be undone.


CHAPTER 2


The next morning, Anastasia woke before Drew. The sun had barely risen, a faint gray light leaking through the curtains. She lay on her side, watching him breathe, the crease between his brows still visible even in sleep. He looked troubled, like whatever he had carried home last night was still lodged deep inside him.

Her gaze slid to the nightstand. The folder still sat there, untouched. She hated the sight of it but couldn’t bring herself to shove it away either.

When Drew stirred, she rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling.

“You’re awake,” he murmured, his voice rough with sleep.

“Couldn’t really stay under,” she said softly. “My mind wouldn’t shut off.”

He rubbed his eyes, then reached for her hand across the sheets. “Same.”

They lay there in silence for a long minute, their fingers loosely intertwined. Anastasia wanted to ask immediately, wanted to drag the whole ugly thing back into the open, but the words caught in her throat. Instead, she slipped out of bed first, padding into the kitchen to start the coffee.

By the time Drew joined her, dressed for work, she had plates set out—scrambled eggs, toast, fruit. She poured him a mug of coffee and slid it across the counter.

“Thanks,” he said, but his eyes weren’t really on the food. He glanced toward the folder when he thought she wasn’t looking.

Anastasia noticed. She noticed everything.

“Do you want to talk about it?” she asked finally, her voice even.

Drew froze with his fork halfway to his mouth. “Talk about what?”

“You know what.” She folded her hands, elbows resting on the table. “Last night wasn’t exactly… normal dinner conversation.”

His shoulders sagged. He set his fork down. “Ana⁠—”

“No, I want to hear it,” she interrupted gently. “What exactly did he say? Every word.”

Drew exhaled through his nose, staring down at his plate. “He said there’s a promotion opening. That I’ve been doing good work. And then he said he wanted… a night with you. One night, and the job would be mine.”

The bluntness of it made her cheeks heat again, even though she’d already heard the gist. “Just like that?”

“Just like that.”

Anastasia leaned back in her chair, searching his face. “And you just sat there?”

“What was I supposed to do?” His voice cracked slightly. “If I’d told him off, I’d be finished. If I’d said yes…” He trailed off, jaw tightening.

Her eyes narrowed. “But you didn’t tell him no either, did you?”

Drew’s silence was telling. He rubbed the back of his neck, shame flickering across his features.

“That’s what I don’t understand,” Anastasia said quietly. “Why didn’t you shut it down right away?”

“I—” He broke off, swallowing hard. His eyes met hers for a split second, full of conflict, then darted away.

Anastasia studied him, her chest tight. She expected anger, maybe even disgust. But underneath her shock was something else she hadn’t anticipated: curiosity. Why hadn’t he said no?

She forced herself to keep her tone calm. “So what, Drew? You brought it home to me like an… option?”

His hands clenched into fists on the table. “I didn’t know what else to do. It’s not an option. Not unless you… unless we…” He trailed off again, groaning. “God, I sound insane.”

Anastasia’s lips pressed into a thin line. She wanted to push harder, but he already looked frayed. Instead, she stood and collected the dishes. She washed them slowly, letting the warm water soothe her hands, her thoughts running circles.

When Drew kissed her goodbye a little later, his lips lingered, as though he was afraid it might be the last time she let him. She didn’t pull away, but she didn’t reassure him either.

The house felt too quiet after he left. Anastasia drifted through her morning routine on autopilot, folding laundry, answering emails, watering the plants. But no matter what she did, her mind kept circling back to the same point: he hadn’t shut it down.

And that tiny hesitation, that split-second of possibility, was enough to set her imagination spinning in directions she’d never gone before.

She caught herself at the mirror while brushing her hair, pausing mid-stroke. She studied her reflection. Was she beautiful enough that Victor would risk everything just to have her once? The thought unsettled her, but it also made her cheeks flush.

She set the brush down with a little too much force and walked away.

By evening, when Drew returned, she was no closer to an answer. She had poured herself a glass of wine and was sitting cross-legged on the couch, the folder still untouched on the counter like a silent intruder.

Drew looked at it, then at her. “You didn’t read it?”

“No,” she said. “I don’t need to read it to know what it says.”

He came to sit beside her, his hand brushing her thigh. “Then let’s just throw it out. Forget it.”

Her head turned toward him slowly. “Do you really want to forget it?”

The question landed heavier than she expected. His eyes flicked away, then back, filled with something raw she couldn’t quite name.

She didn’t press further. She only sipped her wine and leaned back against the cushions, letting the silence stretch until it became unbearable.

The silence between them stretched until Anastasia couldn’t take it anymore. She set her wineglass down on the table, turned her body toward him, and tucked one leg under the other.

“Tell me something, Drew,” she said quietly.

He rubbed his palms over his thighs. “What?”

“When he said it… when Victor actually said those words to you… what was the first thing that went through your head?”

His Adam’s apple bobbed. He opened his mouth, then shut it again. Finally, he let out a humorless laugh. “Honestly? That I’d heard him wrong. That no one would say something like that out loud.”

Anastasia studied him, watching the way his fingers twitched like he wanted to grab her hand but didn’t dare. “And after you realized he meant it?”

Drew looked at the ceiling, exhaling hard. “I thought about punching him.”

“Did you?”

He shook his head slowly. “No. I just sat there.”

Anastasia let his words hang. She wanted to press—and why did you just sit there?—but instead she leaned forward, resting her elbow on the back of the couch. “Do you think he meant it about me? Or was it just a power play to see how far you’d bend?”

Drew’s eyes snapped back to hers, sharp. “He meant it. I could see it in his face.”

Her lips parted slightly. She felt that same rush of heat crawl up her neck. Victor was bold, shameless even, but there was no mistaking Drew’s certainty.

“And you think he… finds me attractive,” she said, more statement than question.

Drew’s jaw clenched. “Of course he does. Any man would.”

She tilted her head, searching his expression. The compliment had been for her, but there was something in the way he said it that carried more weight. Like he wanted her to know, wanted her to believe it, almost like he wanted her to feel it.

Her heart thudded. She looked down into her glass, swirled the wine once, and set it aside. Then she leaned closer, close enough that her knee brushed his. “You didn’t shut it down right away. That’s what I keep thinking about.”

He winced. “Ana⁠—”

“No,” she cut in softly. “It’s not an accusation. I just want to understand.”

His eyes flickered, and for a moment she thought he might finally spill something, but he shook his head. “I don’t have an answer you’d like.”

She raised an eyebrow, letting the silence stretch again. When he didn’t elaborate, she shifted back into her cushion and let her lips curve into a faint smile.

“Fine. I’ll just have to figure it out myself.”

Drew’s head turned sharply. “Figure what out?”

“Whether you brought it home because you were horrified… or because a tiny part of you wondered what it would be like.”

His face colored immediately. “That’s not⁠—”

She held up a hand, cutting him off. “Relax. I said wondered, not decided.” Her voice was playful now, a deliberate change of tone. “There’s a difference.”

He groaned and buried his face in his hands. “You’re going to drive me insane.”

“Maybe,” she said lightly, her smile widening.

The next few days, she let the subject rest. They cooked dinner together, went for their usual evening walks, watched television side by side. But underneath the surface, the tension pulsed. Every time she caught him staring at her—when she bent to load the dishwasher, when she changed into her nightshirt—she wondered what exactly he was thinking.

By Thursday, she decided to test him.

She dressed carefully for dinner that night, choosing a simple dress she hadn’t worn in months. It wasn’t revealing, not really, but the cut hugged her waist and dipped just enough at the neckline to draw the eye. She left her hair down, brushed smooth and shining.

When Drew walked in the door, his gaze lingered longer than usual.

“You look…” He stopped, swallowing. “Beautiful.”

She smiled sweetly. “You think Victor would agree?”

The way his expression crumpled almost made her laugh. “Don’t⁠—”

“I’m kidding,” she said quickly, though her tone still carried a tease. “Just curious.”

He shook his head, setting his bag down harder than necessary. “I hate that he’s in your head.”

“He’s not,” she said softly. “You are.”

That seemed to soothe him, though his jaw remained tight as he joined her at the table.

All through dinner, she kept her movements deliberately slow, deliberately graceful. She reached across the table often, letting her neckline shift just slightly. Every time his eyes darted downward, she felt a wicked thrill coil in her stomach.

By the time they cleared the dishes, Drew was restless, pacing the kitchen as though he couldn’t sit still. Anastasia leaned against the counter, watching him with her arms folded.

“You’re wound up,” she murmured.

He ran a hand through his hair. “Can you blame me?”

She stepped closer, close enough that she could feel his heat. Her voice lowered, threading intimacy into every word. “If I ever considered it, Drew… it would only ever be for you. Do you understand that?”

His chest rose sharply. He nodded once, but words failed him.

Anastasia touched his cheek, her thumb brushing his stubble. His eyes fluttered closed at her touch, and she felt the weight of the moment settle between them.

The thought still terrified her. But now, it didn’t feel impossible.


CHAPTER 3


Dinner plates clinked softly as Anastasia stacked them in the sink. The hum of the dishwasher filled the quiet kitchen, its low drone only emphasizing what neither of them was saying out loud. Drew sat at the table still, fingers tapping against his glass of water. He hadn’t eaten much.

Anastasia dried her hands on a dish towel and leaned against the counter, arms crossed. She watched him for a long moment.

“Are we going to keep pretending this isn’t hanging over us?” she asked finally.

Drew lifted his head. The weight in his eyes matched the heaviness in her chest. “I don’t know how to talk about it without sounding like I’ve lost my mind.”

“Then let’s lose our minds together,” she said.

The corners of his mouth twitched, but he didn’t smile. He pushed the glass away and leaned forward, elbows on the table. “I keep running through it in my head. The offer. The way he said it. And then I picture you—” He cut himself off, shaking his head hard. “God, I hate myself for even letting it stay in my head.”

Anastasia came to sit across from him. “Do you think I haven’t been picturing it too?”

His eyes widened slightly, then narrowed. “Have you?”

She nodded slowly, steadying her voice. “I don’t want to, Drew. I don’t like him. I don’t like what it says about the world we live in, that he can even suggest something like this. But once the words were out there…” She exhaled sharply, glancing toward the counter where the folder still lay. “They’re out there. And I keep wondering what it would mean if we didn’t just throw them away.”

Drew’s throat worked. “It would mean I failed you. That I put you in an impossible spot.”

“No.” She reached across the table, covering his hand with hers. “It would mean we decided together. That’s the only way I’d even… consider it.”

His hand trembled under hers. His eyes dropped to their joined fingers, then lifted back to her. “Ana, if I said yes… if we said yes… could you actually do it?”

The bluntness made her pause. She tightened her grip on his hand. “That’s the question, isn’t it? Could you actually watch me walk out that door knowing what I was about to do?”

He winced as though she’d struck him. His free hand dragged down his face, covering his mouth. He was silent for a long time.

Finally, he let the hand fall and answered, voice rough. “I don’t know.”

Anastasia studied him, the raw honesty in his tone making her chest ache. “Neither do I.”

They sat like that for a while, the dishwasher humming in the background, the night pressing in around them.

“Tell me something,” Anastasia said quietly.

“Anything.”

“If I said no, if I told you never to bring it up again, would you feel relieved?”

Drew hesitated. Too long.

Her brows lifted. “That’s what I thought.”

His eyes darted to hers, shame written across his face. “It’s not that I want it. It’s that I… I can’t stop imagining what it would do to us. The way it would change things. The way it would make us—” He broke off, frustrated. “God, I sound crazy.”

“You sound honest,” she said softly.

He exhaled shakily, leaning back in his chair. “And that doesn’t scare you?”

“Of course it does,” she admitted. “But it also… makes me want to understand you more.”

Drew’s hand reached for hers again, gripping tighter this time. “I don’t want him. I don’t even want you to want him. I just…” His voice lowered, rough with confession. “I want to know what it would be like if you let yourself be wanted by someone else, and I had to live with it.”

Her heart skipped. It wasn’t a full confession, not yet, but it was enough to make heat crawl up her neck. She swallowed hard, forcing her voice steady.

“Then maybe that’s what we have to figure out.”

The silence after Anastasia’s words stretched long enough that Drew’s grip on her hand became almost desperate. His thumb moved against her knuckles, restless, searching for something steady.

“Figure it out how?” he asked finally, his voice low.

She looked at him across the table, her eyes clear despite the rush of heat in her chest. “By being honest with each other. No pretending, no brushing it off. If we talk about it, really talk about it, maybe we’ll know if it’s something we can live with… or something we can’t.”

Drew’s lips parted like he wanted to argue, but instead he just nodded.

Anastasia pulled her hand back gently and stood, moving around the table. She slid into his lap, straddling him, her arms looping around his shoulders. His body went rigid at first, then softened beneath her. His hands hovered at her waist as though he didn’t dare grip her.

“Tell me the truth,” she whispered. “If I said yes… what would you picture?”

His eyes darkened, throat working as he struggled for words. “I’d picture you walking into a room I can’t follow you into.”

Her fingers combed through his hair, slow, steady. “And?”

“And I’d picture him touching you.” His voice cracked. “Undressing you. Kissing you. And I’d want to throw up and come in my pants at the same time.”

Her breath caught at the rawness of it. She felt his hardness growing beneath her, betraying his confession. She shifted slightly in his lap, not enough to push things further, just enough to let him know she felt it.

“And if I told you,” she whispered against his ear, “that every second of it would be for you, not him?”

His grip finally tightened on her hips, fingers digging in. “Then I’d believe you.”

Anastasia leaned back, searching his face. His eyes were wild, torn between shame and hunger. It made something inside her twist tight, a mixture of fear and exhilaration.

“Drew,” she said carefully, “I don’t care about him. I never will. But if this is something you need… if this is something that would light something in us we’ve never touched before…” She swallowed hard. “Then I’ll do it. For us.”

His forehead dropped against hers, his breath ragged. “You’d really⁠—”

“Yes.” Her voice was steady now, stronger than she felt. “But only because it’s ours. Not his. Ours.”

For a moment, they just breathed together, their hearts pounding in sync. Then Drew kissed her—hard, hungry, as though the agreement itself had broken something loose inside him. She kissed him back, her tongue sliding against his, her body pressing closer.

It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t sweet. It was desperate, fueled by the knowledge of what they had just decided.

When they finally broke apart, Drew’s hand cradled her face. “I’ll handle Victor. I’ll make the call. You won’t have to hear his voice, won’t have to read his words. This will only ever come through me.”

Anastasia nodded, her own hands trembling as they rested against his chest. “And when it happens… you’ll know it’s for you.”

His eyes burned into hers. “Always.”

The words sealed it.

The folder on the counter was no longer an intruder. It was a contract waiting to be signed—not between Victor and Drew, but between Drew and Anastasia, a vow that whatever came next, they would own it together.

And for the first time since Victor had spoken the unthinkable, the fear in Anastasia’s chest didn’t feel like a weight. It felt like fire.

The next morning, Drew stood in front of Hargrave Tower with the folder under his arm, his heart thudding like he’d just sprinted. The city bustled around him, strangers moving in every direction, but for Drew the world had narrowed to a single decision.

He rode the elevator up, his reflection staring back at him in the chrome doors. He looked pale, maybe even guilty. But beneath it all was a pulse of heat he couldn’t deny. He was about to sign away something no man should. And yet his cock twitched just thinking about it.

Victor was waiting in his office, jacket off, tie loosened. The man smiled like a cat who already had the cream.

“So,” Victor said, leaning back in his chair, “you’ve made up your mind.”

Drew set the folder on the desk and opened it. His pen hovered over the signature line. His hand shook, not with reluctance but with the weight of what this would mean.

He pictured Anastasia the night before, straddling his lap, whispering that every second would be for him. He heard her voice again, soft and fierce, and it was enough to steady his hand.

With a single stroke, he signed his name.

Victor’s grin widened. “Good man. I’ll make sure the promotion paperwork goes through by next week.”

Drew slid the folder back toward him, his chest tight with adrenaline. “Just remember—she’s still mine. Always mine.”

Victor chuckled, but Drew didn’t flinch. He left the office with his heart hammering, his cock hard against the fabric of his slacks, the image of Anastasia in another man’s bed burning behind his eyes.

[image: ]


That same afternoon, Anastasia pushed open the glass door of a boutique downtown.

This time, there was no nervous glance around, no pretending she’d wandered in by accident. She walked straight to the lingerie racks, her fingers brushing satin and lace.

She imagined Drew’s face when she showed him. Imagined his pupils darkening, his breath catching, his cock twitching under his pants while he watched her strip for another man. The thought scared her, thrilled her, and guided her hand.

She chose a black lace bra that left little to the imagination, a matching thong, and a crimson silk chemise that whispered over her skin like water. She added sheer stockings and a garter belt, smiling to herself as she laid them across her arm.

In the fitting room, she tried them on one by one, standing before the mirror. Her reflection looked bolder than she felt—cheeks flushed, nipples hard against the lace, her body made for sin.

She bit her lip, lifting her phone as though tempted to take a picture for Drew, but she stopped herself. No—this wasn’t the moment. Proof would come later.

When she paid at the register, the saleswoman wrapped the pieces in soft tissue paper and slid them into a glossy bag. Anastasia took it in her hand, her pulse racing.

She didn’t shop for Victor. She shopped for Drew. Every slip of lace, every strap of silk, was chosen with him in mind.

At home, she tucked the bag deep into her closet. She ran her hand over it once, whispering under her breath, “Every second will be for you.”

That night, they lay in bed facing each other, the dark broken only by the faint glow of the streetlight outside their window. Anastasia traced a finger down Drew’s arm, watching the way his chest rose faster under her touch.

“You signed it,” she murmured.

His eyes held hers. “Yeah.”

“Knowing what that means.”

“Knowing exactly what it means.” His voice was rough. “That another man is going to have you. That I’m going to see proof of it. And Ana… I’ve been hard since I put the pen down.”

Her breath hitched, heat rushing between her thighs. “I thought about it all afternoon,” she admitted. “Not him. Us. You watching, knowing, needing me even more afterward. It made me wet just thinking about it.”

His hand slid up her thigh under the sheets, finding the slick proof of her words. He groaned low in his throat. “Jesus, you’re soaked.”

She bit his shoulder, whispering hotly, “It’s your fault. You did this to me.”

He flipped her onto her back, covering her body with his. “Then let me finish it.”

Their mouths crashed together, tongues tangled, hungry and urgent. His hands pushed her nightshirt up, baring her breasts. She arched into him as his mouth closed over a nipple, sucking hard, his teeth grazing just enough to make her cry out.

Her legs spread for him easily, the tip of his cock sliding against her slick folds. She was ready, aching, pulling at his hips. “Don’t tease me,” she begged. “I need you inside me.”

Drew pushed into her in one hard stroke, groaning at the heat that gripped him. “Fuck, Ana… tighter than ever.”

She clutched at his shoulders, nails digging into his skin. “Harder,” she gasped. “Take me harder.”

He drove into her, pounding the mattress, his breath hot against her ear. “All I can see is you in that lingerie… bending over for him… but it’s me you’re screaming for.”

“Yes,” she moaned, her legs locking around his waist. “Yours… always yours.”

Her cries filled the room as he thrust deeper, faster, sweat dripping from his forehead onto her chest. His hand slid down to her clit, rubbing in hard circles until her body arched under him, shuddering violently.

She came with a scream, nails clawing his back, her pussy clenching around him so tight he almost lost control. He hammered into her through her climax, gritting his teeth, then spilled inside her with a guttural growl, collapsing against her with his cock still pulsing deep.

They lay tangled, gasping, sweat-slicked skin pressed together. Drew kissed her neck, murmuring against her skin. “Proof or no proof, he’ll never have what I just had.”

Anastasia smiled faintly, her body still trembling. “No. He won’t. Because every second belongs to you.”

And with that, they drifted into sleep, the decision sealed in more than ink.


CHAPTER 4


Anastasia started early. The clock on the bathroom wall ticked loud as she ran steaming water into the tub, steam curling against the mirror. She laid everything out on the counter—her razor, fresh blades, wax strips, lotion, perfume, the new lingerie folded neatly like a promise she wasn’t sure she wanted to keep.

She slipped out of her robe, standing naked in the warm light. For a moment she caught her reflection—breasts full, stomach flat enough, thighs soft but strong—and she thought of Victor’s eyes on her. The thought made her stomach twist, but behind it was Drew’s face, his voice whispering, Every second will be for me.

She lowered herself into the water. It lapped at her skin, hot enough to make her sigh. She worked slowly, shaving until her skin was bare and smooth, the ritual almost meditative. When she finished, she rinsed, then carefully waxed where she wanted to be even softer. Every pull made her wince, but each time she imagined Drew’s hands on her later, feeling how she had prepared.

When she stepped out, steam clinging to her skin, Drew was leaning against the doorframe, his tie loosened from work, his eyes dark. He said nothing at first, just watched her towel herself dry.

“You’re staring,” she murmured.

“I can’t help it,” he admitted, his voice rough. “You’re making yourself perfect for another man.”

Her chest tightened at the jealousy in his tone, but his cock strained visibly in his slacks. Arousal tangled with his bitterness, and she knew he hated himself for wanting it.

She moved closer, towel clutched to her chest. “I’m making myself perfect for you. Don’t forget that.”

His jaw clenched, but his eyes softened. He reached to touch her hip, his thumb grazing damp skin. “I’m trying to believe that.”

She kissed him softly, then pulled away before it deepened. Tonight wasn’t about them, not yet. Tonight was about proof.

Anastasia stood by the mirror adjusting the strap of her red silk dress, the one clinging over the black lace and garter beneath. Drew sat on the edge of the bed, his shirt open at the collar, his tie discarded. His cock strained visibly against his pants, a thick ridge that made her chest flutter.

He dragged his eyes down her body, then back up, his expression torn. She’s mine, every inch of her. And I’m sending her to another man. What the hell is wrong with me? His fists clenched on his knees, but his cock pulsed harder the longer he stared.

Anastasia slipped into her heels, feeling his gaze like a hand stroking her bare thighs beneath the dress. He wants me this way. He wants me jealous, nervous, and his at the same time. He wants me proof. Her own thighs pressed together as her body betrayed her nerves with slick heat.

“You’re… perfect,” Drew said hoarsely, his voice breaking. “Too perfect to walk out that door.”

She turned, meeting his gaze in the mirror. “I’m not walking out for him, Drew. I’m walking out for you.”

His throat bobbed. His cock twitched, a bead of precum wetting the front of his slacks. He wanted to drag her back onto the bed and tear the dress off, to bury himself inside her until she forgot anyone else existed. But the thought of her leaving, of seeing her body through another man’s phone camera, had his heart racing even faster.

Anastasia picked up her small clutch, sliding her phone inside before thinking better of it. She crossed to Drew, bent down, and pressed it into his hand. “Hold it for me until I get there.”

He stared at the device, then at her. “I don’t know if I can let you walk out like this.”

She kissed him, lingering, her tongue brushing his, tasting the need on his lips. “You don’t have to let me. You just have to watch.”

Her words hit him like a jolt straight to his cock. His chest rose in a ragged breath as she pulled away. He stayed frozen, phone clutched in his hand, as she picked up her bag and headed for the door.

When the latch clicked shut behind her, the silence was deafening. Drew fell back onto the bed, groaning, his cock throbbing painfully against his slacks. God help me. I want this. I want every second she’s about to give me.

Anastasia’s heels clicked against the pavement as she crossed the hotel parking lot, her pulse hammering. She could feel the lingerie beneath the dress like fire against her skin, every shift of fabric a reminder of what she was about to do.

I should turn around. I should go home, climb back into bed with him, let him take me until we both forget this madness. But the image of Drew’s face, flushed with arousal and jealousy, stopped her. The way he looked at her as she pulled on her dress — torn apart but impossibly hard — that was proof enough.

Her thighs clenched with every step, her body betraying her nerves with wetness she couldn’t deny. She imagined the moment her phone buzzed in his hand, the photos lighting his screen, his cock in his fist as he watched. The thought made her shiver.

By the time she reached the hotel lobby, her knees felt weak. She lifted her chin, forced herself to move forward, and pressed the button for the twentieth floor.

The elevator doors closed. The floor began to rise.

And Anastasia whispered to herself, so softly no one could hear, “Every second is for him.”

The elevator glided upward, soft music filling the car. Anastasia clutched her clutch in one hand, her phone in the other. Her reflection in the polished steel doors showed her flushed cheeks and nervous smile.

She typed quickly: I’m here. Going up now.

Three dots appeared instantly, then Drew’s reply: Fuck. I can’t breathe. Send me something when you can.

Her heart fluttered as the bell chimed and the doors opened.

Victor answered her knock almost immediately. He stood in a crisp white shirt, collar open, sleeves rolled back. His smile was smooth but not forced, the kind of smile that belonged to a man who’d been waiting.

“Anastasia,” he said warmly. “Come in.”

Her heels clicked against the polished floor as she stepped inside. The suite was wide and glowing, the city stretching beyond the wall of windows. A bottle of champagne sat chilling on the table, two glasses waiting.

“You’re even more stunning than I remembered,” Victor said, eyes roaming appreciatively over her figure.

Her cheeks flushed. “You know how to make a girl nervous.”

“Good,” he said with a grin. He lifted her phone from her hand with a light touch, not demanding, just confident. “Let’s start by letting your husband see what he’s missing.”

He held up the camera, nodding at her. “Give him a smile.”

Anastasia posed lightly, one hand on her hip, the slit of her red silk dress revealing the top of her thigh. Victor snapped the photo and hit send.

The buzz came almost instantly. Drew’s reply: Jesus. More. Please.

Anastasia giggled, the tension in her chest loosening. “He’s eager tonight.”

“Then let’s give him a show,” Victor murmured. He set the phone on record, bracing it in his hand as he stepped closer. His free hand brushed her hip, sliding along the fabric of her dress. “May I?”

Her breath caught, but she nodded. “Yes.”

His lips brushed hers softly at first, testing, then firmer as she leaned into it. The kiss deepened, his tongue teasing hers, his hand stroking lower, curving over her ass.

The phone was angled just right to catch her moan, the way her lips parted against his, the dress riding higher as his fingers skimmed along her thigh.

He pulled back just enough to grin. “That’ll drive him crazy.”

The phone buzzed again. Holy fuck. Don’t stop.

Anastasia’s body tingled, her nerves drowned out by heat. She laughed breathlessly, leaning into Victor’s chest as his hand cupped her breast through the lace beneath the silk. The camera caught everything: her flushed face, her arching back, the way her lips opened for another hungry kiss.

When Victor finally lowered the phone, he set it on the nightstand and murmured against her ear, “We’ll send him more in a minute. But right now, I want to taste you.”

Her thighs trembled at the promise.


CHAPTER 5


Victor eased Anastasia back toward the bed, his hand warm on her hip, the phone angled to capture the sway of her dress as she moved. Her chest rose quickly, her breath shallow, but the nerves that had clung to her in the elevator were melting under the heat in her body.

“Stand right here,” Victor said, stopping her at the foot of the bed. He lifted the phone, panning slowly down her figure. “Let him see what I get to unwrap.”

Anastasia posed lightly, her lips curving in a smile she couldn’t help. She lifted her hands to her straps, sliding them down over her shoulders just enough for the red silk to loosen. The dress slipped an inch, then another, baring the top edge of the black lace bra beneath.

Victor snapped a photo and sent it.

The buzz came instantly. Fuck. Don’t make me wait.

Her thighs clenched at the words. She bit her lip, looking straight into the lens as she let the dress slide lower, the silk pooling at her waist, exposing the lace fully now.

Another snap. Another send.

Drew’s reply: More. Need to see all of her.

Victor chuckled. “He’s hooked already.” He looked at her, lowering his voice. “So am I.”

He set the phone to record, then slipped his fingers under the fabric of her dress, tugging it down slowly until it dropped to the floor in a soft heap. Anastasia stood in the lace bra and thong, the garter straps gleaming against her thighs.

Her cheeks burned, but her nipples were already pebbling against the fabric. She tossed her hair back, giving the camera a sultry look she hadn’t even known she could pull off.

Victor captured every detail, then sent the clip.

The phone buzzed. She’s unreal. Pull the bra down. Please.

Anastasia moaned softly at the message, her body humming at the thought of Drew sitting at home, cock in hand, begging for more. She reached up herself, slipping the straps down her arms. Victor caught her movements in the frame as the lace fell away, baring her breasts to the lens.

“Perfect,” he murmured, his hand brushing her nipple just as he clicked the shutter. She gasped at the contact, her body already arching into his touch.

The photo went out. Drew’s reply: Hard as a rock. I can’t stop.

Her lips parted, the words making her thighs slicker, her skin hotter. She let out a breathy laugh, pressing closer to Victor, whispering, “He’s not the only one.”

Victor smirked, lowering the phone just long enough to cup her breast fully, his thumb circling the hard peak until she moaned again, louder this time.

“Let’s give him a video he won’t forget,” he said, lifting the phone again.

Anastasia tilted her head back as Victor kissed her neck, his hand teasing her nipple. The camera caught her moans, her parted lips, the way she squirmed against him.

The buzz came almost immediately. Losing my mind. Show me more.

Anastasia laughed breathlessly, her nerves long gone now, replaced with pure heat. “He’s going to explode before we’re even finished.”

Victor’s grin widened. “Good. Let’s make sure he does.”

Victor set the phone carefully on the nightstand, angling it just right to catch Anastasia’s body in frame. He didn’t touch her right away. He just stood back, his eyes roaming over her bare breasts, the garter belt hugging her waist, the thin strip of lace stretched between her thighs.

The heat in his gaze made her shiver. Not because she was nervous anymore, but because she could feel how much he wanted her. The air between them buzzed, charged, every second stretching tight.

“I didn’t think you’d be this beautiful,” he said finally, his voice low and rough.

Her lips curved. “And I didn’t think I’d like hearing that from you.”

Their eyes locked, and for a beat she forgot there was a camera, forgot Drew was somewhere miles away staring at his phone. All she felt was the hunger pulling between them.

Victor closed the distance. His hands slid down her sides, strong and sure, until he gripped her hips and guided her gently back onto the bed. She lay down, propped on her elbows, watching as he trailed kisses along her stomach, slow and deliberate, like he was savoring every inch.

Her thighs trembled when he nuzzled against the lace covering her, his breath hot through the thin fabric. She gasped, surprised by how much her body jolted at the contact.

“Victor…” Her voice was shaky, half plea, half warning.

He chuckled softly, tugging the lace aside with his thumb. “You’re already wet.”

Her cheeks burned, but she didn’t deny it. She tilted her hips, inviting his mouth closer. God, I shouldn’t be this turned on. Not already.

When his tongue swept across her clit, she cried out, head tipping back against the pillows. It was different from Drew—less familiar, less careful. Bolder. Greedier. And she loved it.

The phone buzzed once on the nightstand, the vibration faint. She caught a glimpse of the screen: Drew’s words simple, breathless. She’s gorgeous. I can’t believe this.

Her heart swelled, the guilt she’d been holding onto dissolving. He was watching, yes, but he was proud too. Proud and aroused. That knowledge set her free.

Victor spread her thighs wider, his tongue working harder now, lapping, teasing, sucking until her hips lifted off the bed. Her moans grew louder, filling the suite, raw and uninhibited.

She grabbed the sheets, nails digging into the fabric. “Oh, fuck…”

He glanced up at her, lips glistening, eyes dark with heat. “You taste incredible.”

The words sent another rush of slickness between her thighs. She hadn’t expected this, hadn’t expected to need it. But now her body was surging toward climax, too fast, too hard.

Victor slid two fingers inside her as his tongue circled her clit, and that was all it took. She shattered, crying out, her thighs clamping around his head as her whole body shook.

The phone buzzed again, the screen lighting with Drew’s reply to the short clip Victor had managed to record mid-orgasm. Oh my God. She’s never sounded like that.

Anastasia’s chest heaved as she came down, her skin damp, her nipples hard, her body still twitching. She covered her face with her hands, laughing breathlessly. “I can’t believe I just did that.”

Victor kissed her inner thigh, his grin wicked. “And we’re only getting started.”

Victor wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, then leaned down to kiss the soft inside of Anastasia’s thigh. His cock throbbed hard against his zipper, straining for release. He hadn’t expected to get this worked up so quickly—he’d thought tonight would be a game, a perk of power. But hearing her moan, tasting how wet she was for him, seeing her lose control under his tongue… it wasn’t just business anymore.

She’s sex itself, he thought, his pulse hammering. Drew doesn’t know what he’s been hiding from the world.

He glanced at the phone, still buzzing faintly on the nightstand, Drew’s latest reply glowing on the screen. A grin tugged at Victor’s lips. The husband was watching, stroking himself raw, and Victor had the real thing spread out beneath him, trembling and soaked. The thrill of it twisted sharp in his gut.

Anastasia lowered her hands from her flushed face, catching his gaze. Her lips were swollen, her chest heaving, her eyes glassy with lust. She looked wrecked already—and he hadn’t even fucked her yet.

Victor licked his lips, savoring the taste that still lingered there. His cock throbbed again, painful now, eager to be buried inside her. She’s ready for more. And I’m going to give it to her until neither of them can forget tonight.


CHAPTER 6


Anastasia was still trembling when Victor kissed his way up her stomach. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, nipples hard, skin glowing from the heat of his mouth. She reached for his shoulders, her fingers curling against muscle, shocked by how strong and warm he felt under her palms.

Victor paused above her, his eyes dragging down her body. Not smug. Not clinical. Just hungry.

“You’re even better than I imagined, Anastasia,” he murmured, his thumb brushing the side of her breast.

Her lips parted, her breath catching. “You’ve been imagining this?”

“Since the first time I saw you,” he admitted, kissing the corner of her mouth. “And it doesn’t compare.”

Her stomach clenched. She thought of Drew, of his eyes on his phone, watching. Her skin flushed hotter at the thought that he was seeing this in real time.

Victor seemed to sense it. “He’s watching you right now. Loving it, isn’t he?”

Her throat tightened, but she whispered, “Yes.”

Victor kissed her again, slower, deeper, until she moaned into his mouth. She slipped a hand down between them, gasping softly when she found how hard he was through his trousers.

He groaned at the contact, his hips pressing forward.

“God,” she whispered against his lips. She gave him a firmer squeeze, her eyes widening. “You’re so big.”

Victor chuckled, though his jaw flexed at her grip. “And you’ve barely touched me yet.”

Her cheeks burned, but instead of pulling away, she stroked him again.

He lifted her phone, angling it toward them, catching the flush on her cheeks and the way her hand pressed into the bulge of his pants. He snapped the shot and sent it off.

The reply came almost instantly. Drew’s words lit the screen: Baby you’re making me so hard. Don’t stop.

Anastasia’s thighs squeezed together, arousal slicking her panties. Knowing Drew was stroking himself while she teased another man made her dizzy with need.

She tugged at Victor’s shirt. “Take this off.”

He stripped it quickly, baring his chest. She ran her hands over him, tracing muscle, heat rising between them. She leaned in, kissing his collarbone, his throat, the hard line of his pecs.

Victor angled the phone again, catching her kisses, her hair spilling across his skin. He snapped another photo and sent it.

Drew’s reply: You look incredible, Ana. I’m dying for more.

Victor propped the phone on record at the nightstand, freeing his hands to slide into her hair. “Show him how much you want this.”

Her pulse hammered. Slowly, she sank to her knees between his thighs. She undid his belt, slid his zipper down, and freed him. His cock sprang up thick and heavy, flushed and rigid.

She gasped softly, her hand wrapping around him. “God… you’re huge.”

Victor groaned, his head tipping back as her hand stroked him slowly. “That feels fucking amazing.”

The camera caught it all — her lips parting, her eyes wide as she bent down and took the head of his cock into her mouth. She licked, sucked, sliding him deeper inch by inch, her cheeks hollowing as she worked him.

Victor’s hands tightened in her hair, a rough groan spilling from his throat. “Jesus, Anastasia…”

On the nightstand, the phone buzzed again. Drew’s message glowed: That’s my girl. You look so fucking hot on your knees.

Her pussy clenched at the words. She moaned around Victor’s cock, taking him deeper, wanting Drew to see her like this — his wife, bold, hungry, beautiful.

Victor hissed, hips lifting slightly. “If you keep that up, I’ll lose it in your mouth. And I want to fuck you first.”

Anastasia pulled back, lips swollen, breath ragged. Her body trembled, not with nerves anymore, but with a sharp, undeniable want.

And from the look in Victor’s eyes, he felt the same.

He pulled her up from her knees, kissing her hungrily, his cock still slick from her mouth pressing hard against her stomach. He walked her backward until the back of her knees hit the bed, then guided her down onto the sheets. She sprawled out, breasts rising and falling, garter straps taut against her thighs, her lace thong damp and clinging.

“Look at you,” he groaned, hovering above her. “You’re trembling already.”

Her lips parted, a shaky laugh escaping. “I can’t believe I’m about to let you…”

“Yes, you can,” he cut her off gently, his thumb brushing her lower lip. “Because you want it.”

And she did. God help her, she wanted it so badly her thighs ached.

Victor hooked his fingers in the waistband of her thong and slid it down slowly, peeling it away to bare her swollen, slick pussy. He tossed the lace aside, his eyes darkening as he spread her thighs wide.

“Fuck,” he muttered, running his thumb through the wetness glistening there. “You’re dripping for me.”

Anastasia gasped at the touch, her hips jerking. “Oh God…”

He leaned down, kissing her inner thighs, nipping gently, teasing her until she squirmed beneath him. Then he straightened, tugging his trousers down his hips until his cock sprang free again, thick and hard, flushed dark at the tip.

Her eyes widened. “Jesus, Victor…”

He grinned. “You like what you see?”

Her cheeks flushed hot. “It’s… so much.”

“You’ll take it,” he promised, stroking himself slowly over her, smearing her wetness across the head. “You’ll love it.”

Her body clenched at his words, anticipation twisting deep inside her.

He pressed the head against her entrance, sliding just an inch inside. Her pussy stretched, tight and hot around him, and she cried out, gripping the sheets.

“Fuck,” Victor groaned, eyes squeezing shut. “You’re tight as hell.”

He pushed deeper, slow and steady, until he was buried to the hilt. Anastasia gasped, her body stretching, filling fuller than she’d ever been.

“Oh my God,” she whimpered, nails digging into the mattress. “You’re… you’re too big.”

Victor leaned down, kissing her hard. “No, baby. You’re perfect. You’re taking me so well.”

He pulled almost all the way out, then slid back in, harder this time. Her moan broke free, high and desperate.

“Victor…” she gasped, her legs wrapping around his waist. “Don’t stop.”

He set a rhythm, long hard strokes that made her breasts bounce, her body arch off the bed. Her moans filled the room, loud and raw, each one sending a jolt of heat straight to his cock.

“You feel so fucking good,” he groaned against her neck. “So wet for me. You love this, don’t you?”

She squeezed her eyes shut, shame mixing with overwhelming pleasure. “Yes,” she cried. “Oh God, yes.”

Victor thrust harder, his hips slamming into hers, the sound of skin on skin filling the suite. Her pussy clenched around him, milking him with every stroke, her moans turning frantic.

Her hands roamed his back, nails dragging down muscle as he fucked her harder. Her head tipped back, mouth open, eyes glazed. She had thought she would be nervous, thought she might not even be able to go through with it — but here she was, being pounded by her husband’s boss, her body on fire, every nerve alight with sensation.

Victor reached for the phone, angling it toward them for just a moment. He hit record, capturing the slap of his cock sliding in and out of her soaked pussy, her thighs spread wide, her moans filling the room. Thirty seconds — no more. He stopped the video, sent it with a smirk.

The phone buzzed almost immediately. Drew’s reply: Holy fuck Ana… I can’t believe how hot you look. I’m losing it.

Her pussy clenched at the words. She moaned louder, arching into Victor’s thrusts.

“That’s it,” Victor growled. “Give him a show. Let him hear how much you’re loving this cock.”

“I am,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I’m loving it!”

He flipped her onto her stomach, pulling her hips up until she was on her knees. He slammed into her from behind, gripping her hair in one hand, her ass slapping against his thighs with every thrust. She screamed into the pillow, her body jolting forward, her pussy stretched and filled.

“God, you’re fucking tight,” Victor groaned, hammering her harder. “Drew’s a lucky man.”

Her eyes rolled back, her nails clawing the sheets. She had never been taken like this, never felt so completely fucked. Her body shook, her pussy squeezing him, pleasure crashing through her in waves.

“I’m gonna come,” she cried, her voice muffled against the pillow. “Oh God, I’m gonna⁠—”

Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and overwhelming. She screamed, her whole body convulsing, her pussy clenching around Victor’s cock in wet, desperate pulses.

Victor groaned loudly, his thrusts becoming erratic. “Fuck, Ana—” He slammed deep inside her one last time, his cock twitching, hot ropes of cum spilling into her.

They collapsed together onto the bed, slick and panting, her body trembling under his. His chest pressed against her back, his breath hot in her ear.

“Jesus Christ,” he murmured, kissing her shoulder. “You were incredible.”

Anastasia lay gasping, her skin damp, her mind spinning. She had never come so hard in her life — not even with Drew. And that thought made her both guilty and impossibly turned on.

The phone buzzed again. Drew’s final message for the night glowed on the screen: You’re mine, Ana. Don’t forget that.

Her lips curved into a shaky smile as she closed her eyes, body still humming. “Always,” she whispered under her breath.


CHAPTER 7


The room still smelled of sweat and sex. Anastasia lay sprawled on the wide hotel bed, her chest heaving, her body damp and trembling from the violent climax Victor had wrung out of her. Her garter straps had twisted, her stockings were slipping, and her hair was a wild mess against the pillow. She looked ruined, yet a flush of pride lit her cheeks — she’d just taken another man’s cock, and Drew was on the other side of it all, watching.

Victor kissed her shoulder before rolling onto his back beside her. He dragged a hand through his hair, his cock still half-hard and glistening with their mingled fluids. He let out a low laugh. “Christ. You nearly broke me.”

Anastasia giggled breathlessly, covering her face with one hand. “I can’t believe I just did that.”

“You mean, did that for the camera,” Victor teased, nodding at the phone resting against the lamp base on the nightstand. Its screen still glowed faintly, a notification banner lingering with Drew’s last message.

Her hand slipped from her face. Her eyes flicked to the phone, her stomach tightening. The reminder made her thighs press together. He saw everything. Every sound, every thrust. He knows exactly how hard I came.

Victor leaned over, grabbed the phone, and scrolled. “He’s definitely enjoying himself.” His grin spread as he read one line aloud: “Ana, you’ve never sounded like that.”

Her face burned hot. “Don’t read it out loud.”

“Why not? You should know how much he’s loving this.” Victor set the phone back down, closer this time, as though it belonged in the bed with them. His gaze drifted down her body again. “And I think he deserves more than just thirty seconds.”

Her lips parted. “More?”

“More than a tease. He wants to see you. All of you. Not just getting fucked, but showing him what it does to you. That’s what will drive him insane.”

Anastasia’s chest rose sharply. She chewed her lip, heat flushing down to her core again. “And you think I should… put on a show?”

Victor’s grin softened, but his eyes stayed dark. “You already are, Anastasia. The only difference now is you do it knowing he’s watching.”

Her pulse thudded, hot and quick. She turned on her side, resting on her elbow. “And what exactly are you picturing?”

Victor shifted closer, his hand sliding along her thigh, fingers brushing the damp lace of her garter. “I’m picturing you on top of me, facing the camera. I’m picturing you riding my cock, bouncing those perfect tits for him, moaning his name while I stretch you open.”

Her breath hitched. The image slammed into her mind — herself straddling Victor, looking directly into the phone, gasping her husband’s name while another man’s cock pumped inside her. The thought made her dizzy, her pussy aching with sudden need.

She laughed nervously, brushing her hair back. “God, you’re dangerous.”

“No,” Victor said, sliding his hand higher until his fingers grazed her bare folds, slick again already. “You’re dangerous. Look how wet you are just thinking about it.”

Her hips jerked at his touch. “Victor…”

He leaned in, kissing her hard, his tongue sweeping into her mouth. She moaned, clutching his shoulders as his fingers teased her slit, stroking slow circles around her clit until her thighs trembled.

The phone buzzed once on the nightstand, startling her. She broke the kiss, glancing over. Drew’s name glowed on the screen with just two words: Still stroking.

Her heart clenched, her pussy clenched harder. She grabbed the phone herself this time, staring at the message, imagining her husband at home, cock in hand, desperate and messy, watching her like she was his favorite porn star.

She turned the screen toward Victor with a shaky smile. “He’s not going anywhere.”

Victor’s grin was pure hunger. He rolled onto his back, hands folded behind his head, his cock standing hard again, thick and proud against his stomach. “Then let’s make sure he gets a show worth finishing to.”

Anastasia sat up slowly, her body humming, her mind spinning with arousal and disbelief. She straddled him, settling her knees on either side of his hips, her wetness smearing against his shaft as she ground down teasingly.

Victor groaned, gripping her waist. “Fuck, Ana. That’s it.”

Her hair spilled forward as she leaned down, kissing him, tasting his moan as his cock throbbed between her thighs. When she pulled back, she reached for the phone herself, propping it against the lamp so it faced the bed directly.

Her chest rose in a deep breath, her lips curving into a wicked smile. “Okay,” she whispered, voice husky. “Let’s give him more.”

Anastasia steadied herself over Victor, her thighs braced against his hips, the camera glowing quietly from the nightstand. She could see her own reflection in the black glass — her flushed cheeks, her breasts rising and falling, her hair wild from their earlier frenzy.

Victor’s cock pulsed against her slick entrance, hot and thick, the sheer size of it still shocking her even after the way he’d already stretched her. She lifted her hips just enough to position him, then glanced toward the phone. She smiled faintly, nervous and aroused all at once. “He’s watching…”

Victor’s hand slid up her waist to her breast, squeezing gently. “Then let him watch you take me.”

She sank down slowly. The head pushed inside first, thick and unyielding, and her pussy clenched tight around it. She gasped, throwing her head back as inch after inch filled her.

“God, Victor,” she moaned, bracing her hands on his chest. “You’re so fucking big.”

The phone buzzed once — Drew’s name lighting the screen with a single reply: Fuck, baby… watching you stretch around him. Can’t breathe.

Her pussy squeezed harder at the words. She pressed lower, finally taking him all the way to the hilt, her thighs trembling with the effort. The sensation was overwhelming, her body stretched to the limit, yet she never wanted to stop.

Victor groaned under her, his hands gripping her hips tight. “Jesus, Anastasia. Look at you. Taking every inch of me.”

She rocked her hips, testing the movement. The thick slide of his cock inside her made her cry out. “Oh my God… it feels so good.”

Victor reached for the phone, tilting it slightly to capture her from the waist down. The lens caught the gleam of wetness on his cock as she began to move, lifting and sinking, her pussy swallowing him with slick, obscene sounds.

She leaned forward, planting her hands on his chest as she found a rhythm. Her breasts bounced with every thrust, nipples hard, her hair falling around her face. She looked directly at the phone, lips parting in a moan. “Drew… oh, Drew…”

Victor groaned louder. “That’s it. Say his name while you ride me. Let him hear you.”

“Drew!” she cried, her voice breaking with a mix of guilt and pleasure. “I’m riding him, baby… oh God, I’m riding his cock…”

The phone buzzed again, a blur of words on the screen. You’re killing me. Don’t stop.

Her thighs burned as she bounced harder, Victor’s cock slamming deep, filling her again and again. She was soaked, dripping down his shaft, the wet slap of their bodies echoing in the suite.

Victor gripped her ass, lifting her higher, thrusting up into her with sharp, deep strokes. She screamed, her nails digging into his chest. “Yes! Fuck me harder!”

“You’re a fucking dream,” he growled, pounding her. “Your husband doesn’t know how lucky he is.”

Her vision blurred with heat. She couldn’t think, couldn’t process anything but the way his cock hit deep inside her, grinding against her walls. “Oh God, I’m gonna come…”

“Then give it to him,” Victor rasped. “Come for your husband while I’m buried in you.”

Her body obeyed. She ground down hard, her clit rubbing against his pelvis, her pussy clenching around him. The orgasm ripped through her, violent and unstoppable, her cry tearing from her throat. “DREW!”

Victor grabbed the phone, snapping a final short video as she convulsed, her body arching, her pussy milking his cock.

The phone buzzed with Drew’s reply seconds later: Holy fuck, Ana… I just came so hard. You’re unbelievable.

Victor groaned, his cock swelling inside her. He flipped her onto her back in one swift motion, still buried deep. He hooked her legs over his shoulders, driving into her with relentless thrusts.

Anastasia’s body jolted with every stroke, her breasts bouncing, her cries filling the room. “Yes! Victor, yes!”

He slammed deep one last time, groaning loud as he came, spilling hot inside her. She gasped at the flood of warmth, her pussy still clenching greedily, milking every pulse of his cock.

When he collapsed against her, their bodies slick and trembling, Anastasia turned her head toward the phone. Her lips curved into a breathless, wicked smile. “Did you like that, baby?”

The screen buzzed. More than anything. You’re mine, Ana. Always mine.

Her heart squeezed at the words even as Victor’s cum trickled down her thighs. She closed her eyes, body humming, knowing she had just crossed another line — and loved every second of it.


CHAPTER 8


Heat still clung to the sheets. Anastasia lay on her back with her legs open and limp, the garter straps skewed over her hips, the red dress somewhere on the floor. Her chest rose in slow, shaky pulls. A lazy pulse throbbed deep inside her where Victor’s cum warmed her, a slow slide that made her thighs squeeze together on instinct and then relax again.

Victor kissed the inside of her knee and sat up. He took his time. No hurry. He poured champagne into two flutes, the bubbles hissing softly, and handed one to her. His knuckles brushed her wrist. “You were incredible.”

She accepted the glass and smiled because it was true and it scared her how true it was. “I surprised myself,” she said, voice husky.

“You surprised me,” he said. His gaze moved over her like a touch. Not greedy now. Content. Proud. “You liked showing him. I could feel it.”

Her cheeks warmed. She took a sip to hide her smile. The champagne tasted bright and cold after so much heat. She looked toward the nightstand. Her phone rested there, screen dark, the faint smear of her gloss printed on the case. She could almost feel Drew through it. Breathless and greedy. Hers.

Victor lifted his glass toward hers and tapped the rim lightly. “To first nights.”

She laughed under her breath and clinked. “To first nights.”

They drank. She let her head sink into the pillow. The city shone beyond the glass wall, a thousand small lights blinking far away, but the room felt like a warm cave. The smell of sex and champagne. Her skin sticky with sweat and his mouth. A string of wet slid over her entrance and her body clenched around nothing, a ghost thrust she could still feel.

“I want to see,” she whispered, almost shy all of a sudden. “What we took.”

Victor reached for the phone and unlocked it. The gallery opened to a neat little parade of images and short clips. Her in the red silk. Her on her knees. Her riding him. Her mouth open, head tipped back, eyes gone, a woman caught up in the thing she promised she would do. He didn’t play them yet. He just let the thumbnails glow between them.

“Text him,” Victor said softly. “He’s probably pacing a groove in his floor.”

Anastasia laughed, then bit the inside of her lip. She slid up, propped on an elbow, and typed.

Still here, baby. I can’t feel my legs.

Three dots appeared at once.

I’m shaking. I keep rewatching that thirty seconds. I love you. Holy fuck. Are you okay?

Her heart tugged. She typed slower.

I’m okay. I liked it. Maybe too much. I’m sore. I’m messy. Thinking about you.

A minute went by. Then:

Come home when you can. I want to smell you. I want to kiss everywhere he touched. I want all of you back on me.

She smiled so hard her eyes went wet. “He’s being sweet,” she said.

Victor brushed a strand of hair off her cheek. “He sounds like a man who knows what he has.”

She set the phone back down without closing the gallery. One of the clips auto-looped silent for a heartbeat. The image of her hips dropping, his cock disappearing into her, her mouth forming Drew’s name. She had to look away, breath hitching again.

“Easy,” Victor said, amused, and set his glass aside. He slid down and lay on his side next to her, head propped on his hand. “Tell me what surprised you.”

Anastasia stared at the ceiling while she searched for the right words. “I thought I’d be more in my head. I thought I’d focus on the wrong parts. I thought I’d freeze. But the minute I heard him reply… I don’t know. My body just took over.” She looked at him. “And you. You didn’t make it weird.”

He laughed. “I try not to make great sex weird.”

“I mean you didn’t rush me,” she said, and a small, grateful look flashed across her face. “You let me find it.”

“I wanted to watch you find it,” he said, honest and simple.

They were quiet for a while. He poured more champagne. She tucked her legs together, not out of modesty but to savor that full, slick ache. The room hummed with a slower kind of charge now, like a current running under the floor.

From home, another text.

Send me one still. Just you. I want your face.

She angled the phone to her chest and lifted it. Victor reached out, steadied her hand, and held the sheet just under her breasts so the frame caught collarbone, flushed cheeks, swollen lips, tangled hair. A face after. A face he’d recognize even if the rest was hidden forever. She snapped it and sent it.

His reply came so fast she laughed.

Fuck. Beautiful. I’m hard again.

“Of course he is,” she said softly.

Victor tipped his head, smile crooked. “He has taste.”

She swatted his bicep with the back of her hand. “Don’t collect compliments you didn’t earn.”

He stretched on his back and stared at the ceiling. His breathing had calmed but the outline beneath his open fly said he could give her more if she asked. He looked over at her like he could hear the thought forming.

“I can’t,” she said, gentle but sure. “If I start again I might not stop. And he’s waiting.”

He nodded. “No pressure. This was a lot.”

She rolled onto her side, facing him. “What were you thinking when I was on top?” Her voice went low. Curious, not coy.

“That your husband is a very, very lucky man,” he said at once. The compliment carried no edge. It landed warm. “And that your body was made to be watched.”

It should have embarrassed her. It didn’t. It lit her from the inside. “It felt like that,” she admitted. “Like I wanted him to see every little thing.”

He traced a lazy line over her thigh, careful, friendly, done taking. She eased closer for just a second, taking a comfort she didn’t expect to need, then eased back again. A soft reset.

“Shower?” he asked.

“In a minute,” she said.

She texted Drew again.

I’ll rinse and come home. Do you want me to… keep it on me?

She stared at the line after she sent it. Her stomach did a little drop.

He answered with a voice note instead of text. She put the phone on speaker. Drew’s voice came through low and wrecked and tender all at once. “Leave it. Please. I want you like you are. I want the smell on you. I want to kiss the taste out of you.” He stopped, breath catching near the mic. “I love you.”

Her eyes closed. She held the phone to her chest and breathed in. “I’ll come straight home.”

“Tell him he can relax,” Victor said. “You’re not staying.”

She lifted the phone again and typed.

Leaving soon. I need you.

I’m here. Lights on. Door unlocked.

She set the phone down unopened to anything else. If she kept reading, she’d lie back, spread her knees, and beg for more. She knew herself now. That was new.

Victor stood, buttoned his trousers, and offered his hand. She took it and let him guide her up, her thighs wobbling. The sheet slipped down and he paused, looking at her the way men do after they’ve already had you. The look that says they could talk for an hour or take you again without a word. He was polite. He turned toward the bathroom and started the shower for her.

In the mirror, the woman staring back wore lazy satisfaction in her eyes. Her nipples dark and tight, faint red kisses dotting her chest, a smear at the corner of her mouth she wiped with her thumb and tasted without thinking. Clean salt, heat, champagne. She smiled at herself and shook her head, a private little laugh.

Steam filled the glass stall. She stepped under and let hot water roll over her shoulders. She didn’t scrub hard. She was careful where she touched. She ran a washcloth over her neck, behind her ears, the line of her jaw, her breasts. She let the water rinse her thighs but she didn’t chase away everything. She wasn’t going home empty.

When she came out wrapped in a towel, Victor had her dress folded neatly on a chair. He held out the black lace thong and arched a brow. “Souvenir?”

“Not wearing that home,” she said, grinning. She tucked it into her clutch. The garter belt followed. She stepped into the red dress with a little wince, sore in a good way, and smoothed it over her hips.

“Sit,” he said, and she did while he slid on her heels like someone who had done that before. The simple intimacy of it made her throat tight. He straightened, tucked a stray curl behind her ear, and kissed her cheek. Nothing dirty in it. Something respectful.

“Thank you,” she said, meaning it.

“You’re welcome,” he said. “Tell him he has good instincts. And if either of you wants a replay, you know where to find me.”

She flushed. “We’ll see.”

He picked up her phone and passed it over like a gift. The screen lit her face. She skimmed the gallery. There were more stills than she remembered. The angle where her mouth was open and her eyes were half-lidded. The close frame where her hand held him and his veins stood out hard against her palm. The shape of her on top, back arched, hair wild, a woman doing something she swore she’d never do. Her stomach flipped in a way that felt like falling and landing at once.

“Car?” he asked.

She nodded. “Please.”

He tapped a few times on his own phone. “Give it two minutes.”

They stood by the door. She looked back at the bed. The sheets were a wreck. The low lamp made the room look like it was breathing. She could hear Drew in her head, that raw voice note. Leave it. Come home.

Victor opened the door. “Goodnight, Anastasia.”

“Goodnight,” she answered, and walked out.

The hallway felt cool on her skin. The elevator took forever to arrive and when it did she stepped inside, leaned back against the mirror, and let her head fall. She slid her phone open.

On my way, she typed.

Three dots. Then:

I’m at the window. Hurry. I want to see your face first. Then everything else.

She smiled and slid the phone into her clutch. The elevator chimed and the lobby opened to the night. Outside, the car waited at the curb. She slipped in and the city began to move past in streaks of light, quiet and fast.

Her thoughts didn’t quiet. They bounced between images. Victor’s mouth. Victor’s weight. The heavy stretch that had made her teeth sink into her lip and her hands clutch the sheets. The camera’s tiny glass eye winking at her while she said her husband’s name. Her body squeezed again, a small aftershock she pressed her thighs against. She laughed softly at herself and shook her head.

Traffic lights slid green to yellow to red. At every stop she lifted her phone and stole another look at the still Drew had asked for. Her face after. She’d never seen herself like that. Not staged. Not posing. Bare. Wanting.

Another text arrived.

I keep smelling you in my head. I’m going to lose it when you walk in.

She typed back without thinking.

Put your hands on the door when I open it. I want to feel them before I see you.

Done, he sent.

She tucked the phone away and stared out the window. Soon. Home. His hands. His mouth. The way he would push her back and bury his face between her legs to taste what he’d watched from a screen. The thought sent a shiver up her spine and left a warm trail all the way down.

Beside the hotel, Victor rode an elevator back up alone. He loosened his cuffs and looked at the wrecked bed with a small satisfied exhale. His cock stirred again at the memory of her riding him while she looked into a phone like it was a lover’s eyes. He poured the last of the champagne and drank it standing up, the city bright in the window. Then he turned off the lamps one by one.

Across town, Drew paced from window to couch and back again. He had showered and then not bothered to put on more than sweats. Every few minutes he grabbed the phone and flicked to the gallery and told himself he’d only look one more time. He hovered over the thirty-second clip and forced himself not to press it. His chest was tight with love and jealousy and the kind of hunger that makes you a little crazy.

He stopped by the window again and watched the street, palms pressed against the cool glass. A car turned the corner and his heart leapt like he was twenty again and waiting for his girlfriend on a Friday night. He laughed at himself and didn’t care.

The car rolled to the curb. Anastasia’s shape stepped out, dress hugging her, hair down, heels quick on the walk. He didn’t move. He waited like she told him. He put his hands on the door. The key turned. The bolt clicked.

The door swung. Her face was there. Flushed. Eyes bright. Mouth soft and swollen. He didn’t say a word. His hands slid to her hips. She went up on her toes and kissed him like she’d crossed an ocean and found land.

“Hi,” she whispered against his lips.

“Hi,” he said, voice breaking. He smelled her. He shut his eyes like a man who finally got what he prayed for.

He didn’t ask a single question then. There would be time to talk, to rewind, to gasp and groan and fall apart all over again with the phone playing on the nightstand. For now he just put a palm to her cheek and another to the small of her back and drew her in, breath shuddering, as the afterglow carried them both down the hall.

No proofs. No rules. Just two people who had done something wild and were about to turn it into something only they could understand.


CHAPTER 9


The car ride home felt unreal, like the city had slipped into slow motion just to torture her. Anastasia stared out the tinted window as lights blurred past, her body still humming from Victor’s weight, her thighs sticky with the proof of what they had done. She pressed her knees together, then apart again, restless, unable to keep still.

How am I going to look at Drew? she wondered, her stomach twisting. How am I going to walk into our house carrying him inside me?

Her phone buzzed. She yanked it from her clutch with trembling fingers.

Lights on. Door unlocked. Hurry.

Her chest clenched. Not a question. Not an accusation. Just pure need. She pressed the phone to her lips and shut her eyes, her heart beating so hard it made her ribs ache.

By the time the car pulled into their driveway, her pulse was pounding everywhere — temples, wrists, between her thighs. She stepped out, heels clicking on the concrete, clutch clutched tight under her arm. Her legs shook as she crossed to the door, her body screaming with anticipation and dread all at once.

The door swung open before she touched the knob. Drew stood there, barefoot, sweatpants hanging low on his hips, his chest bare. His hair was messy, his eyes wild. His cock strained the fabric of his sweats, the outline thick and urgent.

“Jesus, Ana,” he breathed.

He grabbed her hips before she could speak, pulling her inside and slamming the door behind them. His mouth was on hers instantly, hot and desperate. His kiss wasn’t gentle — it was claiming, wet, his tongue thrusting into her mouth like he couldn’t wait another second. She melted against him, clutching his shoulders, tasting the salt of his sweat.

“You smell like him,” Drew rasped, pulling back to press his nose to her neck. He inhaled hard, groaning low in his throat. “God, you smell like sex.”

Her cheeks burned. “I didn’t clean everything.”

His eyes flashed, jealousy and arousal warring. “Good. I don’t want you clean. I want you filthy. I want you just like this.”

He pulled her toward the living room, his hands rough on her ass through the silk dress. On the coffee table, his phone glowed, paused on the video Victor had sent — her astride another man’s cock, mouth open, eyes gone.

Drew grabbed the phone, thumb pressing play. The room filled with her moans, with the obscene slap of wet skin, with Victor’s low growl. The video looped, showing her bouncing, breasts heaving, crying out a name. Drew’s name.

“Look at you,” Drew said hoarsely, holding the phone close beside her face. “Jesus, baby, look at yourself. You look wrecked. You sound like you were begging.”

Anastasia’s stomach twisted. Heat flooded her skin as she stared at the screen. That was her — wild, wanton, taking Victor so deep her eyes rolled back. She couldn’t deny it. She had begged. And the sound of her own voice turned her on all over again.

Her thighs pressed together on instinct. “Drew…”

“You liked it,” he whispered, his lips brushing her ear. “Don’t lie to me, Ana. You fucking loved it.”

Her throat caught. The truth burned. “I… I did. God, I did.”

His cock twitched hard against her hip. He shoved the phone down on the couch cushion, still playing, and pushed her back until she tumbled onto the couch. He yanked her panties down her legs and tossed them aside. His sweats hit the floor a second later, his cock springing free, thick and flushed, slick at the tip.

She gasped when she saw him — not because she hadn’t seen it a thousand times, but because tonight, after another man had stretched her, Drew’s cock looked impossibly right.

He pressed the head to her soaked entrance, his eyes locked on hers. “Tell me who you thought of when he was inside you.”

Her lips parted. The truth tumbled out before she could stop it. “You. Always you.”

He slammed into her in one hard thrust, burying himself to the hilt. She cried out, her body jolting, nails digging into the cushions. His cock felt different, familiar, thicker in all the right places. She clenched around him, a sob spilling from her throat.

“Fuck,” Drew groaned. “You’re dripping, Ana. Jesus, you’re a mess. I can feel him inside you.”

Her face flamed with humiliation and desire. “Oh God…”

He pulled almost out, then drove in again, harder. “Say it. Say you’re mine.”

Her back arched. “I’m yours!” she cried. “I’m fucking yours, Drew!”

The video moaned beside them, her recorded voice blending with her live one. Drew glanced down at the screen, syncing his thrusts with the clip, pounding her in time with the sounds. The obscene rhythm filled the room — video and reality colliding, doubling her arousal until she thought she’d split open.

“Look,” he growled, grabbing the phone and holding it above her. “Look at yourself getting fucked. You’re perfect, Ana. You’re mine.”

Her head tipped back, her hair a mess, her body writhing under him. Shame battled with the rush of power. She wanted to look away — wanted to bury her face and pretend she hadn’t loved every second with Victor. But she couldn’t. Watching herself moaning, watching Drew’s face twisted with hunger beside hers, was too intoxicating.

“God,” she gasped, tears in her eyes. “I can still feel him, Drew. I can feel him and you at the same time.”

His jaw clenched. Jealousy flashed hot in his eyes, but his cock twitched harder inside her. “Good. Then remember it while I fuck it out of you.”

He pulled her hips to the edge of the couch and flipped her onto her stomach. Her cheek pressed into the cushions as he slammed into her from behind. His hands gripped her ass, spreading her wide, watching himself disappear into her swollen pussy.

“You’re soaked,” he panted, pounding her. “You’re taking me like you were made for it. No one else gets this, Ana. No one.”

Her nails clawed the cushions, her cries muffled. “Yes, yes, yes⁠—”

He yanked her up by her hair, forcing her arch, making her look at the phone again. The clip showed her riding Victor, her tits bouncing, her face flushed with ecstasy. Drew’s thrusts hammered into her in time with the loop.

“You’re fucking gorgeous,” he groaned in her ear. “God, baby, look at you. Riding him while thinking of me. And now you’re mine again. Mine.”

Her body trembled violently. Her orgasm built fast, overwhelming, unstoppable. “Oh God, Drew—I’m coming, I’m⁠—”

Her scream filled the living room as she came, her pussy clenching around his cock in wet spasms. She sobbed his name, her body convulsing, thighs shaking. Drew groaned, thrusting deep, holding her tight as he emptied inside her, filling her until she felt the hot spill mix with Victor’s.

They collapsed together, tangled, sweaty, shaking. The phone slipped from Drew’s hand onto the cushions, still looping the video silently now.

Anastasia lay limp against his chest, her face wet with tears and sweat. Her body ached, her thighs sticky, her heart pounding. Drew stroked her hair, his breath hot against her ear.

“I don’t care what you let him do,” he whispered, voice rough. “You come home to me. You give me this. That’s all that matters.”

She kissed his chest, tasting salt. Her voice was faint but sure. “I’ll always come home to you, Drew. Always.”

He pulled her tighter, burying his face in her hair. The screen beside them glowed, forgotten, but neither of them needed it anymore. Their bodies were proof enough.


CHAPTER 10


The afternoon sunlight spilled in stripes across the bedroom floor, the blinds half-closed. Anastasia sat cross-legged in the middle of the bed, the red dress from the night before folded neatly on the chair in the corner. She had showered, she had put on fresh clothes, she had told herself this morning that she was going to reset — but the phone on the nightstand was a weight she couldn’t ignore.

She reached for it like someone giving in to a vice. Just one peek, she told herself. Just one clip. She unlocked the screen, her thumb moving without hesitation into the folder Victor had sent.

The thumbnails lined up like little taunts. Her face flushed as she tapped one.

The screen filled with movement. Her own body, naked but for the garter and stockings, bouncing hard in Victor’s lap. The sound poured out: her moans, raw and loud, her own voice screaming Drew’s name while her hair flew around her shoulders.

Anastasia’s stomach clenched. She put a hand to her mouth, as if she could muffle the sound even though she was alone. God, was that really her? Did she really sound like that — shameless, wild, hungry? She had thought of herself as careful, maybe a little shy. But the woman on the screen was unrecognizable and impossibly hot.

Her thighs squeezed together. She let the phone rest against her knee and slid her free hand up under her shirt. Her fingertips grazed her breast, the nipple already stiff. She sighed, biting her lip.

Don’t. Don’t do this. But her body ignored her protest.

Her hand drifted lower, slipping under the waistband of her shorts. She gasped when her fingers found how wet she still was, as if watching herself had unlocked the ache all over again. She rubbed slow circles over her clit, eyes locked on the screen.

The video looped. She watched herself ride Victor faster, breasts bouncing, moaning so loudly she almost reached to turn the volume down. Instead she spread her knees wider and let her fingers slip lower, pressing inside.

“Oh God…” she whispered to the empty room.

The bed creaked with her movements. Her breathing grew ragged. Every thrust on the video made her hips grind down into her own hand, desperate to match the rhythm. Her mind split: part of her reliving the way Victor had filled her, the other half burning with the knowledge that Drew had already seen this and would see her like this again.

Her orgasm built fast. Too fast. She curled her toes against the sheets, biting down on a moan. Her body trembled as pleasure rushed through her, hot and sharp, her fingers soaked.

When it ebbed, she lay back on the pillows, panting, the phone slipping from her knee onto the mattress. She pressed her forearm over her eyes. What am I doing? What the hell am I doing?

And still, the loop played, the sounds of her own moans filling the room, daring her to reach down again.

The loop kept playing. Anastasia hadn’t stopped it, even though her climax had left her shivering and breathless. She lay sprawled on her back, one hand limp on her belly, the other sticky with her own wetness. Her chest rose and fell, her nipples still hard beneath her shirt. She told herself she would close the video in a second. Just one more look at the way her head tipped back, the way she moaned Drew’s name like she was possessed⁠—

The bedroom door creaked.

Her heart lurched. She snatched the phone to her chest and scrambled up, tugging her shorts down. “Drew⁠—”

He stood in the doorway, one hand braced against the frame. His hair was mussed, his jaw tight, his chest still bare from earlier. His eyes dropped from her flushed face to her trembling thighs, then to the phone she clutched like contraband.

Neither spoke for a moment. The only sound was her own voice moaning from the phone’s still-playing loop, muffled against her palm.

Drew’s lips curved into something between a smirk and a groan. “Caught you.”

Anastasia’s cheeks burned. “I—It’s not what it looks like.” The words sounded ridiculous the second they left her lips. Her breath hitched. “Okay, it’s exactly what it looks like.”

He stepped inside, closing the door behind him. “Watching him?” His voice was low, rough. “Or watching yourself?”

Her fingers tightened around the phone. She couldn’t meet his eyes. “Both.”

Silence stretched. Her stomach twisted, bracing for anger, for disappointment. But when she finally looked up, his gaze wasn’t cold. It was hungry.

“I’ve been watching them too,” Drew admitted, voice hoarse. He ran a hand down the front of his sweatpants, where his cock strained visibly. “Every chance I get. In the shower. At work. I can’t stop.”

Her mouth parted. Relief and arousal surged all at once. “You… you like them that much?”

“Like them?” He barked a laugh, shaking his head. “Ana, I’m obsessed. Watching you on that screen—seeing what you did, how you looked, how you sounded—fuck, it’s driving me insane.”

Her blush deepened. Her thighs pressed together instinctively. “I thought… maybe you’d be angry if you caught me touching myself to it.”

He closed the space between them, leaning down until his breath brushed her cheek. His hand cupped hers, prying the phone gently from her grip. He set it back on the bed, screen facing up, the clip still looping with her cries.

His lips brushed her ear. “I’m not angry, Ana. I’m hard. Show me what you were doing.”

Her stomach flipped. She bit her lip, torn between shame and the thrill of his command. “Drew…”

“Come on.” His fingers slid under her waistband, brushing the wetness she hadn’t even wiped away. He groaned. “Jesus, you’re soaked again. You want it just as bad as I do.”

She shuddered, her pulse thudding in her throat. “I can’t help it. Watching myself—watching what I let him do—it’s like I’m addicted.”

He pulled back just enough to look her in the eyes. His were dark, blazing. “Then let’s be addicted together.”

Drew didn’t wait for her answer. He pulled his sweats down and sat back against the headboard, cock thick and flushed, veins standing out along the shaft. His fist wrapped around it in a rough, urgent stroke, precum already beading at the tip.

“Take your shorts off,” he said, voice low and shaking with restraint.

Anastasia’s breath caught. She pushed them down over her hips, tossed them aside, and lay back beside him in just her shirt. The hem bunched up around her waist, baring her thighs, glistening still from earlier.

Drew picked up the phone from the blanket and held it between them. The screen glowed bright in the dim room, filling their faces with the sight of Anastasia riding Victor, her tits bouncing, her voice loud and shameless.

“Touch yourself,” Drew rasped, his eyes locked on her, not the phone. “Do it the way you were when I walked in.”

Her cheeks burned, but her hand slid down between her thighs anyway. She spread herself open, two fingers circling her clit. Her body clenched instantly, the heat flooding back. She gasped, her thighs twitching.

“Fuck,” Drew groaned, his hand moving faster over his cock. “God, Ana, watching you finger yourself while he’s inside you—Jesus, I can’t⁠—”

Her eyes flicked to the phone, to the version of herself bouncing in Victor’s lap. Her moans on the video layered over her real ones, filling the room until she felt dizzy. She dragged her fingers lower, dipping inside, then pulling them out slick and shining.

She held them up for Drew, her lips curling into a shaky smile. “You like that?”

His eyes burned. “Rub it on my cock.”

Her stomach flipped. She reached over, her wet fingers wrapping around his shaft over his hand, slicking him with her arousal. He hissed through his teeth, thrusting into her touch.

“Jesus, Ana. I can smell you on me. You’re fucking everywhere.”

Her body clenched. She slid her hand back down to herself, moaning as she rubbed her clit harder. Drew groaned, watching every twitch of her thighs, every rise of her chest.

On the phone, the loop showed her crying his name, her back arched, her pussy swallowing Victor whole.

“You looked so hungry,” Drew growled, his strokes growing rougher. “Look at you on the screen. Look at your face. You’re losing your mind on his cock.”

Her breath came ragged, shame and arousal twisting together. “I was thinking of you,” she gasped, circling faster, her hips lifting off the sheets. “Even when he was inside me—I was thinking of your cock, Drew.”

He groaned loud, precum spilling over his fist. “Say it again. Say you wanted me.”

Her body jolted with pleasure. “I wanted you. I wanted your cock.”

His free hand shot out, grabbing her wrist and dragging her soaked fingers to his mouth. He sucked them deep, groaning at her taste. Her pussy clenched hard, her moan sharp.

“Oh God,” she whimpered. “That’s so fucking hot.”

He released her fingers with a pop, his eyes blazing. “Touch me. Do it with me.”

Her hand replaced his on his cock, her grip slick and trembling. He groaned, his head tipping back, his chest heaving. At the same time, his hand slid down her stomach, between her thighs, two fingers thrusting inside her soaked pussy.

They moved together, stroking each other in sync, their breaths quick and shallow, the phone balanced beside them still spilling moans into the room.

“God, you’re tight,” Drew rasped, curling his fingers inside her. “Even after him, you grip me like you don’t want to let go.”

Her hand tightened on his shaft, her thumb smearing his precum over the tip. “You’re so hard, Drew. You’re leaking all over me.”

His hips thrust up into her fist, his teeth gritted. “I can’t stop. I’m gonna—fuck, Ana⁠—”

Her thighs shook violently as his fingers hit just right, her climax slamming into her. She cried out, head tipping back, her voice breaking. “DREW⁠—”

Her orgasm triggered his. His cock pulsed in her hand, thick streams spilling over her knuckles, coating her wrist. He groaned her name, his chest arching, his body trembling hard.

They collapsed side by side, panting, covered in each other’s mess. The phone slipped onto the blanket between them, the video looping silently now, her image frozen mid-cry.

Drew reached over, cupping her cheek, his thumb brushing away a tear of release. His voice cracked with honesty. “We’re fucked, Ana. We can’t stop.”

Her lips curved into a shaky, blissful smile. “I don’t want to stop.”

He kissed her hard, sloppy and raw, both of them trembling, both of them knowing exactly what they’d just admitted without saying the word.

The room smelled of sweat, sex, and faint perfume from her skin. Anastasia’s hand still glistened with Drew’s cum, sticky across her knuckles, the warmth cooling as she lay back against the pillows. Her thighs trembled, damp and aching from the orgasm his fingers had wrung out of her.

For a moment, neither of them moved. Just ragged breaths. The glow of the phone screen painted their flushed faces, the frozen loop of her bouncing in Victor’s lap a silent witness.

Drew finally chuckled hoarsely, dragging a hand down his face. “Fuck. Look at us. We’re wrecked just watching it.”

Anastasia turned her head toward him, still panting. “We’re wrecked because of me.” Her voice was small but edged with pride. “Because of what I did.”

He turned onto his side, propping himself on an elbow, eyes blazing down at her. “Don’t you dare say it like it’s only guilt, Ana. You have no idea what it does to me.”

Her lips parted. “Tell me.”

He licked his lips, breath uneven. “Watching you… watching you spread yourself on another man’s cock, screaming my name—fuck, it makes me harder than anything I’ve ever seen. Even now, after I just came, I’m still hard.”

She swallowed, heat pooling low again. “It makes me wet all over again too. I watch it and I can’t believe that’s me. I look like someone else. Someone shameless. And I like it.”

He groaned, pressing his forehead to hers. “You’re not someone else. You’re mine. And that’s what makes it so fucked up, Ana. You’re mine, and I still want to see you like that.”

Her breath hitched. “You want me to keep giving you that?”

His jaw tightened, his hand sliding over her stomach, resting just above her mound. “I don’t just want it. I need it.”

She gasped softly, her body shivering at the word need.

The phone buzzed weakly as if to remind them of its presence. Anastasia reached over and tapped the screen, the clip starting again. Their moans filled the room, her own voice echoing back at her. She locked eyes with Drew as the image of her riding Victor replayed.

“I get wet hearing myself,” she whispered, cheeks flushed. “Is that sick?”

Drew groaned, sliding his hand lower until his fingers grazed her clit again. “It’s perfect. It means you’re addicted, same as me.”

Her thighs spread automatically, welcoming his touch again despite the ache. Her hand slid over his cock, still sticky, finding it already swelling back to life under her palm.

They both groaned, both shocked at how fast the hunger had returned.

“I can’t stop,” she whispered. “Even when I came earlier, I wanted more. Watching it just makes me want you harder.”

He pressed his lips to her ear, voice dark and raw. “Then we won’t stop. Not until we break ourselves on it.”

Her body shivered at the promise. She wanted it. God help her, she wanted every word of it to be true.

They lay there with the phone between them, the screen a little ghost of the night that wouldn’t stop replaying. Outside, a siren wavered and moved on; inside, time felt like a slow melt. Drew’s hand rested over the small of Anastasia’s back, fingers splayed, holding her like he could pin her to the world. She could feel the rumble of his chest under her ear, steady now but still carrying the quick drum of excitement.

“You said we’d be careful,” she murmured, turning her face into his shoulder. Her voice was soft, a confession dressed as a whisper. “I thought I could make this a thing we tried once and left it behind.”

“And?” His thumb drew lazy circles on her spine, deliberate comfort in every small motion.

“And it isn’t like that.” She twisted so she could see him, watching his face in the half-light. “I keep wanting to watch. I keep wanting to hear myself. I keep wanting you to watch me.” Four short words, and the truth felt like a warm, dangerous flame.

Drew’s eyes were honest, a kind of hungry relief unfolding there. “I’ve watched the clips at work. In the bathroom. When I should have been on a call. I rewinded the thirty seconds you told me to, then replayed the bits where you moaned my name until I could barely breathe.” He let out a breath that was almost a laugh. “I wasn’t proud of it at first. Then I realized I liked how it made me feel — protective, jealous, turned on all at once.” He swallowed. “I think I’m… hooked.”

She watched the muscles in his jaw flex as he said it, watched him own it. The word hooked should have sounded ugly, shameful. Instead, in his mouth, it sounded like an admission that made space for both of them. She reached up and kissed him then, long and slow, a seal on something neither of them could put back in a box. When she pulled away, her eyes were wet and fierce at the same time.

“If we’re addicted,” she said, voice steadying as the idea settled between them, “we need rules. We don’t let anyone else write the ones we live by.” She spoke quickly, practical suddenly, like the only sane way to hold onto the messy thing they’d created. “No names beyond the first night, no repeat nights with Victor unless we both decide. We choose the men if we keep playing. We never let it come between us.” Each line was a promise; each promise a small anchor.

He nodded slowly, thumbs still rubbing that small circle on her back. “And you have to tell me how it felt. Everything. If you enjoyed it for any reason other than us, you tell me. Same from me. If I ever feel like I want to push it too far, you have to say stop.” His voice dipped low. “And we always, always finish this with us. No matter what else happens.” The last sentence was raw, urgent, and it steadied her more than anything else he’d said.

They laughed then, a short, shaky sound that drifted into a deep exhale. Laughter became a soft exchange of dirty details — not to brag, but to fold the night back into a shared memory. She told him about the small, ridiculous way Victor’s cuff brushed her hip and how a little cruelty in a look made her gasp. He told her how seeing the sheen of sweat on her upper lip in the clip had undone him at his desk. The details were intimate, sharp, and they fit together like a map they were learning to read.

When silence came again, it was comfortable, not empty. They spoke in quieter terms, the types of practicalities they both needed to feel safe. How often did they want to watch? When would they let it be a private thing, and when would they let it leak into the world? They talked boundaries: no surprises, full consent every time, and an agreed signal — a single word — to end anything immediately. Drew offered a handshake, half-joking, half-serious; Anastasia grinned and took it, their palms sealing the pact.

The confessions didn’t strip away the haze of arousal; instead, they braided it into something bigger. Admission made room for honesty, and honesty made room for want. They rolled toward each other until their limbs tangled, and Drew’s hand found what used to be a wound and now felt like a territory reclaimed. He kissed the place Victor had kissed her, slowly, making the touch possessive and tender at once. “You were mine the whole time,” he said into her skin. “You’re mine now.”

Anastasia’s reply was a soft moan folded into a smile. “I want it. I want us.” She reached for the phone, thumb hovering over the gallery. The clips were small evidence of a night already becoming legend between them. She didn’t press play. She didn’t need to. The images were there in her body where they mattered most.

They lingered like that for a long time — hands exploring old and sacred places, words traded that sealed new rules, both of them leaning into the delicious knowledge that this obsession was theirs and theirs alone. The thought wasn’t tidy, and it wasn’t pretty by any outside measure, but inside their dim bedroom it felt like permission. Permission to want. Permission to watch. Permission to come back together and do it all over again.

Finally, Drew rolled onto his back, pulling her with him so she nestled against his chest. Her hair fanned across him; his arms tightened, a slow, steady pressure. “We’re in it,” he said simply. “We’ll keep it ours.” He sounded like a man making a vow and a promise at once. “And we’ll take care of each other while we burn.” His thumb skimmed a slow path across her sternum. “Deal?” he asked.

“Deal,” she breathed, and the word felt both thrilling and true. They kissed, soft and long, not like the frantic claim of an hour ago but like two people centering one another. Outside, the evening deepened. Inside, the small glow of the phone dimmed and then went dark. They let the silence settle over them the way a blanket settles over a bed — warm, heavy, and utterly theirs.


CHAPTER 11


The smell of coffee filled the kitchen, warm and rich, curling into every corner of the house. Morning light slanted through the blinds, softening the edges of the countertop, the stack of unopened mail, the half-empty fruit bowl. It should have been an ordinary Tuesday — Anastasia barefoot in one of Drew’s T-shirts, hair pulled into a messy knot, moving quietly as she poured two mugs. Drew hunched at the table, scrolling his phone with the distracted air of a man trying to focus on anything but what had burned into his brain the night before.

Anastasia slid his mug across the table, her fingers brushing his. The touch lingered longer than necessary.

He looked up at her, eyes bloodshot but bright. They’d slept, technically, but only in bursts between hours of touching, whispering, playing those cursed videos over again until they had both lost count of how many orgasms they’d wrung from each other.

“Thanks,” he murmured, fingers curling around the mug. He took a sip, then winced at the heat. His gaze drifted from the phone back to her legs as she crossed the kitchen, the hem of his T-shirt brushing the tops of her thighs. His cock twitched at the memory of those same thighs wrapped tight around Victor’s hips.

He swallowed hard and looked back at his screen, forcing himself to focus. But the thoughts didn’t leave. They didn’t even fade.

Anastasia leaned against the counter, sipping her coffee, her eyes flicking toward him, then away. She chewed her lip, fighting a smile. She knew what he was thinking about. She was thinking it too.

The silence stretched. Not uncomfortable, exactly, but heavy — like both of them were waiting for the other to break it.

Finally, she set her mug down with a soft clink. “Did you dream about it?”

Drew froze mid-sip. He lowered the mug slowly. “About…?”

Her eyes met his, steady, daring. “About me. About him. About what you watched.”

His throat tightened. He wanted to deny it, but lying seemed pointless now. “Yeah.” His voice was low, rough. “I dreamed about it. And about you coming home after. About the way you looked at me when you walked in.”

Her cheeks flushed, her lips curving. “I dreamed about it too.” She traced her fingertip over the rim of her mug, as if writing the memory in circles. “Except… in mine, you were there. Watching. Touching me while it happened.”

Drew groaned, running a hand through his hair. “Fuck, Ana.”

Her laugh was soft, nervous and aroused all at once. “It’s insane, isn’t it? We can’t even make coffee without it bleeding into everything.”

“It’s not insane.” His eyes locked on hers, intense. “It’s us now.”

She bit her lip again, heat swirling in her stomach. His words grounded her and turned her on in the same breath.

They drank in silence for a while longer, but the quiet was thick with unspoken things. Every rustle of fabric, every accidental brush of fingers was electric. They were pretending at normalcy, but the obsession buzzed between them like static, impossible to ignore.

Anastasia picked up the mail, flipping absently through envelopes. None of it registered. All she could see in her mind’s eye was the clip of herself bent over the hotel bed, Victor gripping her hips. She swallowed hard, her thighs pressing together under the oversized shirt.

Drew caught the motion and groaned under his breath. “Don’t do that.”

Her head tilted. “Do what?”

“Press your legs together like that. I know what you’re thinking about.”

She smirked, leaning back against the counter. “Then maybe you should stop staring and eat something.”

He pushed his mug aside, leaning forward on his elbows. “What I want to eat isn’t on that counter.”

The heat between them flared. For a moment, it seemed inevitable that they would abandon breakfast and end up tangled again on the floor. But then the sharp trill of Drew’s phone cut through the room, jolting them both.

The screen lit up on the table.

Anastasia’s breath caught. The name made her blood run hot and cold all at once.

Victor.

The ringtone cut through the kitchen like a blade. Both of them froze, eyes locked on the glowing screen where his name lit up bold and unmistakable.

Victor.

Drew’s first instinct was to silence it, to shove the phone face down and pretend it wasn’t happening. He could already feel the knot forming in his stomach, that same mix of dread and hunger that had followed him ever since the night in the suite. But his hand didn’t move. He just stared, jaw tight, until the ring stopped.

Then it started again. Persistent.

Anastasia swallowed, her palms flattening against the counter behind her. Her heart beat so loud she swore he could hear it. “Answer it,” she whispered.

Drew dragged a hand over his face, muttering, “Christ.” He swiped the screen and lifted the phone. “Hello.”

Victor’s voice was smooth, casual, the same tone he’d use to discuss quarterly numbers. “Clark. Good morning. Did I wake you?”

“No,” Drew said flatly, though his throat was dry.

“Good,” Victor continued. “Because I thought it was time we had another conversation. I wanted to congratulate you again on how… well things went the other night. You proved you’re a man who understands loyalty. I reward loyalty.”

Drew’s knuckles whitened around the phone. He wanted to snap, to say fuck your rewards, but his body betrayed him — heat spread through his chest, down his stomach, lower. He could feel Anastasia’s eyes on him, wide and unblinking.

“What are you saying?” Drew asked, keeping his voice even.

“I’m saying the company has room for another promotion in your department. Another step up for you, more money, more influence. You’ve earned it,” Victor said, then let the pause linger. “And I’d like to propose another arrangement to seal it. Another evening with your wife.”

Drew’s stomach dropped. He knew this was coming, had half-dreaded and half-expected it, but hearing the words spoken aloud again sent a bolt through him. He shut his eyes, pressing his thumb to his temple.

“I—” he started, but his voice cracked. He glanced up. Anastasia was watching him intently, her hands gripping the counter like she needed it to stay upright.

Victor’s voice came smooth as silk through the receiver. “Don’t act surprised, Drew. We both know you’ve thought about it since that night. You’ve replayed it. She’s replayed it. Why pretend otherwise?”

Drew swallowed hard. His mind spun. He wanted to deny it, but his cock stiffened under the table, traitorous, and Anastasia’s flushed face told him she knew it too.

“Talk to her,” Victor suggested, his tone darkly amused. “See if she’s interested. I’ll make it worth your while.”

Drew’s throat closed. He couldn’t form the words. His eyes met Anastasia’s, helpless.

And in that hesitation, everything shifted.

Drew’s hand trembled as he pressed the phone tighter to his ear. His other hand curled into a fist on the table, knuckles blanching against the wood. Victor’s words replayed in his head like a taunt. Another step up. Another evening with your wife.

Part of him wanted to slam the call down, to put an end to this before it started. He’d already proven enough, hadn’t he? He’d taken the humiliation, the thrill, the gnawing ache of watching his wife with another man. Shouldn’t that have been enough?

But another part of him — the part that had spent sleepless nights replaying the clips, the part that had stroked himself raw in the shower remembering Anastasia crying his name while riding Victor — that part wanted more.

His chest heaved as he stared across the room. Anastasia’s eyes locked on his, wide and unblinking, her lips parted as if she were the one holding the phone. She looked nervous, yes, but beneath that nervousness was something else. Excitement. Anticipation.

Drew’s voice came out rough, torn in two directions. “Victor, I don’t know if⁠—”

He broke off. His throat was too tight. His cock was hard under the table, his jealousy spiking, his desire twisting. He didn’t know if he could say yes. He didn’t know if he could say no.

Anastasia straightened, pushing off the counter. She crossed the kitchen slowly, her bare feet silent on the tile, her T-shirt swaying around her thighs. She didn’t look away from him, even as his pulse hammered harder with each step she took.

When she reached him, she didn’t ask. She slid her hand over his, prying his fingers gently from the phone. Her skin was warm, her grip steady.

“Let me,” she whispered.

Drew froze, heart slamming against his ribs. He wanted to protest — to tell her she didn’t have to, that he should be the one to handle this — but the words lodged in his throat. He was too stunned by the look in her eyes. Confident. Hungry. Almost playful.

Anastasia lifted the phone to her ear, her voice calm. “Victor.”

There was a pause, then Victor’s chuckle rolled through the line. “Ah. The lovely Mrs. Clark. I was hoping you’d speak up.”

Her lips curved, though her stomach fluttered. “You said you wanted another arrangement.”

“I did.” Victor’s tone warmed, pleased. “And I meant every word.”

Drew’s jaw clenched as he watched her. His wife, holding the phone, speaking directly to the man who had fucked her into the hotel sheets. His jealousy flared so hot it made him dizzy — but under it was an undeniable rush of arousal.

Anastasia tilted her chin, her voice clear. “Then you’ll need to be generous. Last time was… intense. If you want another night, it won’t be cheap.”

Victor laughed, deep and smooth. “I like a woman who knows her value.”

Drew gripped the edge of the table so hard it creaked. His cock strained against the fabric of his sweats, the mix of humiliation and pride threatening to undo him.

Anastasia’s eyes flicked to Drew, holding him as she spoke into the phone. “Send the details. We’ll consider them. But if it happens again, it’s on our terms.”

Anastasia ended the call with a simple, decisive tap of her thumb. The line went dead, Victor’s voice cut off mid-smirk. She set the phone down on the counter like it weighed nothing at all.

Drew stared at her, chest rising and falling fast. His jaw was tight, his hands still curled on the edge of the table. He couldn’t decide if he wanted to shout, kiss her, or throw the phone across the room.

“You just—” His voice cracked. He shook his head, words tangled. “You just took the phone. You didn’t even ask me. You just… agreed.”

Anastasia leaned back against the counter again, crossing her arms under her breasts. Her lips curved faintly, not quite a smile but not an apology either. “You froze, Drew. I saw it all over your face. You couldn’t decide. So I decided.”

The blunt honesty made his cock twitch. He groaned, dragging a hand down his face. “Fuck, Ana. Do you realize what you just did?”

“Yes.” Her eyes were steady, her voice calm. “I took control. I told him it would be on our terms. I didn’t let him dictate everything. That’s what you wanted, isn’t it? For this to be ours, not just his game.”

He shoved away from the table and stalked toward her, bare feet silent against the tile. When he stopped in front of her, he was so close their bodies almost touched. His chest heaved, his eyes blazing.

“Goddamn it,” he whispered harshly. “I should be furious. I should be losing my mind that you jumped in like that. But all I can think about is how wet you probably got while you were talking to him.”

Her breath caught. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, betraying her. She didn’t look away. “I did,” she admitted softly.

He groaned, gripping the counter on either side of her hips, boxing her in. “Jesus Christ.”

She tilted her head, her voice low, teasing. “You liked it too. Don’t lie. Watching me tell him what I wanted, hearing me take charge—look at you, Drew. You’re hard as a rock.”

He glanced down at himself, cock straining against the fabric of his sweats, a dark wet patch spreading at the tip. He cursed under his breath. “You’re turning me inside out, Ana.”

Her smile grew bolder. “Good. Maybe that’s what we need.”

He groaned again, forehead pressing to hers. His voice was ragged, needy. “You’re mine. Even when you’re saying yes to him, even when you’re wet just from talking to him—you’re mine.”

“I know,” she whispered, her lips brushing his. “That’s why I can do it. Because I’m yours.”

Drew’s breath shook. The knot of jealousy in his chest didn’t disappear, but it twisted into something else—something darker, hotter, impossible to resist. Pride. Desire. Obsession.

Drew’s lips crashed into hers before she could say another word. It wasn’t soft or questioning; it was hungry, frantic, like he had to devour her to quiet the storm inside him. Anastasia clutched his shoulders, gasping into his mouth, her body arching off the counter as if she’d been waiting for this exact explosion.

He tore her T-shirt upward, baring her breasts. His mouth moved down, teeth scraping over a nipple, his hand squeezing her ass hard enough to make her gasp. “You negotiated with him like you were already his,” he growled against her skin. “And it made me so fucking hard I couldn’t breathe.”

She moaned, head falling back, her voice breathless but teasing. “Then take me, Drew. Show me who I really belong to.”

That was all it took. He yanked her shirt over her head, tossed it aside, and shoved her panties down her thighs until they dropped to the floor. Her ass hit the cool countertop as he lifted her onto it, spreading her legs wide.

His cock was already out, flushed and slick at the tip, precum smeared from how hard he’d been straining. He didn’t waste time. He pushed inside her in one rough thrust, groaning loud as her heat swallowed him.

“Fuck!” she cried, clutching the edge of the counter, her back arching.

He slammed into her again, hips snapping, the sound of skin against skin echoing off the kitchen walls. “Mine,” he rasped. “You’re mine. Not his. Not ever his.”

Her nails dug into his shoulders, her cries rising with every thrust. “Yes, yes, I’m yours, Drew! I love how jealous you are. I love how much you want me even when I’m talking to him.”

Her honesty nearly undid him. He growled, driving deeper, harder, his cock stretching her in ways no one else ever had. He pressed his forehead to hers, sweat dripping down his temple. “Say it again.”

Her lips brushed his. “I’m yours. I’ll always be yours.”

Their rhythm grew frantic, her body shuddering, his cock pulsing deep. She came first, the orgasm ripping through her, her cry raw and sharp. Drew followed instantly, burying himself to the hilt, groaning her name as he spilled inside her, filling her until it leaked down her thighs.

For a long moment they stayed locked together, panting, trembling, foreheads pressed tight. Drew kissed her slow, his jealousy still hot but now softened with pride.

When he finally pulled back, his voice was rough but steady. “We’re not playing his game anymore, Ana. We’re playing ours. And I swear to God, as long as it’s us… I don’t care how far we go.”

Her lips curved into a satisfied smile, her body still shaking from the climax. “Good. Because I think we’re just getting started.”


CHAPTER 12


The invitation hadn’t been written down. It didn’t need to be. Victor’s call earlier in the week had been enough, his voice low and measured, the promise tucked between every word: Penthouse. Friday night. I’ll send the car.

Anastasia had spent the entire day restless, unable to focus on anything. She moved through the house like a ghost, straightening cushions, folding laundry that didn’t need folding, pausing too long in front of the mirror. No matter what she did, her mind replayed flashes of the last time. The weight of Victor’s hands on her hips. The sound of Drew’s voice in her ear after she came home. The videos she and her husband had watched again and again until the batteries in their toys gave out.

Now, dressed in a slim black dress that hugged every curve, she sat in the backseat of a sleek car that purred as it cut through city traffic. Her pulse hammered so hard she thought the driver might hear it.

Her phone buzzed in her hand. Drew.

You in the car?

She typed back quickly, her thumbs trembling. Yes. Almost there.

Another buzz. I can’t think straight, Ana. Knowing you’re on your way to him—it’s driving me insane. But I can’t stop wanting it.

She pressed the phone to her chest for a moment, her breath shallow. Guilt should have swallowed her whole, but instead it only sharpened the ache between her thighs. She typed back: I’ll show you everything.

The reply came instantly. God, yes. Please. Don’t hold back.

Her cheeks flushed. She imagined him at home, pacing, his cock already in his hand, waiting for the first photo, the first proof she’d really gone through with it again. The thought made her squeeze her thighs together, biting her lip.

The car slowed, turning into the drive of a towering high-rise that cut into the night sky like glass and steel. The doorman opened the car door, and cool air swept across her bare legs as she stepped out. She felt the driver’s eyes linger on her dress as she walked inside, heels clicking on marble floors.

The elevator was private, operated by a keycard the doorman handed her with a discreet smile. She stepped in, the doors sliding closed with a hush. The mirrored walls caught her reflection from every angle: her flushed cheeks, her parted lips, her chest rising and falling too quickly.

Her phone buzzed again. Drew.

Tell me where you are right now.

Her fingers hovered over the screen. She typed: Elevator. Going up.

A pause. Then: Take a picture.

She swallowed hard, angling the camera toward the mirror. The shot caught her whole body — black dress hugging her hips, legs bare, eyes wide with nerves and arousal. She sent it before she could overthink.

The reply came fast. Fuck. You’re stunning. I wish I was there. I wish I was the one waiting for you when the doors open.

Her knees wobbled, a rush of guilt and lust almost buckling her. She leaned against the cool wall, whispering to herself: “For him. This is for him.”

The elevator chimed, and the doors slid open onto a penthouse that looked more like a dream than reality. Floor-to-ceiling windows stretched across the space, the city sprawling endlessly below, lights glittering like a sea of stars. The walls were lined with modern art, the furniture sleek and understated. A bottle of champagne sat chilling in a silver bucket near the couch, two flutes waiting.

And Victor stood there, tailored suit discarded for black slacks and a crisp white shirt, sleeves rolled casually to his elbows. His gaze swept over her the moment she stepped out, slow and deliberate, and a smile curved his lips.

“Anastasia,” he said smoothly, as if he’d been expecting her all his life. “Welcome to the top.”

Her breath caught, her body trembling, her phone still clutched in her hand. Somewhere across the city, Drew’s screen glowed, waiting for the first glimpse of what came next.

Victor crossed the room at an easy pace, confidence radiating from every step. He didn’t rush her. He didn’t need to. His eyes did the work, moving from her heels to her thighs, lingering on the way the dress hugged her waist, then climbing higher to her face.

“You clean up even better than I remember,” he said, pouring champagne into both flutes. The fizz hissed faintly as bubbles rose. He handed one glass to her, his fingers brushing hers. “Though I have to admit, I enjoyed seeing you undone more.”

Her pulse jumped. She sipped quickly, grateful for something to occupy her hands. The champagne was crisp, the chill a sharp contrast to the heat building inside her.

Victor raised his glass in a small toast. “To loyalty. To desire.” He clinked her rim gently before downing half of his in one swallow.

She took another sip, steadying herself. Her phone buzzed softly in her hand. She glanced down — Drew.

Are you there?

Her thumbs trembled as she typed back: Yes. With him. Drinking champagne. She hesitated, then snapped a quick picture: Victor’s tall frame blurred in the background, the city lights behind him, her own flushed face in the foreground.

The reply was almost instant. God. I can’t breathe. Don’t stop sending me things.

Her thighs squeezed together. She slid the phone back into her clutch, but the knowledge of Drew watching made her chest swell with pride. This wasn’t just Victor’s night. It was theirs too.

Victor took her glass and set it aside. His hand brushed her jaw, tilting her face up toward him. His thumb stroked her bottom lip. “You look nervous,” he murmured.

“I’m not,” she whispered, though her voice betrayed her.

“You are,” he said, smiling faintly. “And that’s what makes this perfect.”

He kissed her then — not rushed, not brutal, but firm, deliberate. His lips tasted faintly of champagne, cool at first before warming against hers. She shivered, her fingers clutching at his shirt.

His hand slid down her back, over the curve of her ass, pulling her flush against him. She could feel his cock already thick against her hip, the promise of what was coming. Her breath hitched, her body betraying her nerves with a rush of wet heat.

Victor pulled back slightly, his mouth close to her ear. “Let’s show your husband how much you’ve missed this.”

Her eyes widened. “Now?”

He didn’t answer with words. Instead, he reached into her clutch, pulled out her phone, and angled it toward them. He kissed her again, slow but deeper this time, his hand cupping her breast through the fabric of her dress. He pressed the button, the phone clicking softly.

She gasped against his lips as the photo captured her half-undone face, his hand possessive on her chest, the glittering skyline behind them. He sent it with a quick flick of his thumb.

Drew’s reply came seconds later: Fuck, Ana. You’re killing me.

Victor’s smile was sharp. He slid the straps of her dress off her shoulders, baring the swell of her breasts. Another photo, another click — this one even more revealing. He sent it too.

Anastasia’s cheeks burned, but her pussy throbbed at the thought of Drew seeing it instantly. She whispered, almost to herself, “He’s watching me already.”

Victor brushed his lips over her temple. “Exactly as he should.”

Victor’s fingers slid down her arm, slow, deliberate, as if he were savoring the reveal as much as the touch itself. Her skin prickled with heat where he’d touched her, the champagne fizz still lingering in her chest. She felt the city at her back, Drew in her pocket, and Victor in front of her — the triangle of everything that had consumed her for weeks.

The straps of her dress slipped lower. Victor tugged gently, letting the neckline fall, baring her breasts to the cool air. Her nipples tightened instantly, betraying her even before his thumb brushed over one.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his other hand lifting the phone again. The camera caught her startled gasp, his hand cupping her breast, her lips parted. The skyline glittered behind them like a thousand eyes. He tapped send.

Her heart pounded as she pictured Drew’s face when the photo landed on his screen. A man alone at home, stroking himself, knowing his wife’s body was being revealed piece by piece for him.

The phone buzzed almost immediately with his reply: God, Ana. I want to taste you so bad right now. I wish that was my hand.

Her body clenched, a wave of desire rushing through her. She tilted her head back, whispering to Victor, “He’s losing his mind.”

Victor smiled, his lips brushing her ear. “Then let’s really give him something.”

He eased her dress down past her waist, letting it pool at her feet. She stood in only her panties and heels now, trembling under his gaze. He angled the phone lower, snapping another shot: her bare breasts, the black lace between her thighs barely hiding how wet she already was.

Her cheeks burned, but instead of covering herself, she arched her back, presenting herself to the lens. The pride in knowing Drew was watching her like this overrode the shame.

Victor crouched then, kneeling at her feet. He hooked a finger into the waistband of her panties and tugged them slowly down her legs. She gasped, her body jerking as the cool air touched her slick folds.

“Step out,” he instructed. She did, her heels clicking softly against the hardwood. He lifted the panties to his nose, inhaling deeply before tossing them aside. Her cheeks flamed hotter, but her pussy throbbed at the brazen act.

Victor lifted the phone again, tilting it up from his position at her knees. The shot captured her naked pussy from below, glistening and swollen, her thighs tense. He sent it without hesitation.

Her phone buzzed in his hand. She reached for it this time, needing to see Drew’s words.

Jesus Christ. You’re soaked. Ana, fuck, I’m so hard. Show me more.

She moaned, her knees nearly buckling. She whispered, half to Victor, half to herself, “He’s begging already.”

Victor’s lips curved as he pressed a kiss just above her mound, his stubble scraping her sensitive skin. “Then let’s make him beg louder.”

He parted her thighs and slid his tongue over her slit, slow, deliberate, ending with a firm flick against her clit. She cried out, her hand shooting to his hair, holding him there. Her other hand clutched the phone, the screen glowing with Drew’s desperate texts.

Victor groaned against her, his tongue diving deeper, spreading her lips, tasting her as if she were his only meal. He pulled back just long enough to lift the phone, tapping record. He angled it perfectly: her pussy open for his mouth, her hips grinding against his tongue, her moans echoing over the audio.

“Look at the camera,” he said, voice low. “Let him see your face while I eat you.”

She obeyed, her head tipping back, eyes half-lidded, lips parted in a shameless cry. The red light blinked as he filmed, capturing every tremble of her thighs, every gasp from her lips.

When he stopped, he hit send. She clutched his hair tighter, her body on fire, waiting for Drew’s response.

It came seconds later, vibrating in her hand. Ana… I’m jerking off so hard. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.

Her whole body clenched. She rocked her hips against Victor’s mouth, moaning louder, not for him, not even just for herself — but for the man across the city whose cock was in his hand, watching her every move.

Victor rose smoothly from his knees, lips wet with her taste. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, eyes gleaming as he looked her over. Anastasia trembled against the glass, her nipples hard, her pussy glistening, her chest heaving with every breath.

“You’re ready for more,” he said, voice low and certain. “And so is he.”

She clutched the phone, its screen buzzing again — Drew’s latest message lighting up the glass: I want to see him inside you. Please.

Her thighs pressed together at the words, the need in her husband’s text sparking an ache that made her knees weak. She whispered, almost ashamed, “He wants it as much as you do.”

Victor smirked. “Then let’s give him what he’s begging for.”

He guided her toward the window, turning her so her back pressed against the cool glass. The city stretched out beneath them, skyscrapers lit like constellations. She gasped at the cold against her skin, her body arching forward instinctively.

Victor unbuttoned his slacks with slow precision, his cock springing free, thick and hard, the sight alone making her thighs quiver. She stared, lips parted, a whimper escaping her throat.

“Hold the phone,” he ordered, pressing it into her trembling hand. “Make sure he sees everything.”

Her pulse roared in her ears as she lifted the phone, angling it toward her spread body. The camera captured her bare breasts, the glisten between her thighs, and Victor’s cock poised at her entrance.

“Smile for him,” Victor murmured.

She looked into the lens, her lips trembling into a shaky smile, then cried out as he pushed inside her in one deep thrust.

The sound tore from her throat, raw and loud, echoing in the penthouse. Her hand shook as she tried to keep the phone steady, capturing the sight of her body stretching around his cock.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “Oh God⁠—”

Victor groaned, his hands gripping her ass, slamming her harder against the glass. “So tight. So wet. He’s going to lose his mind watching this.”

Her phone buzzed violently in her hand. She glanced down just long enough to see Drew’s message flash across the screen: I’m stroking so hard. Don’t stop. Let me see it all.

Her pussy clenched around Victor at the words. She moaned, arching her back, spreading her legs wider to give the camera a better angle.

Victor pulled back slowly, then drove in again, his cock glistening as he pumped into her. He took the phone from her hand, angling it downward, filming the close-up of his shaft sliding in and out of her wetness.

“Say something for him,” Victor urged, his voice dark with pleasure.

Her head tipped back, her cry breaking into words. “Drew—oh God, Drew—I’m taking him for you. I’m so full. I can’t—” She cut off with another loud moan as Victor slammed deeper, her breasts bouncing with the motion.

Victor smirked, capturing her face, her trembling thighs, her body opening for him again and again. He sent the clip with a swipe, then thrust harder, fucking her against the glass as if to press her into the city skyline itself.

Her mind spun, half here in Victor’s arms, half with Drew on the other side of the glowing screen. Every thrust was for both of them, every cry split in two directions — one man inside her, one man watching her break apart.

Her climax built fast, white-hot, her thighs shaking. She clutched Victor’s shoulders, her voice hoarse as she screamed, “Drew! I’m coming for you!”

Her body shattered, the orgasm crashing through her, her cries echoing across the penthouse. The phone buzzed again with Drew’s reply: I’m coming too. Fuck, Ana. Don’t stop.

Victor held her tight, groaning against her neck as he drove her through every wave, her body clenching around him, her voice raw and desperate.

Victor didn’t pull out when she sagged against the glass, trembling from the orgasm. He stayed buried deep, grinding slow, deliberate circles with his hips. Her body jerked with aftershocks, her breath ragged, but he wasn’t finished — not even close.

He lifted the phone, her husband’s frantic messages still lighting the screen. With one swipe, he tapped FaceTime.

Anastasia’s eyes flew wide. “Wait⁠—”

Victor pressed a finger to her lips. “He wants more than pictures. Let’s give him the real show.”

The ringing filled the room, each pulse a spike of anticipation in her chest. Then Drew’s face appeared — flushed, his hair damp, his eyes wide with raw hunger. The faint sound of his hand working his cock came through the speaker.

“Jesus Christ,” he breathed the moment the image stabilized. “Ana…”

Her whole body clenched around Victor. The shame, the arousal, the thrill of being seen in real time flooded her veins. She angled the phone shakily, capturing Victor’s cock sliding in and out of her soaked pussy, her body jerking with each thrust.

Drew groaned loudly on the other end, his head falling back. “I can see everything. Fuck, Ana. You’re really taking him again.”

Her voice came out broken, needy. “I’m doing it for you, Drew. Watching you… hearing you… it makes me so wet.”

Victor gripped her hips tighter, slamming her against the glass with enough force to make the window rattle. He angled his mouth at her ear, growling low. “Look at him while I fuck you.”

She obeyed, eyes locking with Drew’s face on the screen. Her cries rose with every thrust, her moans spilling into the microphone. Drew’s jaw tightened, his hand stroking faster, matching Victor’s rhythm inside her.

“Say it,” Drew rasped, voice harsh with need. “Say who you belong to.”

Anastasia gasped, her body jolting as Victor pounded deeper. Her gaze never left the screen. “I’m yours, Drew. Even when he’s inside me, I’m yours!”

Drew’s groan cracked into a shout. “Fuck, Ana! I’m coming—watching you—God, don’t stop!”

Her orgasm tore through her at the same time. She screamed into the phone, her body shaking violently, Victor holding her up as her pussy clenched tight around him. Drew’s face contorted on the screen, his chest heaving as he spilled over his fist, moaning her name again and again.

Victor grunted deep in his chest, driving into her with brutal force until he stiffened, cock pulsing hot inside her. He groaned into her neck, his release flooding her just as she collapsed against the glass, still clutching the phone with trembling fingers.

On the screen, Drew’s face was flushed and wild, eyes shining with lust and something darker — obsession, devotion, jealousy all tangled into one. He whispered hoarsely, “I love you, Ana. God, I love you so much.”

Her heart swelled, tears pricking her eyes even as her body throbbed with overstimulation. She whispered back into the camera, her voice raw. “I love you. Always.”

Victor smirked, pulling out slowly, cum dripping down her thighs as he adjusted her in his arms. He reached over, ending the call with one flick of his thumb.

“Perfect,” he murmured, brushing her damp hair back from her face. “Absolutely perfect.”

Anastasia sagged against him, dazed, her mind still on Drew’s face as he came watching her.

The penthouse was quiet except for the hum of the city below. Anastasia sat on the edge of the bed now, legs spread, thighs still trembling, her skin damp with sweat and Victor’s release. Her dress lay discarded on the floor, her heels tipped sideways near the window. The glow of the skyline washed her in silver light, making the whole room feel unreal, like a scene out of someone else’s life.

Victor poured more champagne, the liquid fizzing as he set one flute in her hand. She accepted it on instinct, fingers trembling as she raised it to her lips. The bubbles burned down her throat, cold and sharp, but her mind was still swimming in heat.

Victor sat beside her, shirt unbuttoned now, chest still rising heavily from the exertion. He studied her with that satisfied half-smile. “You were even better than last time,” he said simply, clinking his glass against hers. “And your husband? He couldn’t look away. You gave him exactly what he wanted.”

Her stomach fluttered, pride and guilt clashing in waves. She sipped again, closing her eyes briefly. It wasn’t Victor’s words that replayed in her mind — it was Drew’s face on the screen, his voice breaking as he came, his raw confession of love through the speaker.

Victor stood and adjusted his slacks, his tone casual, almost businesslike. “The car is waiting downstairs whenever you’re ready. You’ll find your things are taken care of.”

She nodded, still catching her breath, not trusting herself to speak. He brushed his lips lightly against her temple, then stepped back, already pouring himself another drink as if he’d simply finished a meeting.

Her phone buzzed in her hand. She lifted it, heart clenching at the sight of Drew’s name. She swiped it open to see his message: I can still taste you in my mouth even though I wasn’t there. Come home to me now.

Her chest tightened, tears pricking her eyes. She typed quickly, fingers shaking: I need you the second I walk through the door.

She hit send, then set the glass down, standing on unsteady legs. She gathered her dress, slipped it over her head, and tugged her heels back on. The elevator ride down was silent, but inside her body hummed with echoes — Victor’s thrusts, Drew’s cries, her own orgasm still pulsing in aftershocks.

As the car door shut behind her, she pressed her forehead against the cool window, the city lights blurring past. She whispered into the night, meant only for herself and the man waiting at home:

“Yours. Always yours.”

Her phone buzzed again in reply, and she clutched it to her chest, knowing that the real climax of this night would come when she stepped back into Drew’s arms.


CHAPTER 13


The key turned in the lock, the soft click echoing through the quiet house. Anastasia’s pulse quickened as she pushed the door open, the cool air of home rushing over skin that still carried the heat of the penthouse. Her heels clicked against the hardwood as she stepped inside, her clutch clutched tightly in one hand like evidence she couldn’t quite put down.

The living room was dim, only a single lamp glowing in the corner. Drew was on the couch, sitting forward, elbows braced on his knees, his head snapping up the second he heard the door. His eyes locked on her, and the look there almost buckled her knees.

Not cold. Not angry. But raw.

His jaw was tight, his hair mussed like he’d raked his hands through it a hundred times while waiting. His chest rose and fell fast, too fast for someone who had just been sitting still. His phone was still in his hand, the screen glowing faintly. She knew without asking that he hadn’t stopped watching the clips since they’d ended the call.

Anastasia closed the door behind her slowly, her back pressing against it for support. Her dress clung to her, wrinkled from Victor’s hands, the faintest hint of her perfume mixing with champagne and sex lingering on her skin.

Drew’s eyes swept over her like a storm, lingering on the way her hair was messy, the hem of her dress slightly crooked. He swallowed hard. “You’re home.”

She nodded, her breath catching. “I’m home.”

The words felt heavier than they should have, filled with layers of guilt and relief and hunger all tangled together.

Drew stood, not rushing but not hesitating either. He closed the space between them in steady steps until he stood only inches away. His hand lifted, hesitated, then cupped her cheek. She leaned into it, her lips parting, her chest heaving with shallow breaths.

“You’re still shaking,” he murmured, his thumb stroking her skin.

“So are you,” she whispered back, her eyes darting to his hand — the faint tremor in it matching the tremble in her thighs.

For a long moment, they just stood there, staring, breathing, absorbing. The weight of what had happened in the penthouse hung between them like smoke. She could still feel Victor inside her. She could still hear Drew’s voice breaking through the phone.

Drew’s eyes burned as he searched hers. “Did you think about me the whole time?”

Her throat tightened. The answer spilled out without hesitation. “Yes. Every second.”

He exhaled harshly, relief and jealousy colliding in the sound. His hand slid from her cheek down to her jaw, gripping gently, tilting her face up. His mouth hovered above hers, but he didn’t kiss her yet.

“You know what I want,” he said hoarsely.

She nodded, her pulse racing. “The videos.”

His lips brushed hers, the ghost of a kiss. “I want to see it again. With you beside me this time.”

Her knees nearly gave out at the words. She pressed closer, her body aching with need. “Then let’s watch.”

He kissed her finally, hard and desperate, tasting champagne on her tongue, swallowing the moan that escaped her throat. When he pulled back, his eyes were wild, already pulling her toward the couch, toward the glowing phone that held everything they were both addicted to.

Drew tugged her toward the couch, their hands locked tight. He dropped onto the cushions, phone already in his lap, and pulled her down beside him. Anastasia sank into the seat, her heart pounding so loud it drowned out the quiet hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen.

Drew unlocked the screen with a swipe. The gallery lit up instantly — thumbnail after thumbnail of her body. Her chest tightened at the sight: her breasts bared, her lips parted, her dress bunched at her waist. Little red dots marked the videos, each one a glowing reminder of how far she’d gone.

Her stomach fluttered. “God…”

He looked at her, eyes wild. “Say it, Ana. Say it’s you.”

She swallowed hard, her throat tight. “It’s me.”

He tapped the first video. The screen filled with her image — her back pressed to the glass, Victor’s hand between her thighs, her face flushed with arousal. The sound hit them a second later: her moans echoing, high and desperate.

Drew groaned, his free hand pressing hard against his cock through his sweats. “Jesus Christ.”

Anastasia’s whole body clenched. Watching herself like this was surreal. She looked like someone else — shameless, wanton, her legs spread wide for another man. And yet, it was undeniably her. She pressed her hand against her own chest, feeling her heart slam against her palm.

“I can’t believe I look like that,” she whispered.

“You look perfect,” Drew growled. He shifted closer, his thigh pressing hard against hers. “You look like every fantasy I’ve ever had about you. And you were screaming my name while he fucked you.”

Her pussy throbbed at the memory. She bit her lip, her hand slipping instinctively between her thighs. “I can hear it,” she whispered. “I can hear myself…”

The phone vibrated slightly in Drew’s grip as the clip played on — Victor’s cock sliding into her, her cry filling the room, her body jolting with every thrust. Drew’s hand shook as he adjusted the angle, making sure they both saw the close-up of her pussy stretching around Victor.

“Fuck,” Drew muttered, his voice thick. “I’m watching my wife get split open and I can’t stop jerking off to it. What the hell is happening to me?”

Anastasia turned her face toward him, her eyes glazed with lust. “You don’t have to stop. I love it. I love that it makes you hard. I love that you can’t look away.”

She pressed her hand harder against herself, rubbing over the damp lace of her panties, moaning softly at the friction. “It makes me wet all over again, Drew. Watching it. Hearing myself.”

He growled, shoving his sweats down just enough to free his cock. He wrapped his fist around it, pumping slowly as the video played. “You’re fucking gorgeous on this screen. And you’re right here next to me. Christ, Ana. I can’t believe how much this turns me on.”

The video ended with her screaming his name, her orgasm raw and wild. The screen dimmed, waiting for them to choose the next clip.

Anastasia panted, her hand still working between her legs, her panties soaked. She turned to him, her voice breathless. “Play another.”

Drew smirked through clenched teeth, stroking harder. “You want to see yourself come again?”

She nodded, trembling. “I want to watch it with you.”

Drew scrolled with his thumb and tapped the next clip. The screen came alive again: Anastasia on her knees in the penthouse, Victor’s hand tangled in her hair, her mouth stretched wide around his cock. The camera angle was cruelly close, showing the way her lips glistened, her throat working.

Anastasia’s breath hitched. She clutched Drew’s thigh, nails digging into the fabric of his sweats. “God. I look… filthy.”

“Filthy and perfect,” Drew rasped, his cock twitching in his fist. “You took him so deep, Ana. I could see your throat working. And I swear I’ve never been harder in my life.”

Her cheeks burned. Watching herself gagging, drool slipping down her chin, should have humiliated her. Instead, heat pooled low in her belly, her pussy clenching around nothing. She reached between Drew’s legs, wrapping her hand around the base of his cock, sticky with pre-cum.

“You were watching this live,” she whispered, stroking him slowly. “You saw me take him down my throat while you touched yourself. And now we’re watching it together…”

He groaned, hips jerking into her grip. “Tell me how it felt.”

She moaned, eyes fixed on the screen where her lips stretched wider around Victor’s shaft. “It felt wrong. It felt dirty. And it felt so fucking good. Knowing you were watching… knowing you’d be stroking to it later… it made me wetter than I thought possible.”

Drew slid his free hand into her panties, his fingers immediately finding her drenched folds. “Christ, you’re soaked. You were thinking about me even while his cock was in your throat, weren’t you?”

Her hips bucked against his fingers, her breath catching. “Yes—always you.”

He curled his fingers inside her, dragging across her slick walls, his thumb circling her clit. The wet sounds filled the room, mixing with the moans from the phone. She writhed against his hand, gasping, her own hand stroking his cock faster in return.

On the screen, she moaned around Victor’s cock, spit dripping down her chin. In the living room, she mirrored the sound, her body arching as Drew fingered her deeper.

“Look at you,” Drew growled, his lips against her ear. “Moaning in stereo. On the screen, and in my hand.”

Her thighs shook. She pressed her forehead against his shoulder, crying out, “I can’t believe how much I like watching myself. I can’t believe how much I need it.”

He pulled his fingers out, dripping with her arousal, and shoved them between her lips. “Taste it. Taste how wet you get from being his slut on camera.”

She sucked greedily, moaning around his fingers, her eyes rolling back. The phone buzzed as the clip ended, waiting for the next. She pulled off his fingers with a gasp, eyes blazing.

“Play it,” she demanded, her voice hoarse. “Play the one where he fucked me against the glass.”

Drew groaned, his cock jerking in her hand, precum smearing across her palm. “You’re going to kill me, Ana.”

“Then die watching me,” she whispered, biting his shoulder.

He swore, fumbling with the phone, tapping the next clip. The screen lit up again with her image — her body pressed to the window, the skyline sprawling below, Victor’s cock driving into her from behind. Her cries echoed through the speakers, her face wild with pleasure.

Anastasia moaned in real time, her body reacting as if she were back there, pinned against the glass. Drew shoved her panties aside, lining his cock at her entrance, his voice rough.

“Let’s see if you scream the same way when it’s me inside you.”

Drew yanked her panties down her thighs, leaving them tangled around one ankle as he shoved her back against the couch cushions. The phone rested on the armrest beside them, its glow casting shaky light over their flushed faces. On the screen, Anastasia moaned against the glass window, her breasts bouncing as Victor drove into her from behind.

Drew gripped her thighs and spread them wide, his cock straining, slick with her arousal. “Watch yourself,” he ordered, his voice ragged. “Watch what you let him do to you while I fuck you the way he never can.”

She gasped, her head tipping back as he thrust inside in one hard stroke. The stretch made her cry out, her nails clawing at the couch, the phone’s speaker echoing her recorded moans back at her.

“Oh God, Drew⁠—”

He slammed into her again, syncing his rhythm to the screen. Every thrust on the video was mirrored by his hips driving deep into her. The sound of skin meeting skin filled the room, blending with the recorded cries, until it was impossible to tell past from present.

“Look at it,” he growled, grabbing her chin and forcing her gaze toward the phone. “Look at yourself getting railed against the glass while I pound you right now.”

Her eyes fluttered open, her body clenching tight around him. She stared at the image of herself on the screen — hair wild, lips parted, Victor’s hands gripping her hips. Then she looked up at Drew, his face twisted with lust, sweat dripping down his temple. The collision of both realities made her moan louder.

“You see that slut on the screen?” Drew snarled, his thrusts growing harder, his cock slamming into her soaked pussy. “That’s you. That’s my wife. And she was screaming my name the whole time.”

Her voice cracked, her words tumbling out in a rush. “Yes, yes, I was—I thought about you every second, Drew—every thrust was for you!”

His jaw clenched, his hips pistoning faster, the couch creaking beneath them. “Then tell me now. Tell me who owns this pussy.”

“You do!” she screamed, her body arching as he hit her deepest. “You, Drew—it’s yours—it’s always yours!”

Her orgasm ripped through her with brutal force, her body convulsing, her scream drowning out the echo from the phone. She writhed under him, her nails raking down his back, her pussy clenching tight around his cock.

Drew’s control shattered. With a guttural groan, he thrust hard one last time, spilling deep inside her, his cum flooding her as he pressed his forehead to hers. His voice broke into a harsh whisper. “Mine. All fucking mine.”

The video kept playing beside them, her recorded moans mixing with her real ones, until both sounds became indistinguishable.

The phone propped on the armrest lit the room in harsh flashes, the video’s final moments filling the silence with raw sound. Onscreen, Anastasia screamed as Victor slammed into her, her face twisted in ecstasy against the window. On the couch, she screamed again — the same cry, but real this time, her body clamping tight around Drew’s cock.

The collision of the two versions of her — the one writhing in the past, the one trembling in Drew’s arms — made her head spin. She couldn’t tell which was more obscene: watching herself be taken by another man, or feeling her husband drive into her now, fueled by that very image.

Drew’s thrusts grew frantic, his hips slamming into hers with reckless force. “You’re coming just like in the video,” he snarled, his lips brushing her ear. “Look at yourself. Watch how you scream when you’re full of cock.”

Her eyes darted back to the screen, where she was bent against the glass, breasts bouncing, voice hoarse from crying out. The sound layered over her own moans in real time, the overlap pushing her closer to the edge.

“I can’t—” she gasped, nails digging into his shoulders. “Drew, I can’t take it—watching myself while you’re inside me⁠—”

“You can,” he growled, pounding deeper. “You’re going to. You’re going to come with your own voice ringing in your ears.”

Her climax tore through her, violent and overwhelming. She screamed his name, her back arching, her pussy spasming around his cock as if trying to milk him dry. The phone echoed her cries a split-second later, the recorded orgasm layering over her real one until it felt like she was coming twice at once — once for Victor, once for Drew, all of it folding into the same explosion.

Drew groaned, his body stiffening, his cock pulsing as he erupted inside her. Hot release filled her, spilling down her thighs as he buried himself to the hilt, grinding through his own orgasm. His voice broke, his words raw and desperate. “I’m filling you, Ana—filling you while you watch yourself take him. You’ll never forget this.”

Her head tipped back, her throat raw from screaming, her body twitching with aftershocks. She clung to him, sobbing with release, the video still looping beside them.

At last, Drew collapsed onto her, his chest slick with sweat, his breath ragged against her neck. The video ended, the screen dimming to black. The silence that followed was heavy, electric, their hearts pounding in sync.

The room was still, the only sound was the thud of their hearts and the faint hum of the air vent above. Anastasia lay sprawled across the couch cushions, her skin flushed, her hair tangled, her chest rising and falling in uneven bursts. Drew was half on top of her, half beside her, his arm draped heavy over her stomach, his cock still soft but wet inside her. Neither of them moved right away.

Finally, Anastasia tilted her head toward him. Her lips curved faintly, tired and satisfied but sharp with something else too. “We’re not going to stop, are we?”

Drew let out a low laugh, hoarse and broken. “Do you want to?”

She thought about it. Really thought. Her mind flashed to Victor’s hands on her hips, his cock filling her, the way she’d screamed — and then back to Drew, the way his eyes had burned as he watched her on the screen, the way he’d taken her now with twice the hunger. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, a dull ache blooming low.

“No,” she admitted. “I don’t want to stop.”

His arm tightened around her, pulling her closer until their foreheads touched. His voice was quiet but firm. “Then we won’t. But it has to be ours. We pick the pace. We pick the terms. He doesn’t own us.”

Her lips curved into a small, wicked smile. “So we’re the ones making the rules now.”

“Exactly.” His thumb traced the line of her jaw, his eyes locked on hers. “If there’s another night with him, it’s because we decide it, not because he tells us. And if we want to find someone else⁠—”

Her breath caught. “Someone else?”

He smirked faintly. “Why not? We both know we don’t need him. We can choose anyone. Together.”

The idea sent a rush through her, a dangerous thrill that made her stomach flip. She pictured it instantly: scrolling through faces with Drew, pointing out who she’d seduce, who he’d watch her ride. Her nipples tightened again, even though her body was still trembling from their last climax.

“God,” she whispered, brushing her lips against his. “Just talking about it makes me wet again.”

He groaned, burying his face against her neck, his teeth grazing her skin. “Then we’ll talk more. Later. Right now, I just need to hold you.”

She melted into him, her body still quivering, her mind spinning with everything they’d unleashed tonight. She didn’t know exactly where this path would take them, but she knew one thing for certain: they weren’t turning back.

And deep down, she didn’t want to.


CHAPTER 14


The sheets clung to their damp skin, tangled around their legs from the chaos of what they’d just done. The room still carried the faint echo of her cries and his grunts, the TV screen black now but her phone still buzzing faintly on the nightstand, waiting for them to reach for it again.

Anastasia lay on her side, her cheek resting on Drew’s chest. His heartbeat thudded heavy beneath her ear, strong and unsteady all at once. She traced lazy circles on his ribs with her fingertip, her body warm, her thighs sticky from the mix of them between her legs.

Drew’s arm was around her shoulders, his fingers tangled in her hair. He was staring at the ceiling, but she felt the tension in him, the way his chest rose too fast, like his thoughts hadn’t stopped racing.

She broke the silence first, her voice low and hoarse. “You meant it.”

His gaze flicked down to her. “Meant what?”

Her lips curved faintly, wicked and shy at once. “When you said we could pick someone else. That it didn’t have to be Victor.”

Drew exhaled, the sound caught between relief and a laugh. “Yeah. I meant it.” He rubbed the back of his neck with his free hand. “I don’t want to feel like he’s the one calling the shots. I want it to be us. Our choice.”

Anastasia shifted up onto her elbow, looking down at him. The dim light softened the sharp edges of his face, but his eyes were burning. She grinned, slow and teasing. “So you want to shop for my next fuck?”

His cock twitched against her thigh, betraying him before he could answer. He groaned, covering his face with one hand. “Christ, Ana.”

She laughed, pushing his hand away, kissing his cheek. “Admit it. You like the idea.”

“I do,” he growled, flipping her onto her back, rolling over her. His cock was half-hard again already, pressing against her hip. “The thought of you flirting with some guy, knowing I’m the one who gave the green light… it makes me insane.”

Her thighs spread instinctively beneath him, her grin widening. “Then maybe we should start making a list.”

He chuckled, shaking his head, his hair falling into his eyes. “Oh yeah? Who’s on your list?”

She pretended to think, tapping her lip. “Mmm… tall, strong, maybe a little younger than you. Someone who’ll make you jealous.”

His groan was muffled against her neck as he bit down lightly, sucking until she gasped. “You’d love that, wouldn’t you? Watching me squirm while you pick him apart.”

Her body arched beneath him, her voice breathy. “Yes. Because you’ll be watching the whole time. You’ll see every second.”

He kissed her hard, swallowing the moan that spilled from her throat. When he pulled back, his voice was rough. “Then it’s settled. No more waiting for Victor’s calls. We pick. We choose. Our game.”

She cupped his face, her thumb brushing his lip, her eyes shining. “Our game,” she repeated, the words a promise.

His cock slid between her folds, hot and sticky, and she whimpered, lifting her hips to guide him inside. He sank into her slow, deep, both of them gasping as the connection sealed the words they’d just spoken.

Two nights later, they dressed up and went out. Not anywhere extravagant like Victor’s penthouse, but to a busy downtown bar with dim lights, polished wood tables, and a Friday night crowd that hummed with conversation and clinking glasses.

Anastasia wore a fitted red dress that dipped just enough at the neckline to catch stares. Drew noticed every one of them, his jaw tightening each time another man’s eyes lingered too long. But instead of anger, it fueled him. This was part of the game now.

They found a corner booth, tucked half in shadow, half in view. Drew slid in beside her instead of across, their thighs pressed together under the table.

The waiter came, young and broad-shouldered, his smile lingering a second too long on Anastasia as he set down their drinks. Drew’s hand slipped under the table, squeezing her thigh hard.

“See how he looked at you?” Drew murmured low against her ear.

Anastasia smirked, sipping her cocktail slowly, letting her lipstick leave a faint stain on the glass. “Mmm. I noticed.”

“Bet he’s thinking about what’s under that dress right now,” Drew growled, his hand sliding higher. “Bet he’d give anything to take you into the bathroom.”

Her thighs tensed, heat pooling low in her belly. She leaned close, her lips brushing his ear. “Would you watch?”

His cock stirred at the question, trapped in his jeans. He swallowed hard. “I’d follow you in. I’d watch him bend you over the sink. I’d stand there, stroking myself while you let him fuck you. And then I’d take you the second he walked out.”

Her nails dug into his thigh through the denim. She had to cross her legs to keep from shifting too obviously in the booth. “God, Drew,” she whispered, her voice shaky with need. “You’re going to make me soak through this dress.”

“Good,” he muttered. He nodded subtly toward the bar, where another man in a tailored jacket leaned casually, sipping whiskey. “What about him? Think he could handle you?”

Anastasia looked, her gaze raking over the stranger’s broad shoulders and sharp jaw. She smiled wickedly. “I think he’d last about five minutes before I broke him.”

Drew’s cock throbbed, his jealousy sparking hotter, but he didn’t pull back. He leaned in closer, his voice harsh with need. “Say it. Say what you’d do to him if I told you to.”

She turned her head, lips grazing his. “I’d spread my legs right here on this table. Let him taste me while everyone watched.”

His hand clenched on her thigh, his breathing uneven. “Fuck.”

She smirked, biting her straw as she sipped again, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “You wanted this game, Drew. Don’t tell me you can’t keep up.”

His laugh was low, strained. “Oh, I can keep up. Just don’t be surprised when I bend you over the moment we get home.”

Her thighs pressed tighter together, her pulse hammering. The bar around them buzzed with laughter and clinking glasses, but their little corner had become its own world, charged and dangerous.

They came home late, the city air clinging to their clothes, the playful tension from the bar still sparking between them. Anastasia kicked off her heels by the door, sighing with relief as she padded barefoot across the living room. Drew locked the door behind them, his eyes never leaving her as she bent to scoop up her shoes. The hem of her red dress rode up her thighs, and he groaned under his breath.

“Don’t start,” she teased, glancing over her shoulder with a smirk. “You’ll never finish what we planned if you bend me over the couch right now.”

He smirked, shaking his head. “Fine. But when we’re done, I’m not holding back.”

They dropped onto the couch, side by side, their knees touching. Drew pulled out his phone and opened the app store, glancing at her with a raised brow. “You ready for this?”

Her heart thudded. She bit her lip, pretending to hesitate. “Are you?”

He downloaded a dating app and set it up quickly, handing her the phone when it was time to build the profile. Anastasia curled her legs under her, the dress slipping dangerously high as she took control.

“Okay,” she said, chewing her lip as she read the prompts. “Name. Do we use mine?”

Drew shook his head immediately. “No. Something… subtle.” He leaned in. “What about Ana? Just Ana.”

She typed it in, the simple name glowing on the screen. Next was the bio. She tilted the phone toward him, her grin wicked. “What should I put? Married woman looking for trouble?”

His cock stirred at the words. He reached down to adjust himself, groaning. “Christ. That’d get every man within twenty miles messaging you.”

She arched a brow, deliberately typing it in. Married woman looking for trouble. She showed it to him with a grin. “Too much?”

“Not enough,” he muttered. “Say… Married woman. Husband knows. Looking for the right man to join the fun.”

Her thighs clenched at the boldness of it. She typed it out slowly, her hands trembling with the thrill. Seeing the words on the screen made her wetter than she wanted to admit.

“Pictures,” she said next, scrolling to the camera. “What kind of photo should we use?”

Drew studied her, his eyes roaming her body in the red dress. “Something tasteful. Just you looking gorgeous. No nudity. Not yet.”

She snapped a selfie, angling the camera so the neckline of her dress plunged deep, her lips slightly parted. She showed it to him. “This one?”

He swallowed hard, nodding. “That’ll do it.”

She uploaded the photo and hit save. The profile was live.

They stared at the screen for a moment, the weight of what they’d just done sinking in. Then Anastasia swiped to the first profile that popped up — a man in a gym mirror, flexing.

She wrinkled her nose. “Pass.”

Drew laughed. “Agreed.”

The next man was in a suit, clean-cut, smiling with a drink in hand. Anastasia tilted her head. “He’s cute.”

Drew narrowed his eyes, jealousy flickering. “Too polished. Looks like he’d bore you.”

She smirked, swiping left. “Jealous already?”

“Not jealous,” Drew muttered, shifting uncomfortably. “Selective.”

The next swipe brought up a rugged man with tattoos, leaning against a motorcycle. Anastasia’s breath caught. “Oh…”

Drew’s jaw tightened. “You like him.”

She glanced at him slyly. “Maybe.”

Her thumb hovered. She let Drew see her hesitation, the way she lingered on the man’s sharp jaw, the roughness that screamed danger. Then she swiped left, her smile teasing. “But not yet. You’re not ready.”

Drew growled, grabbing her chin and kissing her hard. When he pulled back, his voice was low. “Keep testing me like that, and I’ll show you just how ready I am.”

Her cheeks flushed, her thighs pressing together. She swiped again, and the game continued — laughter, teases, tension coiling tighter with every profile.

Anastasia’s thumb flicked across the screen, each swipe sending another face into the void. Some profiles were laughable, some were bland, and a few made her pause just long enough to make Drew shift uncomfortably beside her.

Then one appeared that made them both go still.

He wasn’t flexing in a gym mirror or grinning at a bar. The man was sitting casually on a patio, a beer in one hand, sunglasses pushed up into his dark hair. Broad shoulders filled the frame, but it was the smile — easy, confident, not cocky — that caught her attention.

Anastasia’s breath hitched. “Oh.”

Drew leaned in, narrowing his eyes. He wanted to find something wrong, some flaw to dismiss him, but couldn’t. “He looks… normal.” His voice was tight. “In a good way.”

She tapped to open the profile. Mark, 32. Works in construction. Loves baseball, grilling, and late nights with good company.

Her pulse quickened. She tilted the phone toward Drew. “He looks strong. Like he could throw me over his shoulder without breaking a sweat.”

Drew’s cock throbbed painfully at the image. He clenched his jaw. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Me sitting here while he carries you to bed.”

Her grin was wicked. “Maybe.”

Her thumb hovered over the heart icon. She looked at Drew, her eyes daring him. “Should I?”

His chest rose fast, his breath harsh. Every instinct screamed no, but his cock betrayed him, twitching against his thigh. “Do it,” he ground out.

She pressed the heart. The screen lit up instantly: It’s a match!

Her stomach flipped. Drew groaned, shoving a hand through his hair. “Fuck.”

A chat window popped up, Mark’s profile glowing at the top. Anastasia’s fingers trembled as she typed: Hi.

The reply came less than a minute later. Hey gorgeous. Couldn’t believe my luck when I saw your profile.

Her thighs pressed together, heat rushing through her. She showed Drew the screen, her eyes wide. “He’s quick.”

Drew’s jaw clenched, his cock straining against his sweats. “Read it to me. Every word. I want to know everything he says to you.”

She typed back: Thanks. My husband and I are looking for someone special. Someone fun.

Mark’s reply buzzed through almost immediately. That sounds hot as hell. You’re even hotter in that red dress. Is that recent?

Anastasia gasped, looking at Drew. “He noticed.”

Drew swallowed hard, his hand wrapping around his cock, stroking slowly through the fabric. “Answer him. Tell him it was tonight.”

Her fingers flew over the screen: Yes. Wore it tonight. Got plenty of attention.

Mark’s reply came fast. I bet. If I’d seen you in it, I wouldn’t have let you out of my sight.

Anastasia moaned softly, her free hand sliding between her thighs. “God, Drew. He’s bold.”

Drew’s breathing grew ragged. “Keep going. Let him want you. But don’t you forget—every word, every picture, comes through me first.”

She nodded, her lips curling into a slow smile as she typed another reply, her body already aching at the thought of what this man might do to her.

Anastasia set the phone down on the coffee table, the screen still glowing with Mark’s last message. I’d love to take you out. Or straight back to my place, if you prefer.

Her chest rose and fell fast, her nipples hard beneath the thin red dress. Drew stared at the phone like it was a live wire, his jaw tight, his hand stroking himself through his sweats. The room felt too small for the charge between them.

Anastasia turned toward him, her voice low, sultry. “He wants me.”

Drew’s eyes snapped to hers, blazing. “No. He wants what I let him have.”

Her thighs clenched, her pussy throbbing at the edge in his voice. She slid her hand down, tugging her dress up to her hips, baring her soaked panties. “Then tell me, Drew. What will you let him do?”

He groaned, shoving his sweats down, his cock springing free. He grabbed her hips, pulling her into his lap, grinding her pussy against his length. “I’ll let him kiss you. I’ll let him taste you. I’ll let him bury his cock in you until you scream. But then—” he thrust up, hard, making her cry out—“I’ll take you back. Every time.”

Her head fell back, her moan sharp. “Yes, God yes.”

He yanked her panties aside, shoving his cock inside her in one brutal stroke. She gasped, nails clawing his shoulders as he filled her, her walls gripping him tight. The phone buzzed on the table with another message, but neither of them looked.

Drew pumped up into her, his hands clamped on her ass, dragging her down onto him. “Ride me, Ana. Show me how you’ll ride him when I tell you to. Make me see it.”

Her hips ground down, bouncing in his lap, her breasts spilling free from the neckline of her dress. “You’ll watch me ride him… and you’ll stroke yourself while I scream…”

He snarled, thrusting harder. “And then I’ll fuck you harder than he ever could. Just like this.”

The words and the motion collided, sending her spiraling. She screamed his name, her body clenching around him as her climax tore through her, her nails sinking deep into his skin.

Drew’s roar followed, his cock pulsing hot inside her, his cum flooding her as he crushed her against him. They shook together, the phone buzzing again with Mark’s eager reply, ignored for now as they drowned in the mess they’d made.

Finally, Anastasia sagged against his chest, breathless, her hair plastered to her damp skin. She whispered, half-laughing, half-gasping. “Our game… just got very real.”

Drew kissed her hair, still panting, his hand gripping her thigh possessively. “Good. That’s exactly how I want it.”


CHAPTER 15


Sunday afternoon sunlight streamed through the bedroom curtains, warm and lazy, but the mood between Anastasia and Drew was anything but. They lay sprawled across their bed, laptops and phones scattered around them, the sheets tangled from the slow, teasing sex they’d had that morning.

Anastasia was propped up on her side, phone in hand, scrolling through her messages with Mark. Her lips curved faintly, the corners twitching every time a new notification buzzed through.

Drew lay on his back beside her, one arm bent behind his head, pretending to be casual. But his eyes kept darting to her phone, sharp and hungry, as if each message carried both a threat and a promise.

“Read it to me,” he said, his voice low.

She smirked, tilting the screen toward him. “He just asked when we’re free. Says he’s thought about me in that red dress every night since Friday.”

Drew groaned, his cock stirring just from the words. “Of course he has. You walked in looking like every man’s wet dream.”

Her grin widened. “You liked that, huh? The way men stared at me?”

“I liked it because they couldn’t touch you,” Drew growled, rolling onto his side, close enough for his breath to tickle her ear. “But now I’m letting one of them touch you. And that’s a different beast.”

Her thighs pressed together, her pulse quickening. “So when do you want to meet him?”

Drew sat up, running a hand through his messy hair, his jaw tight as he thought. “This week. No waiting around. Dinner first. Somewhere public so I can see how he acts. Then… if it feels right…” He trailed off, but the heat in his eyes finished the sentence.

Anastasia’s pussy clenched at the implication. “A bar? Hotel lobby?”

“Both,” Drew decided. “Drinks at a bar. Then upstairs. He doesn’t get a second more with you unless I say so.”

She bit her lip, her eyes glinting with mischief. “So you’re in charge?”

“Damn right I am.” His gaze dropped to her chest, the swell of her breasts under the thin tank she wore. “You’ll show me every message before you send it. And I pick what you wear.”

Her body heated instantly at the command. She arched her back, letting the straps of her tank slip down her shoulders. “Mmm. What are you going to pick? Something short? Something he can rip off?”

Drew groaned, his cock thickening in his sweats. “Don’t tempt me. I’ll put you in something that makes his cock ache the second he sees you… but that still makes it obvious you’re mine.”

She laughed softly, sliding a finger down her own stomach, stopping just before the waistband of her shorts. “Maybe I’ll let him unzip me before I even sit down. See how you react.”

His growl was immediate, his hand shooting out to grab her wrist, pinning it to the bed. “You’ll do nothing unless I tell you to.”

Her breath caught, arousal flooding her. She whispered, teasing, “Even if I want to?”

He kissed her hard, biting her lip before pulling back. “Especially if you want to.”

She moaned, her body arching under his weight. The phone buzzed again on the bed beside them. She picked it up with her free hand, her voice breathless as she read. “He says Wednesday night. Drinks at the Hyatt bar. He’ll book the room upstairs.”

Drew’s jaw flexed, but his cock throbbed at the thought. He released her wrist slowly, his eyes locked on hers. “Tell him yes. Tell him we’ll see him then.”

She typed quickly, her hands shaking with anticipation. Wednesday night works. We’ll see you there.

The message sent, the phone chimed with Mark’s reply seconds later. Can’t wait to taste you, Ana.

Her cheeks flushed, her breath shallow. She looked at Drew, her eyes wide and daring. “Still think you’re ready?”

Drew’s cock strained hard against his sweats, his voice rough. “Ready to watch you ruin him. And then ready to ruin you all over again.”

Wednesday night arrived faster than either of them expected.

Anastasia stood at the vanity in their bedroom, her dress laid out on the bed. Drew had picked it earlier that afternoon — a sleek black number that hugged her waist and left her back bare. She slipped into it slowly, letting the silky fabric skim over freshly shaved legs, her heart thudding louder with each inch it rose.

She’d shaved smooth, waxed carefully, spritzed perfume in all the places she knew would drive Drew insane: the hollow of her throat, the inside of her thighs, the small of her back. Her nipples tightened as she adjusted the neckline, the dress clinging to every curve.

Drew leaned in the doorway, arms crossed, his jaw tight. He hadn’t said much while she got ready, but his eyes followed every movement like a predator tracking prey. His cock was already stiff in his slacks, the evidence impossible to hide.

“You picked this,” Anastasia said, smoothing her hands down her hips as she turned toward him. “Do I pass?”

“Barely,” Drew muttered, his voice hoarse. “You look like sin. He won’t last five minutes.”

She smirked, applying a final swipe of lipstick. “Maybe that’s the point.”

He growled, pushing off the doorframe and closing the space between them. He pressed her against the vanity, kissing her hard, biting her lip until she gasped. “Don’t forget,” he whispered against her mouth, “he’s only touching what I allow. You’re mine before, during, and after.”

Her pussy clenched, her breath shaky. “Then take a picture of me now,” she teased. “So you remember exactly how I looked before he lays a finger on me.”

He groaned but obeyed, pulling out his phone, snapping a photo of her flushed face and black dress. When he showed it to her, she bit her lip, heat curling low in her belly.

An hour later, they were sliding into a booth at the Hyatt’s bar. The room was dim, upscale, filled with the soft murmur of business dinners and date nights. Drew ordered a drink for each of them, his hand resting heavy on Anastasia’s thigh under the table.

Then Mark walked in.

He was broader than his pictures, taller too, his shoulders filling the doorway as he scanned the room. His eyes landed on Anastasia instantly. He smiled, slow and easy, and made his way over.

“Anastasia?” His voice was deep, smooth, confident without being arrogant.

She smiled back, her pulse quickening. “Mark.”

Drew extended a hand across the table, his grip firm, his gaze sharp. “Drew. Her husband.”

Mark didn’t flinch. He shook Drew’s hand, then slid into the booth beside Anastasia, close enough that their thighs brushed. “Good to finally meet you both. I have to say—” his eyes lingered on Anastasia, the neckline of her dress, the curve of her bare back—“pictures don’t do you justice.”

Anastasia’s cheeks flushed. Drew’s grip on her thigh tightened under the table, but he didn’t pull her away. Instead, he leaned back, watching, testing, his cock already stirring at the sight of another man leaning close to his wife.

Anastasia sipped her drink slowly, the ice clinking against the glass, her lips curving into a wicked smile. “Then let’s see if I live up to the rest of your expectations.”

They lingered at the bar just long enough for the first round of drinks to vanish, the tension stretching tighter with every passing minute. Mark’s hand brushed Anastasia’s knee once, then again, lingering longer the second time. She didn’t move it. Drew noticed, his cock twitching under the table, jealousy and arousal colliding like sparks on gasoline.

Mark leaned closer, his breath warm at Anastasia’s ear. “You’re even more gorgeous up close. Every man in this room’s been staring since you walked in.”

Anastasia’s lips curved. She tilted her head just enough to catch Drew’s sharp gaze across the table. “Good thing I’m not here for every man,” she murmured, letting the words hang between them.

Drew’s hand clenched around his glass. He downed the last of his drink, then set it aside with deliberate calm. “Let’s take this upstairs.”

Mark’s grin was easy, confident. “Already got the key.”

The ride up in the elevator was quiet but heavy, charged. Anastasia stood between them, her body buzzing, her nipples hard beneath the thin fabric of her dress. She felt Drew’s hand slide into hers on one side, Mark’s warm palm brushing the small of her back on the other. Her heart pounded so hard she thought it might echo in the confined space.

The door clicked open on the tenth floor. Mark led the way down the hall, swiping his keycard at a room near the end. He pushed the door open, holding it wide for both of them.

The room was modern, sleek, with a king-sized bed dominating the space and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city. The silence after the door closed behind them was deafening.

Mark turned to Anastasia first, his gaze sweeping her body like he’d been starving for it. “Take off your dress.”

Her breath caught, her eyes flicking to Drew. His jaw was tight, his cock visibly hard in his slacks, but he gave a single sharp nod.

Anastasia’s hands trembled as she slid the straps from her shoulders. The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but heels and the black lace Drew had picked earlier. Both men groaned softly at the sight.

“Jesus,” Mark muttered, stepping closer, his fingers brushing her bare arm. “You’re even better than I imagined.”

Drew moved to the armchair across from the bed, sitting down deliberately. He leaned back, spreading his thighs, his cock bulging against the fabric. His eyes were locked on Anastasia as he rasped, “Show me how much you want her.”

Mark didn’t need telling twice. He kissed Anastasia hard, his hands sliding down her back, cupping her ass, pulling her against his already stiff cock. She moaned into his mouth, her knees buckling, her body on fire.

Drew stroked himself slowly through his slacks, his breath shallow. Seeing her pinned in another man’s arms, hearing her moan into someone else’s mouth, nearly broke him. But it also made him harder than he’d ever been in his life.

Mark pulled back just enough to murmur against her lips, “God, you taste sweet. I can’t wait to be inside you.”

Anastasia trembled, her eyes darting to Drew again. His gaze was fierce, but his voice was steady, commanding. “Take her to the bed. Make sure I see everything.”

Mark guided Anastasia backward until her calves hit the edge of the bed. She sat down slowly, her chest heaving, her eyes darting between the man standing over her and her husband seated across the room.

Drew had unzipped his slacks, his cock already out, stroking himself in a steady rhythm. His gaze was locked on her, not on Mark, like he was memorizing every flicker of her expression.

Mark bent down, pressing his lips to Anastasia’s collarbone, kissing a slow trail lower until his mouth hovered over the lace of her bra. He glanced sideways, meeting Drew’s eyes, as if asking without words.

Drew’s jaw clenched, but he gave a curt nod. “Take it off.”

Mark slid the bra straps down her arms, unclasping the back with practiced ease. Anastasia’s breasts spilled free, nipples already stiff and aching. She gasped as Mark’s mouth closed over one, sucking hard, his hand kneading the other.

“Oh—” her cry filled the room, her back arching.

Drew groaned, stroking faster, his cock glistening in the low light. “That’s it, baby. Let him taste you. Let him make you moan for me.”

Her head tipped back, her hair spilling over her shoulders as Mark worshipped her chest. His hand slid down, between her thighs, pressing against the soaked lace. He chuckled low. “Fuck, you’re drenched.”

Drew’s knuckles whitened around his cock. “Of course she is. She’s been waiting for this all week.”

Anastasia moaned, her hips rocking against Mark’s hand. “Yes—God, yes.”

Mark stripped the lace down her legs in one smooth motion, tossing it aside. He spread her thighs, baring her pussy to the room. She flushed, heat flooding her cheeks, but her body throbbed with need.

“Look at that,” Mark muttered, sinking to his knees. “Wet and ready.”

Drew leaned forward in his chair, his voice sharp. “Eat her. Make her scream my name.”

Mark smirked but obeyed, his tongue sliding up her slit in one long, slow stroke. Anastasia cried out, her hands tangling in his hair as he dove in, sucking her clit, licking deep, teasing and relentless.

“Oh, Drew—oh God, he’s—” Her words broke into a sobbing moan.

Drew’s fist pumped harder, his eyes burning. “Say it, Ana. Tell me how it feels.”

She gasped, her hips grinding into Mark’s mouth. “He’s—he’s so good, Drew—he’s making me so wet⁠—”

Mark slipped two fingers inside her, curling them just right, his tongue working her clit in tandem. Her thighs shook, her nails digging into his scalp. The wet sounds filled the room, obscene, loud, mixing with her moans and Drew’s harsh breathing.

Her orgasm hit fast, sharp, her body jerking as she screamed, “DREW!”

Drew groaned, his cock twitching in his hand, his climax dangerously close. But he held back, his voice rough. “Not yet. I want to see him fuck you first.”

Mark rose from between her thighs, his mouth wet, his eyes blazing. He unzipped his jeans, his cock springing free — thick, hard, already leaking. Anastasia’s eyes widened at the sight, her pussy clenching again in anticipation.

Drew’s voice was gravel. “Get on the bed, Ana. On your hands and knees. Face me.”

She obeyed, crawling onto the sheets, her ass high, her breasts swaying, her eyes locked on Drew’s. Her heart thundered, her body trembling with anticipation.

Mark positioned himself behind her, his cock rubbing against her slick folds. He looked to Drew one last time.

Drew’s jaw was tight, his fist stroking his cock in quick pulls. “Do it. Fill her. Make her scream. I want to watch every inch go inside.”

Mark thrust forward, sinking into her with one hard stroke. Anastasia’s cry ripped through the room, her fingers clawing at the sheets, her pussy stretched around the thick shaft.

“Oh fuck—oh my God!” she sobbed, her body shaking.

Drew groaned, his hand tightening on his cock, his eyes locked on the way she opened for another man. “That’s it, baby. Take it. Take all of him while you look at me.”

Mark’s cock buried deep in one hard thrust, stretching Anastasia wide, making her cry out loud enough to rattle the headboard. Her arms trembled as she held herself up on shaking hands, her breasts swaying with every movement.

Drew gritted his teeth, stroking his cock fast, his chest rising and falling like he’d run miles. He could see everything from his chair — the thick length vanishing into his wife’s soaked pussy, the way her body shuddered around him.

Anastasia’s eyes locked on Drew’s, her lips parting on a desperate gasp. “He’s—he’s so big, Drew⁠—”

Her voice cracked, half-pleasure, half-shock, and Drew nearly spilled right then. His knuckles turned white on his cock as he growled back. “Take it, Ana. Take all of him while you look at me.”

Mark groaned, gripping her hips tightly, holding still inside her for a moment as if savoring the heat, the squeeze. “Fuck,” he muttered. “She’s perfect.”

Anastasia’s back arched, her body clenching, her moan spilling into the room.

Drew’s jaw tightened, his eyes burning as he forced himself not to come, not yet. He wanted to watch. He wanted to see everything.

The room pulsed with their mingled breaths, the obscene sound of her pussy wrapped around another man’s cock filling the silence.

And then Mark drew back slowly, preparing to thrust again.

Mark’s hips slammed forward, burying his cock deep again, and Anastasia’s scream echoed off the hotel walls. Her nails raked the sheets, her body jerking with every thrust.

Drew sat rigid in the chair, stroking himself furiously, his eyes locked on the way she opened for another man. His cock ached, his breathing harsh, his mind a frenzy of jealousy and lust.

“Harder,” Drew growled, his voice cutting through the air. “Fuck her harder.”

Mark obeyed, gripping her hips tighter, pounding into her with sharp, deep strokes. Anastasia sobbed into the mattress, her body shaking as her pussy clenched around him.

“Oh God—Drew—he’s—” She gasped, her voice breaking, “he’s stretching me so deep!”

Drew snarled, his cock throbbing in his fist. “Look at me while you say it.”

She forced her eyes open, tears clinging to the corners from the force of it, her gaze locking with his across the room. “He’s—oh fuck—he’s so deep, Drew—I can barely take it!”

Her words ripped through him, his cock twitching violently. He leaned forward, stroking faster, his teeth bared. “Then take it, Ana. Take every inch. Show me what my slut can handle.”

Mark groaned behind her, his thrusts growing rougher. “She’s so damn tight—Christ, I’m gonna⁠—”

Drew cut him off, his voice sharp. “Not yet. Flip her. I want to see her face when you fuck her.”

Mark pulled out abruptly, and Anastasia whimpered at the emptiness. He grabbed her shoulder, rolling her onto her back, her breasts bouncing as she landed. Without hesitation, he shoved back inside, making her scream again, her legs flying up around his waist.

“Drew!” she cried, clawing at the sheets, her head tipping back.

Drew’s cock was slick in his hand, his balls tight, his body trembling as he watched her bounce under another man’s weight. “Ride him, Ana. Show him how you ride me.”

Mark pulled out, sitting back against the headboard, his cock glistening. Anastasia crawled over him, straddling his lap, sinking down in one desperate motion that made them both groan loud.

“Fuck yes,” Mark hissed, gripping her hips as she began to bounce. “You’re incredible.”

Anastasia moaned, her hands braced on his chest, her body rolling, grinding, taking him deep. She turned her head toward Drew, her lips parted, her voice ragged. “Watching me, baby? Watching me ride his cock?”

Drew’s cock pulsed in his fist, precum spilling over his knuckles. “Yes—fuck yes—don’t stop⁠—”

Her climax built hard, sharp, unstoppable. She screamed, her body convulsing, her pussy clenching around Mark as she came violently, collapsing against his chest. Mark groaned, pulling her tight, his cock twitching inside her as he spilled deep, filling her with hot release.

Drew roared, his climax exploding, cum shooting across his fist, his chest, the floor in thick ropes. He sagged in the chair, panting, his body trembling with release.

Mark held Anastasia for a moment, then gently shifted her aside, sliding out with a groan. He dressed quickly, murmuring, “You’re amazing,” before giving Drew a respectful nod and letting himself out.

The room fell silent except for the pounding of Drew’s heart. Anastasia lay sprawled on the bed, flushed, hair wild, cum dripping down her thighs. She turned her head, meeting Drew’s gaze.

He stood, crossing the room in two strides, grabbing her ankles and dragging her to the edge of the bed. His cock was still wet, still hardening again despite his release.

“You think it’s over?” he growled, flipping her onto her stomach, shoving back inside her swollen pussy. She screamed, her body still twitching from her last orgasm.

“Drew—oh God⁠—”

He slammed into her, relentless, reclaiming every inch. “Mine,” he snarled, his voice breaking. “I don’t care who touches you—you come home to me—you come back to my cock—you belong to me.”

She sobbed, her body convulsing, her pussy milking him until he came again, his release pouring into her, mixing with Mark’s. He collapsed over her back, panting, both of them trembling, the sheets soaked beneath them.

When he finally rolled to the side, pulling her into his arms, she whispered against his chest, her voice raw but sure. “This is our game now. And I don’t ever want to stop playing.”

Drew kissed her hair, his arms crushing her close. “Neither do I.”


CHAPTER 16


The hum of conversation filled the crowded bar, a Friday night crush of bodies and music vibrating low from hidden speakers. Drew and Anastasia slipped into a high-top table near the corner, drinks in hand, the dim glow of hanging Edison bulbs casting soft shadows over their faces.

Anastasia wore a short black skirt and a silky cream blouse that clung to her chest just enough to spark curiosity. Her legs crossed beneath the table, bare skin gleaming under the soft light, her heels dangling lazily as she leaned on her elbows. She looked effortlessly magnetic, every man within a twenty-foot radius stealing glances at her, though none dared approach with Drew sitting across from her.

Drew stirred his drink slowly, his eyes fixed on her like a man trying to memorize every inch. The ache in his cock had been growing since she’d slid into the skirt at home, bending just enough for him to see the faint outline of her thong. Now, watching men in the bar sneak looks at what was his, his pulse thundered.

Anastasia tilted her glass, the red of her lipstick staining the rim. She caught him staring, her smile sly. “You keep looking at me like that, Drew, you’re going to make me blush.”

He leaned forward, his voice pitched low so only she could hear. “I’m looking at you like that because I know exactly what’s about to happen.”

Her brows arched, teasing. “Oh? And what’s that?”

He smirked, his hand sliding across the table to squeeze her thigh. “Some poor bastard is going to think he’s lucky tonight. He’ll get a taste of you. Just a taste. And then you’ll come running back to me dripping with him.”

Her thighs pressed together under his hand, heat pooling low in her belly. “Mmm,” she hummed, her tone playful but edged with need. “And you’ll let me?”

His fingers dug into her skin, his breath hot. “I’ll let you… because I’ll know you’re doing it for me. Because you’ll look at me while he’s inside you. Because when it’s over, you’ll crawl into my lap begging for more.”

Her chest rose and fell faster, nipples tightening under the thin fabric of her blouse. She crossed and uncrossed her legs slowly, letting her heel drag against his shin. “You talk like this in public and I’m going to end up soaked before I even stand up.”

“Good.” His voice was gravel. He nodded subtly toward the bar. “There. Him.”

She followed his gaze. A man stood alone with a drink, tall and broad, his jaw rough with stubble, his shirt unbuttoned at the collar. He wasn’t polished like Victor, not careful like Mark — he was raw, unshaven, a little dangerous.

Anastasia bit her lip, her pulse quickening. “He looks like trouble.”

“Exactly,” Drew muttered. His cock strained against his jeans. “Go on. Catch his eye.”

Her lips curved, wicked and knowing. She turned just slightly, letting her hair fall over one shoulder, her blouse gaping just enough to tease. When she glanced back, the man was already watching.

Her stomach fluttered. She leaned across the table toward Drew, her voice a whisper hot with excitement. “He’s staring.”

Drew groaned softly, adjusting himself under the table. “Make him keep staring. Then bring him to me.”

Anastasia’s pulse hammered as she slid off her stool, her skirt tugging higher on her thighs. She smoothed it down with a slow hand, knowing Drew’s eyes tracked every movement. His voice followed her, low and rough, meant for her ears alone.

“Go show him what I already know. That you can make any man in this room lose his mind.”

Her lips parted, her body thrumming as she walked toward the bar. She could feel the stranger’s eyes locked on her now, heavy and hungry. By the time she reached him, he was already turning toward her, leaning back against the bar like he’d been waiting.

“Hey,” he said, his voice deep, rough around the edges. “Couldn’t help noticing you.”

Anastasia smiled, tilting her head, letting her fingers trail over the rim of her glass as she ordered another drink. “Noticed me, huh? You’re not the only one.”

He chuckled, his gaze dipping down her body, lingering at her blouse before rising back to her eyes. “Then I guess I should thank my luck you came over here.”

Her lips curved as she leaned closer, her perfume spilling between them. She brushed her hand lightly against his arm, the touch casual but electric. “Maybe luck had nothing to do with it.”

Across the room, Drew’s chest burned with jealousy and arousal in equal measure. His cock strained painfully against his jeans as he watched the stranger shift closer, his hand brushing Anastasia’s hip like he couldn’t help himself.

The man dipped his head toward her ear, his voice low. “You here alone?”

Anastasia’s stomach fluttered. She glanced over her shoulder, catching Drew’s sharp gaze. His jaw was tight, his fist clenched around his glass, but his eyes told her everything: keep going.

She turned back to the stranger, her smile slow, dangerous. “Not exactly. But he doesn’t mind sharing.”

The man’s eyes darkened instantly, hunger flaring. “Fuck.” His hand lingered on her hip now, testing her words, squeezing lightly.

She let him, her heart pounding, her thighs damp. She whispered back, her voice like velvet, “If you want me, you’ll have to be quick about it.”

He looked toward the hallway that led to the bathrooms, then back at her, his grin sharp. “Let’s go.”

Anastasia’s body lit up, the risk spiking her arousal. She gave Drew one last glance across the bar. He was leaning back in his chair, his legs spread wide, his cock a visible bulge against his jeans. His eyes burned into her, full of command.

She licked her lips, then turned back to the stranger. “Lead the way.”

The hallway to the bathrooms was dim, lined with neon signs buzzing faintly above the doors. The stranger’s hand was firm on Anastasia’s lower back as he pushed the door open and tugged her inside. The lock clicked behind them.

The bathroom was small, just a single stall and a sink, the air sharp with soap and disinfectant. Anastasia barely had time to take a breath before he had her pressed against the wall, his mouth crashing onto hers. His kiss was rough, hungry, nothing like Victor’s practiced seduction or Mark’s careful confidence. This was raw need, a man taking what he’d been offered without hesitation.

She moaned into his mouth, her lipstick smearing, her hands clawing at his shirt. His hands slid up under her blouse, palming her breasts, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp.

“You’re so fucking hot,” he growled against her lips. “Walking in here dressed like that, teasing me—fuck, I’ve been hard since you looked at me.”

Her body trembled, wetness pooling between her thighs. “Then take me,” she whispered, her voice breathless. “Right now.”

He spun her around, bending her over the sink. Her reflection stared back at her in the cracked mirror — flushed cheeks, eyes wide with shock and arousal. She watched his hands shove her skirt up, tug her thong aside, his cock already freed from his jeans, thick and heavy, pressing against her soaked pussy.

“Oh God,” she gasped, bracing herself on the sink.

He shoved inside in one brutal thrust. Her scream caught in her throat, muffled against her own arm as he filled her, stretching her open with no warning, no teasing. The sink rattled under her grip, her breasts bouncing with each slam of his hips.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunted, his fingers bruising her hips. “Like your pussy’s choking me.”

Anastasia moaned, her eyes locked on her reflection, the sight of herself being taken raw by a stranger making her pussy clench even harder. “Yes—fuck yes!”

Meanwhile, Drew sat at the table across the bar, his drink untouched, his fists clenched. He stared at the hallway, his mind tormenting him with visions: Anastasia bent over the sink, her skirt around her waist, another man’s cock slamming into her. He could almost hear it — the wet slap of skin, her muffled cries, the stranger’s growls. His cock throbbed painfully in his jeans, jealousy and arousal burning through him like fire.

Back in the bathroom, the stranger grunted, pounding harder, each thrust sharp and fast. Anastasia gasped, her voice breaking as she clawed at the sink. “Oh God—he’s going to know—my husband’s going to know⁠—”

“Good,” the man growled, slamming deeper. “Let him know you’re getting fucked by another man.”

She whimpered, her orgasm surging, sharp and unstoppable. She fumbled her phone from her bag, flipping the camera on with shaking hands. She held it up just enough to capture herself in the mirror, her face twisted in ecstasy, the stranger’s hips pounding against her ass.

“Say his name,” the stranger hissed.

She moaned into the phone, her voice ragged. “Drew—fuck—I’m getting fucked, Drew⁠—”

Her climax ripped through her, her body convulsing, her scream echoing in the tiny room. The stranger groaned, jerking hard as he spilled inside her, hot release flooding her pussy.

They collapsed against the sink, panting, sweat dripping down their skin. He tucked himself away quickly, zipping his jeans, his eyes still dark with hunger. “You’re a goddamn dream.”

Anastasia pulled her skirt down, breathless, her pussy throbbing and dripping. She didn’t reply — she just saved the thirty-second clip to her phone, her hands shaking.

When she opened the door, the hallway air hit her flushed skin like ice. She straightened her blouse, her heart racing as she spotted Drew across the bar, his eyes locked on her like he might explode.

Anastasia’s heels clicked lightly on the floor as she crossed the bar, weaving back through the crowd. Her pulse still thundered, her body still raw from the roughness in the bathroom, her pussy wet and messy beneath her skirt. She could feel the stranger’s cum trickling down her thighs with every step.

Drew didn’t move as she approached. He sat rigid in the chair, his jaw clenched, his drink untouched. His eyes tracked her the whole way, dark and unblinking, like he’d been waiting for this moment with every ounce of his strength.

She slid back into her seat across from him, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen, her body trembling with leftover waves of orgasm. For a moment, neither of them spoke. The noise of the bar filled the silence between them — laughter, clinking glasses, a song humming low through the speakers.

Then Anastasia reached into her purse, pulling out her phone. She unlocked it with a quick swipe, her fingers still shaking, and pushed it across the table toward him. “Watch.”

Drew snatched it up, his thumb pressing play. The thirty-second clip filled the screen: Anastasia bent over the sink, her skirt bunched around her waist, her face caught in the mirror as the stranger’s hips slammed into her from behind. Her moans spilled from the tiny speaker, raw and broken, punctuated by the deep grunts of the man taking her.

And then her voice cracked through, ragged and desperate: “Drew—fuck—I’m getting fucked, Drew⁠—”

Drew’s cock throbbed violently against his jeans. His fist clenched around the phone, his other hand balling on the table. Jealousy seared through him, hot and merciless, but it only made him harder.

Anastasia leaned forward, her voice low, taunting. “I let him fill me, Drew. Right there against the sink. I’m dripping with him now.”

His nostrils flared, his teeth gritted. “You filthy little slut.”

Her thighs pressed together, her pussy clenching at the harshness in his tone. “Your slut,” she whispered, her smile wicked.

The phone buzzed in his hand as the video looped back to the beginning, her moans filling the air again. Drew shoved it back across the table, his cock straining so hard it hurt. “We’re leaving. Now.”

Anastasia smirked, finishing the last sip of her drink before standing. She straightened her skirt, her body still trembling, and slid her phone back into her purse.

Drew was already on his feet, his hand firm on her lower back as he guided her toward the exit. His grip was rough, his pace sharp, every inch of him screaming with pent-up need.

Outside, the night air was cool, but it did nothing to calm the heat raging through them. Drew pulled her close, his mouth crashing onto hers in a brutal kiss before dragging her toward the car.

Drew practically shoved Anastasia into the passenger seat, slamming the door shut before circling to the driver’s side. He didn’t even start the engine. His cock had been straining too long, his chest heaving with pent-up fire.

Anastasia had barely fastened her seatbelt when his hand was in her hair, pulling her toward him. His mouth crushed hers, hot and brutal, his tongue tangling with hers as he groaned into the kiss. She moaned back, her body still shaky from the bathroom quickie, her pussy wet and messy, the faint musk of sex still clinging to her thighs.

“You let him fuck you raw in a goddamn bathroom,” Drew snarled against her lips. His hand slid under her skirt, yanking her thong aside. His fingers brushed the slick mess dripping down her. He growled, deep and guttural. “You’re still full of him.”

“Yes,” she gasped, her head falling back as his fingers pushed inside, scooping the wetness, spreading it against her clit. “I’m dripping for you⁠—”

“Not for me,” he snapped, shoving two fingers deep, making her cry out. “For him. For some random bastard who had you bent over a sink.”

Her pussy clenched around his fingers, her moan sharp. “Because you told me to. Because you wanted it, Drew.”

His cock throbbed painfully against his zipper. He ripped his belt open, dragging himself free, his shaft hard and leaking. He gripped the back of her neck, forcing her down into his lap. “Then take it. Take me right here, right now.”

She straddled him clumsily in the cramped seat, her skirt riding up around her waist. His cock slid against her soaked folds, smeared with a mix of cum and arousal. He groaned, his head falling back.

“Fuck—you’re filthy⁠—”

She sank down in one swift motion, his cock burying deep inside her, stretching her, mixing with the stranger’s cum still dripping from her pussy. They both cried out, the car rocking with the force of it.

Drew gripped her hips, his fingers bruising as he thrust up hard, sharp, relentless. “Mine,” he growled with every slam. “You’ll always be mine.”

Her cries filled the small space, her breasts bouncing under her blouse, her body quivering as she rode him hard. “Yes—fuck yes—I’m yours—I’m always yours!”

The windows fogged instantly, the car rocking with every desperate movement. Drew kissed her rough, biting her lip until she moaned, his cock pounding inside her until his balls slapped against her thighs.

Her orgasm hit first, sharp and violent. She screamed his name, her pussy clenching tight around him, milking him mercilessly. Drew roared, his cock twitching as he came deep inside her, hot release pouring into her, mingling with what was already there.

They collapsed against each other, panting, the car silent except for the ticking of the cooling engine. Anastasia’s head rested on his shoulder, her body trembling.

Drew’s hand stayed tight on her thigh, his cock still buried deep. His voice was rough, but steady. “No matter who fucks you… you always come back to me. Always.”

Her lips brushed his ear, her whisper hoarse and certain. “Always.”


CHAPTER 17


The house was quiet except for the low hum of the dishwasher in the kitchen. Drew sat at the dining table with his laptop open, tapping out an email that refused to take shape. His head wasn’t in it. Not with the images still looping in his mind — Anastasia bent over the bathroom sink, her skirt bunched, another man slamming into her while she gasped his name into her phone.

Across the room, Anastasia curled up on the couch in a soft robe, her hair still damp from a shower, scrolling idly through her phone. Every so often she glanced at him, her lips twitching with a knowing smile, like she could tell exactly what was distracting him.

Drew’s phone buzzed against the table. Unknown number — no, not unknown. He recognized it instantly. His stomach clenched.

Victor.

He stared at the screen, the vibration rattling his nerves, his cock stirring unbidden. It had been weeks since that night in the penthouse, weeks since Victor had last intruded on their lives. But now his name lit up the screen like a match struck in the dark.

“Who is it?” Anastasia’s voice floated over, casual but curious.

Drew swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry. “Victor.”

Her brows rose, her posture straightening. She tucked her legs beneath her, robe slipping slightly off her shoulder. “Well? Answer it.”

His thumb hovered over the screen. He felt the same tension he’d felt in that office months ago when Victor first laid down his offer — the tug of temptation, the weight of jealousy, the heat of arousal simmering just beneath.

He exhaled and answered. “Victor.”

“Drew.” Victor’s voice was smooth, steady, as if no time had passed at all. “How are you?”

Drew’s jaw tightened. “Busy. What do you want?”

Victor chuckled softly, the sound sending a shiver down Drew’s spine. “Straight to it, then. Good. I’ll be brief. I’ve been reviewing your latest numbers. Impressive work. Very impressive. But I think we both know I have something else to offer you. Something we’ve already… enjoyed together.”

Drew’s stomach twisted. He didn’t answer right away, his grip tightening on the phone. Across the room, Anastasia was watching him closely, her lips parted, her robe slipping further as if her body leaned toward the heat of the conversation.

Victor continued, smooth as ever. “Another night with Anastasia. This time, I won’t insult you with a token offer. Consider a substantial raise. And other… perks.”

Drew’s cock twitched, the words sending fire down his spine. He closed his eyes, fighting the conflicting rush of emotions. His pride screamed no. His hunger whispered yes.

Anastasia rose from the couch, padding across the floor. She stopped at his side, her hand slipping onto his shoulder, her eyes sharp and bright. “Let me talk to him,” she whispered.

Drew turned his head, startled. She nodded once, confident, her lips curving in a way that sent heat straight to his cock.

Victor’s voice was still purring through the phone. “So what do you say, Drew? Shall we set the stage again?”

Drew hesitated, then slowly held the phone out to Anastasia. She took it without a trace of nerves, lifting it to her ear. Her robe had parted slightly at the thigh, and she didn’t bother adjusting it.

“Victor,” she said, her tone silky, controlled. “It’s been a while.”

The silence on the other end was brief but charged, before Victor chuckled. “Ah. The star of the show herself.”

Anastasia’s eyes flicked to Drew’s, daring, playful, as she settled onto his lap, the phone still at her ear. Drew’s hands gripped her waist automatically, his cock hardening beneath the thin fabric of her robe.

She smiled, her voice low. “Let’s talk about your offer.”

Anastasia shifted fully onto Drew’s lap, her robe falling open just enough for Victor not to see, but for Drew to feel. His cock stirred against her thigh, his body wound tight as she lifted the phone to her ear.

“Victor,” she purred, her voice steady, assured. “You want another night with me.”

There was a pause, then the faint sound of Victor’s low chuckle. “Straightforward. I like that. Yes, another night. Drew earns his raise, his reputation climbs higher, and I get the pleasure of you again.”

Anastasia smiled faintly, glancing down at Drew. He stared up at her, his jaw tight, torn between fury at hearing it and pride at the way she was handling herself. She turned her attention back to the phone.

“That sounds generous,” she said slowly, “but not nearly enough. You already know what I’m worth. And I know you don’t waste your time chasing things that aren’t valuable.”

Victor’s breath filled the other end, smooth as silk. “You’re priceless, Anastasia. But everything has a price. Tell me yours.”

Drew’s hand squeezed her hip hard, his cock twitching beneath her, but he didn’t stop her. He wanted to hear what she would say.

“My husband’s career isn’t a side dish,” she said. “If you want me, you’ll prove it in his paycheck — and in the way this company treats him from now on. No scraps, no token raises. Something real. Something lasting.”

Victor chuckled again, low and indulgent. “You’ve grown bolder. I like it.”

Anastasia tilted her head, her smile sharpening. “Bolder, yes. Smarter too. I don’t play games I don’t intend to win.”

Drew swallowed hard, his chest pounding with equal parts jealousy and lust. She was speaking like she held all the cards, like she was the one dangling temptation in front of Victor — and God help him, it turned him on.

Victor’s tone dipped, smooth but firmer. “So, you agree to another night?”

“I agree if the terms are mine,” Anastasia said. She leaned back slightly against Drew’s chest, her voice low but clear. “I choose the lingerie. I choose how much you see, how much Drew sees. And Drew gets the kind of raise that makes him smile every payday.”

Victor’s laugh was sharp, amused, tinged with arousal. “You drive a hard bargain, Mrs. Clark.”

Anastasia’s voice softened into something like a taunt. “And you love every second of it. Admit it — you want me more now that I’m not just rolling over for you.”

There was silence for a beat, and when Victor spoke again, his voice was thicker. “You’re right. I do. You’re intoxicating when you talk like that. It’s a deal.”

Anastasia smiled at Drew, her eyes glittering, triumphant. “Good. Then you’ll get me — on my terms.”

Victor’s breath lingered in the line before he ended the call with a promise: “I’ll be in touch with the details.”

The phone went dark in her hand. She set it on the table beside the laptop, her chest rising and falling faster now, her body trembling with adrenaline. Drew’s grip tightened on her hips, his cock rock hard beneath her.

“Jesus, Ana,” he muttered hoarsely. “The way you talked to him⁠—”

Her smile widened, wicked and proud. “You liked that, didn’t you?”

Anastasia set the phone down, her robe slipping open as she shifted on Drew’s lap. His hands tightened on her waist, his chest heaving. The room seemed charged, like the walls themselves had absorbed every word of that call.

Drew’s voice came rough, strained. “Christ, Ana… I don’t know whether to be furious or hard as hell after hearing you talk to him like that.”

She smiled slyly, running her fingers up his chest. “Why not both?”

He caught her wrist, holding it against his heart, his eyes sharp. “You didn’t even hesitate. You jumped in like it was nothing. Like you… wanted it.”

Her expression softened but stayed bold. “I did want it. Not just the deal. The whole thing. The way he talked. The way you watched me while I answered. I wanted all of it.”

His cock twitched beneath her, his jaw tightening. “Do you even hear yourself? You’re already eager to spread your legs for him again.”

“Don’t pretend you’re not turned on by it,” she teased, grinding against him just enough to make his breath catch. “I saw your face while I was negotiating. You were ready to come in your pants.”

He groaned, tipping his head back, torn between shame and hunger. “Because it drives me crazy. Because the thought of him having you makes me feel like I’m losing my mind.”

Her hand slipped lower, cupping the hardness straining against his pants. “You’re not losing anything. You’re gaining. Every time another man touches me, I come back to you hotter, wetter, begging for you. Isn’t that what you really want?”

His eyes closed, a low growl rumbling from his chest. “Fuck, Ana.”

She leaned close, her lips brushing his ear. “I want to see if Victor can top Mark. Or that stranger in the bar. I want to see how far he’ll go this time.”

Drew’s stomach knotted, jealousy cutting through him like a blade. But his cock pulsed violently in her hand, his body betraying him. “And if he does?” he asked hoarsely.

She kissed his neck, her whisper sinful. “Then you’ll get me back afterward, raw and dripping, and you’ll fuck me until I can’t walk. Just like always.”

His hands crushed her against him, his voice breaking. “Damn it, Ana. You’re going to destroy me.”

Her smile was wicked and tender all at once. “Or make you whole.”

The next afternoon, Anastasia tugged Drew into a boutique tucked between two high-end stores downtown. She didn’t wait for him to protest; she led him by the hand straight to a section lined with silk and lace.

“Victor said he wants another night,” she murmured, running her fingers along a hanger, the fabric whispering against her skin. “That means I need something he hasn’t seen before.”

Drew’s chest tightened at the name. His cock stiffened despite himself. “You already have plenty of lingerie.”

She glanced over her shoulder, her smile knowing. “Not for him. Not for this.”

She plucked a slip of crimson lace from the rack, holding it up against her body. It was barely anything at all — sheer fabric that would cling to her curves, leaving almost nothing to the imagination. Drew swallowed hard, his throat dry.

“Jesus,” he muttered. “You’d kill a man in that.”

Her grin widened. “Maybe that’s the point.”

She draped it over her arm, then picked up another — black satin, cut low in the front, straps delicate as spider silk. She pressed it to her chest and turned, spinning slowly as if to model it.

Drew groaned under his breath, adjusting his jeans. His cock throbbed just picturing Victor’s face when he saw her in it.

“Which one?” she asked, her tone light, playful, but her eyes sharp as they locked on his.

“Both,” he growled. “And whatever else you want. Just… don’t do this to me in public.”

She laughed softly, stepping closer, her voice pitched low. “You like it too much to stop me. Admit it, Drew — half the thrill for you is knowing another man is going to see me in this before you rip it off me after.”

His pulse pounded, his jaw tight. He wanted to deny it, to tell her she was wrong — but his cock said otherwise.

She leaned close, her lips brushing his ear. “And when I come home, I’ll still be wearing his cum on my thighs. That’s what really makes you hard, isn’t it?”

He groaned, his hand shooting out to grab her ass through her skirt, his voice rough. “You’re going to drive me insane before this night even happens.”

She pulled back, triumphant, dropping both pieces into her bag. “Good. That’s exactly what I want.”

By the time they got home, Drew was wound so tight he could barely make it through the door without grabbing her. The second the lock clicked, he had Anastasia pinned against the wall, his mouth crashing onto hers, his hands tugging her skirt up around her hips.

She gasped into the kiss, her fingers clawing at his shirt. “God, Drew⁠—”

He pulled back just enough to growl, “You think I can stand in a store, watching you pick out lingerie for another man, and not lose my fucking mind?”

Her smile was wicked, breathless. “That’s why you’re hard right now.”

He shoved his hand between her thighs, yanking her thong aside, his fingers sliding into her slick heat. “Hard because I know what he’s going to see. Hard because I know he’s going to bury himself in you.”

Her head fell back, her moan sharp. “And you’ll watch me come home dripping from him.”

He groaned, his cock twitching painfully. “Say it again.”

She gasped as his fingers curled inside her, her body tightening around them. “I’ll come home dripping, Drew—messy and ruined—and you’ll fuck me until I forget his name.”

That was all it took. He spun her toward the couch, bent her over the armrest, and yanked his cock free. He shoved into her in one hard stroke, both of them crying out as he filled her to the hilt.

“Mine,” he snarled, his hips slamming into her, his chest pressing against her back. “No matter who touches you—you’re mine.”

Her scream tore from her throat, her pussy clenching around him, her hands gripping the cushion. “Yes—fuck—yes!”

He fucked her hard, relentless, the sound of their bodies colliding filling the room. His jealousy poured out with every thrust, his need to brand her as his overwhelming. She screamed with each deep stroke, her orgasm tearing through her like a wave, her body shaking as she sobbed his name.

Drew roared, his climax slamming into him, his cock twitching as he came deep inside her, filling her until it spilled down her thighs. He collapsed over her back, panting, their bodies trembling in unison.

When he finally pulled her upright, turning her to face him, her eyes glittered, lips swollen, hair wild. She pressed her forehead to his, whispering, “Victor’s coming back, Drew. And I’m ready for him. But only because of you.”

Drew crushed his mouth to hers, his voice rough and certain. “Give him a night he’ll never forget.”


CHAPTER 18


The car ride over felt different this time. The first night with Victor had been a storm of nerves and uncertainty, her heart racing with every mile. Tonight, Anastasia’s pulse still raced, but for different reasons. She wasn’t unsure. She was charged. She’d chosen her lingerie with Drew, teased him while slipping it into her bag, and kissed him hard before leaving. She wasn’t walking into this as Victor’s prize. She was walking in as the woman holding the reins.

The elevator doors slid open on the top floor of Victor’s building, the penthouse hall lit in warm golden tones. Anastasia’s heels clicked against the polished floor, her silk dress hugging her body, concealing the black satin set beneath — the one Drew had insisted she wear, his voice tight with jealousy when she modeled it for him.

At Victor’s door, she smoothed her skirt, inhaled, and knocked.

The door opened almost instantly. Victor filled the frame, crisp in dark trousers and an open-collar shirt, his posture easy but his eyes sharp. For a beat, his gaze traveled down her body and back up, his lips curving in appreciation.

“Anastasia,” he said warmly, with a note of possession threaded into her name. “Even more stunning than I remembered.”

She smiled faintly, her confidence a shield against the flicker of heat his voice lit inside her. “Careful,” she teased. “You’ll make me think you missed me.”

His grin widened, and he stepped aside to let her in. “I did.”

The penthouse was as sleek as before — glass, steel, leather, the city skyline stretching beyond the massive windows. But what caught her attention wasn’t the view. It was the way Victor closed the door behind her and lingered, watching her like a man who’d been waiting too long.

“Let me look at you,” he said, circling her slowly. His fingers brushed a lock of hair off her shoulder, tucking it back. “Confident now. I can see it. That little edge in your eyes. You negotiated like a woman who knows her worth.”

Her stomach fluttered, but she tilted her chin, steady. “Because I do.”

Victor chuckled low, his hand ghosting near her hip but not touching. “Good. I like you this way. Bold. Hungry.”

Anastasia’s lips parted, heat flickering in her chest. She thought of Drew, waiting at home, already hard while imagining this moment. She thought of how his voice had sounded when he zipped up her dress earlier — tight, rough, possessive — whispering that she’d better bring every detail back to him.

Victor stepped closer, his voice dropping. “Shall we have a drink before I unwrap my gift?”

She smirked, tugging gently at the hem of her skirt. “Maybe one.”

Victor guided her toward the living area, where two glasses of deep red wine already sat waiting on the low glass table. She raised a brow at him as she lowered herself onto the sleek leather couch.

“Confident enough to assume I’d say yes to a drink?” she teased, taking the glass he handed her.

Victor settled opposite her, his long frame relaxed, though his eyes never left hers. “Confident enough to know you’d want the chance to savor the anticipation. You strike me as a woman who enjoys the build-up almost as much as the act.”

Anastasia sipped the wine, the dry warmth blooming over her tongue, her legs crossing slowly. “And you strike me as a man who doesn’t waste much time.”

He smiled faintly, leaning back, one arm stretched over the back of the couch. “True. But with you, I’ll make an exception. You’ve earned it.”

Her chest tightened at the weight of his gaze, but she forced herself to hold it, to smile as though she wasn’t already wet beneath her dress. Drew’s voice echoed in her head: Make him want it. Make him work for it. Then tell me everything.

Victor shifted closer, setting his wine aside. His hand brushed along her knee, warm and steady, then higher, tracing the line of her thigh through the thin fabric. He watched her face as he did it, gauging her reaction.

She didn’t flinch. She leaned back, tilting her glass lazily, her voice light. “So this is how you congratulate your employees now?”

He chuckled, his hand stilling just beneath the hem of her dress. “Only the exceptional ones.”

Her lips curved, her breath catching. His fingers toyed with the fabric, sliding it higher by an inch.

“You really are different now,” he murmured. “Not the nervous wife trying to convince herself she isn’t turned on. You came here tonight knowing exactly what you want.”

Her heart pounded, her thighs trembling under his touch. But she steadied her voice, her smile sharp. “Maybe I did.”

Victor’s grin widened. He lifted his hand from her thigh and brushed it along her jaw instead, tilting her face toward his. “Then let’s stop pretending.”

His mouth covered hers — slow at first, savoring, then firmer, hungrier. The taste of wine lingered between them, her moan muffled as his tongue slid against hers. His other hand cupped the back of her neck, pulling her closer, claiming.

When he pulled back, their foreheads nearly touched, his breath warm on her lips. “Show me what Drew dressed you in tonight. I want him to know I was the first to see it.”

Her body flared hot. She set her glass aside, stood slowly, and let her hands drift to the zipper of her dress.

Anastasia slid the zipper down, the silk of her dress whispering against her skin as it fell to the floor. The black satin lingerie clung to her curves, the straps delicate, the cups pushing her breasts high, leaving just enough bare to make her nipples strain. Drew’s choice.

Victor exhaled slowly, a smile pulling at his mouth. “Smart man. He knows exactly what makes you irresistible.”

Her lips parted, heat flooding her body at the reminder that Drew was part of this moment even when he wasn’t here. “He picked it for you to see,” she said softly.

Victor’s eyes darkened. He reached into his pocket, pulling out his phone. “Then let’s make sure he gets what he asked for.”

The flash of the screen reflected in his eyes as he angled the camera. Anastasia straightened her spine, her hands brushing slowly over her stomach, then up to cup her breasts, giving him — and Drew — the perfect view.

“Good girl,” Victor murmured, snapping a photo. Then another. He shifted closer, lifting the phone higher. “Look at me like you’re already begging for cock.”

Her breath hitched, her nipples hardening under the satin. She let her lips part, her gaze smoldering, her body arching slightly. Another snap.

Victor glanced at the screen, satisfied, then tapped out a message. Anastasia leaned close enough to glimpse it: Your wife knows how to dress for success. Attached was the image of her standing in nothing but the lingerie.

Far across town, Drew’s phone buzzed on the coffee table. He’d been pacing, too wound up to sit. When he saw the notification, his cock hardened instantly. He swiped the screen, and the image filled it — Anastasia in lingerie he’d chosen, staring into the lens like she was begging.

“Fuck,” he muttered, stroking himself hard already. But it was only one picture. Just one.

Back in the penthouse, Victor slipped his phone aside, almost dismissive. “That’s enough for him, for now.”

Anastasia blinked, surprised. “You’re not going to… record more?”

Victor smirked, circling behind her, his hands sliding over her hips, pulling her back against the hard line of his cock. “Not tonight. Tonight, some moments stay between us.”

Her stomach flipped. Heat licked through her, equal parts excitement and guilt, knowing Drew would ache for what he didn’t see.

Victor’s hand slid down, pressing firmly against her pussy through the satin. “And you’re going to give me more than enough worth remembering.”

Victor set his phone down on the table, screen dark, as if to make a point. His hands slid up Anastasia’s sides, tracing the satin straps until he cupped her breasts. He squeezed slowly, his thumbs rolling over her nipples through the thin fabric, making her gasp.

“You want to give him everything,” Victor murmured against her ear. “But not tonight. Tonight, this is just for us.”

Her thighs pressed together instinctively, heat surging between them. She thought of Drew, pacing at home, cock in his hand, waiting for the next image, the next video. Waiting for something that wouldn’t come.

The guilt pricked sharp — but it was buried quickly under the flood of arousal as Victor kissed her neck, his lips hot against her skin, his teeth grazing lightly.

He tugged the straps down, peeling the satin from her breasts, his mouth covering one instantly. She gasped, her hands clutching his shoulders as he sucked, hard and greedy, his tongue circling her nipple.

“God,” she moaned, her head tipping back.

He grinned against her skin. “That’s better. Now I want to hear you scream.”

Victor guided her backward until her knees hit the couch. She sank down, watching as he stripped out of his shirt, his chest broad and powerful, the sharp line of muscle cutting down into the waistband of his trousers. Her eyes widened as he freed his cock — thick, heavy, already slick at the tip.

He knelt between her knees, pushing them apart, and slid two fingers into her satin panties, pressing against the swollen heat beneath. She jolted, her breath breaking.

“You’re drenched already,” he said, his tone satisfied. “I haven’t even touched you properly yet.”

“Because—” she gasped, her body trembling as he teased her clit in slow circles. “Because Drew’s at home, waiting⁠—”

Victor chuckled darkly, pushing two fingers deep inside her, making her cry out. “And he’ll wait all night. He doesn’t get this.”

Her pussy clenched around his fingers, her nails biting into the leather cushion. “Oh God⁠—”

He worked her mercilessly, thrusting his fingers while his thumb stroked her clit, his eyes locked on her face. “Come for me, Anastasia. Let him sit there wondering, while you soak my hand.”

Her climax ripped through her fast, hard, her back arching, her cry filling the penthouse. She collapsed against the couch, shaking, breathless.

Victor pulled his fingers out, licking them slowly, his eyes blazing. “Perfect. Now get on the floor.”

She obeyed, sinking onto the thick rug, her hair spilling around her shoulders. He stood over her, cock in hand, stroking slowly. “Open your mouth.”

Her lips parted instantly. He slid inside, thick and heavy, hitting the back of her throat in one deep thrust. She gagged, moaning around him as he fucked her mouth, his hand tangled in her hair, guiding her pace.

“Good girl,” he groaned, hips snapping. “Take it all. Drew’s wife, on her knees, choking on my cock.”

Her eyes watered, her throat working, her pussy soaking through her panties as she bobbed faster, drool running down her chin.

Victor pulled out with a grunt, strings of saliva stretching from her lips. He hauled her up, bent her over the couch, and tore her panties aside. Without hesitation, he thrust into her, burying himself to the hilt.

Her scream tore from her throat, her hands clawing the leather, her body jerking as he filled her.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Victor snarled, pounding into her. “Your husband must love knowing you spread this sweet cunt for me whenever I ask.”

She sobbed, her pussy clenching, her body melting under his relentless thrusts. “Yes—oh God—yes⁠—”

He fucked her hard, shifting positions with ruthless skill — flipping her onto her back, driving into her with her legs pinned against her chest, then hauling her up onto the window where the city lights framed them, fucking her against the glass while her cries echoed.

She came again and again, each orgasm tearing through her harder than the last, her body shaking uncontrollably. And every time, when she thought to whisper Drew’s name, Victor’s hand or mouth silenced her, forcing her to cry out only for him.

Hours blurred, a haze of heat and sweat and desperate pleasure. When he finally spilled inside her, pulling her tight against him, her body gave out, collapsing into the cushions, ruined, breathless, utterly spent.

Victor stood over her, his cock still twitching, his eyes burning with satisfaction. “That’s mine,” he murmured. “Tonight, that was all mine.”

Anastasia lay sprawled on the couch, her body slick with sweat, hair clinging to her face, the black satin lingerie twisted and half-hanging from her shoulders. Her chest rose and fell in ragged gasps, every muscle trembling from exhaustion and the sheer force of what Victor had wrung out of her.

Victor stood over her, buttoning his shirt slowly, his expression one of smug satisfaction. He picked up his phone from the table, glanced down at her ruined body, and smirked.

“Time for your husband’s consolation prize,” he said, angling the camera.

Anastasia stirred weakly, her lips parting. “Victor⁠—”

He snapped the photo: her flushed, wrecked, makeup smeared, her thighs glistening where his cum leaked from her swollen pussy. The image was obscene, undeniable. He typed a message, his thumbs quick.

This one’s just a taste. She gave me the rest.

The message whooshed away.

Far across the city, Drew sat on the couch at home, his phone vibrating in his hand the second it lit up. He swiped it open, his breath freezing in his chest. The photo filled the screen — Anastasia completely destroyed, her eyes glazed, her body marked with another man’s hands.

His cock throbbed painfully in his fist as he stroked hard, his jaw tight. But it wasn’t enough. One picture. One line of text. That was all Victor had given him.

“What did you do to her?” Drew growled to the empty room, his chest heaving. He played the photo again and again, zooming in, memorizing every detail. His cock leaked in his hand, but the frustration burned hotter than the pleasure.

Back in the penthouse, Anastasia pulled the twisted strap back over her shoulder, her cheeks flushing at the thought of Drew opening that message. She could picture his face, his eyes blazing, his cock hard and aching.

Victor leaned down, brushing her hair back, his voice low. “He’ll ache for this all night. Only you can fill in the blanks for him.”

Her stomach flipped, guilt and excitement tangling until she could barely breathe.

Victor kissed her temple, then straightened, sliding his phone back into his pocket. “That’s enough. Go back to your husband.”

Anastasia pushed herself up, her legs still shaky, her body humming with aftershocks. She gathered her dress, slipping it back on, her mind spinning with everything Drew hadn’t seen.

As she stepped into the elevator, her phone buzzed with a single message from Drew: Come home. Now.

Her thighs clenched, her heart pounding, her pussy still throbbing from Victor’s last climax. She bit her lip, anticipation surging. Drew wasn’t going to let her rest tonight.


CHAPTER 19


The front door clicked open quietly, but Drew was already on his feet in the living room, pacing like a caged animal. He’d been checking his phone every few minutes, hoping for something more — another picture, a video, a voice note — but nothing had come. Just that single photo of Anastasia wrecked and used, her lingerie twisted, her eyes glazed. He must have stared at it a hundred times, stroking himself until he was raw, but it wasn’t enough.

When she stepped inside, the sight of her made his chest tighten and his cock harden instantly. Her hair was a mess, her makeup smudged, her dress wrinkled like it had been tugged back on in a hurry. She froze when she saw him waiting, his phone glowing in his hand, the photo still open on the screen.

“Drew,” she whispered, setting her purse down carefully.

He held the phone up, his eyes blazing. “This is all he sent me.” His voice was low, sharp. “One fucking picture. That’s it.”

Her stomach flipped, heat and guilt coiling together. She stepped closer, her heels soft against the floor. “He didn’t want to record more. He said⁠—”

“I don’t give a shit what he said.” Drew cut her off, his jaw tight. “I sat here for hours, waiting for something, anything. And all I got was this.” He thrust the phone toward her, the image lighting up between them. “You, lying there, fucked-out and covered in him. And nothing else.”

Anastasia’s thighs clenched, her pussy aching at his fury. “Drew…” she said softly, almost pleading. “I know. I thought of you the whole time.”

“Did you?” His voice cracked, the words edged with jealousy. He stepped closer, towering over her, his chest rising and falling hard. “Because looking at this…” He jabbed the phone with his thumb, zooming in on her glistening thighs, her smeared lips. “…it doesn’t look like you were thinking of me at all.”

Her breath caught, her cheeks flushed hot. “I was,” she whispered. “But he… he didn’t let me show it.”

Drew’s cock pulsed violently in his pants, his anger tangled with desire until he didn’t know which was stronger. He dropped the phone onto the couch, grabbed her by the wrist, and pulled her closer.

“Then you’re going to tell me,” he growled, his eyes burning into hers. “Every detail. Everything he did to you. You’re going to fill in the blanks, Ana. And you’re not going to leave out a single fucking thing.”

Her pulse spiked, her thighs trembling as she nodded slowly. “Yes, Drew.”

Drew dragged her closer until her chest pressed against his. His grip on her wrist was firm, his breathing ragged, the heat of his body radiating against her. Anastasia tilted her face up to him, her lips parted, her eyes shimmering.

“You think I can live with just a picture?” His voice cracked low, harsh, his jealousy finally spilling out. “You think that’s enough for me? You let him have you for hours, and I get one goddamn photo.”

Her stomach twisted, equal parts guilt and hunger. She laid her free hand against his chest, feeling his heart pounding under her palm. “I didn’t choose it, Drew. He wanted it that way. He said some things were just for us.”

Drew’s eyes flared, his jaw tightening. “For you and him. Not for me.” His voice shook with anger, but his cock pressed hard against her thigh betrayed him. “You were there letting him do God knows what to you while I sat here, stroking my cock to scraps.”

Her thighs pressed together, arousal surging. She swallowed hard, her voice steadying. “That’s why I’m here now. To tell you everything. Every touch, every kiss, every time he made me scream. I’ll give it to you all.”

He grabbed her chin, forcing her to meet his eyes. “You’d better.”

Anastasia’s lips curled faintly, a flash of daring. “Or what?”

His eyes narrowed, his breath hot against her mouth. “Or I’ll fuck it out of you.”

Her breath hitched, her pussy clenching. She leaned in, whispering, “Then maybe I’ll make you beg for the details.”

The challenge in her tone ignited him, jealousy and lust colliding until his body trembled with it. He shoved her back onto the couch, his hand sliding up her thigh, ripping her dress higher.

“Start talking,” he ordered, his voice raw. “I want to hear what he did to my wife.”

Her chest rose and fell quickly, heat flushing her skin. She licked her lips, her eyes glittering. “Then listen closely, Drew. Because I’m not holding anything back.”

Anastasia reclined against the couch cushions, her dress bunched high on her thighs. Drew loomed over her, his hands gripping the cushions on either side of her body, his eyes burning with hunger and fury.

Her lips curved faintly, daring. “You want to know what he did?”

“Every second,” Drew growled.

Her breath caught, her cheeks flushing, but she didn’t hesitate. “He told me to strip the moment I walked in. I unzipped my dress, let it fall, and stood there in the lingerie you picked. He stared like he wanted to eat me alive.”

Drew’s cock twitched, his jaw tightening. “And then?”

She tilted her head, her voice dropping. “He made me pose for him. He snapped a picture to send to you. That was the only proof he gave. But before and after that, Drew—” She licked her lips slowly. “—he touched me everywhere. His hands were greedy. He couldn’t stop.”

Drew’s breath came harder, his body taut. “Where did he touch you?”

Her fingers slid up her own stomach, grazing the swell of her breast. “Here. He pulled the cups down and sucked my nipples until I cried out. And here—” She pressed her hand between her thighs, rubbing lightly. “He pushed my panties aside and fingered me until I came all over his hand.”

A guttural sound tore from Drew’s throat. His hand shot out, yanking her hand away so he could press his fingers to her soaked panties himself. “Like this?”

She moaned, her hips lifting into his touch. “Yes—oh God, yes. He said he wanted to hear me scream while you sat at home wondering.”

Drew clenched his teeth, his cock throbbing painfully against his zipper. “Did you scream for him?”

Her eyes glittered as she whispered, “I couldn’t help it. He made me come so hard I couldn’t think of anything else.”

His nostrils flared, jealousy slicing through him, but his fingers plunged into her, curling hard, making her cry out. “Keep talking,” he demanded.

Anastasia’s head fell back, her breath ragged as she continued. “He pushed me to my knees. He fed me his cock until I gagged. He held my head and made me take it all, Drew. My throat is still sore.”

Drew groaned low, his cock straining painfully, his fingers driving faster. “Did you like it?”

Her moan was raw. “Yes. God, yes. I was drooling, choking, and I loved it.”

His fury and arousal tangled, making his chest ache. “And after that?”

Her thighs trembled as she forced the words out between gasps. “He bent me over the couch and fucked me until my legs gave out. He flipped me onto my back, pinned my knees to my chest, and pounded me while I screamed. Then he dragged me to the window and took me against the glass. The city was watching, Drew.”

Her voice broke on the last word, her pussy clamping around his fingers as another orgasm rushed through her. She writhed under him, her cry sharp and desperate.

Drew yanked his hand free, his fingers slick, his own chest heaving as he stared down at her. His cock throbbed violently, his jealousy flaring white-hot.

“You came that many times for him,” he said hoarsely. “And I didn’t get to see a second of it.”

Anastasia met his gaze, her lips parted, sweat beading at her temples. “That’s why I’m telling you now. Because imagining it, picturing it while I describe every filthy detail—it’s almost hotter, isn’t it?”

His cock jerked at her words, precum soaking his jeans. He couldn’t deny it. It was hotter. And it was killing him.

Drew couldn’t take it anymore. He tore her dress up past her waist, his hands rough as he yanked her panties down her thighs and tossed them aside. His cock throbbed painfully, the fabric of his jeans soaked with precum.

“You think you can come home and tell me how another man bent you over, how he made you scream, and expect me not to lose my mind?” His voice was raw, trembling with anger and lust.

Anastasia gasped as he shoved her back into the cushions, his body pinning hers. “I wanted you to lose your mind,” she whispered, her lips curling into a wicked smile.

That was it. Drew unzipped, freed himself, and drove into her in one brutal stroke. Anastasia’s scream filled the living room, her body arching as his cock buried to the hilt inside her.

“Fuck,” Drew snarled, his hips slamming into her. “You’re soaked. Was it from him—or from thinking about telling me?”

Her nails raked down his back, her moans raw. “Both—oh God, both!”

He gripped her hips hard, fucking her fast, furious, every thrust fueled by the image of Victor bending her over. “Tell me again what he did to you while I fuck you harder than he ever could.”

Her head tipped back, her voice breaking into a scream. “He made me choke on his cock until I couldn’t breathe—oh fuck, Drew, I thought of you while he used my throat!”

Drew growled, pistoning into her, his cock hitting deep with every thrust. “What else? Say it.”

“He fucked me against the glass,” she gasped, her legs wrapping around his waist. “He spread me wide, held me down, and made me come while the city lights shined behind us⁠—”

Drew’s chest slammed into hers, his mouth crushing hers in a bruising kiss. “And now you’re coming on my cock,” he growled against her lips.

Her pussy tightened around him, her scream muffled by his mouth as her orgasm ripped through her. Her nails clawed at his shoulders, her body convulsing under him.

Drew didn’t stop. He flipped her over, dragging her onto all fours, and slammed into her from behind. The sound of their bodies colliding echoed off the walls.

“Say it again,” he demanded, his voice hoarse. “Say what he did.”

Her head dropped forward, her moans spilling out uncontrollably. “He bent me over like this—oh fuck—and he pounded me until I couldn’t stand. He made me forget myself, Drew, forget everything but his cock⁠—”

“Fuck no,” Drew snarled, grabbing her hair and pulling her head back so her cries spilled into the room. “You don’t forget me. Not ever. You scream for me.”

“Drew!” she cried, her pussy spasming around him, her orgasm tearing through her again, harder, hotter, her body collapsing into the cushions.

Drew roared, slamming into her with brutal precision, his cock jerking as his climax exploded. He spilled inside her in hard pulses, grinding deep until she was dripping with him, his chest collapsing over her back as his breath tore ragged from his lungs.

For a long moment, the only sound was their panting, their bodies slick and trembling, still locked together.

They collapsed together on the couch, their bodies still shaking, sweat slick on their skin. Drew’s chest pressed against Anastasia’s back as he pulled out slowly, their mingled cum dripping down her thighs. She groaned softly, her body limp, her cheek resting on the cushion.

Drew gathered her into his arms, rolling onto his side so he could hold her against him. His breathing was ragged, his chest heaving with the aftermath of jealousy and release. For a long moment, neither spoke, the silence heavy with the storm they’d just unleashed.

Finally, Drew broke it, his voice low and raw. “I hate him for not giving me more. But, fuck, Ana… hearing you tell me, picturing it while you talked—I don’t know if anything has ever made me harder.”

Her lips curved faintly against his chest. “That’s because I saved the best parts for you. He got the sex. You got the truth.”

He tilted her chin up, forcing her to meet his eyes. “Did you like it? All of it?”

She hesitated only a moment, then nodded, her voice steady. “Yes. He pushed me, made me come again and again. But the whole time, I thought about how I’d tell you later. Every position, every scream—I saved it for you.”

Drew’s cock twitched, still sensitive but alive with hunger. “You’re going to drive me insane. I don’t even need the videos anymore. Just the way you tell it—fuck, it’s better.”

She smiled, tender and wicked all at once. “Then that’s what I’ll give you. Proof and imagination. Enough to make you ache, and enough to make you never forget who I belong to.”

His arms tightened around her, his lips pressing to her temple. “Mine,” he whispered. “No matter who touches you, you’re mine.”

Her eyes closed, her body sinking into him. “Always.”

They lay together in the quiet, bodies still humming, both knowing the blanks were no longer empty spaces—they were fuel.


CHAPTER 20


The bass from the speakers pulsed through the club like a heartbeat, vibrating in Drew’s chest as he and Anastasia stepped inside. The air was thick with perfume, sweat, and the buzz of weekend energy. They’d dressed for the hunt tonight, though no one around them knew it.

Anastasia wore a short black dress that clung to her hips and dipped low across her chest, the thin straps barely holding. Her hair fell in soft waves around her shoulders, her lipstick bold, her heels sharp enough to cut. Drew couldn’t stop looking at her, couldn’t stop noticing the heads turning as she moved through the crowd.

He’d chosen his own look carefully too: dark jeans, fitted shirt, jacket open. He wanted her to feel like she had the best man in the room on her arm — even as she scanned for the one they’d bring into their bed.

She leaned close, her lips brushing his ear as the music pounded. “See anyone yet?”

His eyes swept the room. Bodies pressed together on the dance floor, laughter spilled from the bar, clusters of men eyed her already. His stomach twisted with jealousy at how easily she drew attention, but his cock stiffened at the thought of where this night was headed.

“Not yet,” he murmured back. “But they’re already looking at you like you’re dessert.”

Her hand slid along his thigh as they claimed a table near the edge of the floor. “Good. That’s what we came for.”

They ordered drinks, sipping slowly while they watched the room. The anticipation tightened Drew’s chest, his mind replaying everything they’d done to get here: the contract with Victor, the hotel nights, the bar quickie, the endless reclaiming afterward. But this was different. This wasn’t Victor’s deal, wasn’t a stranger picked in the heat of the moment. This was their choice, their hunt.

Then Anastasia’s hand stilled on his thigh. Her gaze sharpened across the room.

“Drew,” she whispered, nodding subtly.

He followed her line of sight. At the far end of the bar stood a man — tall, broad-shouldered, his shirt open at the collar, sleeves rolled to his forearms. His dark hair was slightly tousled, his jaw rough with stubble. He wasn’t watching the room the way most men did, scanning greedily. His eyes were fixed on Anastasia, direct, confident, like he already knew he had her attention.

Drew’s stomach clenched, his cock twitching. “Him?”

Her lips curved slowly, her hand squeezing his thigh. “Yes. Him.”

The man lifted his glass slightly in acknowledgment, not a wave, not a desperate gesture — just a small nod, an invitation. Anastasia smiled back, electric heat sparking between them across the crowded bar.

Drew felt the jealousy rise like bile, sharp and burning. But underneath it surged something hotter: anticipation, raw and undeniable. This was it.

She turned back to him, her eyes glittering. “Shall we?”

Anastasia didn’t wait for Drew’s answer. She rose smoothly from her seat, hips swaying in a way that turned every head between their table and the bar. Drew followed, his chest tight, fighting the urge to drag her back and lock her away — but the ache in his cock urged him on.

The man turned as she approached, his smile slow, assured, as if he’d been waiting for her all night.

“Drink for you?” he asked, voice deep and steady.

“Sure,” Anastasia said, sliding onto the stool beside him. Her dress rode up higher, exposing the smooth line of her thigh. She gestured toward Drew as he joined them. “And one for my husband too.”

The stranger’s brows lifted slightly, but his smile didn’t falter. “Bold of you to bring him along.”

“Bold of us,” Drew corrected, his voice firmer than he expected.

The man’s eyes flicked between them, assessing, the corner of his mouth curling. He signaled the bartender and ordered three fresh drinks.

They talked casually at first — names, backgrounds, the usual small talk. The man’s name was Brian. He was in town for business, staying at a hotel a few blocks away. His tone carried an easy confidence, but his eyes never strayed far from Anastasia’s curves.

As the conversation stretched, the undertone shifted. Brian leaned in slightly, his voice dipping lower. “So tell me. Do you always go out together, looking like that?”

Anastasia smiled, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass. “Only when we want attention.”

“And you’ve got it,” Brian said, his eyes locked on hers.

Drew’s jaw tightened, jealousy cutting sharp, but the pulse in his cock throbbed harder. He shifted closer, placing his hand on Anastasia’s bare thigh, staking his claim. “Careful,” he warned lightly. “She likes to tease.”

“Does she?” Brian asked, his gaze flicking to Drew, testing.

“She does,” Anastasia purred, her hand sliding over Drew’s on her thigh. “But I don’t just tease for anyone.”

The silence between them grew charged. The music faded into the background, the crowd a blur around their small corner of the bar.

Drew’s heart pounded, his jealousy twisting into something reckless. He leaned forward, his voice low, deliberate. “We’ve got a room upstairs. Want to join us?”

Brian’s smile deepened, his eyes burning with recognition of the invitation’s weight. He lifted his glass in a mock toast. “Lead the way.”

Anastasia shivered, heat rushing through her as Drew downed the rest of his drink in one swallow. Her hand slipped into his, grounding him as she whispered, “God, Drew… you really said it.”

His grip tightened, his cock rock hard. “I meant it.”

Together, they left the bar, Brian falling into step beside them, the night ahead heavy with promise.

The hotel room door clicked shut behind them, muting the throb of the club below. For a moment, the silence felt heavier than the music ever had. Drew’s pulse hammered in his ears. He stood just inside the door, his arm still wrapped protectively around Anastasia’s waist, his eyes locked on Brian.

Brian moved with casual confidence, setting his jacket on the chair, loosening the top buttons of his shirt. He wasn’t rushing, wasn’t overeager. He was studying them both — the husband stiff with tension, the wife radiant with anticipation.

Anastasia broke the moment first. She turned in Drew’s arms, looping her hands around his neck and kissing him deeply, her tongue sweeping into his mouth, her body pressing tight against his. Drew groaned, his jealousy flaring and dissolving into lust all at once, his hands clutching her ass.

When she pulled back, her lipstick smeared, she looked straight at Brian. “Now you.”

She crossed the room in a slow sway of hips and kissed Brian with the same hunger. His hands found her waist instantly, pulling her closer, his tongue sliding against hers. Drew’s chest burned watching it, his cock hardening even as his stomach clenched.

Anastasia moaned softly into Brian’s mouth before breaking away, her eyes glittering as she looked back at Drew. “You see?” she teased. “It’s not so different.”

“Different enough,” Drew muttered, his voice low, but his cock strained in his pants, betraying him.

Anastasia reached for the straps of her dress and slid them off her shoulders. The silk slipped down her body, pooling at her feet, leaving her in the lace bra and thong she’d chosen hours ago with Drew watching hungrily from the bed. She posed for both men, her smile wicked.

Brian exhaled softly. “Damn.”

Drew swallowed hard, his cock twitching. The lingerie had been for Victor once, but seeing her now, standing between them, he felt like it was for this moment.

Anastasia stepped back to Drew, took his hand, and placed it over her breast through the lace. “Don’t just watch,” she whispered. “Touch me while he does too.”

Brian closed the distance, his hand brushing over her thigh, higher, until it cupped the curve of her ass. Drew’s breath caught as their hands nearly overlapped, both men touching her at once, her body arching between them.

Anastasia gasped, her eyes fluttering shut. “God, yes…”

Drew’s jealousy flared hotter, but his cock throbbed painfully with it. He couldn’t pull away. He couldn’t stop.

Anastasia sank to her knees in front of Brian, her hands gliding over the front of his slacks. She looked up at him through her lashes, her lips curling into a sinful smile before flicking her gaze back to Drew.

“You want to see how he tastes?” she teased, her fingers already working his belt.

Drew’s chest tightened, his cock jerking hard in his pants. “Show me,” he said, his voice gravelly.

Brian let out a low chuckle, his hands dropping to his sides as Anastasia freed his cock — thick, heavy, swelling in her grip. She stroked him slowly at first, savoring the way his shaft filled her palm, then leaned in to drag her tongue up the underside, licking him from base to tip.

Drew groaned, unzipping himself, his hand wrapping around his cock as he watched. Jealousy burned in his gut, but his arousal was stronger, undeniable.

Anastasia opened wide and swallowed Brian’s cock halfway down in one smooth motion. The wet sound filled the room, her moan vibrating around him as her lips stretched wide.

“Fuck,” Brian muttered, his head tipping back. His hand slid into her hair, not forcing, just guiding, as she bobbed her head, taking more of him each time.

Drew’s fist tightened around his cock, stroking faster as he watched his wife choke and moan around another man’s length. “Look at me while you do it,” he demanded, his voice sharp.

Anastasia’s eyes fluttered open, watery and wild, locking with Drew’s as she took Brian deeper. Drool spilled down her chin, her throat working around him. Drew nearly came right then, his cock throbbing violently in his grip.

Brian groaned, his hips rocking forward slightly, pushing deeper into her throat. “Goddamn, she’s good.”

“She’s mine,” Drew shot back, his chest heaving. “You’re just borrowing her mouth.”

Anastasia moaned at the words, her pussy clenching as she bobbed faster, gagging slightly when Brian hit the back of her throat. She pulled off with a wet pop, gasping, saliva shining on her lips. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and smirked at Drew.

“You like watching me choke on him?” she asked, her voice husky.

Drew groaned, stroking himself harder. “Fuck yes.”

Brian grinned down at her, his cock slick with her spit. “Then let him watch me fuck your throat again.”

Anastasia opened her mouth, her tongue out, inviting. Brian slid back in, slower this time, savoring the way her lips stretched around him. She moaned, her hands gripping his thighs, while Drew’s growls filled the room, his jealousy and lust colliding into something fierce.

Anastasia pulled off Brian’s cock with a wet gasp, her chin slick with spit, her eyes wild. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and looked over at Drew, who was stroking himself desperately, his jaw clenched tight.

“You’ve watched long enough,” she purred, standing and peeling her thong down her legs. She straddled Brian where he sat back on the couch, her breasts spilling from her bra as she guided his cock to her soaked slit. “It’s time to see me take him inside.”

“Fuck,” Drew muttered, his cock throbbing violently in his fist. He couldn’t look away as Anastasia sank down slow, her pussy stretching around Brian’s thick length, inch by inch, until he was buried to the hilt. Her cry tore through the room, raw and ecstatic.

Brian groaned, his hands gripping her hips. “Tight as hell.”

Drew’s stomach burned with jealousy, but his cock twitched harder at the sight of her stuffed full. He moved closer, standing over them, his hand tangling in her hair as she bounced on Brian’s cock.

“Don’t forget who you belong to,” Drew growled.

Anastasia’s eyes locked on his, her breasts bouncing as she rode Brian harder. “I belong to you,” she gasped, her pussy clenching around the other man. “Even when I’m filled with him—I’m yours.”

Drew groaned, his cock leaking. He grabbed her breast, kneading it roughly, then shoved two fingers into her mouth, making her suck while Brian slammed up into her from below.

Brian’s voice was low, guttural. “She’s fucking incredible. So wet she’s dripping all over me.”

Anastasia moaned around Drew’s fingers, her eyes rolling back as both men used her body in tandem.

Drew’s cock pulsed violently. “Make her scream,” he told Brian, his voice raw.

Brian slammed harder, his hips pounding into her while Drew pulled his fingers free and shoved his cock against her lips. “Suck me while he fucks you,” he ordered.

Anastasia whimpered, her mouth stretching around Drew’s cock as she bobbed in rhythm with Brian’s thrusts. Every time Brian drove up into her, she moaned around Drew, the vibrations making him groan, his fist tightening in her hair.

It was chaos — Anastasia crying, moaning, choking, her body overwhelmed, her pussy stretched around one cock while her mouth worked another. Her orgasms tore through her in waves, her thighs trembling, her nails digging into Brian’s chest as she convulsed.

Drew pulled out of her mouth with a growl, dragging her up by the hair. He kissed her hard, tasting his own precum on her lips as she sobbed into the kiss. “You’ll scream my name when you come,” he whispered fiercely. “Not his. Mine.”

She gasped, her body shaking as Brian drove into her harder. “Yes—Drew—yours!”

For a long stretch, there was only silence — broken breathing, the faint hum of the city beyond the window, and the sound of three bodies slowing after the storm.

Brian pulled out of Anastasia, his cock softening, slick with the proof of how hard he’d taken her. He leaned back on the couch, chest heaving, a crooked smile on his lips. “You two… are something else.”

Anastasia’s legs trembled as she tried to close them, her body still quivering from the relentless pounding. Drew pulled her into his arms, shielding her even as she was a sweaty, dripping mess. His hands shook as they traced her damp hair back from her face.

Brian stood after a minute, tucking himself away, retrieving his shirt from where it had fallen to the floor. He didn’t linger with words. Just a glance — appreciative, satisfied — before pulling his jacket on. “Hell of a night. Call me if you ever feel like an encore.”

Neither Drew nor Anastasia answered. They just watched as he left, the door clicking shut behind him, sealing the two of them back in their world.

Drew looked down at his wife. Her cheeks were flushed, lips swollen, streaks of his release drying on her skin. She looked utterly ruined and impossibly beautiful. His jealousy, his lust, his pride — all tangled together until he couldn’t separate them anymore.

“You took him,” he rasped, his voice shaking. “You let me watch you get filled while I fucked your mouth. And you still screamed my name.”

Her smile was weak but wicked. “Because it’s true. No matter who’s inside me, Drew… it’s always you I belong to.”

He kissed her hard, his hand cupping her face as if he could press the truth into her skin. They sank onto the bed, tangled in sweat and cum, holding each other tight.

The city kept humming outside, the world moving on, but inside that room, nothing else mattered. They had crossed every line together — from contracts and hotel rooms to strangers in bathrooms, from secrecy to stories, and finally to this: the three of them, the ultimate test, and the ultimate union.

And instead of breaking them, it had made them more unshakable than ever.

Drew’s hand slid over her stomach, possessive, tender, his voice a hoarse whisper. “This isn’t the end, Ana. It’s just the beginning.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, her body melting into his, her voice steady even as exhaustion pulled at her. “I know. I can’t wait to see where we go next.”


EPILOGUE


Six months later, the hotel bar looked almost exactly the same as it had that first night with Victor — the same glow of amber lights, the same hum of quiet music, the same couples and strangers swirling together. But everything was different now.

Anastasia sat across from Drew, a wine glass in her hand, her dress cut daringly low. She didn’t fidget anymore, didn’t glance nervously around. She sat with the calm poise of a woman who knew what she wanted — and what her husband wanted too.

Drew leaned back in his chair, his hand resting possessively on her thigh. He looked more relaxed than he had in years, even as his cock stirred at the sight of her. He’d thought he might lose her when this all started — but instead, he’d found her in ways he never could have imagined.

Across the room, a man caught Anastasia’s eye. He smiled. She returned it.

Drew squeezed her thigh, hard enough to make her inhale. “He’s not bad,” he murmured, his voice low and steady.

Her lips curled slowly. “Want me to bring him over?”

He chuckled, pressing a kiss to her shoulder. “Not yet. I like the waiting. I like knowing what’s coming.”

Anastasia’s hand slid higher on his leg under the table, teasing him through his slacks. “Then maybe tonight you’ll get both. The watching… and the waiting.”

Drew’s eyes darkened as he leaned close, their foreheads touching. “As long as in the end, I’m the one you come home to.”

Her answer was a soft laugh, wicked and sure. “Always.”

They sat there together, the night stretching out ahead of them, possibility thick in the air. The fire between them hadn’t burned out — it had only grown hotter, brighter, stronger. And they were ready to feed it, again and again, for as long as they both could stand it.


THE RED DRESS HOTWIFE


CHAPTER 1


The bottle of wine sat half-drained on the coffee table, two glasses stained with red where Sierra’s lipstick had marked the rim. The TV was on mute, flickering light across the living room, but neither of them had been paying attention for a while.

Luke had been watching her, not the screen. Sierra Barker was stretched across the couch in her favorite tank top and leggings, bare feet tucked beneath her, a careless spill of dark hair over one shoulder. The curve of her ass pressed tight against the fabric, and he kept glancing at it until she caught him.

“What?” she laughed, cheeks warm from the wine. “You’re staring again.”

Luke smirked, shifting closer. “Can’t help it. You’re too damn sexy.”

“Flatterer,” she teased, sipping from her glass. “You’ve seen this body every day for over ten years.”

“And I still can’t get enough.” His tone was serious, his hand resting on her knee.

There was a pause. Sierra arched an eyebrow. “You’ve got that look, Luke. What’s going on in that head of yours?”

He hesitated, thumb rubbing over her knee. His pulse quickened, but he pushed the words out. “I’ve been… thinking about something. A fantasy.”

“Oh?” She set her glass down, leaning in. “Do tell.”

He licked his lips, nervous. “It’s… different. Not sure how you’ll take it.”

“Try me.”

Luke drew in a breath. “I’ve always wanted to see you with someone else. Another man.”

The air stilled. Sierra blinked, then let out a laugh. “Shut up. You’re joking.”

“I’m not.” His voice was low, steady.

Her smile faltered. “Wait. You mean… like… actually cheat? And you’d be okay with that?”

“Not cheating,” Luke said quickly, cupping her leg tighter. “Not behind my back. With me knowing. With my permission. With my encouragement.”

Sierra’s jaw slackened, her brain racing to catch up. “You’re serious?”

He nodded. “Dead serious.”

She sank back into the couch, staring at him. “Jesus, Luke… where did this come from?”

“I’ve thought about it for years. Just never had the balls to say it out loud.” His eyes searched hers. “I want it. I want you.”

Sierra’s heart thudded. Her face was hot, not just from the wine. “You’d want me to… what, exactly?”

Luke leaned closer, his voice a whisper against her ear. “Dress up in that red dress I love. No panties. Walk into a bar. Pick a man. Fuck him.”

Her mouth dropped open. A laugh bubbled out, nervous and wild. “Oh my god. You’re insane.”

“I’m hard as a rock just thinking about it.” His hand slid higher on her thigh, pressing firmly. “You have no idea how bad I want to see it.”

Sierra’s breath caught. Her pussy clenched at the bluntness of his words.

“Luke…” she murmured, unsure. “What would I even say to the guy? What would I tell him?”

“Tell him the truth,” Luke said, eyes dark. “Tell him your husband dared you. That you’re not wearing panties. That you need a cock inside you and he’s the lucky bastard who gets it.”

Her cheeks flushed crimson. “That’s… insane.”

“Hot,” Luke corrected, sliding his hand between her thighs.

She gasped, feeling his fingers press against her through the thin leggings. “Luke⁠—”

“You’d send me proof,” he murmured, rubbing her slit until the fabric dampened. “A video. Or his cum inside you. Something undeniable.”

Her eyes widened, pupils dilating. “You’d want… that? Really?”

His fingers pushed past the waistband, sliding into her wet folds. “You’re soaked just thinking about it.”

Sierra bit her lip, a moan breaking free. “Fuck…”

Luke fingered her slow and deliberate, his thumb circling her clit. “You’re going to wear that red dress. You’re going to walk in there dripping. And some guy’s going to bend you over and fuck you raw while I watch from the car.”

Her hips bucked against his hand. “Stop,” she gasped, grabbing his wrist. “If you keep going, I’ll⁠—”

He pulled out suddenly, leaving her trembling and unsatisfied. “No cumming,” he said firmly. “Not until after you’ve been fucked.”

Sierra’s head spun. She panted, thighs slick, her whole body aching. “Luke… are you sure about this?”

He cupped her face, staring hard into her eyes. “I’ve never been more sure. You’re mine, Sierra. You’ll always be mine. This just makes it hotter.”

She swallowed hard, nodding slowly. “And if I say yes… if I actually do this… you won’t hate me?”

His lips brushed hers, hungry and certain. “I’ll love you even more.”

Silence stretched, thick and charged. Then Sierra whispered, “Okay.”

Luke stood, walked to the bedroom closet, and pulled out the red dress. He held it up with a grin. “Then let’s get you ready.”

Her pulse skyrocketed as he stripped her naked, sliding the fabric over her skin, smoothing it down her hips. He crouched, lifting the hem, making sure she was bare beneath. His lips brushed her inner thigh, his tongue flicking just once against her swollen folds before he pulled back.

“No panties,” he said, eyes gleaming. “Just how I want it.”

Sierra shivered. “God, this is crazy.”

“Crazy hot,” Luke said, kissing her mouth hard. His hand slipped under the dress, fingers teasing her slit again before pulling away once more. “Save it.”

She groaned in frustration, clinging to him. “You’re killing me.”

He grinned. “Not yet.”

Moments later, she stood at the door in heels, the dress hugging every curve. Luke stared at her like she was brand new. His cock strained against his jeans.

“You’re breathtaking,” he murmured, voice rough. “Every man in that bar is going to want you. And you’re going to pick one.”

Her heart hammered. “And bring you proof.”

“That’s right.” He kissed her deeply, pulling back only when she was breathless. “Remember, you’re mine no matter what. This is our game.”

She nodded, lips trembling, legs weak.

Luke opened the door, hand resting on her lower back as they stepped into the cool night. His touch lingered on her ass as she slid into the car, the dress riding high on her thighs.

The drive was quiet, charged. His hand stayed on her leg the whole way, fingers stroking slowly up and down, making sure she was dripping by the time they reached the bar.

Sierra stared out the window, chest rising and falling in short bursts. The neon lights ahead glowed brighter as they pulled into the parking lot.

Luke killed the engine, turned to her, and said softly, “Time to play.”


CHAPTER 2


The tires hummed against the pavement, the only sound filling the silence at first. Sierra sat in the passenger seat, legs pressed tightly together, her hands knotted in her lap. The red dress clung to her thighs like a second skin, the hem threatening to ride higher with every shift in the seat.

Her stomach flipped. I can’t believe I said yes. I can’t believe I’m actually in the car right now. Jesus Christ, what am I doing?

She glanced sideways. Luke’s jaw was tight, his eyes fixed on the road. One hand on the wheel, steady. The other rested on her thigh, fingers spread wide, possessive. His touch burned hot against her bare skin. He hadn’t taken his hand off her since they’d left the driveway.

She cleared her throat, voice unsteady. “You’re really serious about this, aren’t you?”

His lips curled in the faintest grin. “Dead serious.”

Her cheeks flamed. She turned her gaze to the windshield, to the streak of streetlights rushing past. This is crazy. Totally crazy. Normal wives don’t do this. Normal husbands don’t ask this. But God… why does it make me so wet?

Luke’s hand slid higher, the rough pad of his thumb brushing the hem of her dress. He didn’t look at her, but his voice was low, husky. “You’re wet already, aren’t you?”

“Luke…” Her voice cracked with warning.

He smirked. “Answer me.”

She bit her lip, pressing her thighs tighter. “Maybe.”

His fingers pressed harder, nudging the soft flesh of her inner thigh. “Not good enough.”

Sierra exhaled sharply, her heart hammering. “Yes. Okay? Yes. I’m wet.”

A deep chuckle rumbled from his chest. “Good girl.”

Her pussy clenched at the praise, betraying her. She looked out the window again, but her reflection in the glass gave her away—wide eyes, flushed cheeks, lips parted. She looked like a woman about to do something sinful

Luke’s thoughts burned as he drove. He hadn’t expected her to agree so quickly. Hell, he thought she might laugh in his face, tell him he was sick. But here she was, in the dress, no panties, trembling but willing.

She’s really going to do it. My wife’s going to walk into that bar and spread her legs for another man.

His cock throbbed painfully against his jeans. He squeezed her thigh, pushing the hem higher until his knuckles brushed her bare slit. He nearly groaned at the wet heat against his skin.

“You’re dripping,” he muttered.

“Stop,” she hissed, shoving his wrist lightly. “You’re making it worse.”

“That’s the point.” He flexed his fingers, slipping two inside her before she could react.

“Luke!” Her back arched, thighs spreading involuntarily.

He kept his eyes on the road, his hand steady on the wheel, but his other hand worked between her legs, sliding in and out, curling just so. “I want you soaked when you walk in there. I want his first touch to shock him, like you’ve been waiting all night just for him.”

Sierra’s nails dug into the seat cushion. Her breaths came shallow, ragged. God, his fingers… fuck, I need it. I need to cum.

“Please,” she whispered. “Please, just let me⁠—”

“No.” His tone was firm, brooking no argument.

Her hips bucked, desperate. “Luke…”

“You’re not cumming for me tonight,” he said, voice low and steady. “You’re going to cum on another man’s cock. That’s the proof I want.”

The words shot straight through her, hotter than his touch. Her pussy clenched greedily around his fingers, begging for more, but he pulled out suddenly, leaving her empty.

She whimpered, frustrated. “You’re a bastard.”

“Maybe,” he said with a wicked grin. He brought his fingers to his mouth and sucked them clean, groaning softly at the taste. “But you love it.”

Her chest heaved. “I should slap you.”

“Do it,” he said, smirking. “You’ll still walk in dripping.”

Sierra leaned her head back against the seat, eyes closed, trying to slow her pulse. Her mind spun.

He’s serious. I’m really about to walk into a bar alone. No panties. Drenched. And I’m supposed to pick a man? Just… pick one and let him fuck me?

Her thighs pressed together tighter, but the wetness only smeared, slick against her skin. Her clit throbbed painfully.

What if I freeze? What if no one wants me? What if someone I know sees me?

Another thought crept in, darker, hotter. What if I love it too much? What if I can’t stop?

She shook her head, whispering under her breath. “God, I’m insane.”

Luke’s hand smoothed over her thigh again, reassuring. “Nervous?”

She barked a laugh. “You think?”

He squeezed her leg, voice soft but steady. “Good. That’s how it’s supposed to feel. Fear, excitement, lust—all tangled up. That’s when it’s real.”

Her stomach fluttered. She hated how right he sounded.

The neon glow of the bar sign appeared ahead, bright against the dark night. The parking lot was half-full, cars scattered in messy lines. Music pulsed faintly from inside, the bass thumping like a heartbeat.

Sierra swallowed hard. “We’re here.”

Luke pulled into a space near the entrance and cut the engine. For a moment, neither of them moved.

Finally, Luke turned to her. His eyes were dark, burning. “Remember what I told you. Walk in like you own the place. Smile. Flirt. Let them chase you.”

Her hands shook as she smoothed the hem of her dress. “And then?”

“You’ll know when you find him.” His hand cupped her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek. “You’ll feel it. And when you do… you’ll record everything. Send me proof.”

Her breath caught. “Everything?”

“Every second.” He kissed her hard, tongue deep, leaving her dizzy. When he pulled back, he pressed two fingers into her mouth, forcing her to taste her own slickness still coating them.

She moaned softly, her eyes fluttering shut as she sucked his fingers clean.

Luke’s cock ached. “That’s my girl.”

He leaned back, letting her go. “Before you get out—finger yourself once more. I want you dripping down your thighs when you walk in.”

Her eyes went wide. “Here? In the car?”

“Here,” he said firmly.

Her chest rose and fell. God, he’s serious. He’s really making me do this. Her pussy clenched just thinking about stepping out of the car messy.

She slid a hand under the dress, her fingers finding her clit instantly. She moaned, louder than she meant to. The squelch of wetness filled the air.

Luke groaned. “Fuck, Sierra…”

She rubbed faster, panting, teetering on the edge of orgasm. Her hips bucked, her thighs trembling.

Just as she was about to fall over the edge, Luke grabbed her wrist. “Enough.”

She whimpered, half-crazed. “You’re cruel.”

“You’ll thank me,” he whispered.

Sierra’s heart pounded as she opened the door, the night air cool against her overheated skin. The hem of her dress lifted in the breeze, baring her thighs. She shivered, her pussy aching, wetness already trickling down her inner thighs.

Luke leaned across, his voice low and urgent. “Remember… you’re mine, even when his cock is inside you.”

She stared at him, trembling. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

“You are.” His eyes blazed. “Now go.”

She stepped out on shaky legs, heels clicking against the pavement. She straightened, smoothed her dress, and began walking toward the entrance.

Every step was torture, the cool night reminding her she was bare, exposed, leaking. Her pulse roared in her ears.

Behind her, Luke gripped the steering wheel so tight his knuckles whitened, his cock painfully hard. His chest burned with jealousy, lust, pride, fear—all tangled together.

He watched her hips sway as she crossed the lot, his breath ragged. My wife’s about to fuck another man… and I want it more than anything.


CHAPTER 3


The door swung open, and Sierra stepped into the dim glow of the bar. The smell hit her first—stale beer, fried food, the faint tang of cigarettes from the back patio. Music thumped from a jukebox in the corner, some classic rock riffing over the low murmur of voices and laughter.

The moment she crossed the threshold, heads turned.

It was instant, like a ripple through the room. Men looked up from their beers, from dart games, from pool tables. Some glanced casually, others openly stared. Sierra’s skin prickled under their gaze, heat spreading across her cheeks.

Oh God. They know. They can tell. They’re all staring because they can see right through me—because I’m bare under this dress, wet between my legs, and my husband told me to come here and fuck a stranger.

Her heart pounded. She almost turned around, almost bolted back through the door. But Luke’s words echoed in her head. You’re mine, even when his cock is inside you.

She forced her chin up, shoulders back. If she looked nervous, if she looked timid, she’d collapse. She needed to play the part—confident, sexy, untouchable. The red dress hugged her body, and she let it. She let her hips sway as she walked to the bar.

Luke’s phone buzzed in the car. He snatched it up, heart hammering.

Sierra: Inside. Everyone’s looking at me. I feel naked.

His cock throbbed at the words. He typed back fast.

Luke: Good. Let them look. They all want you. Pick who deserves it.

He pictured her in the bar, legs bare, thighs slick, strangers eyeing the woman who was his wife. Jealousy twisted in his gut, but it only made him harder. He shifted in his seat, his hand stroking himself through his jeans as he waited for her next text.

At the bar, Sierra slid onto a stool, crossing her legs carefully. The dress rode high, and she knew the bartender saw more than he should when his eyes flicked down. He cleared his throat, grinning.

“What can I get you?”

“Vodka cranberry,” she said, her voice steadier than she felt.

As he mixed the drink, she scanned the room. A group of younger guys by the pool table. A pair of older men in leather jackets near the jukebox. Two truckers in baseball caps at the corner booth. She felt their eyes slide over her curves like hands.

God, this is insane. They’re all wondering. They all want to know if I’m really as easy as I look. And the truth is… I am. I’m here to spread my legs for one of them. Luke’s making me, and I’m soaked just thinking about it.

Her drink slid onto the bar. She sipped, the vodka burning her throat, giving her something to focus on.

Her phone buzzed.

Luke: Describe them to me. Who’s looking at you right now?

She glanced around, thumb shaking as she typed.

Sierra: Three young guys at pool table. Two older ones by jukebox. Couple trucker types. Everyone staring.

Luke: Which ones make your pussy throb? Be honest.

Her cheeks flushed. She bit her lip, considering. The younger guys were handsome, but too boyish. The truckers looked rough but sloppy. Her eyes caught on the jukebox—two men in leather vests, tattoos curling up their arms, heavy boots planted wide.

One of them in particular—tall, broad shoulders, a trimmed beard streaked with gray. His eyes were dark, sharp, and when they met hers, something dangerous flared.

Her pulse spiked.

She typed quickly.

Sierra: One of the bikers. Beard. Big. He’s staring at me like he already knows what I’m here for.

Her phone buzzed back instantly.

Luke: Then he’s the one. Flirt. Let him come to you.

Sierra’s stomach twisted with nerves and arousal. She downed half her drink for courage.

The biker didn’t make her wait. He peeled himself away from the jukebox, swaggering toward her with a slow, predatory stride. His vest hung open over a faded T-shirt, tattoos covering his forearms. He smelled like smoke and leather when he leaned against the bar beside her.

“Well, hello there,” he rumbled, voice deep and gravelly. “That’s one hell of a dress.”

Her throat tightened. Jesus, he’s huge. What am I doing?

She forced a smile, heart hammering. “Thanks.”

His eyes dragged down her body, lingering on her thighs. “Sitting here all alone?”

“Yes.” Her voice was small, then steadier. “Just needed a drink.”

He smirked, eyes glinting. “A woman like you doesn’t need to sit alone for long.”

Her phone buzzed on the bar. She risked a glance:

Luke: Flirt. Make him want you. You’re dripping for him already, aren’t you?

She swallowed hard, thighs pressing together. God help me, yes. I’m drenched. He doesn’t even know how close he is to sliding inside me already.

She turned back to the biker, forcing a sultry tone. “Maybe I was waiting for the right company.”

He chuckled, low and rough. “Lucky me, then.”

His gaze pinned her, daring her to look away. She didn’t. She let her lips part just slightly, let her body language speak. His eyes darkened, hungry.

This is it. I’m really doing this. Luke’s out there waiting, and I’m about to fuck this man for him.

The biker leaned closer, the wood of the bar creaking under his weight. His voice dropped low, rough as gravel.

“You’re trouble, aren’t you?”

Sierra’s breath hitched. God, he smells like leather and whiskey. He looks like the kind of man I’d never bring home. And yet my pussy is clenching just from his voice.

“Maybe,” she managed, tracing her finger around the rim of her glass.

“Maybe?” He grinned, flashing white teeth under the beard. “You walk in here in that dress, every guy staring like he’s starving, and you say ‘maybe’? Sweetheart, you know damn well what you’re doing.”

Her cheeks burned. She took another sip of her drink just to give her mouth something to do. He sees right through me. He knows I’m begging for attention. He doesn’t know my husband told me to, but God, he can smell the slut on me already.

His gaze flicked down to her thighs. The hem of her dress had inched higher on the bar stool, and when she shifted, he noticed. His nostrils flared. “You wearing panties under that?”

Her chest tightened. Her lips parted. “No.”

The word came out soft but sure, a hot knife slicing the tension.

His grin widened. “Fuck me.”

Her phone buzzed. She glanced quickly.

Luke: Did you just tell him you’re not wearing panties?

Her fingers trembled as she typed back: Yes.

The reply came instantly.

Luke: Good girl. Let him touch you. Let him find out how wet you are.

Her pulse roared in her ears. She looked back at the biker, who was watching her with a predator’s patience, like he knew she’d just gotten permission.

He leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. “Spread those legs for me. Right here. Let me see.”

Sierra’s eyes went wide. “Here? Everyone⁠—”

“Don’t care,” he cut her off, his tone firm. His hand slid to her knee, rough and calloused. “Either you spread for me now, or I’ll drag you to the alley and make you. Which one do you want, baby?”

Her thighs quivered under his touch. God, this is insane. People could see. But I’m so wet I can feel it sliding down my skin. He’ll know the second he touches me. Luke will know too. They both will.

She parted her legs just slightly, just enough for him to slip his hand higher. His fingers pressed against her bare slit, and he let out a low growl.

“Jesus Christ. You’re dripping.”

Sierra’s eyes fluttered shut as his finger slid between her folds, finding her clit with unerring precision. She gripped the edge of the bar, knuckles white.

“Please,” she whispered, unsure if she meant stop or more.

The biker chuckled, circling her clit with slow, deliberate strokes. “That little dress is wasted in here. You need to be bent over something.”

Her phone buzzed again. She fumbled it open.

Luke: Film it. Just a little. Show me him touching you.

Her hands shook as she lifted the phone, angling it low. The screen caught his thick fingers rubbing her bare pussy under the hem of her dress, her thighs trembling wide open. She hit record, her heart in her throat.

She sent it before she could think.

Out in the car, Luke nearly came in his jeans. The video looped on his screen—his wife’s legs spread, another man’s rough hand rubbing her soaked pussy.

He groaned, squeezing his cock through denim. Fuck, it’s real. She’s really letting him touch her. My wife’s pussy is in another man’s hand and she’s dripping for him.

Jealousy burned hot in his chest, but it was drowned by lust. He unzipped, stroking himself furiously, waiting for the next clip.

Back at the bar, Sierra’s eyes darted around the room. No one seemed to notice, or maybe they pretended not to. Her cheeks burned, but the danger only made her wetter.

The biker leaned back, licking his fingers, grinning like he’d just won a prize. “Taste sweet as you look.”

Her thighs pressed together, desperate. God, Luke told me not to cum. I can’t cum, not yet. But I’m so close already…

He stood, towering over her. “Come on, sweetheart. Let’s take this outside.”

Her heart jumped. “Outside?”

“Alley’s right there.” He jerked his head toward the back door. “You want me to fuck you, don’t you?”

Her throat went dry. She swallowed hard. “Yes.”

He smirked. “Then let’s go.”

She slid off the stool, her knees weak. The hem of her dress rode high as she followed him across the bar, every eye in the place on her. Her heels clicked on the wood floor, her skin hot with shame and excitement.

Her phone buzzed again.

Luke: Take him. Alley. Film everything. Send me proof.

Her legs shook as she pushed through the back door, the cool night air hitting her bare thighs. The biker grabbed her hand, leading her into the shadows of the alley, and the door slammed shut behind them.


CHAPTER 4


The door banged shut behind her, muting the throb of jukebox music. The alley stretched dark and narrow, lit only by a buzzing security light above the back entrance. The smell of smoke and grease from the bar’s kitchen vents hung heavy in the air.

The biker tugged her hand, leading her deeper into the shadows, away from the glow spilling from the doorway. His grip was rough, certain. He wasn’t asking.

Sierra’s heels clicked against the cracked pavement. Her pulse roared in her ears. This is it. I’m really doing this. My husband is out there, sitting in the car, waiting for me to fuck another man.

She wanted to turn back. She wanted to run into Luke’s arms and tell him it was too much. But her thighs pressed together, slick with her arousal, betraying her.

The biker stopped and turned. He loomed over her, broad chest blocking the light. “You sure about this, sweetheart?”

Her breath caught. His eyes were dark, unreadable. He was giving her an out—but she couldn’t take it. She couldn’t walk away now.

“Yes,” she whispered, voice shaking.

His grin returned, wicked and knowing. “Thought so.”

Her phone buzzed in her hand. She fumbled it open, her fingers trembling.

Luke: You picked him. Good girl. Film this for me. I want to see everything.

Her stomach flipped. She held the phone low, hit record, the little red light glowing.

The biker noticed, eyebrows raised. “You filming this?”

“My… husband,” she stammered, cheeks blazing. “He… wants to see.”

The man let out a deep laugh. “No shit? Well, he’s one lucky bastard.” He stepped closer, crowding her against the wall. “Guess I’ll give him a show.”

His hands were on her instantly, rough palms sliding up her thighs, shoving her dress higher until the cool night air hit her bare cunt. He groaned when his fingers brushed her slick folds.

“Fuck. You’re soaked already.”

Sierra moaned, pressing back against the brick wall for support. Oh God, Luke, he knows. He knows I’m dripping for him.

The biker shoved two fingers inside her, thrusting hard, curling just right. She cried out, the sound echoing off the alley walls.

Her phone buzzed again, the screen lighting in her hand.

Luke: Show me. Let me see him finger you.

Her heart raced. She angled the phone down, catching the sight of the biker’s thick fingers pumping into her, her pussy glistening in the glow of the security light. She sent the clip before she could chicken out.

Out in the car, Luke nearly exploded. The video filled his screen—Sierra’s pussy stretched around another man’s fingers, her body jerking against the wall. He stroked himself furiously, torn between rage and lust, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

My wife… my Sierra… being fingered by another man. And she’s loving it. She’s wetter for him than she’s ever been for me.

Jealousy burned hot in his chest, but he couldn’t stop. He didn’t want to stop. He wanted more.

He typed with his free hand.

Luke: Let him taste you. Make him lick you while I watch.

The biker was already ahead of him. He dropped to his knees, shoving Sierra’s thighs wider, his beard scraping her skin. His tongue pressed against her slit, lapping up her wetness.

Sierra gasped, grabbing his shoulders for balance. “Ohhh fuck…”

Her knees wobbled as he ate her, tongue plunging deep, flicking her clit. She moaned loudly, not caring who might hear.

I’m letting him do this. I’m letting a stranger put his mouth on me. Luke’s watching. Luke’s making me. And I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop.

She angled the phone down again, recording the biker’s face buried between her thighs, his tongue glistening, her hips grinding against his mouth. She sent the clip with a whimper.

Luke’s cock throbbed painfully. The video looped, Sierra moaning, another man devouring her pussy. He groaned, stroking faster. Goddamn, she’s beautiful. She’s mine, but she’s letting him use her like a slut, just like I wanted.

His stomach churned with jealousy, but his cock didn’t care. He needed more.

Luke: Let him fuck you. Now. I need to see it.

The biker rose, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, grinning. “Sweetest pussy I’ve had in a long time.”

Sierra’s breath came in ragged gasps. Her thighs trembled, her clit aching. She could barely stand, and he hadn’t even given her his cock yet.

He unzipped his jeans, pulling out a thick, veined shaft that made her eyes widen.

Her pussy clenched hard, a gush of wetness dripping down her thighs.

“Turn around,” he ordered.

Her heart pounded, her phone buzzing again in her hand. She didn’t even need to look. She already knew what Luke had texted.

She turned, pressing her hands to the cold brick wall, her ass jutting back, her dress riding up to her waist.

The biker growled behind her, lining up. “Hope your husband’s watching, sweetheart. Because I’m about to ruin his wife.”

The biker’s cock pressed against her soaked slit, the blunt head nudging insistently. Sierra gasped, her palms flat against the cold brick, her body trembling with a cocktail of fear and wild arousal.

Her phone buzzed again in her hand, the vibration sharp against her fingers. She didn’t need to look at the screen. She already knew what it said.

Do it. Let him inside. Show me everything.

The biker growled low in his throat, his hand gripping her hip hard. “Hope your husband’s watching, sweetheart. Because I’m about to ruin his wife.”

Sierra squeezed her eyes shut, heart hammering so loud she swore the whole alley could hear it. She hit record again, lifting the phone just enough to capture the moment.

The thick head of his cock pushed against her entrance, stretching her open.

She sucked in a sharp breath, her body arching back toward him despite her nerves.

And then⁠—


CHAPTER 5


The blunt head of his cock pressed against her slit, hot and thick, nudging insistently at her entrance.

Sierra’s breath caught, her palms flat on the cold brick. Her whole body trembled, the hem of her dress bunched high on her hips, her bare ass exposed. Every nerve screamed at her to stop, to run—but her pussy clenched, slick and needy, betraying her.

And then he shoved forward.

The stretch was brutal, shocking, her body flaring with pain and pleasure all at once. Her mouth fell open in a cry, her nails scraping the rough wall as he sank deeper.

Oh God, he’s inside me. He’s actually inside me. Luke, he’s really fucking me.

The biker groaned low behind her, his hand gripping her hip tight. “Fuck. You’re tight as hell. And so goddamn wet. Like you’ve been waiting all night for this cock.”

Sierra whimpered, her body arching back against him without meaning to. The thick shaft filled her inch by inch until he was buried to the hilt, his pelvis grinding against her ass.

The sensation was overwhelming—stretching her wider than she’d been in years, hitting spots deep inside that made her toes curl in her heels. Her pussy clenched around him like it was trying to hold him, milk him, never let him leave.

Her heart hammered. I can’t believe this is happening. I’m married. My husband’s outside in the car. And another man is balls-deep in me right now.

She raised her phone with trembling hands, angling it down. The camera caught his cock glistening as it slid into her from behind, her pussy swallowing him greedily. The slick sound of her wetness filled the alley, obscene and undeniable.

She hit send before she could think.

Luke’s phone buzzed in the dark car. His hands shook as he opened the video.

The screen lit up with his wife bent over, her red dress bunched around her waist, a stranger’s cock stretching her pussy open. Her moan poured through the speaker, raw and desperate.

Luke’s breath left him in a ragged groan. His cock throbbed painfully in his hand, precum soaking his fist as he stroked harder.

Jesus Christ. That’s my Sierra. My wife. And she’s getting split open by another man’s cock while I sit out here jerking off like a cuck.

Jealousy punched him in the gut, hot and sharp. Rage tried to flare, but lust drowned it instantly. He couldn’t look away. He didn’t want to.

She’s beautiful. She’s perfect. And she’s doing this for me. She’s my slut, and she’s letting him ruin her because I told her to.

His thumb hovered over the screen, wanting more, needing more.

In the alley, the biker pulled back and slammed forward, the slap of his hips against her ass echoing off the walls.

Sierra gasped, her voice breaking. “Ohhh fuck⁠—”

Her body rocked with every thrust, her tits bouncing under the thin fabric of her dress. The cold brick scraped her palms, grounding her as her world narrowed to the thick cock pistoning into her.

He’s so big. God, he’s bigger than Luke. I can feel him hitting places deep inside, places I forgot existed. I should hate this. I should feel guilty. But all I can think about is how full I am, how my pussy is clutching him, begging for more.

The biker groaned, his beard brushing her neck as he leaned over her. “Bet your husband’s losing his fucking mind, huh? Watching me stuff his wife like the filthy little slut she is?”

Her stomach twisted. Humiliation seared through her—but it made her clit throb harder. She moaned, her voice shaking. “Yes. He’s watching… he’s watching everything.”

Her phone buzzed in her hand again. She forced it up to her face.

Luke: Tell him. Say it for me. Tell him your husband dared you to do this.

Her chest heaved. The words stuck in her throat, burning. But she obeyed.

“My husband…” she gasped, each thrust punctuating her words. “He dared me… he told me to pick a man… and let him fuck me.”

The biker let out a dark laugh, slamming into her harder. “Jesus Christ. Your husband’s a fucking freak. But you—you’re even worse. You’re dripping for me, baby. You love this.”

Sierra moaned, tears pricking her eyes from the intensity. God, he’s right. I’m soaked. My body loves it. I can’t hide it.

Luke’s jaw clenched as he read the words and heard them moaned through the video. His fist moved faster over his cock, precum slicking his shaft.

She said it. She told him I dared her. My wife’s confessing my fantasy while he’s fucking her raw.

His gut churned with jealousy, but his orgasm hovered close, his body shaking.

The biker’s thrusts grew faster, rougher, his hips smacking against her ass. The wet slap of their bodies filled the alley, each sound dirtier than the last.

Sierra’s legs quivered, her pussy clenching wildly. Pressure coiled deep in her belly. I’m going to cum. God, I can’t hold back. He’s going to make me cum, and Luke will see. He’ll know I lost it for another man.

Her moans grew higher, more desperate, spilling out into the night air.

The biker yanked her hair back, growling in her ear. “That’s it, slut. Beg for it. Beg me to make you cum.”

“I’m begging!” she sobbed, her voice breaking. “Please—please, make me cum. Use me. Use me like your whore!”

Her body spasmed, her pussy tightening in violent pulses. She screamed, her orgasm ripping through her, her vision going white as waves of pleasure wracked her.

Luke shouted in the car, his cock spurting across his fist, cum dripping onto his jeans as he watched his wife convulse around another man’s cock. His whole body trembled, torn between jealousy and awe.

She did it. My Sierra let another man make her cum. And it’s the hottest, dirtiest, most perfect thing I’ve ever seen.

The biker groaned, pounding harder, his balls slapping against her ass. “Fuck, you’re clenching me so tight. Gonna make me bust any second.”

Sierra’s body was still trembling, her pussy fluttering around him as aftershocks shook her. She clung to the brick wall, dizzy, overwhelmed.

I just came. I came on a stranger’s cock. Luke saw it. And I want more. God help me, I want more.

The biker’s cock hammered her, his pace wild, his growls vibrating against her ear. He didn’t slow when she came. If anything, her orgasm only drove him harder, his hips slamming into her ass until her knees buckled.

Sierra whimpered, body still convulsing from release. Her pussy was a mess of wet heat, sucking him back in with every thrust.

“Fuck, you’re milking me,” he groaned, his grip bruising her hips. “Like your cunt doesn’t want to let go.”

She moaned, head falling forward against the wall. God, he’s right. My pussy’s clutching him like it knows he doesn’t belong and it doesn’t care. I’m holding him, keeping him, begging him to stay inside me.

His thrusts grew ragged, frantic. His cock swelled thick inside her, and her whole body tensed at the realization.

“Oh God,” she gasped. “You’re⁠—”

“Gonna fill you up,” he growled. “You’re gonna take it all, slut.”

Her phone buzzed in her hand, the screen lighting up.

Luke: Let him cum in you. Show me. Give me proof.

Her throat went dry. She stared at the words, her stomach flipping. Luke wants this. Luke wants me dripping with another man’s cum. Jesus Christ, how did we get here?

The biker yanked her hair back again, his voice a snarl. “Tell me you want it. Tell me you want me to pump this married pussy full.”

Tears pricked her eyes from the intensity, but her voice came out broken and desperate. “I want it. Please. Cum inside me. Fill me up.”

He roared, slamming deep, grinding into her as hot spurts flooded her womb.

Sierra cried out, her whole body shuddering as she felt him throb inside, his cock jerking with every release. Cum poured into her, thick and hot, dripping down her thighs even as he kept her pinned against the wall.

It’s real. Oh my God, it’s real. I’m full of another man’s cum. And Luke’s watching it happen.

She lifted her phone, angling it low, capturing the sight of his cock still buried deep, her pussy stretched and dripping. The biker slapped her ass hard, grinning at the camera. “Hope your husband likes the show.”

She hit send with trembling fingers.

In the car, Luke’s world shattered.

The video played on loop—Sierra bent over, her pussy stuffed full of another man’s cock, cum already leaking down her thighs. Her moans filled the speakers, raw and filthy.

Luke’s breath came ragged. His cock twitched painfully in his fist, but this time the orgasm didn’t come with joy—it came with something deeper, darker. Lust tangled with jealousy, with love, with humiliation.

He shot hot streams across his lap, shuddering, his eyes glued to the video.

She’s mine. She’s my wife. And she let another man cum inside her because I told her to. God, it’s filthy. It’s perfect. I don’t know if I want to cry or make her do it again tomorrow.

The biker finally pulled out with a wet sound, his cock slick, her pussy gaping and dripping down her thighs. He slapped her ass again, leaving a red print.

“Good little slut,” he muttered, tucking himself back into his jeans.

Sierra staggered against the wall, her legs shaking. Hot cum trickled down to her stockings, sticky between her thighs. She lifted her phone again, filming the mess, her voice breathless as she whispered into the mic.

“Proof.”

She hit send, her whole body trembling.

Luke’s phone buzzed again. The new video loaded—her swollen pussy leaking white, her fingers scooping it up, holding it to the camera.

He groaned, his cock twitching again despite being soft only moments before. She did it. She brought me proof. My filthy, perfect wife.

The alley was silent except for Sierra’s ragged breathing. She turned, back against the brick, her chest rising and falling fast. Her mind whirled. What did I just do? What am I going to say when I go back to the car? How do I look Luke in the eye after letting this man cum inside me?

But her body… her body still hummed with satisfaction. Her clit still throbbed. Her thighs still quivered. She couldn’t deny it. She didn’t regret it. Not yet.

The biker gave her a final grin, patting her ass. “Tell your husband thanks for sharing.”

Then he walked back toward the bar, leaving her panting, cum dripping down her legs, her phone slick in her hand.

And Sierra stood there in the dark, trembling, her heart caught between shame and thrill, knowing the night wasn’t over yet.


CHAPTER 6


Sierra’s heels scraped against the cracked pavement, uneven, almost stumbling. Every step felt like walking out of a dream and into a confession. The alley still clung to her skin—his hands, his cock, his cum sliding sticky down her thighs. Her body hummed with the aftershocks, but her heart pounded with dread.

He saw it. He saw everything. He wanted it, but what if now he hates me? What if I crossed some line we can’t take back?

The car loomed in the lot, quiet, dark. Luke’s silhouette was sharp behind the windshield, his face unreadable. The thought made her stomach knot. She’d never felt so exposed, not even with her dress hiked up and a stranger pounding her in the alley.

Her hand shook on the passenger handle. She opened it anyway.

The dome light flicked on. Luke turned his head. His eyes were locked on her instantly, burning, almost fevered. She slid in, pulling the door shut, smoothing her dress over trembling legs. The silence was thick enough to choke.

Her throat was dry when she whispered. “You saw?”

Luke swallowed hard, his jaw flexing. His voice was rough, low. “Yeah. I saw.”

The words landed heavy. She looked down, twisting her phone in her lap. “Say something.”

His chest rose and fell, his hand gripping the steering wheel so tight his knuckles whitened. “I don’t even know what to say.”

Her stomach dropped. Tears pricked her eyes. “You… you wanted this. You dared me. I only⁠—”

“I know.” His voice cracked. He dragged a hand over his face, groaning. “Jesus, Sierra. I thought I was ready. I thought I knew what it would feel like.”

Her breath caught. “And now?”

He turned, eyes locking on hers. They weren’t cold—they were wild, torn. “I’ve never been more jealous in my life. Seeing him inside you… hearing you beg him…” He shook his head, his voice breaking. “But I’ve also never been so hard. Never wanted you more.”

Her tears spilled, her chest trembling with relief and confusion. “So you don’t hate me?”

He laughed once, harsh and raw. “Hate you? Baby, I love you so much it hurts. That’s the problem. Watching you with him—it killed me. And it turned me on so bad I almost lost my fucking mind.”

She reached for him, her hand shaking, fingers brushing his jaw. “I was so scared you’d regret it. That you’d look at me and see… a slut.”

Luke grabbed her wrist, pressing her hand harder against his cheek. His eyes burned. “You are my slut. That’s the difference. You did this because I told you to. Because you trust me. That makes it the hottest thing I’ve ever seen in my life.”

Sierra’s breath hitched, her whole body quivering. The knot in her stomach unraveled all at once. She whispered, voice trembling, “So what now?”

Luke’s gaze dropped to her thighs, glistening with another man’s cum. His hand slid down, resting heavy on her knee. His voice dropped to a growl.

“Now you open your legs. I need to taste what you brought me.”

Sierra’s throat was tight, words trapped there. Luke’s hand was still heavy on her knee, warm, possessive. His eyes burned, but he hadn’t moved closer yet. He was holding himself back, fighting with something inside.

She whispered, barely audible. “Do you want me to tell you?”

His jaw worked. “Tell me everything.”

Her pulse jumped. She licked her lips, hands fidgeting in her lap. “He… he was rough. He didn’t ask, he just… took me. Pushed me against the wall, lifted my dress. The second he touched me, he knew. He said I was dripping.”

Luke inhaled sharply, his fingers tightening on her leg.

Sierra’s voice shook, but she kept going, her words tumbling out like a confession she had to make. “He fingered me right there. I sent you the video. People could’ve walked out the back door and seen everything, but I didn’t care. I was so wet, Luke. I couldn’t stop shaking.”

Luke’s cock pulsed hard in his jeans. His knuckles whitened as he gripped her tighter. “Go on.”

Her cheeks flamed, her thighs pressing together instinctively. “Then he went down on me. His mouth was… God, he didn’t stop until I was moaning so loud I thought someone would hear. I knew you were watching. I wanted you to see.”

A low growl escaped Luke’s throat.

“And then,” Sierra whispered, her eyes darting down, unable to meet his, “he bent me over and shoved it in. No warning. Just… filled me. He was so big, Luke. It hurt. And it felt… incredible.”

Luke groaned, his free hand raking through his hair. Jealousy twisted in his gut, but his cock throbbed so hard it hurt. “You begged him.”

Tears burned her eyes as she nodded. “I begged him. I couldn’t stop myself. I told him to use me like a whore. I came all over his cock, and then he… he came inside me. Hard. I can still feel it dripping down my legs.”

Luke’s chest heaved, his nostrils flaring. His voice was low, guttural. “Fuck, Sierra…”

Her voice cracked, trembling. “Do you still want me?”

Luke snapped, his restraint breaking. He shoved her legs apart, his hands gripping her thighs hard enough to bruise. His voice shook with hunger. “Want you? Baby, I need you. Right now. I need to taste him on you. I need to taste all of it.”

Sierra gasped, her body flooding with heat as he pushed her dress higher. “Luke⁠—”

“Shut up,” he growled, lowering his face between her trembling thighs. “Let me have what’s mine.”

Luke’s breath was hot against her thigh as he pushed her legs wider, spreading them apart with steady pressure. Sierra trembled in the seat, her hands gripping the edge of the cushion so hard her knuckles whitened.

Her dress was bunched at her waist, exposing everything. Her thighs glistened with slickness, streaks of cum trailing down to her knees. The smell of sex was unmistakable, thick in the confined car.

Luke stared for a long moment, his eyes dark, reverent, almost awed. His voice was hoarse when he spoke. “You’re a mess. Dripping. Ruined.”

Sierra’s lip trembled. “I’m sorry⁠—”

He shook his head sharply. “Don’t you dare apologize. You’re beautiful like this. My beautiful, filthy wife.”

He lowered his face slowly, deliberately, until his lips brushed her inner thigh. He kissed her there—soft, tender—then higher, and higher still. His tongue darted out, licking a slow line along the wet trail on her skin.

Sierra gasped, her head falling back against the seat. “Luke…”

He groaned low in his chest. “God, I can taste him. I can taste you. Both of you together.” He licked again, slower, savoring. “And it’s perfect.”

Her thighs quivered as his mouth traced up, his tongue cleaning every sticky streak, his lips pressing reverent kisses into her skin. Each kiss felt like a brand—filthy, claiming, holy in its own way.

When he reached her swollen slit, he paused, hovering, breathing her in. His voice cracked. “This pussy is mine. Always mine. No matter who you give it to.”

Her breath shuddered. “Yes, Luke. Always yours.”

He kissed her outer lips gently, reverently, before sliding his tongue slowly between them. The taste was immediate—her sweetness mingled with the thick salt of another man’s cum.

Luke moaned, his whole body shuddering. “Fuck… Sierra… it’s all here. Everything you gave him, everything he gave you. And I’m swallowing every drop.”

Her hands flew to his hair, clutching him tight. Her hips lifted, pushing into his mouth. “Oh God… Luke… that’s so filthy…”

He licked her slowly, deliberately, dragging his tongue through the mixture, savoring her. Every stroke was tender but obscene, his lips sucking at her folds, his tongue plunging deep to lap up the mess.

Her eyes fluttered shut, her voice breaking. “You’re tasting his cum inside me.”

He groaned against her pussy, his tongue pressing deeper. He pulled back just enough to murmur, voice husky, “I’m reclaiming you. Every drop that’s his becomes mine now.”

Sierra sobbed softly, overwhelmed. “Yes… yes, Luke…”

He returned to her slit, tongue slow but relentless, circling her clit with delicate precision, then dipping back down to scoop out the leaking spend, swallowing it greedily. His lips pressed soft kisses around her swollen folds, his breath warm and reverent.

Her body shook with sensation, her legs spread wide, her pussy aching from the double assault of tenderness and filth.

Luke sucked gently at her clit, his voice muffled but clear. “Mine. Always mine.”

Her cry tore from her throat, her body arching, her pussy clenching wildly. The tenderness, the filth, the love in his words—it broke her open.

Her orgasm hit, sharp and sweet, her thighs trembling violently around his head. She moaned his name again and again, tears streaking down her face.

Luke held her through it, licking every pulse, every spasm, swallowing every drop that spilled from her. He didn’t stop until her body collapsed against the seat, shuddering and weak.

When he finally lifted his head, his face was wet, his lips glistening. His eyes were dark but soft, his chest heaving.

He pressed a gentle kiss against her trembling thigh, whispering, “You’re mine, Sierra. No matter who touches you… you’ll always be mine.”

Luke rose from between her thighs, his face wet, his lips glistening. His breathing was ragged, his pupils blown wide. He stared at Sierra like a man starved, like nothing else in the world mattered except the trembling woman in front of him.

She tried to catch her breath, her body still quaking from the orgasm he’d just wrung out of her. Her voice came out soft, hoarse. “Luke…”

He kissed her, hard. The taste of herself, of the biker, smeared between them, salty and sweet and filthy. He groaned into her mouth, his hands rough now, grabbing her thighs and dragging her onto his lap.

The steering wheel pressed awkwardly into her back, the console digging into her side, but Luke didn’t care. He needed her. Needed her now.

He fumbled his jeans open, his cock springing free, thick and hard and slick with the mess of his earlier climax.

Sierra gasped as he lifted her dress higher, shoving her soaked slit down against his shaft. “Luke⁠—”

“Shut up,” he growled, his hands gripping her ass tight. “I don’t care if you’re sore. I don’t care if you’re full of him. I need to be inside you.”

She cried out as he thrust up, his cock pushing into her raw, stretched pussy. She was still wet, still messy, and he slid in with a wet squelch that made them both groan.

Her head fell against his shoulder, her body trembling. “God—Luke—I can feel him still⁠—”

“I want to feel him too,” Luke growled, his hips driving up into her. “I want to feel his cum inside you while I fuck you. I want it mixing with mine.”

His thrusts were hard, frantic, his cock pounding into her messy cunt. The car rocked with their movements, the leather seat creaking under them.

Sierra moaned, clinging to him, her nails digging into his back. “It’s so dirty—oh God—it’s so dirty…”

“Say it,” Luke demanded, slamming her down onto him. “Say whose pussy this is.”

“Yours!” she cried, her voice breaking. “Always yours, Luke!”

“Even when he was inside you?” His voice was savage, desperate.

“Yes—yes—it was still yours!”

Luke’s eyes squeezed shut, his teeth gritted. “Then take it, baby. Take my cock. Take it all.”

He thrust faster, his cock slick with the mess of another man’s release and Sierra’s endless arousal. The heat, the filth, the intimacy—it was too much. His orgasm surged up, unstoppable.

“Fuck!” he roared, slamming deep, his cock jerking as hot streams spilled into her, mixing inside her with the biker’s cum.

Sierra cried out with him, her body convulsing, another shattering orgasm ripping through her as she clutched his shoulders.

The car filled with the sound of their moans, their wet bodies grinding together, the air thick with sex and sweat.

Luke held her tight, burying his face in her neck as he emptied himself into her, his voice muffled, broken. “Mine. You’re mine, Sierra. No matter what.”

Sierra sobbed softly, trembling, her body limp against his, her pussy full to the brim with both men’s cum. Her heart ached and soared all at once.

“Yes, Luke,” she whispered, her lips brushing his ear. “Always.”

The car was still. Quiet, except for the sound of their heavy breathing. The windshield fogged faintly from the heat of their bodies.

Sierra slumped against Luke’s chest, her hair damp with sweat, her body trembling. Her thighs were a mess—his cum, the biker’s cum, her own slickness smeared together, dripping down onto his jeans. She was used, ruined, and completely undone.

Luke’s arms stayed locked around her, his face buried in her hair. His chest rose and fell hard, each exhale shaky.

Minutes passed before he finally spoke, his voice low, raw. “I didn’t know it would feel like that.”

Her fingers traced idle patterns across his shoulder. “What did it feel like?”

He pulled back just enough to look at her. His eyes were bloodshot, but soft. “Like I was going insane. Watching him inside you—it tore me apart. But at the same time, I’ve never been more turned on in my life.”

Her lips parted. Relief loosened the knot in her chest. “I was scared you’d regret it. That you’d hate me for letting it happen.”

Luke cupped her face, his thumb brushing her cheek tenderly. “I could never hate you. I wanted it. I asked for it. And seeing you… hearing you…” He swallowed hard. “It’s burned into me now. I’ll never forget it.”

Tears pricked her eyes. “I didn’t just do it for you. I wanted it too. That scares me.”

He leaned in, pressing his forehead to hers. “It scares me too. But maybe that’s what makes it so fucking powerful.”

They sat in silence for a moment, hearts pounding, sweat cooling on their skin.

Sierra shifted slightly on his lap, her thighs still slick, her pussy raw and sore. She winced. “God, I’m a wreck.”

Luke kissed her softly, lingering. “You’re perfect.”

She smiled faintly through her exhaustion. “You’re insane.”

“Maybe,” he whispered, brushing his lips against her again. “But you make me that way.”

The dome light clicked off when she shifted, plunging them into darkness. Sierra curled into him, her heart still racing, her body aching but sated.

For the first time all night, she felt safe.


CHAPTER 7


The sunlight was thin and pale, slipping through the blinds in streaks across the bedroom. Sierra blinked against it, her body heavy, her muscles sore. Her thighs ached, tender reminders of the night before. When she shifted, she felt it—stickiness still clinging to her skin, faint soreness between her legs. The biker’s cum, Luke’s cum, her own release—all still inside her hours later.

She lay frozen, staring at the ceiling. It wasn’t a dream.

Her mind played the images like a cruel slideshow: the biker’s rough fingers spreading her open under the flickering alley light, his beard scraping her thighs when he ate her out, the growl in his voice when he told her he was going to ruin her. The way his cock split her open, the slap of his hips against her ass, the gush of hot cum filling her while she moaned into the bricks.

Her body reacted even now—her clit throbbing, her nipples tightening against the sheet.

Beside her, Luke stirred. He lay on his side, propped on an elbow, watching her. His hair was messy, his eyes bloodshot from too little sleep, but there was softness there that caught her off guard.

“Morning,” he murmured.

Her throat tightened. “Morning.”

The silence stretched, heavy with unspoken words. Sierra wanted to ask if he’d replayed the videos, if he hated her for how desperately she’d begged, how shameless she’d looked with another man’s cock inside her.

Instead she kept still, her chest rising and falling too fast.

Luke reached out, brushing his fingers over her arm. His touch was warm, grounding. “How do you feel?”

Her stomach twisted. She couldn’t lie. “Sore. Exhausted.” She hesitated, then added softly, “Different.”

He nodded slowly, his thumb tracing her skin. His jaw was tense, but his voice stayed gentle. “Me too.”

Her eyes darted to him. “Do you regret it?”

Luke’s hand stilled. He swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “…No.” His voice cracked slightly. “Do you?”

Her lips parted. A dozen emotions rushed her at once. Shame burned hot, but the memory of how hard she’d cum, the way Luke’s texts had spurred her on, drowned it. She whispered, “…No.”

Relief flashed across his face, raw and real. He leaned in, pressing a kiss to her forehead.

But even as she curled into his warmth, Sierra couldn’t push the images away. The biker’s growl. His cock filling her. Cum leaking down her thighs. Proof.

And Luke watching it all.

The smell of coffee filled the kitchen, rich and bitter. The sunlight was stronger now, spilling across the counter where Sierra sat on a stool in one of Luke’s T-shirts. Her hair was pulled up messily, her legs curled beneath her, her bare thighs dotted with faint bruises from the biker’s grip.

Luke set a mug down in front of her, then leaned against the counter opposite, arms crossed, watching her. His eyes were dark, restless, like he hadn’t stopped turning it over in his head since they’d crawled into bed hours ago.

Sierra wrapped her hands around the mug, avoiding his stare. She sipped, the warmth steadying her, but it didn’t stop the nerves that fluttered in her stomach.

Finally, Luke spoke. His voice was low, firm. “I need you to tell me.”

Her head snapped up. “Tell you… what?”

“Everything.” His gaze didn’t waver. “Not the videos. Not what I think I saw. I want it from you. Every detail.”

Her pulse spiked. “Luke…”

He stepped closer, bracing his hands on the counter. “I watched him bend you over. I heard you begging. But I need to hear you say it. I need to hear what it felt like. What you thought when his cock went inside you.”

Her breath caught. Heat flooded her face. “That’s cruel.”

His jaw clenched, but his voice softened. “It’s not cruelty. It’s the only way I can handle it. If I’m going to keep this fantasy alive—if we’re going to keep doing this—I need you to make me part of it. Not just a man in the car with a phone.”

Sierra’s stomach flipped. She stared down at the swirling coffee, then back at him. “You really want to know?”

His eyes burned. “I need to know.”

Her throat tightened. She swallowed hard. “He didn’t waste time. The second he touched me, he knew I wasn’t wearing anything. His fingers…” She shifted on the stool, her legs pressing together instinctively. “He said I was dripping. He was right.”

Luke’s breathing quickened. He moved closer, his hands gripping the counter edge like he needed the anchor. “And when he bent you over?”

Her cheeks flamed. She whispered, “He didn’t ask. He shoved it in. Hard. I gasped so loud I thought people inside would hear. I felt like I was splitting in half.”

Luke groaned, his head tipping back, his jaw tight. “Fuck, Sierra…”

Her eyes flicked up to him, wary. “You wanted this. Don’t look at me like I’m disgusting.”

He snapped his head down, his eyes fierce. “Disgusting? Baby, I’m hard as a rock just hearing you say it. Tell me more.”

Her chest rose and fell fast. Her voice dropped, trembling. “I begged him. I told him to fuck me like a whore. And he did. Every thrust… it was like I didn’t belong to myself anymore. I came so hard, Luke. Harder than I should have.”

Luke’s hand flexed against the counter. His cock ached, straining in his sweatpants. “And when he came?”

Her eyes glossed, her lips parting. Shame and heat tangled in her voice. “I felt it flood me. Hot, thick. I thought of you right then, waiting, knowing you’d demand proof. And I knew you’d see it dripping out of me.”

Luke shoved away from the counter, closing the space, his hand gripping her jaw firmly. His breath was ragged. “That’s all I wanted. To see you full. To see you marked.”

Sierra trembled under his grip, her thighs clenching.

Luke’s grip on her jaw tightened, but his voice stayed controlled, almost clinical, like he was interrogating her. “Did you like it when he bent you over?”

Sierra’s breath shook. “Yes.”

“Did you like it when he stretched you wide? When he filled you deeper than I ever have?”

Her eyes flicked shut, shame and heat colliding. “…Yes.”

Luke groaned low in his throat, his cock straining painfully. He leaned closer, his forehead almost touching hers. “And when you came all over his cock? Did you think about me?”

Her eyes flew open, glassy, desperate. “The whole time. Every second. Even when I begged him, I was imagining you.”

Luke swallowed hard, his jaw locked, his voice trembling. “Then tell me. Tell me what it felt like when he came inside you.”

Sierra’s lips parted, her voice breaking. “It was… hot. Overwhelming. I felt him throbbing, filling me, and I thought—I thought I’d drown in it. I couldn’t stop shaking.”

Luke’s control snapped. His mouth crashed against hers, hungry and rough, his hands sliding down to grip her thighs. He yanked her off the stool, lifting her onto the counter with a thud.

Sierra gasped against his lips, her mug tipping, coffee spilling forgotten across the counter.

“Luke—” she panted, but he cut her off with another kiss, his tongue forcing her mouth open, devouring her like he couldn’t get close enough.

His hand shoved up the hem of his T-shirt she wore, baring her pussy. She was still tender, still messy from the night before, but he didn’t hesitate. He pulled his cock free from his sweatpants, thick and already dripping, and pressed the head against her slit.

Sierra whimpered, clinging to his shoulders. “You’re going to⁠—”

“Yes,” he growled, thrusting in hard, burying himself in her in one motion. “I can’t wait anymore.”

She cried out, her body jolting as he filled her, raw and slick. Her legs wrapped around his waist instinctively, pulling him deeper.

Luke groaned, his lips at her ear, his voice shaking. “God, you’re still sloppy. I can feel him inside you. I’m fucking you through his cum right now.”

Sierra sobbed against his shoulder, her body surrendering. “Yes… oh God, yes.”

The counter creaked under them as he pounded into her, his hands gripping her ass, his thrusts sharp and desperate. Their moans mixed with the slap of skin, the mess between her legs squelching with every thrust.

Luke bit her shoulder, muffling a growl. “You’re mine, Sierra. Even when you’re full of him—you’re mine.”

Her cry tore from her throat, her nails clawing his back. “Yours, Luke. I’m yours.”

He groaned, his cock jerking deep inside her, his thrusts growing frantic. His climax surged fast, unstoppable. He slammed deep, his whole body shuddering as he spilled hot streams into her, mixing with everything still inside her from the night before.

Sierra clung to him, shaking, her own orgasm ripping through her, waves of pleasure flooding her body as she pulsed around him.

Their cries filled the kitchen, desperate, raw, breaking the morning silence.

When it ended, Luke slumped against her, both of them panting, sweaty, sticky, wrapped in the smell of coffee and sex.

Luke slumped against her, his forehead pressed to her shoulder, both of them gasping for breath. The counter beneath Sierra was sticky with spilled coffee, her thighs smeared with slickness, the air heavy with the scent of sweat and sex.

Her legs still locked around his waist, keeping him buried inside her. His cock twitched, softened, but stayed sheathed in the mess he’d made of her.

Neither spoke. They didn’t have to. The slap of skin, the moans, the ragged cries still echoed in the kitchen, louder in their heads than any words could be.

Luke finally lifted his face, his lips grazing her ear, his voice rough and wrecked. “That’s what you do to me.”

Sierra trembled, her body wrecked, her heart pounding. She kissed him hard, messy, teeth clashing, her body still clinging to him even as exhaustion set in.

They stayed locked together like that, tangled on the counter, the morning light spilling across the chaos they’d made.

No clean ending. Just the mess.


CHAPTER 8


The house was silent. No TV humming in the background, no clink of dishes from the kitchen—just silence pressing against her ears.

Sierra sat on the edge of the bed, knees hugged to her chest, a blanket draped around her shoulders. Her hair was damp from the shower, but even under the soap and steam she swore she could still smell the alley on her skin—smoke, sweat, sex.

Her body ached everywhere. Her thighs bore faint bruises from the biker’s grip. Her pussy was sore, stretched, as if it still remembered the size of him. And her stomach… her stomach churned with something she couldn’t name.

She squeezed her eyes shut. What kind of wife does this? What kind of woman lets a stranger bend her over in a filthy alley while her husband watches?

Her chest tightened. She imagined her mother’s face if she knew, her friends’ voices if she ever told them. Slut. Whore. Broken.

A sob tore loose, muffled into her knees. She hated herself for how easy it had been. How quickly she’d spread her legs for a man she’d never met.

But the more she fought the memories, the harder they pushed back.

The heat of the biker’s breath on her neck. His growl: Hope your husband’s watching, sweetheart, because I’m about to ruin his wife. The stretch when he shoved inside without warning. The gush of cum filling her, dripping down her thighs as she whispered proof into her phone.

Her pussy clenched, slicking despite herself.

“No,” she whispered, shaking her head, rocking against the blanket. But her clit throbbed, her body betraying her.

The guilt twisted into something darker, filthier. Her hand slipped between her thighs almost without thought, pressing hard through the blanket, feeling the ache, the wetness returning.

“Oh, God…” she gasped, her voice breaking, as if she were both confessing and damning herself.

Sierra rocked slowly on the mattress, the blanket sliding down her shoulders. Her breath came shallow, uneven. Every time she tried to shove the memories away, they clawed back sharper.

She saw the biker’s beard glistening with her wetness as he pulled back from between her thighs. Heard her own voice, ragged and filthy: Use me like your whore. Felt the slap of his hips against her ass, the flood of hot release spilling inside her.

Her face burned with shame. Her stomach twisted so hard she thought she might be sick.

But her hand wouldn’t stop moving.

She pushed the blanket aside, sliding her palm under the hem of Luke’s old T-shirt. Her fingers brushed her swollen folds, still tender, still messy despite the shower. The second she touched herself, her hips jerked, her body betraying the storm in her head.

“Fuck…” she hissed through clenched teeth, half in despair, half in surrender.

Tears streaked down her face. “I’m disgusting.” Her voice cracked, choked. “I’m his wife and I let another man fill me, and now I can’t stop thinking about it⁠—”

Her fingers circled her clit, wet and needy, her body humming despite the words. Her thighs shook. She moaned softly into the quiet room, her eyes squeezing shut as the memories rewound on a loop.

Luke watching from the car. His texts buzzing in her hand. The biker’s cock sliding inside. Proof.

Her hips bucked against her hand, the sound of her own wetness filling the silence.

She gasped, whispering hoarse. “God, I’m so fucked up.”

And still, she couldn’t stop. Her fingers working frantically between her thighs, tears streaking her cheeks.

The bedroom door creaked.

She froze. Her eyes flew open, heart leaping into her throat. Luke stood in the doorway, leaning against the frame, his expression unreadable. His eyes were locked on her hand, on the slick sound of her fingers circling her clit.

“Jesus, Sierra,” he said softly, voice low and rough. “Look at you.”

Her chest heaved, shame flooding her. She yanked the blanket up, trying to cover herself. “I—I wasn’t⁠—”

“Don’t lie.” His tone was sharp, but his gaze burned with something more than anger. He stepped inside, closing the door behind him. “You were thinking about him, weren’t you?”

Her breath caught. Tears blurred her vision. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I can’t stop replaying it. I feel filthy, Luke. Disgusting. And still…” Her voice broke, a sob spilling out. “Still, my body wants it again.”

Luke crossed the room slowly, deliberately, his eyes never leaving hers. He knelt on the edge of the bed, prying the blanket from her grip. His voice dropped, husky, raw.

“You’re not disgusting. You’re mine. Even your filth belongs to me.”

Sierra trembled, her thighs falling open under his steady hands. She whispered, pleading, “Then why can’t I stop shaking when I think about him?”

Luke’s jaw flexed, jealousy flashing across his face, but he leaned closer until his lips brushed her ear. “Because I made you live it. Because I wanted you ruined. And now I’m going to make sure you don’t forget who put you there.”

Sierra’s lip quivered as his words hit her, her whole body trembling. Her hands hovered uselessly in her lap, torn between hiding her shame and clinging to him.

Luke’s eyes softened. He lifted a hand, brushing his thumb across her wet cheek. “Hey. Don’t cry.”

Her breath hitched, broken. “I can’t help it. I feel like I crossed a line I can’t come back from.”

He shook his head firmly, cupping her face. “You didn’t cross it alone. I put you there. I asked for it. Every second of it was because I wanted it. You trusted me.”

Her eyes glossed again, more tears slipping free. “But what if trusting you makes me something ugly?”

His chest ached at the sound of her voice. He leaned in, kissing the trail of her tears, his lips soft and lingering. “You’re not ugly. You’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. Even when you’re messy. Especially when you’re messy.”

Her body sagged into him, a shaky sob escaping against his shoulder. His arms came around her, holding her close, letting her shake, letting her release it. For long minutes, neither spoke, the quiet broken only by her uneven breaths and the steady beat of his heart against her cheek.

When she finally pulled back, her eyes red, her voice was small. “You really don’t hate me?”

His gaze hardened then, jealousy creeping back in, possessiveness rising like a tide. His voice dropped lower, rougher. “I hate that he got to feel you cum around him. I hate that he got to fill you. But hate you?” He shook his head sharply. “Never. I just need to remind you—and him—that no matter what, you’re mine.”

The softness lingered in his touch as he brushed her hair back, but his eyes burned darker now. His grip on her thigh tightened. “And maybe it’s time you prove it again.”

Luke didn’t give her time to steady herself. The softness had been a balm, but something in him snapped—jealousy braided with hunger—and he needed to mark her again, to make the house remember that she belonged to him.

He moved with a suddenness that stole her breath. Hands hard and sure, he slid her off the bed and turned her to face him, lifting her so her legs wrapped around his hips. The blanket slid away, forgotten. For a second she was weightless, suspended between him and whatever came next.

“Sierra,” he said, voice low and rough. There was no question in it. It was demand, claim, confession. He kissed her with a roughness that bruised and soothed at once, tasting salt and leftover sweetness on her lips. “Look at me.”

She blinked, tears still glinting in her lashes. Her chest fluttered. He looks like he could break and worship me at the same time. The thought made her dizzy.

He was all control and heat: palms on her thighs, thumbs pressing into the soft meat there as if memorizing the map of her. When he finally sank to his knees—right there on the rug—he didn’t pretend gentleness. He cradled her hips and pulled her down so their bodies met, his mouth finding the place the biker had touched hours ago and claiming it anew.

“Ssh,” he murmured, voice hoarse. “This is how I take care of my wife.”

His mouth moved slow at first, worshipful—tongue mapping, lips sealing, fingers weaving through her hair. Sierra moaned, body melting, torn between the ache of last night and the new, sharper need building beneath his hands. He tasted everything: the sharp salt of the other man, the candied heat of her, the tiny tang of coffee from the morning’s spill. He swallowed it like a benediction.

“You taste like last night,” he said finally, not ashamed of the way his voice dipped into possessiveness. “You’re marked, and I’m going to make sure everyone knows how mine you are.” He kissed the slick of her inner thigh, then moved between her legs with a slow, deliberate slide of his tongue.

This time his ministrations were threaded with an almost reverent intensity. He lapped and sucked, circling her clit, teasing the swollen bud until her hips bucked and her hands found purchase in his hair. “Tell me what you want,” he breathed against her, “use words.”

Sierra’s reply came as a ragged string of sounds—pleas, confessions, a sabbath of shame and need. “I want you. I want you to make me forget the rest. I want you to take me like you never will again.” Her voice broke on the sentence; she meant it and she didn’t.

He smiled against her, a dark, tender thing, then rose, palms braced on each thigh. He met her eyes, the kitchen light catching the wet sheen at the corners of her pupils. For all his earlier restraint, his need now was animal and exact. He slid his hand to the base of himself, feeling the slick heat of their earlier coupling, and positioned himself at her entrance.

“Ready?” he asked. It was a question loaded with hunger.

“Yes,” she whispered, and the single word was permission braided with need.

He shoved forward with a force that made her gasp, filling her completely—this time slow, deliberate, like he wanted to memorize every contour, every seam. The steering wheel of the car would have been awkward if they’d been there; here, on the bed, his body pressed into hers, it felt primal and right.

Luke’s pace started measured, heavy, then picked up as the old, raw edge of jealousy sharpened each stroke. He wanted to feel her clench him, wanted the mix of their bodies to erase the last man’s touch. His hands gripped her hips like anchors, pulling deep and hard, each thrust a declaration.

“Say it,” he growled when he could. “Say his name and say mine. Tell me how it felt and who you want now.”

Sierra’s breath came fast, her words tumbling out. “His name… I don’t—” She paused, then laughed, a little hysterically, “I can’t even remember his name. I remember his beard, the smell, the way he used me. But I only want you now, Luke. I want yours.”

The admission hit him like a shot. He moved faster, nearly frantic now, as if to prove her words true with force. He buried his face in her neck, biting gently, tasting skin as he thrust, feeling their rhythms collide and harmonize. The room was full of wet sounds and the slap of skin. She was hot, loud, her juices slicking his thighs as she clenched around him, the aftershocks of her earlier come-fraying into new spirals of pleasure.

He came hard, moaning, his release hot and heavy as it slid into her. This time there was no need to record, no proof to send. His hands closed around her, holding, claiming. He rode out his orgasm with soft growls, letting the aftershudder pass while he kept her close, their breaths mingling in the small space between them.

When they finally slowed, Luke didn’t pull away. He pressed her back into him, forehead resting to forehead, letting the quiet settle. His fingers combed through her hair, then traced small, aimless patterns on the curve of her hip as if reassuring himself she was still there.

“You’re hotter than before,” he murmured, voice thick with something he couldn’t name—pride, hunger, jealousy turned tender. “You should know that.”

Sierra laughed—a wet, breathless sound—and leaned into him, letting herself sink into the safety of his arms. The edge of shame was still there, a dull ache under everything, but for the moment it was softened by the weight of his hand on her back and the steady beat of his heart against hers.

They stayed that way for a long while, tangled and messy, the ordinary room transformed by what they'd done. The world outside their walls didn’t exist. The bed held them, witness and altar all at once.

Sierra lay sprawled across the sheets, skin slick with sweat, hair plastered to her forehead. Her chest still heaved from Luke’s jealous taking, her body pulsing with the aftershocks. She wanted to close her eyes, to let exhaustion drag her under, but Luke’s weight pressed her into the mattress, his breath still ragged against her ear.

He didn’t move off her. Instead, his lips brushed her temple, his voice rough but steady. “Last night wasn’t the end, Sierra.”

Her stomach flipped. “Luke…”

He lifted his head, his eyes sharp now, awake in a way that made her heart race. “You think I’m satisfied just watching you with one man? You think one alley fuck is enough for me?”

She swallowed, shame and heat colliding in her chest. “I don’t know if I can handle more.”

His hand slid down her side, slow and deliberate, gripping her hip. “You can. You proved it already. You let me watch you get ruined. You let him cum inside you and then brought me the proof. And instead of breaking us, it lit something I can’t put out.”

Her lips parted. She wanted to argue, to say she was still shaking from what they’d done. But the truth was in her body, throbbing, aching, still wet from his claim.

Luke leaned closer, his words a whisper, hot against her skin. “Next time, I want more. Not just some biker in an alley. I want to see you surrounded. Tempted. I want to see how far you’ll go when I dare you again.”

Sierra’s breath caught, fear and arousal tangling tight in her chest. “Luke… what are you asking?”

He kissed her shoulder, his teeth scraping lightly. “I’m not asking, baby. I’m telling you. There will be another dare. And you’re going to take it.”

Luke’s grip on her hip tightened, holding her there even as her body begged for rest. His mouth brushed her shoulder, his voice low, deliberate.

“There’s going to be another dare.”

Sierra stiffened under him. Her breath caught, the words settling heavy in her chest. “Luke… I don’t know if I can.”

“You can,” he murmured, kissing the curve of her neck. “Because I’ll be right there, daring you every step of the way.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, the ache between her thighs deepening at his certainty. “What kind of dare?” she whispered.

Luke pulled back just enough to meet her eyes. His gaze was sharp, unreadable, but burning with intent. “Not yet. You’ll find out when the time is right.”

Sierra swallowed hard, her body betraying her with a fresh wave of heat. Fear, shame, and arousal tangled tight in her stomach. She wanted to press him, to demand the details—but some part of her was terrified of hearing them too soon.

Luke kissed her again, slow and claiming, then whispered against her lips: “Just know it won’t be smaller. It won’t be safer. It’ll be more.”

Her pulse thundered. She shivered beneath him, caught between dread and a hunger she didn’t dare name.

Later, when Luke finally drifted off, Sierra lay awake in the dim room. The blanket was tangled at her waist, her skin still damp where his sweat had dried. The soreness between her legs pulsed with every shift of her hips, a reminder that she had been taken twice already that day—and still, she wanted more.

Her mind replayed his words. There’s going to be another dare.

She bit her lip, rolling onto her back. Her hand slid down her stomach, stopping just above the ache between her thighs. Images from the night before surged again: the biker’s rough hands, the filthy alley, Luke’s texts lighting up her phone. And then Luke himself, eating her like a prayer, fucking her in the kitchen, claiming her over and over.

Her pussy clenched at the memories, wetness slicking her already tender folds. She should have been ashamed, should have been afraid. Instead, she found herself smiling faintly in the dark.

She whispered into the quiet room, testing the words on her tongue. “More.”

Her thighs rubbed together, a shiver running through her body.

Luke wasn’t pushing her into this anymore. He’d opened the door, but she’d stepped through. And now, she realized with a jolt of heat, she didn’t want it to close.

Her pulse quickened, her nipples hardening under the thin shirt. Her body throbbed with anticipation, her mind racing with possibilities she hadn’t dared to admit before.

She wanted it. She wanted the next dare.

And she wanted it soon.


CHAPTER 9


The smell of bacon and coffee filled the kitchen the next morning. The sunlight poured through the blinds, painting the counters in gold. Sierra stood barefoot at the stove, Luke’s old T-shirt hanging loose on her frame, flipping strips of bacon with a practiced hand. Her hair was still a mess, but her face carried a new kind of calm—a glow that wasn’t there yesterday.

Luke walked in, rubbing the sleep from his eyes, wearing only sweatpants. He stopped in the doorway, leaning on the frame, watching her.

For a moment, it looked like any ordinary morning. Normal. Safe.

But Sierra’s heart pounded. It’s not ordinary anymore. We can’t pretend it is.

She plated the bacon and turned, her lips curving into a small, knowing smile. “So…”

Luke raised an eyebrow, suspicious. “So?”

Sierra carried the plate to the table, setting it down. She didn’t sit. Instead, she leaned against the chair, crossing her arms under her breasts. “You said last night there would be another dare.”

Luke froze mid-step, eyes narrowing slightly. He hadn’t expected her to bring it up—not this soon. “Yeah,” he said slowly.

Her pulse raced, but she forced herself to hold his gaze. “What if I told you I don’t want to wait?”

Luke’s jaw flexed. He straightened, crossing the room to stand in front of her. His eyes burned into hers, searching. “You’re serious?”

Sierra nodded, heat coiling low in her stomach. “I keep thinking about it. About how it felt. About what’s next.” She swallowed hard, her voice dropping lower. “I want more, Luke. I want the next dare.”

Luke didn’t answer right away. He let the silence drag, let it press against her. His eyes flicked over her—bare legs, the way his T-shirt just barely covered her ass, the nervous bite of her lip.

Finally, he smirked, tilting his head. “Listen to you. Begging for more like you can’t help yourself.”

Heat flared in Sierra’s cheeks. She straightened her shoulders, trying to hide the shiver that ran through her. “I’m not begging. I’m telling you.”

Luke chuckled low in his chest, but his eyes sharpened. He stepped closer, until his body nearly touched hers, his hand bracing on the back of the chair she leaned against. “You think you’re ready to call the shots now? That’s cute.”

Her breath hitched. “I just… I don’t want to wait.”

His smirk faded, replaced by a look hotter, heavier. His voice dropped. “You don’t want to wait because you liked it too much.”

Sierra swallowed hard, her thighs pressing together. “I did.”

Luke’s chest rose and fell faster. His restraint cracked in that moment, his arousal winning out. He caught her chin in his hand, tilting her face up to his. His voice was rough now, almost a growl.

“Then tell me how far you’re willing to go. Because I’ve got ideas, Sierra. Big ones. And if you’re asking for more, I’m not going to hold back.”

Her pulse thundered in her ears. Fear, lust, anticipation—everything collided in her chest. Her lips parted, trembling. “Try me.”

Luke groaned, crushing his mouth against hers, kissing her with the kind of hunger that promised she’d regret the challenge—but love it all the same.

Luke broke the kiss, his hand still gripping her jaw, his forehead pressed against hers. His breath was hot, uneven.

“You really want the next dare?” he whispered.

Sierra’s lips brushed his, her eyes wide, desperate. “Yes.”

He chuckled, low and dangerous. “Careful, baby. Once you ask, you don’t get to take it back.”

Her thighs squeezed together, her body betraying her. “I don’t want to take it back.”

Luke groaned, biting her lower lip before pulling away just far enough to look into her eyes. “Then here’s what you get: more. Bigger. Riskier.”

Her stomach flipped. “What does that mean?”

He smirked, stroking her cheek with his thumb. “It means the alley was just the beginning. I’m going to dare you into situations you can’t even imagine yet. Situations that’ll make last night look tame.”

Her breath caught, her pulse racing. “Tell me.”

“No.” He kissed her again, softer this time, lingering. “I want you wondering. I want you fantasizing until I give the word. The not knowing—that’s part of the game.”

Sierra whimpered against his mouth, her body aching already. “You’re cruel.”

His lips brushed her ear, his voice a growl. “I’m your husband. And I’m going to make you the filthiest wife in this city.”

Her whole body shivered, torn between dread and pure, searing arousal.
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The house was quiet again that night. Luke had fallen asleep quickly, his arm draped heavy across her waist, his breathing steady. Sierra lay still until she was sure he wouldn’t stir, then slipped out from under him and padded into the bathroom.

She closed the door, leaned against it, and pressed a hand to her chest. Her heart was racing, pounding like she’d just run a mile.

More. Bigger. Riskier.

She stared at her reflection in the mirror. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips still swollen from his kisses. She looked different—wilder, like some part of her she’d never known was now staring back.

Her thighs rubbed together, the ache between them impossible to ignore. She sank down onto the closed toilet lid, pulling Luke’s shirt up, sliding her panties aside. The second her fingers brushed her clit, her body jolted.

“Oh God,” she whispered, her head tipping back against the wall.

Her mind spun with possibilities. What if he takes me to another bar? What if it’s more than one man this time? What if I’m put on display, not hidden in an alley, but somewhere I can’t hide my shame?

Her pussy clenched, wetness coating her fingers.

She bit her lip, whispering into the silence. “Would I let him? Would I let them?”

Her fingers moved faster, circling, dipping lower, teasing her entrance. “I shouldn’t want this… I should be horrified… but God, I do. I want it. I want to know how far he’ll push me. How far I’ll let myself go.”

She gasped as the heat built, her thighs trembling. “More… bigger… riskier… yes…”

Her orgasm ripped through her, her body jerking, her cry muffled against her own wrist. She shuddered violently, riding it out, her fingers working until the last tremor left her limp and panting.

For long minutes, she sat there, flushed and sweating, her fingers sticky, her thoughts a tangle of shame and hunger.

Finally, she whispered into the dark bathroom, her voice trembling but certain: “I’m ready.”


CHAPTER 10


The next evening, Sierra padded into the living room, fresh from a shower, her hair damp against her shoulders. She wore nothing but a loose tank top and panties, the kind she knew always made Luke stare.

He was sprawled on the couch, beer in hand, flipping through channels without paying attention. She stood in the doorway, watching him, her pulse thudding in her ears.

Then she spoke, her voice casual, but her words anything but. “I couldn’t stop thinking about what you said last night.”

Luke glanced up, suspicious. “What part?”

Sierra stepped closer, biting her lip. “You said there would be another dare.”

His eyes sharpened instantly. He muted the TV, setting the remote aside. “Yeah. I did.”

Sierra sat on the arm of the couch, close enough that her thigh brushed his shoulder. “You’ve been holding it over me. Teasing. I know you already have something in mind.”

Luke smirked faintly, but his hand tightened on his beer. “Maybe I do.”

She leaned down, her breath warm against his ear. “Then why don’t you tell me? Unless you’re afraid I’ll say yes too quickly.”

That landed. He set the bottle on the table, turning his head to look at her fully. His eyes burned hotter now, his jaw tight. “Careful, Sierra. You’re playing with fire.”

Her lips curved in a daring smile. “Maybe I want to get burned.”

Luke groaned, grabbing her waist and tugging her down into his lap. She squealed softly, straddling him, her tank top riding up. His hands slid over her thighs, possessive, hungry.

“You’re pushing me,” he growled, his cock already hard beneath her.

Sierra pressed her hips down against him, her pussy dampening her panties. “Good. I want to be pushed.”

Luke’s hands gripped Sierra’s hips, holding her down against the bulge in his sweatpants. His voice was low, dangerous. “You think you’re ready for the next dare? You think you can handle it?”

Her breath came fast. She ground her hips subtly against him, her panties already damp. “Yes.”

He chuckled darkly. “That’s too easy. I don’t want ‘yes.’ I want you begging for it.”

Her cheeks flushed hot. She pressed her palms against his chest, feeling the solid beat of his heart. “I’m not begging.”

Luke smirked, leaning back into the couch. His grip shifted, guiding her hips in a slow grind across his lap. “Not yet. But you will.”

A sharp whimper escaped her throat at the friction. She bit her lip hard, her nails curling into his shirt.

He leaned up, his lips brushing her ear. “Every time you move on me, I’ll give you one piece of what I’m planning. But if you stop, you get nothing.”

Her thighs trembled, heat pooling low in her belly. She rocked her hips again, slow, needy. “Tell me.”

Luke’s hand slid up under her tank top, palming her breast, his thumb grazing her nipple. His voice was a growl. “The next dare won’t be in the dark. You won’t be hidden in an alley. This time, people will see you.”

Sierra gasped, her pussy clenching around nothing. Her hips ground down harder. “More.”

He smirked, squeezing her ass as he pulled her tighter against him. “You won’t just have one man. You’ll have a choice. And I’ll watch you make it.”

Her breath caught, shame and arousal colliding. “Luke…”

He kissed her, biting her lip before pulling back, eyes burning into hers. “Now beg me, Sierra. Beg me to give you the rest.”

She trembled in his lap, her body desperate, her pride dissolving under his touch. Her voice came out a whisper, raw and needy. “Please, Luke. Tell me everything.”

Luke’s smirk faltered, replaced by something darker, hungrier. He gripped Sierra’s hair, pulling her head back just enough to force her eyes to lock on his. His voice was low, almost a growl.

“You want it? Fine. Here’s the dare.”

Sierra’s chest rose and fell fast, her lips parted. “Tell me.”

He dragged her hips hard against him, grinding his cock against her soaked panties. “Next time, you’re going to walk into a bar just like before. But not in the shadows. Not slipping out the back with some stranger. This time, you’ll sit there in plain view—short dress, no panties—waiting for whoever’s brave enough to approach you.”

Her pussy clenched, wetness soaking through her underwear. “Luke…”

He kissed her rough, biting her lip, then pulled back, eyes burning. “I’ll be there. Watching. Close enough to see everything. But I won’t stop it. Whoever you choose, you’ll take him right there. A booth, a bathroom, maybe even the barstool itself—I don’t care. People will see. That’s the dare.”

Sierra whimpered, her nails digging into his chest. “That’s insane.”

“It’s filthy,” Luke corrected, his voice rough with lust. “And it’s exactly what you want. Don’t lie to me, Sierra. I feel how wet you are just from me saying it.”

Her cheeks flamed, but she couldn’t deny it. She rocked against him, her clit aching, her whole body alive with the thrill of the risk. “God…”

Luke kissed her hard again, then pulled back just enough to whisper against her mouth. “That’s the next dare. And you’re going to take it for me.”

Her answer came out broken, breathless. “Yes. I’ll take it.”

Luke’s cock strained against his sweatpants, his hands gripping Sierra’s hips hard enough to bruise. She rocked against him, her panties soaked, her tank top riding up to bare her breasts. Their mouths crashed together, teeth clashing, tongues desperate, both of them lit up by the fire of what he’d just promised.

Sierra tore her mouth away, gasping. “You really want me to do it… where everyone can see?”

Luke growled, shoving her tank top up to suck her nipple into his mouth. His voice was muffled against her skin. “I want them staring while you spread your legs for someone else. I want them to know you’re my wife while you’re moaning on another man’s cock.”

She cried out, grinding harder, her pussy slick against the fabric. “God, Luke…”

He flipped her onto her back on the couch in one swift motion, yanking her panties aside and freeing his cock. He shoved inside her with a single, brutal thrust. Sierra screamed, her back arching as he filled her raw and deep.

His mouth was at her ear, his thrusts relentless. “Picture it, Sierra. You bent over a barstool. A stranger behind you. People drinking, watching you get filled in front of them.”

Her nails raked down his back, her pussy clenching around him. “Yes—oh God yes—I want it⁠—”

Luke snarled, pounding into her, his words filthier with each thrust. “They’ll hear you beg. They’ll see your pussy dripping. And I’ll be in the corner, jerking my cock while you take every inch of him.”

She screamed again, her orgasm slamming into her hard. Her body convulsed, slick pouring around him, her cries echoing off the walls.

Luke groaned, his cock jerking deep inside her. “Fuck—Sierra—your cunt’s milking me just thinking about it⁠—”

He slammed harder, filling her with hot spurts of cum, grinding deep as his body shook. He held her there, buried to the hilt, his teeth sinking into her shoulder.

When the tremors finally faded, they lay tangled, sticky, gasping. Luke’s lips brushed her ear, his voice still thick with lust. “Now you know why it has to happen. Because even the fantasy wrecks us. The real thing will destroy us—in the best way.”

Sierra shivered, a wild smile tugging at her lips even as her thighs quaked. “Then destroy me, Luke.”


CHAPTER 11


Luke had always been the planner between them. Vacations, finances, even the night he’d first dared her to leave her panties at home—it had all been him setting the pieces just right. But this time, the stakes were higher.

He sat at his desk with his laptop open, Sierra curled in a chair nearby pretending to scroll her phone. He wasn’t looking at work. He had two browser tabs open side by side: one with a list of local bars, the other a map, zoomed into parking lots, entrances, exits.

“Too crowded,” he muttered, closing one tab. “Not private enough.” He clicked another. “Too empty. No one would notice you.”

Sierra peeked up, her stomach flipping at his tone—calm, almost businesslike. “You’re really doing this,” she whispered.

Luke glanced at her, his lips curving into a slow, hungry smile. “Of course I am. I told you there’d be more. Did you think I was bluffing?”

Her cheeks heated. She shifted in the chair, thighs pressing together. “No. But hearing you plan it like this… it makes it feel real.”

“Good,” he said, clicking into another map. “Because it is.”

He leaned back, tapping the pen against his desk. “We need the right place. Somewhere with just enough anonymity, but enough people to make it risky. Somewhere I can sit back and watch while men circle you like sharks.”

Sierra’s breath caught. Her pulse quickened, shame and arousal colliding. She lowered her gaze, but the words slipped out anyway. “You want me to be hunted.”

Luke’s smirk widened. “Damn right I do.”

He closed the laptop with a sharp snap and stood, moving toward her. She swallowed as he crouched in front of her chair, his hands bracing on either side of her thighs. His eyes locked on hers, unflinching.

“Next step is prepping you,” he said. “Because when we walk in there, I want every man’s head to turn. And I want you dripping before anyone even touches you.”

Luke didn’t waste time. The very next afternoon, he told Sierra to get in the car. She didn’t ask where they were going—her stomach already knotted with a mix of dread and excitement. When he pulled into the parking lot of a boutique lingerie shop downtown, her breath hitched.

“Luke…” she whispered.

He cut the engine, turning to her with that sharp, hungry smirk. “If I’m going to put you on display, you’re going to look the part. No more guessing with what’s in your closet. We’re picking it together.”

Heat rushed through her body. Her thighs clenched. She wanted to protest, to say it was too much—but her nipples hardened against her bra, betraying her.

Inside, the boutique smelled of perfume and leather. Mannequins in lace and satin lined the walls. Sierra shifted under the bright lights, hyper-aware of the young saleswoman who greeted them with a polite smile.

“Looking for something special today?” the woman asked.

Luke’s arm slid around Sierra’s waist. His voice was smooth, deliberate. “Something that will make every man in a bar want to fuck her.”

The saleswoman froze, eyes widening, then forced a professional smile. “Right this way.”

Sierra’s face burned hot as she was ushered toward racks of tiny dresses, see-through bodysuits, thongs with ribbons. Luke stayed close, his eyes never leaving her. Every time she picked something up, he shook his head.

“Too safe,” he murmured.

“Too boring.”

“Not slutty enough.”

Her hands shook as she lifted a short red dress, barely more than a slip, the fabric thin and silky. Luke’s eyes darkened immediately.

“That one,” he growled. “Try it on.”

The fitting room was small, the curtain barely shielding them from the rest of the shop. Sierra stepped inside, tugging the dress over her head. It clung to her curves like a second skin, hitting mid-thigh, showing every inch of her legs. No bra, no panties. Just red silk and bare skin.

She turned, heart hammering. Luke had pulled the curtain aside, slipping in with her. His eyes raked over her body, his cock visibly hard in his jeans.

“Jesus, Sierra,” he groaned, pushing her against the mirror. “You look like a slut begging to be taken.”

Her breath caught, her pussy throbbing. “Luke… the curtain⁠—”

“Let them hear.” His mouth crashed against hers, his hands groping her ass through the thin fabric. “This is the dress. Every man will know what you are the second you walk in wearing it.”

Sierra whimpered, her body arching into him. Shame and desire tangled tight inside her. She knew in that moment—he wasn’t just dressing her. He was building her into a fantasy neither of them could escape.

The curtain barely shielded them from the boutique. Sierra’s back hit the mirror, the cool glass shocking against her skin through the thin red fabric. Luke’s mouth was hot and insistent on hers, his hands sliding down her sides, cupping her ass, pulling her hard against him.

She gasped into the kiss, her hands pressing against his chest. “Luke—someone could hear⁠—”

“Good,” he growled, his lips moving to her neck. “Let them hear how wet my wife is.”

His fingers slid up the hem of the dress, brushing the tops of her thighs. The fabric clung to her curves, offering no protection. When his hand cupped her bare pussy, Sierra let out a sharp whimper.

“Fuck,” Luke muttered, groaning against her throat. “You’re dripping already. You like being paraded like this. You like knowing some twenty-year-old salesgirl is outside wondering why this dress makes you moan.”

Her hips rocked into his hand helplessly, shame and arousal colliding. “I can’t help it.”

He slid two fingers between her folds, stroking her clit in slow, deliberate circles. “Don’t help it. Get wetter. I want you ruined in this dress before you even step foot in the bar.”

Sierra’s head tipped back against the mirror, her mouth falling open in a soft cry. Her hands gripped his shoulders, nails digging in as his fingers plunged inside her.

“Luke,” she gasped, her body clenching around him. “We’ll get caught.”

His smirk was dark, wicked. “Then they’ll know what kind of wife you are.”

He fingered her harder, curling inside, his thumb relentless on her clit. Sierra’s thighs trembled, her body teetering on the edge. Her voice broke, desperate. “I’m going to—oh God—I’m going to cum⁠—”

“Do it,” Luke demanded, his mouth capturing hers in a bruising kiss. “Cum in that slut dress. Prove you’re ready for the dare.”

Her orgasm tore through her, sharp and fast, her moan muffled against his mouth. She shook in his arms, her wetness slicking his fingers, dripping down her thighs.

Luke held her through it, groaning as he pulled his hand free. He shoved his slick fingers into her mouth, forcing her to taste herself. “You taste like a fucking whore. My whore.”

Sierra sucked his fingers greedily, eyes wide, her body still shuddering.

Luke pulled back finally, his breath ragged, his cock straining painfully in his jeans. He straightened the hem of the dress, smoothing it down over her thighs with shaking hands.

“This is the one,” he said, his voice low and certain. “And now, every time you wear it, you’ll remember that you soaked it with your orgasm before anyone else ever touched you.”

[image: ]


The house was quiet except for the buzz of the kitchen light and the tick of the clock on the wall. Sierra sat curled on the couch, her legs tucked beneath her, the new dress draped across her lap. Luke had insisted she bring it out of the bag and keep it close—like he wanted her to feel its presence, to know what it meant.

He sat in the armchair opposite her, a beer in his hand, watching her with an intensity that made her squirm. Finally, he leaned forward, setting the bottle down on the table.

“Time for rules,” he said.

Sierra’s stomach flipped. “Rules?”

Luke nodded slowly, his eyes locked on hers. “You’re not just some slut walking into a bar blind. You’re my wife. You belong to me. That means I decide how far this goes.”

Her thighs clenched, heat spreading low in her belly. She nodded. “Okay.”

He leaned back, voice steady, deliberate. “Rule one: you don’t pick just anyone. You wait until I give the nod. If I don’t approve, it doesn’t happen. Got it?”

“Yes.”

“Rule two: you don’t leave with anyone. No car rides, no hotel rooms. Everything happens where I can see you.”

Her breath caught. “Where you can… see me.”

Luke smirked. “Exactly. That’s the point.”

Her cheeks flushed hot. She nodded again.

“Rule three,” he continued, his tone sharper, “no secrets. You tell me every word, every touch, everything that goes through your head. If I ask, you answer. No shame, no hiding.”

Sierra swallowed hard. “Even if…” She hesitated, her voice trembling. “Even if I like it too much?”

His eyes darkened, his cock stirring just from her saying it. “Especially then.”

Her pulse thudded in her ears. She shifted on the couch, the dress sliding down her thighs. “Are there more?”

Luke leaned forward, his elbows on his knees. His voice dropped, guttural. “Rule four: you remember that no matter who makes you moan, who fills you, who watches you spread your legs—you’re still mine. Always.”

Her body clenched, heat flooding her. She whispered, “I understand.”

Luke sat back, studying her. “Good. Then the only thing left is mindset. When you walk into that bar, you’re not Sierra Barker, wife and mother and good girl. You’re the slut in this dress. You’re bait. You’re temptation. And you’re going to love it.”

Her breath caught, shame and arousal colliding in her chest. She whispered, “And if I don’t?”

Luke’s smirk was dark, hungry. “You will. Because I’ll be there, watching you fall apart. That’s what you’re addicted to now. Not him. Not them. Me watching you.”

Sierra’s thighs pressed together, her body aching at his words. She hated how right he was. She loved how right he was.

Later that night, Luke stood in the doorway of their bedroom, arms folded, watching Sierra step out of the bathroom. She wore the red dress again, no bra, no panties, her bare skin gleaming under the lamplight.

Her cheeks burned. “This feels ridiculous.”

Luke shook his head slowly, his eyes devouring her. “No. This feels perfect.”

She shifted under his gaze, tugging the hem of the dress down, though it barely covered the tops of her thighs. “What am I supposed to do?”

He pushed off the doorframe, circling her like a predator. “You walk in. Every eye turns to you. You sit at the bar, legs crossed, sipping a drink. You know every man there is imagining what’s under this dress.”

Her pulse raced. She licked her lips. “And then?”

Luke stopped behind her, his hands sliding down her arms until his fingers curled around her wrists. He pressed his mouth close to her ear. “Then you wait. You don’t chase. You don’t smile first. You make them work for it. You let them come to you, hungry, desperate. You give them just enough to bite.”

Sierra’s body shivered. Her nipples pressed hard against the thin fabric.

Luke spun her gently, pushing her back against the wall. His hand slid under the hem of the dress, cupping her bare pussy. “And when one of them gets bold enough to touch you…” He stroked her slowly, his breath hot on her neck. “You’ll already be dripping. Just like this.”

Her gasp tore from her throat, her body arching into his hand. “Luke…”

He kissed her hard, then pulled back, his fingers wet with her arousal. He held them up between them, his eyes burning. “This is your rehearsal, Sierra. Tomorrow night, this is who you’ll be. And when it happens for real, you’ll remember how much I wanted it. How much I need it.”

Sierra trembled, her pussy throbbing under his touch, her mind dizzy with the image of men staring while Luke watched from the shadows. She hated how much it turned her on. She loved how much it turned her on.


CHAPTER 12


Sierra woke with a knot in her stomach. At first, she thought it was nerves for work or a lingering dream. Then she saw the red dress draped across the chair in the corner, exactly where Luke had left it last night, and her pulse jumped.

Her thighs clenched under the sheets. It’s happening tonight.

She lay there staring at the dress, her body humming with a mix of dread and desire. Every shift of her hips reminded her of Luke’s rehearsal—his hand pushing under the fabric, his voice in her ear, Tomorrow night, this is who you’ll be.

Her pussy clenched at the memory, heat slicking between her thighs. She hated how easily her body betrayed her.

In the kitchen, Luke was already up, the smell of coffee and bacon filling the air. He greeted her with a casual kiss, but his smirk gave him away. “Sleep well?”

Sierra shot him a look, reaching for a mug. “Not exactly.”

“Good,” he said simply, sipping his coffee. “You’re supposed to feel restless. It means your body’s already waking up for tonight.”

She rolled her eyes, but her cheeks heated. All through breakfast, she caught him watching her—the way she shifted in her chair, the way her thighs pressed together, the way her nipples hardened under her T-shirt when he said “tonight.”

The day stretched endlessly. She tried to distract herself—laundry, dishes, scrolling through her phone—but everything led back to the same thought: tonight, she’d be walking into a bar dressed to tempt strangers, with her husband’s full permission.

By afternoon, she was a wreck. She found herself pacing the bedroom, glancing at the dress every few minutes. Her stomach twisted with anxiety, but her pussy pulsed with heat each time she pictured the moment men’s eyes landed on her.

She whispered to herself, voice shaky. “You can do this. You want this.”

From the doorway, Luke’s voice slid in, smooth and low. “Talking to yourself already?”

She spun, her face flushing. “I’m just… trying to psych myself up.”

Luke leaned on the doorframe, arms crossed, his smirk sharp. “Good. Keep doing that. Because when you slip into that dress tonight, I don’t want hesitation in your eyes. I want every man to think you’re begging for it.”

Sierra’s breath hitched. Her thighs pressed together, heat slicking. She nodded, heart hammering.

The hours dragged. Sierra tried to busy herself, folding laundry in neat piles, scrolling through emails, even wiping down the kitchen counters twice. But no matter what she did, her eyes kept darting to the chair in the bedroom where the red dress waited like a challenge.

Her phone buzzed. A text from Luke.

Picture it on. No bra. No panties. Every man staring.

Her breath caught. Heat flushed her chest. She dropped the dish towel, gripping the counter for balance. Her thumbs hovered over the screen, but she didn’t reply. She couldn’t trust herself not to sound desperate.

Another buzz.

Bet you’re already wet just thinking about it.

She cursed under her breath, squeezing her thighs together. She went upstairs, shut the bedroom door, and pressed her forehead to the cool mirror. He’s right. God, he’s right.

She peeled off her shorts, sliding her hand between her legs. The wetness was unmistakable. Shame twisted her gut, but her fingers kept moving.

Her phone buzzed again on the bed.

Don’t touch yourself. Save it for tonight.

Her hand froze. She snatched the phone, staring at the words. He knows me too well.

She climbed back into bed, trembling, forcing herself to stop. The ache between her thighs was unbearable, but her mind spun even faster. What if I can’t go through with it? What if I freeze? What if I want it too much?

By late afternoon, she was restless. She wandered the house, glancing at the clock every few minutes, counting down hours. Each time she passed the dress on the chair, her body pulsed with heat.

When she tried to nap, her dreams betrayed her: faceless men crowding her in the bar, hands sliding over her thighs, Luke’s voice in her ear daring her to spread wider. She woke gasping, her panties soaked.

The sound of the shower downstairs snapped her out of it. Luke’s voice carried faintly, humming. Casual. Calm. Like tonight was just another date. But Sierra knew better. Her stomach knotted, her heart hammering.

She whispered to herself again, staring at the dress. “You’re ready. You want this.”

But her hand slid lower, pressing against her pussy through damp cotton. And this time, she didn’t stop.

She rubbed herself furiously, biting her lip to muffle the sounds, imagining men’s eyes on her, imagining Luke’s hand on her thigh as he nodded his permission. She came quickly, shuddering, whispering his name.

Afterward, guilt burned hot in her chest. I couldn’t even wait for tonight.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. Another text.

Keep it up. I want you desperate by the time we leave.

Her face flamed. She curled into the pillow, heart pounding, pussy still throbbing.

Luke knew everything.

The bedroom felt different as the sun dipped low, shadows stretching across the walls. The red dress hung over the back of the chair like a warning, or maybe a promise. Sierra stood in front of the mirror in just a bra and panties, her hands shaking as she clipped on earrings.

Luke entered quietly, his presence filling the room before he even spoke. His eyes raked over her, lingering at the swell of her breasts, the soft curve of her hips.

“Take them off,” he said simply, nodding at her bra and panties.

Her pulse spiked. “Luke⁠—”

“You know the rules. No bra. No panties.”

Heat rushed to her cheeks, but she obeyed, unclasping the bra, sliding the straps down her arms, then stepping out of her panties. Naked, she shivered under his gaze.

Luke crossed the room slowly, the weight of his eyes making her thighs clench. He picked up the dress, holding it between his hands, the silk pooling through his fingers. He stepped behind her, brushing her hair over her shoulder.

“Arms up.”

She obeyed. He slipped the dress down over her head, smoothing it over her body. His hands lingered at her breasts, palming them through the thin fabric, then slid lower, cupping her bare ass.

“Fuck,” he muttered against her ear. “You look like sin.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, her breath catching. “Luke…”

He pressed his body against hers, his cock hard against her back. His hand slipped under the hem, his fingers gliding over her already slick folds. “You’re soaked. You’ve been touching yourself all day, haven’t you?”

Her cheeks burned. “I⁠—”

“Don’t lie.” His fingers pressed against her clit, making her gasp. “I told you to be desperate. Looks like you followed orders.”

She whimpered, her hips rocking helplessly into his hand. “I can’t stop thinking about it.”

“Good.” He kissed her neck, his breath hot. “That’s exactly how I want you walking into that bar. Dripping. Needy. Every man able to smell it on you.”

Her thighs trembled, her voice breaking. “Luke…”

He pulled his hand away, smoothing the hem back down, his smirk sharp. “Not tonight. Tonight you save it.”

She shuddered, aching, but nodded.

Luke turned her to face the mirror, gripping her shoulders. Their eyes met in the reflection—hers wide, trembling; his dark, steady, hungry.

“This is who you are now,” he whispered against her ear. “A wife who wears a dress like this, no panties, and waits for me to nod when it’s time for another man to touch her.”

Her breath hitched. Shame and arousal collided in her chest, making her dizzy. She whispered, barely audible, “I want it.”

Luke’s smirk deepened. He kissed her shoulder, then stepped back. “Then let’s go give them a show.”


CHAPTER 13


The hum of the engine filled the silence. Streetlights slid across the windshield in quick flashes, bathing Sierra in alternating bands of light and shadow. She sat in the passenger seat, legs pressed tightly together, her bare thighs gleaming under the short hem of the red dress.

Her heart hammered. Every bump in the road made her aware of just how naked she was under the fabric. No bra. No panties. Just silk and skin, exactly the way Luke wanted.

Luke’s hand rested casually on the wheel, but his other hand traced up her thigh, fingertips brushing higher with every mile. He smirked when she shifted, pressing her knees tighter.

“Nervous?” he asked.

She swallowed hard, her voice shaky. “A little.”

“Good,” he said simply, his fingers sliding closer to the heat between her legs. “You should be.”

Her breath caught, her thighs trembling. “Luke, what if I can’t do it?”

He chuckled, low and dark. “You’ll do it. Because you want to. Because I’ve watched you drip all day just from the thought of it.”

Her cheeks burned, but she couldn’t deny it. Her pussy clenched, wetness slicking her folds, the silk clinging to her body.

Luke’s fingers grazed her clit through the thin fabric. She gasped, her hand flying to his wrist.

“Relax,” he murmured, his eyes never leaving the road. “I’m just reminding you what you’re walking into. Men will smell how wet you are before they even touch you.”

“Luke…” she whimpered, torn between fear and pure heat.

His fingers pressed harder, circling slowly, drawing a desperate moan from her throat. “You’re going to walk in dripping. Sit at the bar while they circle you like animals. And when one gets bold enough to take what’s being offered…” His smirk deepened. “You’ll let him.”

Her body shook, her pussy aching for more. “Oh God…”

Luke pulled his hand away suddenly, licking his fingers clean. “Perfect. That’s the mindset I want. Hungry. Messy. Ready.”

Sierra whimpered, her body begging for release, but the sight of him sucking her arousal off his fingers sent another flood of heat through her. She clenched her thighs together, her pulse racing.

Every turn of the car brought them closer.

Every mile, her nerves tangled tighter with her arousal.

And when Luke finally slowed, pulling into the bar’s lot, Sierra’s heart nearly burst from her chest.

The car door shut with a heavy thud, and Sierra swore the sound echoed in her chest. Her heels clicked against the cracked pavement as she followed Luke across the lot. The red dress clung to her, thin straps slipping against her shoulders, every step reminding her she was bare underneath.

The neon sign buzzed overhead, its light flickering, casting the bar’s entrance in a dirty glow. She hesitated at the door, her heart pounding. Once I walk in, there’s no hiding. No pretending this is normal.

Luke leaned close, his hand sliding down to squeeze her ass through the silk. “Head high. Shoulders back. You’re not a nervous wife—you’re temptation in heels. Let them see it.”

Her stomach flipped, but she nodded. She took a steadying breath, pushed the door open, and stepped inside.

The bar was dim but alive—pool tables clacked in the corner, music thumped low from the jukebox, laughter carried from a booth. Cigarette smoke and cheap beer hung in the air.

Conversations dipped as she crossed the threshold. Heads turned.

She felt it immediately—the shift, the weight of men’s eyes sliding over her. Some subtle, some not at all. A group at a high table paused mid-laugh. A man at the bar swiveled on his stool, his gaze traveling slowly up her bare legs to the hem of her dress.

Her pulse hammered. Her skin prickled under their stares. God, they know. They can tell. They see right through me.

Luke guided her forward with a hand at the small of her back, steering her toward an empty stool at the bar. “Sit.”

She obeyed, the leather seat cool against her thighs. She crossed her legs, tugging at the hem of her dress instinctively. But the movement only drew more eyes—men craning for a glimpse, imaginations already running.

I shouldn’t like this. I should feel ashamed.

Her thighs clenched. Heat slicked between them, soaking her already.

She caught her reflection in the mirror behind the bar—flushed cheeks, parted lips, eyes too wide. I look like prey. Or bait.

Luke slid onto the stool beside her, ordering drinks with calm ease, like nothing was unusual. His hand brushed her thigh under the counter, his thumb stroking circles that made her shiver.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice low, meant for her alone. “They’re already looking. That’s the first step.”

Her breath hitched. She lifted her glass with a shaky hand, sipping just to keep her mouth from trembling.

Across the bar, a man leaned to whisper something to his friend, both of their eyes still locked on her. Another brushed past too close, his shoulder grazing hers as he reached for a napkin. She swore she felt his gaze burning into her cleavage as he moved away.

Every glance fed the fire in her belly, every accidental touch made her pulse trip faster.

They’re imagining me spread open right here. They don’t even know my name, and they already want me.

Her thighs pressed tighter together, her body betraying her.

Luke smirked at her, reading her mind without needing words. He leaned close, his breath hot on her ear. “Good girl. Now let’s see which one’s bold enough to make a move.”

The bar hummed with the low thrum of voices and clinking glasses, but Sierra felt like every sound blurred around her. All she could focus on was the heat of eyes on her bare legs, the weight of men’s stares tracking every movement.

She shifted on the stool, the red dress sliding higher, her thighs glistening faintly under the dim light. She sipped her drink just to keep her hands busy, though even lifting the glass drew glances from two men playing pool across the room. They watched the tilt of her wrist, the shape of her lips against the rim, their cues hanging useless in their hands.

God, they’re all looking at me. They know. They can smell what I am.

Her pulse drummed in her ears. Her pussy ached, wetness slicking her inner thighs.

Luke stayed silent beside her, sipping his beer with calm patience. But his hand kept tracing circles on her thigh beneath the counter, just high enough to remind her she wasn’t wearing panties. Each touch made her shift, thighs pressing tighter together, trying to hold herself in.

A man at the far end of the bar let his gaze linger too long, then caught her eye and smirked before lifting his glass in a subtle toast. She looked away quickly, cheeks burning.

Two more brushed behind her stool on their way to the jukebox, shoulders grazing her back, one leaning just a little too close as he excused himself. She swore she felt his eyes dip down her dress before he walked away.

Her body buzzed with the attention. Every small interaction wound her tighter, feeding the heat in her belly.

Luke’s voice slid low into her ear. “They’re waiting for someone to be first. Look at you—shaking already, just from being seen.”

She whispered back, her voice trembling. “It’s too much.”

“It’s not enough,” he corrected. His thumb pressed harder against her inner thigh, making her gasp. “But it will be soon.”

Sierra swallowed hard, her eyes darting nervously across the room. The pool players were still watching. The man at the far end hadn’t looked away. A booth of three laughed too loudly, but every few seconds, one of them glanced at her again.

She felt it—something shifting. A charge in the air.

And then one man broke away.

He was tall, broad-shouldered, with dark hair curling slightly at his neck. His jeans were worn, his T-shirt tight across his chest, his tattoos catching the dim light. He moved with the easy confidence of someone used to being noticed.

He didn’t hesitate, didn’t circle, didn’t pretend to look anywhere else. He walked straight toward her.

Sierra’s breath caught, her hand tightening on her glass. Oh God. He’s coming to me.

Luke’s smirk curved wider. His hand slid higher on her thigh, squeezing.

“Here he is,” he murmured, his voice thick with pride and jealousy. “Your first volunteer.”

The man stopped right beside her stool, leaning one elbow on the bar. His eyes flicked to Luke briefly, then dropped to Sierra, his smirk lazy, confident.

“Name’s Tristen,” he said, his voice low, smooth. His gaze traveled openly down her body, then back up to her eyes. “Can I buy you a drink?”

Tristen’s question hung in the air—smooth, confident, direct. Sierra’s lips parted, but no words came out. Her pulse thudded in her ears, her fingers tightening around her glass.

Say something. God, he’s waiting. He’s staring at me like he already knows I’ll say yes.

But the rules came back to her—Luke’s voice in their bedroom, sharp and steady. Rule one: you don’t pick just anyone. You wait until I give the nod.

Her stomach twisted. Slowly, she turned her head toward Luke.

His beer was half-raised to his lips, but his eyes were locked on hers. The corner of his mouth twitched, that knowing smirk playing at his lips. He took a slow sip, set the glass down, then leaned back on his stool like he had all the time in the world.

Finally, he gave the smallest nod.

Heat shot through Sierra’s chest, down to her thighs. The permission made her dizzy. He wants this. He’s making me do this.

She turned back to Tristen, her cheeks burning. Her voice came out softer than she intended, breathy. “Yes… I’d like that.”

Tristen’s smirk deepened. He signaled the bartender with a flick of his hand, then slid onto the stool on her other side. His arm brushed against hers, his cologne musky and sharp.

Luke’s hand remained on her thigh beneath the counter, his thumb stroking just enough to remind her who she belonged to.

Sierra swallowed hard, her body buzzing. It’s real now. He’s here. Luke’s watching. I’m doing this.

The bartender slid a fresh glass of wine in front of Sierra, a dark red that matched her dress. Tristen nodded his thanks and turned his full attention back to her.

“So,” he said, his voice steady, smooth. “What’s a woman like you doing in a place like this?”

Sierra’s fingers curled around the stem of the glass. God, he’s staring right through me. She took a small sip, her throat dry. “Just… out for a drink.”

Tristen’s smirk widened. “Alone?”

Her stomach fluttered. She hesitated, eyes flicking toward Luke. His expression was unreadable—calm, almost detached—but his thumb still stroked her thigh under the counter, a steady reminder.

“Not exactly,” she whispered, her voice soft.

Tristen chuckled low, leaning a little closer. “That dress says you’re here to be noticed.”

Her breath caught. She shifted on her stool, tugging at the hem though she knew it was useless. The silk rode higher with every movement, baring more of her thighs.

Tristen’s eyes followed the motion, lingering shamelessly. His knee brushed hers under the bar, casual at first, then firmer, pressing slightly against her leg.

Sierra’s pulse thudded. He’s touching me. God, he’s already touching me, right in front of Luke.

Luke didn’t stop him. His hand gripped her thigh a little tighter, a silent order. Don’t pull away.

Tristen leaned closer, his arm brushing hers along the bar. “You nervous?” he asked, his voice low enough only she could hear.

Sierra’s lips parted. Her body hummed with heat, her mind spinning. “A little,” she admitted, her voice barely audible.

Tristen’s smirk softened into something hungrier. “Don’t be. You’ve got half this place staring at you already.”

Sierra’s cheeks burned, her pussy clenching hard. She lifted her glass again, sipping just to keep her trembling hands occupied.

Tristen’s knee pressed harder against hers. His arm slid behind her stool, his fingers grazing the bare skin of her upper arm. He tilted his head, his eyes dark and steady. “Relax. Let me buy you another when that one’s gone. We’ve got time.”

Sierra’s thighs pressed tighter together, her body betraying her with every heartbeat. God, this is happening. He’s not stopping. And Luke’s letting him.

The glass felt cool in Sierra’s trembling hand, but it did nothing to steady her pulse. She sipped too quickly, the wine sharp on her tongue, her throat tight.

Tristen’s knee stayed pressed against hers, not hard enough to seem obvious, but not moving away either. His arm hung lazily along the back of her stool, his fingers close enough that one shift could graze her bare shoulder again.

He wasn’t rushing. He didn’t have to. Every casual brush of his skin, every glance down her dress was deliberate, a slow drip of gasoline on the fire already raging inside her.

He knows what he’s doing. God, he knows exactly how close to get without touching too much. He’s teasing me, testing me. And Luke’s letting him.

Her body hummed, heat pooling low in her belly. She squeezed her thighs together under the bar, trying to ease the ache, but it only made her more aware of how wet she already was.

Luke’s hand stayed steady on her thigh, his thumb stroking slow circles that betrayed nothing. His silence was louder than words, forcing her to feel the weight of every choice, every reaction. He wants me to sit here and let this happen. He wants me shaking while another man edges closer.

Tristen leaned in a little, his voice low, casual. “You seem jumpy. Am I making you nervous?”

Sierra’s lips parted, but her voice caught in her throat. She glanced at Luke again, but he only smirked into his beer, his eyes fixed on her like he was daring her to answer.

“Yes,” she whispered finally, her voice shaky.

Tristen chuckled, the sound warm and unbothered. “Good. Nervous looks good on you.”

Her cheeks flamed. He likes that I’m nervous. He likes seeing me squirm. And I do look nervous—flushed, fidgeting, thighs pressed together. He knows. God, he knows I’m wet already.

Her glass shook slightly when she set it back down. She curled her hands into her lap to hide the tremor.

Tristen didn’t push further yet. He leaned back just enough to sip his drink, his smirk never fading. The weight of his presence pressed against her, the space between them taut like a wire ready to snap.

Sierra swallowed hard, her chest tight. How much longer until he touches me for real? How much longer until Luke gives him permission?

Tristen set his glass down with a soft thud, then leaned in, closing the last inches between them. His arm stayed draped across the back of her stool, his chest brushing her bare shoulder as he angled his head low.

Sierra stiffened, her breath catching. His mouth was so close she could feel the heat of it on her ear, the faint scrape of stubble against her skin.

“You know,” he murmured, his voice low and rough, “you walked in here like you were begging to be noticed. Every guy in this bar saw it. But you let me be the one to sit here.”

Her pulse spiked, her pussy clenching hard. God, he’s right. I didn’t say no. I let him sit. I let him stay. Luke let him stay.

Tristen’s lips brushed her earlobe, not quite a kiss, more of a tease. His breath sent a shiver down her spine. “So tell me, sweetheart… are you nervous because of me? Or because you like it?”

Sierra’s chest tightened, her body trembling. She darted a desperate glance at Luke.

Luke’s smirk was sharper now, his eyes dark and steady. His thumb stroked her thigh under the bar, silent approval. Answer him. Let him hear it.

Her throat felt dry. She swallowed, her voice barely a whisper. “Both.”

Tristen chuckled, low and satisfied, his lips grazing her ear again. “That’s what I thought.”

Her whole body buzzed, the words sinking deep. She could feel men still watching from across the bar, could see their stares in the mirror behind the counter. She imagined how it looked: her in the red dress, one man leaning close, whispering in her ear while her husband sat on the other side.

Her thighs trembled. Her panties would have been ruined by now—if she’d been allowed to wear any.

Tristen didn’t pull back after his whisper. If anything, he settled in closer, his arm pressing against her bare shoulder as if staking a claim. His hand shifted from the bar to her lap, fingers brushing lightly against the smooth silk clinging to her thighs.

Sierra froze, her breath sharp. Her skin tingled where he touched her, every nerve lit. Oh God, he’s doing it. He’s touching me. Luke’s right here—he can see everything.

The pressure grew firmer, his palm spreading against her thigh. He stroked upward slowly, deliberate, as though daring her to stop him.

Her pulse pounded in her ears. She glanced at Luke again, panic and heat colliding.

Luke’s eyes flicked down to her lap, then back up to her face. His smirk curved deeper. His thumb dug into her opposite thigh under the counter, a wordless command: Don’t stop him.

Tristen’s hand slid higher, fingers grazing the bare skin just under the hem of her dress. His brows lifted slightly when he found no barrier, his smirk turning wicked. “No panties,” he murmured, his voice almost a growl. “Knew it the second you walked in.”

Sierra’s breath hitched, her cheeks flaming. Shame and arousal tangled, her pussy throbbing with wet heat. He knows. God, he knows I came in here like a slut, bare under this dress.

His fingers brushed closer to the heat between her thighs, not quite touching where she ached most, just circling, teasing. “You’re trembling,” he whispered. “Is that for me?”

Her voice cracked. “I—” She swallowed hard, unable to say the truth aloud.

Luke’s hand squeezed her thigh, hard enough to sting. She turned her head toward him instinctively. He leaned close, his lips brushing her ear. “Answer him, Sierra. Tell him why you’re shaking.”

Her body burned. Her voice came out soft, breathless. “Because… I like it.”

Tristen’s smirk deepened. His fingers pressed higher, slipping closer to the slick warmth waiting for him. “That’s all I needed to hear.”

Tristen’s hand slid higher, no hesitation this time. His fingers slipped beneath the hem of her dress, grazing the bare curve of her inner thigh. Sierra’s breath caught, her chest heaving as his touch moved further, further—until finally, his fingertips brushed against the slick heat of her pussy.

She jolted, a small gasp tearing from her throat. Her knees pressed together instinctively, but it was too late—he’d already felt her.

“Fuck,” Tristen muttered low, his smirk curling darker. “You’re soaked.”

Sierra’s cheeks flamed, her whole body trembling. Oh God. He knows. He feels how wet I am.

Luke’s grip tightened on her opposite thigh, steady, grounding. He leaned closer, his voice calm, deliberate. “Let him.”

Tristen’s fingers stroked slowly, testing, teasing along her slick folds. He pressed the pad of his thumb against her clit through the thin silk, rubbing in lazy circles that made her thighs quake.

Her lips parted, a muffled whimper slipping free before she could stop it. She tried to sip her wine, but her hand shook too badly.

Tristen chuckled, his breath hot at her ear. “Sweetheart, you’re about to spill your drink just from my hand on your pussy. What would happen if I really touched you?”

Her head spun, shame and heat colliding, her body pulsing with desperate need. He’s right. God, if he keeps going, I’ll come right here. In front of everyone.

Luke smirked into his beer, watching her unravel. His thumb stroked steady circles on her thigh under the counter, a silent tether. He leaned close, murmuring for her alone. “You’re showing him how ready you are, Sierra. That’s what this dress was for.”

Her pussy clenched around nothing, wetness coating Tristen’s fingers as he slid them lower, parting her folds. The slow glide made her hips twitch forward helplessly.

Tristen groaned. “Damn… you’re dripping for me already.”

Sierra bit her lip, her breath ragged. She couldn’t stop herself—her thighs spread a little wider, granting him more access.

Luke’s smirk deepened. He didn’t stop her. He wanted this.

Tristen’s fingers slid lower, parting her folds with confident ease. Sierra’s thighs trembled, her breath catching in her throat as he lingered at her entrance. For a heartbeat, she thought he might keep teasing—but then he pushed, slipping one thick finger inside her, slow and deliberate.

Her whole body jolted, a sharp gasp tearing from her lips. She clutched her wine glass tighter, nearly spilling. Oh God. He’s inside me. At the bar. Luke’s right here.

Tristen’s smirk widened at her reaction. His finger slid deeper, curling slightly, then withdrawing just enough before sinking back in. Each movement was subtle, hidden under the red silk of her dress, but Sierra felt it like a lightning strike.

“Fuck,” he muttered under his breath, his lips brushing her ear. “Tight. Wet. Like you’ve been waiting for this all night.”

Her cheeks flamed, her pussy clenching around his finger. Shame and arousal knotted in her belly, her thighs quaking as she tried to stay still. He can feel everything. He knows how bad I want it.

Luke’s hand gripped her opposite thigh, hard, grounding her in place. He leaned close, his voice calm, deliberate. “Don’t spill your drink, Sierra. Sit there and take it. Let him feel what I already know.”

Her lips parted, a soft whimper escaping before she could stop it. She shifted on the stool, the leather squeaking under her, her body betraying every ounce of her need.

Tristen pumped his finger slowly, deliberately, his thumb brushing her clit in lazy circles. “That’s it, sweetheart. Open up for me. Let me see how messy you can get.”

Her vision blurred at the edges, her breath coming in shallow gasps. I’m really doing this. I’m letting him finger me at the bar while Luke watches. I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop.

Luke smirked into his beer, his thumb stroking steady circles on her thigh. His eyes never left her face as she trembled on the stool, her body opening for another man.

Tristen’s finger curled inside her, brushing just enough to make her thighs quake. His thumb teased her clit in slow, lazy circles that sent jolts of pleasure through her belly. Sierra’s lips parted, a breathy moan escaping before she could swallow it back.

God, I’m so close. If he keeps going, I’ll⁠—

But just as the pressure began to peak, Tristen eased off. His strokes slowed, his thumb drifting away from the spot that made her shiver. He didn’t stop—just kept her simmering, hovering, never giving her enough to fall over the edge.

Her hips twitched forward helplessly, chasing his hand. A whimper slipped from her throat, desperate and raw. “Please…”

Tristen’s smirk deepened, his breath hot at her ear. “Begging already? We’re not even warmed up, sweetheart.”

Her cheeks burned. She clutched her glass tighter, trying to steady herself, but her body shook with every subtle thrust of his finger. Wetness slicked her thighs, the red dress clinging damply.

Luke’s grip on her thigh tightened, his thumb pressing hard into her skin. He leaned close, his voice low and steady. “Don’t you dare come yet. Not until I say. You sit there and take it, Sierra. Let him play with you until I decide you’ve earned more.”

Her pussy clenched around Tristen’s finger at Luke’s command, another wave of slick coating him. She bit her lip hard, muffling the sound threatening to escape her throat.

Tristen chuckled quietly, curling his finger once more before withdrawing almost completely, leaving her empty and aching. His hand lingered against her thigh, teasing but withholding. “So wet. So ready. But not yet, sweetheart. You’re going to squirm for me first.”

Sierra trembled on the stool, thighs pressed tight together, her pussy throbbing for release. Her chest heaved, her breath ragged. I need it. God, I need it. Why won’t he just let me come?

Luke smirked into his beer, watching her unravel. “Look at you,” he murmured, pride and jealousy threading his voice. “Already dripping from just a finger. You’re not even close to done tonight.”

Sierra’s whole body shook as she sat trapped between them—Tristen’s finger still wet from her, Luke’s hand gripping her thigh, both of them in complete control. Her pussy throbbed, slick dripping down her folds, need clawing at her belly.

Her breath came in shallow gasps. Her nipples strained against the thin fabric of the red dress. She couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe past the ache. I’m going to lose my mind if they don’t let me come. I can’t take it.

Tristen leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. “So wet. So messy. And we’re just getting started.”

Luke’s smirk curved deeper, his voice calm, deliberate. “Stay right there, Sierra. Let it build. Let everyone see how desperate you are.”

She whimpered, thighs clenching, her hands gripping the edge of the bar to steady herself.

Her eyes darted to the mirror behind the bottles, catching her own reflection—flushed, trembling, pupils blown wide. She looked like a woman on the brink of breaking.

And she was.


CHAPTER 14


Sierra gripped the edge of the counter so hard her knuckles whitened, her chest rising and falling with uneven breaths. The bar around her blurred—music, clinking glasses, laughter—it all faded into background noise. All she could feel was the ache between her thighs, the slick mess coating her skin, and the weight of two men watching her come undone.

Tristen’s hand still lingered on her thigh, his finger wet from her, dragging idle patterns against her skin as if to remind her of what he’d just done—and what he could do again. He smirked at her flushed face, at the tremble in her lips.

“Never seen someone this wet from just one finger,” he murmured, his voice meant only for her. “Makes me wonder how fast you’ll fall apart if I really touch you.”

Her breath caught. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, but it only made the ache sharper, her pussy clenching around nothing. God, I can’t take much more. I need it. I need more.

Luke sat calm and steady at her other side, beer in hand, but his eyes were locked on her. That smirk played at his lips, but his gaze burned hotter, darker, each stroke of his thumb on her opposite thigh more commanding than comforting.

“Keep squirming, Sierra,” he said low, his voice a thread of control wrapping around her. “Let them see how desperate you are. You’re not hiding anything anymore.”

Her chest tightened. She could feel it—other eyes on her. The man at the end of the bar, the pool players across the room, all of them sneaking glances at the trembling woman in the red dress, flanked by two men who looked like they could devour her whole.

Tristen leaned closer, his breath hot at her ear. His voice was bolder now, edged with promise. “I could take you somewhere right now. Back room, bathroom, doesn’t matter. You’d be dripping down my hand before we even got the door locked.”

Sierra’s eyes fluttered shut, her body shuddering at the thought. Wet heat flooded her again, her pussy aching so badly she could barely sit still.

Luke’s smirk deepened, his jealousy and pride sparking in equal measure. “Careful, Sierra,” he whispered into her other ear. “If you want that, you’ll have to show me. Show both of us.”

Her pulse hammered, her body strung tight, her mind teetering between terror and hunger. She couldn’t hide anymore. She didn’t want to.

Tristen’s hand tightened on her thigh, and with casual confidence, he tugged her stool closer to his. The scrape of wood on the floor was barely audible under the bar’s noise, but Sierra swore it echoed in her chest.

Her breath hitched. His knee pressed firmly against hers now, their bodies so close she could feel the heat radiating off him.

He leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. “You’re soaked,” he murmured, his voice a low growl meant for her alone. “I can still feel it on my fingers. And the way you clenched down on me?” His chuckle was dark, satisfied. “Sweetheart, that was you begging for more without saying a word.”

Sierra’s cheeks burned, her pussy tightening around nothing. God, he’s right. I did beg him. I’m still begging him, even now.

Tristen’s breath swept down her neck as he whispered darker. “I want to bend you over the bar stool in the back room. Hike this little dress up around your waist. Slide my cock into you while the door’s half open so anyone passing can see how messy you are for me.”

Her stomach flipped, her thighs trembling. The shame was sharp, cutting, but the heat was sharper. She pressed her knees together, but the wetness slicking her thighs betrayed her. I’d let him. God help me, I’d let him.

Luke’s hand dug into her other thigh, steady, grounding. He didn’t interrupt—just listened, smirking into his beer, watching his wife squirm under another man’s promises.

Tristen’s lips brushed her earlobe as he finished, his voice thick with hunger. “Tell me you want it, sweetheart. Tell me, and I’ll make you forget you ever came in here with anyone else.”

Her breath came fast, ragged. Her hands gripped the bar to steady herself, her reflection in the mirror showing a woman flushed, trembling, already undone.

Her lips parted. The words trembled at the edge of her tongue.

Sierra’s breath trembled in her throat, her chest heaving. Tristen’s words coiled inside her, filthy and irresistible. His finger still wet from her, his promises thick in her ear, Luke’s hand a steady command on her other thigh. She couldn’t think past the throbbing ache between her legs.

Say it. God, just say it.

Her lips parted, her voice low, broken. “I want it.”

Tristen stilled for a moment, then grinned against her ear. “That’s my girl.”

The sound of her own words hit Sierra like a shockwave. Her pussy clenched hard, wetness spilling onto her thighs. Heat flamed her cheeks, shame and arousal tangling into something sharper. I said it. I told him I want it. In front of Luke.

Luke’s hand squeezed her thigh so hard it almost hurt. She turned her head slightly, meeting his eyes. His smirk was still there, but it was darker now, dangerous, jealousy burning just beneath it.

He leaned close, his voice sharp, cutting through the haze. “Say it louder.”

Her heart lurched. Her eyes darted around the bar—men watching from the pool table, the man at the far end still sneaking glances. Could they hear? Could they see?

Luke’s thumb pressed harder into her thigh, demanding. “Let him—and everyone else—know exactly what kind of wife you are.”

Her throat was dry, her body trembling, but she obeyed. Her voice cracked, shaky but clear enough to carry past their stools.

“I want it.”

The words hung heavy in the air, bolder than she intended. Heads turned. Conversations faltered.

Tristen chuckled low, his hand squeezing her bare thigh under the dress. “Damn. You’re even filthier than I thought.”

Luke’s jaw flexed, pride and jealousy warring in his expression. His hand slid higher, his thumb grazing the edge of her folds. His voice was tight, rough. “You have no idea what you just started, Sierra.”

Her pulse thundered, her pussy throbbing with desperate heat. She’d crossed the line, and there was no way back.

Tristen’s chuckle lingered low in her ear, vibrating through her chest. Then his hand slid from her thigh to her wrist, wrapping around it with easy certainty. He lifted her hand off the bar, holding it like he’d already claimed her.

“C’mon, sweetheart,” he murmured, loud enough for Luke to hear. “Let’s take this somewhere with fewer eyes. Back room’ll do just fine.”

Sierra’s stomach flipped. Her heart pounded against her ribs. He’s really going to take me. Right here. Right now.

Her gaze darted to Luke, desperate, searching. His smirk didn’t falter, but his eyes burned hotter, darker than ever. He didn’t stop Tristen. He didn’t move to pull her back. He just let her squirm under the weight of his stare.

Tristen tugged gently, guiding her off the stool. Sierra’s legs shook as she slid down, the hem of her red dress riding higher, baring more of her thighs. Every man who’d been sneaking glances now stared openly, watching her stand, watching her falter.

Her pulse hammered in her ears. Shame and arousal tangled into a dizzying knot.

Tristen squeezed her hand tighter, his grin wicked. “Let’s see what you’re really made of.”


CHAPTER 15


The scrape of Sierra’s heels against the worn floor sounded too loud in her ears as Tristen tugged her hand toward the back hallway. Her heart raced so hard it made her chest ache, every step carrying her further from the crowded safety of the bar and deeper into danger.

Luke followed close behind, his boots steady on the scuffed boards, his presence heavy, impossible to ignore. Sierra could feel his eyes burning into her back, branding her with every step she took beside another man.

Her stomach twisted. He’s right there. Watching me go with him. Why isn’t he stopping this?

The hallway stretched dim and narrow, lit by a flickering fluorescent overhead. Tristen pushed open a half-closed door with his shoulder, guiding Sierra inside. The smell of beer and old wood hit her, the space nothing more than a storage room with a couple of chairs and a battered table shoved against the wall.

“Perfect,” Tristen muttered, pulling her further in.

Sierra’s knees felt weak. Her hand trembled in his grip. Her body throbbed, wetness slicking her thighs, but guilt and fear coiled in her chest all the same. God, what am I doing? Luke’s right there.

Luke stepped into the room a beat later, the door shutting behind him with a soft thud. He leaned against it, arms crossed, his smirk sharp, dangerous.

“Don’t mind me,” he said, his voice low, steady. “Just here to watch what my wife does when I give her permission.”

Sierra’s breath caught. Her pulse thundered in her ears. She glanced back at Luke, shame and heat colliding in her chest. He’s really going to make me do this. He’s really going to watch.

Tristen grinned, his hand sliding down to her hip. “Lucky bastard,” he muttered with a chuckle. “Most men would kill to see their wife this wet for someone else.”

Luke’s smirk didn’t falter, but his jaw tightened, his eyes darkening as they locked on Sierra. “Show him, Sierra,” he said. “Show him how wet you are.”

Her whole body shook at the command, her thighs pressing together instinctively, trying to hide the mess between them. But she knew there was no hiding now.

Sierra froze, her chest tight, Luke’s command ringing in her ears. Show him how wet you are.

Her fingers twitched at the hem of her dress, but she couldn’t make herself move. Heat flushed her face, her thighs pressed together, her whole body trembling with shame.

“I… I can’t,” she whispered, her voice shaky.

Luke didn’t move from the door. He only tilted his head, smirk sharp, eyes locked on hers. “Yes, you can. You just don’t want to admit how much you want him to see.”

Her stomach twisted. She shook her head weakly, caught between the burn of Luke’s gaze and the weight of Tristen’s hand on her hip.

Tristen chuckled low, his grip tightening as he pulled her closer to his chest. “Relax, sweetheart. If you can’t show me…” His hand slid down, bold, deliberate, slipping under the hem of her dress. “…I’ll find out myself.”

Sierra gasped as his fingers grazed her bare skin, sliding higher with no barrier to stop him. He parted her thighs with firm pressure, forcing her legs to open.

Luke’s eyes darkened, jealousy and pride flaring together as he watched. “That’s it. Let him take what you’re too shy to give.”

Tristen’s smirk widened when his fingers found her slick heat. “Fuck,” he muttered, curling his finger against her folds. “She’s dripping. Like she’s been waiting all night for this.”

Sierra whimpered, her knees trembling, her hands clutching at his shirt for balance. Oh God, he’s touching me again. Right in front of Luke. He knows how wet I am. They both know.

Tristen pressed harder, dragging his finger slow and deliberate over her clit. “Messy little thing, aren’t you?”

Her breath caught, her pussy clenching with desperate need. She turned her head toward Luke, her eyes wide, pleading.

Luke only smirked deeper, his voice rough. “Don’t look at me for help, Sierra. You wanted this.”

Her thighs quaked as Tristen’s touch grew firmer, his confidence undeniable. She was caught between them, shame and arousal crushing her chest, heat flooding low in her belly.

Tristen’s fingers lingered between her thighs for another teasing stroke before sliding away. Sierra sagged with a shaky breath, thinking he might stop. But then his hand rose higher, clutching the thin strap of her dress at her shoulder.

Her eyes widened. “Wait⁠—”

Tristen smirked, tugging the strap down her arm, his voice rough with hunger. “No waiting. You wore this for me, didn’t you? Might as well show me all of it.”

Sierra’s stomach flipped. The silk slipped against her skin, baring one trembling breast to the cool air. Her nipple tightened instantly, stiff and exposed.

Heat burned her cheeks. Oh God, he’s undressing me. Right in front of Luke.

She instinctively lifted her hand to cover herself, but Luke’s voice cut through the haze—sharp, commanding. “Don’t.”

Her hand froze midair. She turned her head toward him, shame written across her face.

Luke leaned back against the door, arms crossed, smirk sharp and eyes burning with possession. “Let him see what’s mine. Let him see what I share.”

Tristen growled low, emboldened. He yanked the other strap down, the dress sagging at her waist. Sierra’s breasts spilled free, flushed and heaving with every ragged breath.

“Fuck,” Tristen muttered, his hand closing around one breast, rough, greedy. He pinched her nipple hard, making her cry out, then soothed it with a slow rub of his thumb. “Perfect tits. Could stare at these all night.”

Sierra whimpered, her body betraying her, nipples tightening under his touch. Wet heat gushed between her thighs, dripping down her skin. They’re both watching. One stripping me, the other making me stay still. God, I’m really letting this happen.

Luke’s jaw flexed, his smirk tight with jealousy and pride all at once. “Keep going,” he ordered, voice low and rough. “Show me how far she’ll let you take it.”

Tristen chuckled, his hands sliding down to the bunched fabric at her waist. He curled his fingers in the silk, tugging it lower, inch by inch. “Don’t worry,” he said, his voice dripping with wicked promise. “I plan to.”

The silk clung stubbornly around Sierra’s waist, bunched at her hips where Tristen’s rough hands had tugged it down. Her breasts were bare, flushed, trembling with every frantic breath. Her nipples stood stiff and aching under Tristen’s greedy fingers.

He grinned, rolling one nipple hard between his thumb and forefinger, then leaning down to take it into his mouth. His tongue circled slowly, drawing a broken gasp from Sierra’s lips.

Her knees buckled. She clutched at his shoulders to steady herself, her head falling back. God, he’s sucking my breast… right in front of Luke. He’s devouring me while my husband watches.

Tristen groaned low against her skin, his teeth scraping just enough to make her moan louder. His hand slid lower, gripping the hem of the dress where it clung to her hips. He tugged sharply, testing it, but left it pooled there for now.

Luke’s smirk was sharp, his voice steady but edged with jealousy. “That’s far enough—for now. Leave the dress. Let her feel the shame of still wearing it while you taste what’s underneath.”

Tristen chuckled darkly, lifting his head. “Fine by me.” He shoved the hem higher, baring Sierra’s thighs, exposing the slick shine between her legs.

Sierra’s whole body burned. Wet heat streamed down her inner thighs, her pussy clenching desperately. She tried to close her legs, but Tristen’s knee pressed between them, forcing her open.

Her reflection in the cracked mirror across the room caught her eye—red dress hiked, breasts bare, lips parted in a desperate moan. She looked like a woman already ruined.

Luke’s eyes never left her. His voice was low, almost a growl. “Look at you, Sierra. You’re half-dressed and already dripping for him. You want him to take the rest off, don’t you?”

Her breath hitched, shame choking her. She couldn’t say it. She couldn’t admit it.

But her body betrayed her—her hips rocking against Tristen’s thigh, slick soaking his jeans.

Tristen grinned, his hand cupping her bare pussy again, spreading her folds with rough confidence. “She doesn’t have to say it,” he muttered, his voice thick. “Her body’s screaming for it.”


CHAPTER 16


The room felt hotter, heavier, as though the air itself thickened around them. Sierra stood trembling between the two men, her breasts bare, the red dress bunched stubbornly at her hips. Her chest rose and fell in frantic rhythm, her nipples aching from Tristen’s mouth, her thighs glistening with wet heat.

Tristen smirked at her, his hand still cupping her pussy, his fingers slick with her arousal. “Cute dress,” he muttered, curling the fabric tighter in his fist. “But it’s in my way.”

Her eyes widened. He’s going to take it. He’s really going to strip me bare in front of Luke.

She turned her head toward her husband, searching, pleading. Luke leaned against the door, arms crossed, his expression unreadable except for the sharp gleam in his eyes.

“Go ahead,” Luke said finally, his voice low, guttural. “Take it off her.”

Heat shot through Sierra’s chest, down to her core. Her knees nearly buckled. He’s giving permission. He wants this. He’s making me do this.

Tristen growled in satisfaction. With one rough yank, he dragged the red silk down past her hips, past her thighs. Sierra gasped as the cool air hit her soaked skin, her whole body bared except for the heels still strapped to her feet.

The dress pooled uselessly on the floor.

She stood naked now, trembling, her breasts flushed, her pussy slick and glistening under the dim light.

Luke’s jaw clenched, his smirk fading into something darker, more dangerous. His eyes raked over her, pride and jealousy twisting into one. “Look at you, Sierra. My wife. Naked in front of another man because I told you to be.”

Her chest tightened. Her breath came in ragged gasps. Her body burned with shame, but her pussy clenched hard, dripping more at his words. God, I’ve never been this wet. I’ve never been this exposed. And I love it.

Tristen circled her slowly, his eyes devouring every inch. His hand slid over her ass, squeezing hard before slipping lower to spread her folds again, exposing just how messy she was. “Fuck,” he muttered. “She’s dripping down her legs. Never seen anything like it.”

Luke’s smirk returned, thin and sharp. “That’s because she’s mine. I made her this way.”

Tristen’s smirk widened as he crouched in front of her, his rough hands gripping her thighs. Sierra gasped, her heart hammering as he pressed his face closer.

“Oh God…” she whispered, shame choking her. He’s really going to do this. He’s going to put his mouth on me. With Luke watching.

Tristen inhaled deeply, his nose brushing her bare skin. “Jesus,” he muttered, his voice thick. “You’re dripping. Smell like you’ve been aching for me all night.”

Before she could respond, his tongue dragged hot and slow up her slit. Sierra cried out, her knees buckling, her hands flying to the wall behind her for balance.

“Fuck!”

Her thighs trembled as he licked her again, rougher this time, his tongue pushing between her folds, dipping inside. Wet heat exploded through her belly, her pussy clenching around nothing as slick poured down his chin.

Luke’s breath hitched across the room. His smirk faltered, his jaw flexing hard as he watched his wife’s body quake under another man’s tongue. “Look at you, Sierra,” he muttered, voice rough. “Spread wide for him. Drenching his face.”

Tristen groaned low, gripping her thighs tighter as he buried himself deeper. His tongue circled her clit, flicking fast, then slower, teasing her until she whimpered. “Sweet little pussy,” he murmured against her. “Can’t get enough of this.”

Sierra’s head fell back, her cries spilling free, shame and arousal tangled into one desperate sound. Luke’s watching me fall apart. He’s watching me melt on another man’s tongue.

Her pussy pulsed, her body shaking, every nerve burning. She was close—so close she could taste it—her thighs clenching hard around Tristen’s head.

Luke’s voice cut through, sharp, guttural. “Don’t you fucking come yet.”

Her breath hitched. Her body spasmed with need. She whimpered, clinging to the wall. “Luke—please⁠—”

Tristen only chuckled against her, his tongue flicking faster. “She’s right there,” he muttered, voice muffled by her slick. “Can feel her twitching.”

Luke’s smirk twisted into something darker. “Make her beg. I want to hear her choke on how bad she needs it.”

Tristen’s tongue worked her clit mercilessly, fast circles that made Sierra’s knees quake, her thighs squeezing his head. His rough hands held her open, spreading her for his mouth, leaving her no escape.

Her whole body shook. Wetness gushed down her thighs, her breath came in ragged sobs. I can’t—oh God, I can’t hold it⁠—

Luke’s voice cut sharp across the room. “Not yet.”

Her stomach twisted, her pussy clenching hard. She whimpered, pressing her back to the wall, trying to stay upright as Tristen devoured her. Tears stung her eyes from the sheer intensity.

“Luke—please—” she gasped, her voice cracking. “I can’t—please⁠—”

He didn’t move. His eyes burned into hers, his smirk razor sharp. “Say it.”

Tristen growled against her pussy, his tongue plunging deep, then flicking her clit until she cried out again. Sierra’s hands clawed at the wall, her head shaking.

“Say what you are,” Luke demanded, his voice guttural.

Her shame burst like a dam. She sobbed, her voice high, broken. “I’m your slut—your messy, desperate slut—please let me come—please!”

Luke’s chest heaved. His smirk slipped into something raw, his jealousy and pride tangled tight. He stepped forward, his voice rough, almost snarling. “Come for him, Sierra. Come on his tongue while I watch.”

Her body shattered at the words.

She screamed, thighs clamping around Tristen’s head as waves of release tore through her. Slick flooded his mouth, spilling down her legs, her whole body convulsing against the wall.

Tristen groaned low, lapping greedily, his hands digging into her ass to hold her still. “Fuck yes,” he muttered against her, drinking her down. “Messy little slut.”

Luke’s jaw clenched, his hand curling into a fist at his side as he watched his wife’s body quake under another man’s tongue.

Sierra’s vision blurred, her voice hoarse from crying out. She sagged against the wall, trembling, her chest heaving as aftershocks rolled through her.

And Luke’s eyes never left her.

Sierra was still trembling against the wall, her body slick with sweat and release, her thighs wet from Tristen’s tongue. Her chest rose and fell in frantic rhythm, nipples flushed and stiff, her pussy still pulsing with aftershocks.

Tristen stood slowly, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, his grin dark and hungry. “Goddamn,” he muttered, his eyes raking over her shaking frame. “Never tasted anyone that wet before.”

Sierra whimpered, trying to catch her breath, shame flooding her chest even as her pussy clenched for more. Oh God, I came on his tongue. In front of Luke. And I still want it.

Tristen’s hand dropped to his belt, unbuckling it with a sharp clink. His jeans sagged as he shoved them down, freeing his cock—thick, hard, slick already with his own precum.

Her eyes widened, her stomach twisting. He’s really going to fuck me. Right here. Right in front of my husband.

Luke’s smirk was gone now, replaced by something darker, more dangerous. His fists curled at his sides, his jaw flexing hard. But he didn’t move to stop it. His voice came low, guttural, strained with control. “Do it. Show her what she begged for.”

Tristen stepped closer, his hand gripping her chin, forcing her eyes up to his. “You ready for this, sweetheart? Ready to feel me stretch you open while your man watches?”

Sierra’s legs trembled. Her lips parted, her voice breaking. “Yes…”

Tristen groaned low, pressing his cock against her slick folds, sliding it up and down her pussy. Her whole body jolted at the contact, her hips jerking forward helplessly.

Luke’s eyes narrowed, his breath sharp as he watched his wife grind against another man’s cock. Pride and jealousy warred inside him, each breath tight, each second harder to bear.

Tristen smirked, lining himself up at her entrance. “Good girl,” he muttered. “Now let’s see how tight this pussy really is.”

He pushed forward, the thick head of his cock stretching her slowly, parting her folds inch by inch.

Sierra cried out, her nails clawing at the wall, her pussy clenching hard around the intrusion. Wetness streamed down her thighs as her body opened for him. Oh God, he’s inside me. He’s really inside me.

Luke’s voice cut sharp across the room, ragged with need and rage. “Take it, Sierra. Take his cock and remember who put you here.”

Tristen groaned as the swollen head of his cock pushed past Sierra’s slick folds, sinking into her inch by inch. Her body clenched around him, trembling, wet heat coating him as she gasped against the wall.

Her nails scraped at the plaster, her chest arching forward, breasts bouncing with every shaky breath. Oh God, he’s inside me. He’s stretching me. Luke’s watching every second.

Luke’s jaw tightened, his voice guttural, ragged with jealousy and pride. “Take it, Sierra. Take his cock while I watch you come apart.”

The room pulsed with heat, the air thick, every sound sharper—the rasp of Tristen’s breath, Sierra’s broken cry, Luke’s low growl.

And then Tristen shoved deeper.


CHAPTER 17


Luke leaned against the door, his fists clenched so tight his knuckles whitened. His jaw ached from how hard he ground his teeth, every muscle in his body coiled tight.

He watched Tristen’s cock sink into Sierra, watched her body stretch around him, wetness coating the thick shaft inch by inch. The sound alone—slick and obscene—made Luke’s blood run hot.

His chest heaved, pride and rage battling in equal measure. That’s my wife. My wife taking another man’s cock. Mine, not his. She’s only this wet because of me. She’s only here because I told her to be.

But jealousy clawed through him all the same. Seeing Tristen’s hands gripping her thighs, seeing her breasts bounce as her body gave way—it made Luke’s vision blur with fury. He wanted to rip her away, shove the bastard against the wall, and remind Sierra whose pussy really belonged to him.

And yet… his cock strained painfully against his jeans, harder than it had ever been. His chest ached with hunger, his skin electric with need. The sight of her opening for another man lit him up in ways he couldn’t deny.

She cried out—high, broken, desperate—and the sound speared straight through him. He smirked despite the rage burning in his chest. That’s it, baby. Scream. Show him what I already know—that no one makes you fall apart like me watching you.

Luke’s breath came rough, ragged. He was shaking with the need to touch her, to claim her, to taste the mess Tristen was making of her. His jealousy was fire in his veins, but it was the kind that burned him alive with lust.

“Fuck,” he muttered under his breath, eyes locked on Sierra. “She’s mine. Every cry, every drop—mine.”

uke’s nails bit into his palms as he clenched his fists tighter, the sound of Sierra’s wetness filling the room with every inch Tristen forced inside her. Each obscene noise hit him like a slap, stoking his fury and his arousal in equal measure.

His cock throbbed painfully, straining against his zipper, demanding release. But he refused to touch himself. Not yet. He needed to feel every sting of this moment raw.

Look at her. My wife. My sweet Sierra, spread open for another man. Taking him deeper than she’s ever taken anyone but me. She looks ruined already, and he’s barely started.

The thought made his stomach twist, made his vision pulse red with jealousy. But at the same time, his heart hammered with hunger, his chest alive with heat. His wife’s gasps, her trembling thighs, the way her nipples stood flushed and stiff—it all belonged to him, even while Tristen used her body.

When this is over, she’s mine again. I’ll drag her into the car, taste the cum dripping out of her, fuck her until she can’t stand. I’ll make sure she remembers who she belongs to.

The image of it made his cock twitch, a groan slipping past his lips. He smirked, dark and hungry. Go ahead, Sierra. Fall apart for him. Because when he’s done, I’ll make you beg to be filled again. And you’ll beg me this time.

He shifted his weight against the door, eyes narrowing, watching every desperate cry, every roll of her hips.

“Fuck,” he muttered under his breath, his voice low, guttural. “She’s never looked hotter. Never sounded filthier. Goddamn, I’m going to break her when I get her back.”

Sierra’s nails clawed at the wall, her chest arched forward, her breasts bouncing with each ragged breath. Tristen’s cock stretched her wide, sliding deeper inch by inch until she thought she might split apart.

A broken cry tore from her throat. God, he’s so thick. He’s filling me. He’s really inside me—and Luke’s watching every second.

Her pussy clenched hard around him, slick gushing down her thighs. The obscene sound of it filled the small room, echoing louder than the pounding of her heart. She felt ruined already, stretched and dripping, every nerve alight with pleasure and shame.

Tristen groaned, gripping her hips tighter, dragging her back against him. “Shit, you’re tight. Squeezing me like you’ve been starving for cock.”

She whimpered, her face burning. I’m soaking him. I can feel myself spilling down his shaft. Oh God, I can’t hide how much I want it.

Her eyes flicked toward Luke—leaning against the door, fists clenched, jaw tight. His smirk had gone darker, sharper, but his eyes burned like fire, locked on where Tristen’s cock split her open.

The sight made her pussy clench harder, made wet heat pour out of her. Shame knifed through her chest, but so did hunger. He’s watching me be used. He’s making me stay open for another man. And it’s making me wetter than I’ve ever been.

Tristen grunted, pulling back just far enough to slam in again, harder this time. Sierra’s cry rang off the walls, high and desperate, her nails dragging down the plaster.

Her breasts bounced, her thighs quaked, her whole body trembling with every thrust. She could feel Luke’s stare on her, hot and consuming, feeding her need even as it burned her with guilt.

I’m falling apart. I’m his wife, and I’m falling apart on another man’s cock.

Tristen’s hands tightened on her hips, but instead of slamming, he shifted his weight and sank into a slow, grinding rhythm. The tip of him stayed buried, then pulled back half an inch and pressed forward in a deliberate, torturous slide that left her feeling both filled and teased.

Sierra’s breath hitched. The change was worse than force—this slow, steady friction stroked places that stabbed straight through her shame into something feral. Her whole body reacted before her brain could protest. Her hips rocked, chasing the movement even as she tried to brace against it.

“God,” Tristen murmured, low and satisfied. “You feel so good when you squirm.”

She couldn’t answer. Words tangled in the heat pooling at the base of her spine. Every pull and press of his hips rubbed her clit against his pelvis, the silk-thin sensation of flesh on flesh making her thighs tremble. The pressure made her toes curl. Her hands found the nearest bit of wood and dug in until her fingernails ached.

He’s not pummeling me. He’s making me writhe, she thought, breathless and dizzy. This is worse—slower and smarter. He can feel every little shiver I make.

Luke watched from the doorway, the slow grind pushing him almost as much as it did her. He could see the way her back arched, the way her mouth fell open with each press. Pride rolled through him in hot waves—this was his work, his dare—and jealousy flared like a torch. He wanted to yank Tristen off and take her then and there, to barrel into her with the same urgent hunger, but that would ruin the scene he’d set. He swallowed the need down, letting the ache twist in his gut.

Tristen shifted his hand to the front of her thigh and stroked upward in rhythm with the grinding, his palm tracing the path her juices were making, leaving a damp trail. He watched her face as if cataloguing every flutter and gasp.

“You like that, don’t you?” he whispered against the shell of her ear. “You like being watched while you melt for someone else.”

Sierra’s throat bobbed. Tears clung to her lashes from the earlier releases, and now a fresh, hot tremor threatened to tear loose. “Yes,” she gasped. The word was barely a sound, but it was true—filthy, humiliating, undeniable.

Tristen dipped his head and kissed the side of her neck, a deliberate, possessive press. “Say it,” he urged. “Say you want me.”

She choked on the confession, heart hammering. “I want you,” she breathed, and the admission felt like both a surrender and a blade.

Luke’s jaw tightened at her words. “Say it louder,” he rasped, not stepping forward but letting his demand carry. His voice was rough around the edges, hungry. “Say his name and say mine. Say what you want us to do to you.”

For a moment, Sierra only felt the world as rhythm: his hips, his hand, the wet slick that connected them. Then the room narrowed to the two men who held her—the man grinding slow inside her, the man who’d pushed her into this and watched it happen. She opened her mouth, each syllable a small surrender.

“Tristen,” she said, breathless. “Luke. I want you both. I want him inside me, and I want you watching.”

Tristen hummed appreciatively and increased the pressure just a notch, driving the head of him into the spot that made her toes curl. The movement was gentle enough to be merciless. Sierra’s whole body twisted in response; a low moan tore out of her before she could stop it.

Luke’s hand tightened against his beer bottle on the counter until the glass rattled. He didn’t move away—he didn’t need to. The sight of Sierra naming them both, the way her voice went thin and wrecked, drove something sharp and satisfied through him. He let himself imagine pulling her into the car later, making her tastes his alone, but for now the watching was everything.

Tristen leaned forward, lips brushing her collarbone. “Messy for me,” he said, savoring the word. “So sloppy. I could fuck you slow all night and you’d still be crying for more.”

Sierra’s knees threatened to give. The slow grind had already ground away her pretense; every word, every press of his pelvis made her squirm harder. She felt ridiculous and feral at once—ashamed that she enjoyed the exposure, incandescent with wanting.

When Tristen changed the angle, that little pivot of his hips knocked her breath out. He found the exact spot to press and held it there, long, delicious pressure that had her jaw clench. Her fingers dug deeper into the wood, nails raking, while the wet warmth soaked his stomach where he pressed against her.

“Please,” she whispered, not sure who she begged—him, Luke, herself.

Tristen’s hand cupped her jaw, thumb stroking her lip. “Not yet,” he breathed, a smile in his whisper. “I want you to wobble for me.”

Sierra’s shoulders shook. She was unmoored, trembling at the edge of everything. The room hummed with the small, obscene music of their bodies—squeaks, breaths, the slick sound of heat on skin. She wanted to beg full-throatedly, to collapse and give everything away, but Tristen’s deliberate cruelty kept her circling the edge, and Luke’s presence kept the shame bright as a brand.

She squirmed again, desperate and small and craving, each slow slide of Tristen pressing her closer to a breaking point she knew she couldn’t hold for long.

Sierra’s nails dug grooves into the plaster, her body writhing helplessly under Tristen’s slow, deliberate thrusts. Every drag of his cock set her nerves alight, every pause made her wetter, needier.

Luke’s stare seared her from across the room, sharp as a blade, heavy as a brand. She couldn’t escape it—her husband watching her squirm, watching her beg without words.

Her thighs quaked, her body burned, her voice cracked into a whisper. “Please…”

Tristen only chuckled against her ear, hips grinding in a cruel, perfect rhythm. “Not yet, sweetheart. Not until I make you scream.”

Her whole body trembled on the edge, every nerve stretched thin. The waiting was its own kind of torture, and she knew she couldn’t hold much longer.


CHAPTER 18


Tristen’s growl cut through the silence, raw and hungry. “Enough teasing.”

His grip on Sierra’s hips tightened, bruising, and in one sharp movement he yanked her back against him. His cock drove deep, no hesitation, no mercy.

Sierra screamed, the sound echoing off the walls. Her body slammed against the wall, breasts bouncing, nails scraping down the plaster as her pussy stretched to take him.

“Oh God—!” she gasped, her legs shaking, her whole body jolting with the force of him.

Tristen didn’t slow. He pounded into her, rough and relentless, each thrust pushing her harder against the wall. The room filled with the wet slap of skin on skin, her cries mingling with his grunts.

Luke’s breath caught at the sight, his fists curling tight at his sides. His smirk was gone—now his jaw flexed, his eyes burning with rage and lust as he watched his wife take another man’s cock in brutal rhythm.

She’s mine, he thought, chest heaving. Every scream, every drop soaking his cock—it’s all mine. And when he’s done, I’ll fucking show her.

Sierra’s vision blurred with tears, her body breaking under the pace. Shame, heat, guilt, and hunger tangled in her chest, leaving only one truth—she couldn’t stop. She didn’t want to stop.

Each thrust drove her closer, her pussy clenching tighter, slick gushing down her thighs. Her voice broke in a desperate cry: “Luke—oh God—Luke!”

Tristen’s cock slammed into her again, the sound of wet flesh echoing in the cramped room. Sierra’s body jolted with each thrust, her breasts bouncing wildly, her nails clawing at the wall for something to hold onto.

Her cries came ragged, high-pitched, breaking with every snap of his hips. “Oh God—oh God—so deep—” She couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe past the brutal rhythm splitting her open. Her pussy clenched hard, milking him, her slick pouring down her thighs with every thrust.

The shame was scorching, but so was the heat that burned through her belly. And when her voice finally broke into a sob, the name that tore free wasn’t the man inside her.

“Luke!”

Her husband’s name ripped from her throat in a scream that echoed off the walls.

Luke’s chest heaved, his hands curling into fists against the door. The sound of his name on her lips, screamed while another man’s cock wrecked her, speared straight through his chest.

His jaw clenched tight, his eyes narrowed on her trembling body. Pride and fury tangled in his gut, molten and unbearable. She’s screaming for me. Not him. Me. Even while he’s inside her, she still belongs to me.

Tristen groaned, his hands bruising her hips as he pounded harder. “Fuck, she’s tight. She’s squeezing me like she doesn’t want to let go.”

Sierra sobbed, her body shattering under the pace. Her skin slapped against his with each brutal thrust, every sound a humiliating soundtrack to her surrender. Yet her mind screamed with one truth—Luke’s watching. Luke’s listening. Luke’s the one I’m really giving this to.

Her knees buckled, her voice hoarse, but still she cried out again, desperate, raw. “Luke!”

Luke’s cock strained painfully in his jeans, his chest burning with the need to tear Tristen off her and bury himself in her dripping pussy. But he held still, his voice a guttural growl. “That’s right. Keep saying my name while he fucks you. Let him know who you really belong to.”

Sierra’s pussy clenched harder at the command, wetness spilling down her thighs as she screamed again, her body convulsing against the wall.

Luke’s eyes burned hotter, his fists trembling with the fight to stay back. When he’s done, she’s mine. Every inch of her. Every drop dripping out of her. Mine.

Tristen’s pace turned savage, his hips snapping against her ass, the wet slap echoing in the small room. Sierra’s body jolted forward with every thrust, her nails leaving deep gouges in the plaster.

Her breasts bounced wildly, sweat dripping down her flushed chest. Her cries grew higher, more frantic, her voice breaking apart. I can’t take it—God, I can’t—he’s splitting me—he’s ruining me⁠—

Tristen groaned, his cock driving deeper, his grip bruising on her hips. “You feel that? That’s me owning this pussy. Squeezing me so hard, dripping like you can’t get enough.”

Her vision blurred, her whole body trembling. Heat exploded low in her belly, her pussy pulsing tight around him. She couldn’t hold back. She didn’t want to.

“Oh God—Luke—I’m gonna⁠—”

Luke’s chest heaved, his fists curling tight, his cock straining hard. His eyes burned with fire as he watched her break apart, screaming his name while another man’s cock wrecked her.

“Come,” he growled, his voice sharp, guttural. “Come on his cock, Sierra. Let him feel what only I can give you.”

The command hit like lightning. Sierra screamed, her body convulsing, pussy clamping hard around Tristen as slick gushed down her thighs. Her whole body shook violently, collapsing against the wall as waves of release tore through her.

Tristen groaned, gritting his teeth as she milked him, her tight spasms dragging him deeper. “Fuck—she’s squeezing me like she wants to rip my cock off—” He slammed harder, grinding into her as her orgasm poured out over him.

Sierra sobbed, her legs trembling, her voice hoarse from screaming. I came—I came so hard—with him inside me—and Luke watching⁠—

Luke’s jaw flexed, his eyes locked on the mess dripping down her thighs, his wife convulsing around another man’s cock. Pride burned hot, but so did fury. She looks ruined. But she’s mine. Mine to put back together. Mine to reclaim.

Tristen’s groan rumbled low in his chest, his thrusts sharp and deep as Sierra spasmed around him. Her pussy clamped down hard, pulsing with every wave of release, milking his cock in a desperate rhythm.

“Fuck,” he muttered, gritting his teeth, his grip bruising her hips. “She’s wringing me dry.”

But he didn’t let go. He held himself back, sweat dripping down his temples as he growled through clenched teeth. His cock throbbed inside her, heavy and straining, but he refused to spill.

Sierra sagged against the wall, her whole body trembling, her voice hoarse from crying out. Her pussy still clenched around him in aftershocks, wetness slicking down her thighs, soaking his jeans where their bodies met. I came so hard—I’m still shaking—I can’t stop shaking⁠—

Luke’s breath came ragged, chest heaving as he leaned against the door. His fists were tight, his jaw locked, his cock straining painfully in his jeans. He watched every tremor of her body, every shiver of her thighs, every drip that ran down Tristen’s cock and onto the floor.

She looks wrecked. My wife looks ruined. And I let this happen. I made this happen.

His smirk returned, sharp and dark. But beneath it, his eyes burned with fire, jealousy simmering like a storm ready to break. He won’t finish inside her. Not yet. That’s mine. That’s for me.

Tristen chuckled breathlessly, leaning close to Sierra’s ear. “Messy little slut. You just soaked my cock like I’ve never seen before. Bet your husband’s never watched you fall apart like that.”

Luke’s jaw tightened, his fists curling tighter. Careful, he thought, heat roaring in his chest. Say one more word like that, and I’ll rip you off her myself.

Sierra whimpered, her face pressed to the wall, her body still trembling. But even through the exhaustion, her pussy clenched again, aching for more.

And Luke saw it.

She’s not done. She’s still hungry. And she’s mine to finish.

Tristen’s groans deepened, his thrusts losing rhythm as his grip tightened bruisingly around Sierra’s hips. “Shit—fuck—can’t hold it⁠—”

Before she could process, he slammed deep and stayed there. His cock pulsed hard, twitching inside her. Hot release surged into her pussy in thick waves, filling her to the brim.

Sierra gasped, her back arching, her nails dragging helplessly down the wall. Oh God—he’s coming inside me—he’s filling me⁠—

Warmth flooded her, gushing around his cock and dripping down her thighs. The wet sound was obscene, sticky and slick as Tristen groaned against her shoulder.

Luke froze at the sight, every muscle in his body seizing. His fists clenched so tight his knuckles cracked, his jaw grinding until his teeth ached. His eyes locked on the mess spilling out of his wife’s pussy—thick, white, leaking down her trembling legs.

He came inside her. He dared to fucking spill inside what belongs to me.

Jealousy scorched his veins, sharp and brutal. Rage curled hot in his chest, but so did something darker—hunger, raw and unbearable. His cock throbbed in his jeans, harder than it had ever been.

Tristen groaned, pulling halfway out, only for more cum to gush free, dripping to the floor. He chuckled breathlessly, smacking Sierra’s ass with a rough hand. “Fuck—tightest pussy I’ve ever been in. Couldn’t help myself.”

Luke’s vision blurred red. He pushed off the door, his boots heavy against the floor as he closed the distance in sharp, controlled steps. His voice was guttural, shaking with fury and lust.

“You’re done.”

Tristen smirked, still catching his breath. “Yeah, she’s all yours now, man.”

Luke’s eyes narrowed, burning holes into Sierra—her body quaking, her thighs slick with another man’s cum. His cock throbbed painfully, his chest heaving. She’s wrecked. She’s ruined. And now I’m going to take her back.

He gripped Sierra’s wrist, yanking her back from the wall, spinning her to face him. His lips crushed to hers in a bruising kiss, his tongue claiming her mouth as his hands dragged over her sticky thighs.

The taste of her moan, the scent of sex, the sight of cum dripping down her legs—it all drove him over the edge. His kiss was a promise and a punishment.

Now she’s mine again.

Luke’s kiss broke with a growl, his hand clamping tight around Sierra’s wrist. She gasped, her legs still trembling, slick and cum dripping down her thighs.

“Luke—”

“Not here,” he snapped, his voice guttural, shaking with fury and need. “You’re mine. You’re fucking mine. And he doesn’t get to watch this part.”

Before she could answer, he yanked her toward the door. Tristen leaned back against the wall, smirking, but Luke didn’t spare him a glance. His entire focus was locked on Sierra—his ruined, glistening, shaking wife.

The hallway blurred around her, her heels scraping against the floor as he hauled her forward. Her chest heaved, her breasts still bare, the bunched red dress clinging uselessly at her hips. She was flushed, wrecked, dripping, and her husband dragged her through the bar like a man possessed.

The night air hit her skin sharp and cool when they spilled outside. Luke didn’t stop. His grip never loosened. The parking lot was half-empty, shadows stretching long under the flickering lights.

He shoved her up against the car, his mouth crashing to hers again, his kiss messy, devouring. His hands dragged over her ass, spreading the slick mess that still leaked between her thighs, smearing it over her skin.

Sierra whimpered into his mouth, her body melting into his rough grip. Her chest ached with shame, but her pussy clenched hard, wetter than ever. He’s furious. He’s jealous. And he’s about to claim me harder than he ever has.

Luke broke the kiss with a snarl, his voice low and rough in her ear. “Get in the car.”

Her stomach flipped. She scrambled into the back seat, her body still trembling, her skin hot and sticky. The second she was inside, Luke followed, slamming the door shut behind them.

The car was dark, the air heavy with their ragged breathing. Luke loomed over her, his hands already tugging the ruined red dress down her legs and throwing it aside.

His eyes were wild, his chest heaving, his cock straining painfully against his jeans. He grabbed her thighs, spreading them wide, staring at the mess between them—cum still dripping from her swollen pussy.

“Look at you,” he growled, his voice rough with rage and lust. “Wrecked. Used. And now I’m going to fuck you until every drop of him is gone.”

Sierra gasped, her whole body shaking as his words ripped through her. Shame burned in her chest, but so did unbearable hunger. Yes. God, yes. Take me. Make me yours again.


CHAPTER 19


The car rocked under Luke’s weight as he shoved Sierra back against the seat, her thighs spread wide, her body slick and ruined. His hands gripped her hips like he could crush them, his jaw tight, his eyes burning hot with fury and need.

His cock was already out, hard and throbbing, the head brushing against her messy folds. Cum still clung to her pussy, dripping down her thighs in thick, humiliating streaks.

Luke growled low, his voice guttural. “You feel that? That’s not yours anymore. That’s mine. All mine.”

And with no warning, he slammed into her.

Sierra screamed, her back arching off the seat as his cock drove deep, shoving past the wet mess already filling her. The stretch was brutal, overwhelming—her pussy clenched tight around him, squeezing slick and cum out onto his shaft.

“Oh God—Luke!” she cried, her voice raw.

He didn’t slow. His hips snapped forward again, harder, the sound of wet skin smacking echoing in the cramped car. Cum spilled out with every thrust, dripping down his cock, soaking his thighs.

Luke’s growl cut through the air, his words ragged. “Hear that? That’s me fucking you clean. Every drop of him—mine now.”

Her body convulsed, the obscene wetness making every thrust louder, filthier. She sobbed, her hands clawing at his back, her whole body shuddering as he took her. He’s furious. He’s claiming me. He’s erasing him from me.

Luke’s lips crashed to hers again, teeth clashing, his kiss rough and messy. His tongue filled her mouth the same way his cock filled her pussy—domineering, demanding, punishing and worshipping all at once.

The car rocked harder with his thrusts, the windows fogging with their breath, the air heavy with sex and sweat.

Her pussy pulsed around him, soaked and spasming, every nerve on fire. She screamed his name again, desperate, broken. “Luke—Luke—I’m yours—I’m always yours!”

Luke’s chest heaved, his cock slamming deep, his voice guttural in her ear. “Damn right you are. Say it again.”

Her throat burned, her voice cracked, but she obeyed, screaming the words between sobs as his cock drove into her. “I’m yours—only yours—fuck me, Luke!”

Luke’s thrusts came savage, brutal, shaking the car with each snap of his hips. His cock slammed deep, driving out slick with every stroke. The wet squelch of it filled the cramped space, obscene and relentless.

Sierra sobbed against the seat, her nails clawing at the upholstery, her breasts bouncing with every brutal thrust. Shame and hunger tangled in her chest, every nerve sparking as he wrecked her body. He’s fucking me like I belong to him. Because I do. God, I do.

Luke’s voice was a growl in her ear, ragged with rage and lust. “Soaked. Wrecked. Messy with his cum. And still, this pussy is mine.”

His hand gripped her throat, tilting her face up to him. He kissed her hard, biting her lip, then pulled back just enough to snarl, “Say it.”

Her voice cracked, breathless. “It’s yours—only yours—fuck, Luke, it’s yours!”

He slammed into her harder, the car rocking with the force. Cum spilled around his cock, leaking onto the seat, the filthy sound of it loud and humiliating.

Luke groaned, his chest heaving. “That’s right. You’re mine to ruin. Mine to fuck raw. Mine to fill.”

Sierra’s pussy clenched violently around him, her whole body trembling. Wet heat poured down her thighs, mixing with his thrusts. Her cries grew higher, more frantic, her voice breaking with each snap of his hips.

“Oh God—Luke—I’m⁠—”

“Come,” he growled, his hand gripping her ass, dragging her down onto his cock. “Come for me, Sierra. Come on my cock while I fuck every drop of him out of you.”

Her scream split the air, her body convulsing violently as orgasm tore through her. Her pussy pulsed hard, milking his cock, gushing slick and cum all over him.

Luke’s eyes darkened, his thrusts turning desperate, his cock pounding into her with brutal force. “Fuck—so tight—so messy—” His groan broke into a snarl as he shoved deep and held there.

His cock pulsed hard, release surging into her in thick, hot waves. Cum spilled deep, mixing with what Tristen left, overflowing until it streamed down her thighs.

Luke’s jaw clenched, his voice guttural as his body shook. “There. Now you’re full of me. Only me.”

Sierra sobbed, trembling, wrecked beneath him. Her pussy quivered around his cock, her body raw, her voice broken as she gasped his name.

The car stank of sex and sweat, windows fogged, their bodies tangled in mess and heat.

And Luke didn’t let her go. His hands gripped her hips hard, holding her in place, his chest pressed to hers, his cock still buried deep. She’s mine. She’ll always be mine.

Sierra lay sprawled across the back seat, her chest heaving, her body still trembling from the storm Luke had unleashed inside her. Her thighs ached from being forced wide, her pussy throbbed raw and dripping with the thick mix of two men, and every inch of her skin burned from the rough way he’d held her down and taken her.

Her lips were swollen from his kisses, her throat scraped from screaming his name. Tears streaked her cheeks—half from the overwhelming pleasure, half from the sheer intensity of being wrecked by him.

God, he fucked me like I wasn’t his wife but his property. Like I was something he had to reclaim, had to brand with his cock. And I let him. I wanted it.

Shame coiled in her chest, hot and heavy. She could still feel Tristen inside her, still feel the way he filled her first, still hear his groan when he came. But stronger than that was the memory of Luke dragging her out, snarling, You’re mine.

Her pussy clenched weakly at the thought, a shiver running through her wrecked body. I’m ruined. I’m used. And I’ve never felt more his.

She tilted her head, watching him through the fogged glass of the car. His chest still rose and fell hard, his jaw tight, his eyes burning with something sharp and dangerous.

He looked like a man who could break her again. And she knew—if he demanded it—she would let him.

Her body ached, her throat raw, but her heart pounded with something almost terrifying. Hunger. Need. I want more. I shouldn’t—but I do. I want more.


CHAPTER 20


The car was silent except for their ragged breaths. The windows were fogged, the seats damp with sweat and cum, the air thick with the smell of sex. Sierra lay slumped against the leather, her chest rising and falling in uneven gasps, her body still twitching from aftershocks.

Luke hovered above her, his hands still gripping her hips, his cock still buried deep. His jaw was tight, his chest heaved, but the wild fire in his eyes had dimmed into something softer.

He studied her face—her flushed cheeks, swollen lips, tear-streaked skin. She looked wrecked. Beautiful. His.

His grip loosened. One rough hand that had claimed her moments ago now brushed gently across her damp cheek, wiping away a stray tear with his thumb. “Sierra,” he murmured, his voice hoarse but tender.

Her eyes fluttered open, heavy and glassy. Shame burned through her chest, but when she met his gaze, what she saw wasn’t anger—it was something deeper, steadier.

Luke leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to her lips. Not punishing, not devouring—just a kiss, slow and anchoring. His forehead rested against hers as he whispered, “Mine. Always mine.”

Her throat tightened. Her hands lifted weakly, clutching at his shirt, pulling him closer. Tears welled in her eyes again, not from shame this time but from the sheer weight of what she felt.

He trailed his lips down her cheek, to her jaw, to the damp skin of her throat. His kisses were softer now, reverent, almost apologetic for the storm he’d just unleashed. Each press of his mouth whispered what his rough words had shouted: I love you. I need you. I’ll never let you go.

Sierra’s body still ached, her thighs sticky, her pussy raw and dripping, but in his arms she felt held, claimed, worshipped.

“Luke,” she whispered, her voice cracked and trembling. “You… you broke me.”

His lips found hers again, tender but fierce. “Then I’ll be the one to put you back together.”

Luke’s lips lingered against hers, tender and slow, his breath mingling with hers. His hands, once rough and demanding, now traced over her body with reverence, cupping her cheek, sliding down her damp skin as though she might break if he pressed too hard.

Sierra’s chest tightened. Her body still throbbed from the brutality of what he’d done, her thighs sticky, her pussy sore and dripping—but his touch now made her ache in a different way. A softer way.

“Luke,” she whispered, her voice cracking. “I thought… I thought I’d lost you in there.”

He shook his head, kissing her jaw, her throat, the swell of her breast. His voice was low, steady. “Never. You’re mine, Sierra. Even when I let you go, even when I make you do things that tear me apart, you’re still mine.”

Her eyes stung. Tears slid hot down her cheeks, mixing with the sweat on her skin. He means it. God, he means it. Even with another man inside me, I was still his. I always will be.

His cock was still inside her, but his movements slowed, gentle now, rocking into her with a tenderness that made her shiver. Each slow thrust stretched her sore body, filled her, soothed her.

She gasped softly, her lips parting. “It feels different now. Like you’re… like you’re holding me together.”

Luke’s forehead pressed to hers, his lips brushing her mouth with each breath. “That’s all I want. To put you back together after I break you. To remind you who you belong to, but also remind you who loves you.”

Her heart squeezed. Shame still lingered—images of Tristen’s cock, his hands, his groans—but Luke’s eyes on hers burned hotter than any memory. His love drowned out everything else.

Her monologue fluttered inside her chest, desperate and raw. I thought letting someone else inside me would ruin us. But it hasn’t. It’s made him fiercer. It’s made me feel wanted in a way I never imagined. And right now, it’s only him. Only Luke.

She clutched his shoulders, her nails pressing into his skin as she rocked with him. “I love you,” she whispered, tears spilling. “Even when I’m filthy, even when I’m ruined—I love you.”

Luke’s voice cracked, his rhythm slow but deep. “I love you too, Sierra. God, I’ve never loved you more than I do right now.”

Their lips met again, soft, lingering, as his cock stroked her slow and careful, each thrust filled with reverence instead of rage. The car no longer rocked violently, but swayed gently with the rhythm of their bodies, their breaths syncing, their words dissolving into kisses.

For the first time that night, Sierra felt whole again.

The car hummed as Luke drove, his hand resting firmly on Sierra’s bare thigh. She leaned against the cool glass of the window, her hair damp with sweat, her body still sore and sticky beneath the dress he’d shoved back onto her.

The silence stretched for miles, heavy but not cold. Her chest ached with the weight of everything—Tristen’s hands, his cock, Luke’s rage, the way she’d screamed both men’s names—but when she looked at her husband’s profile, sharp and calm in the glow of the dashboard lights, the shame ebbed.

“I can’t stop thinking about it,” she whispered, her voice hoarse.

Luke’s thumb traced lazy circles on her thigh, his eyes still on the road. “Good. Neither can I.”

Her heart thumped. “Does it… does it make you hate me?”

He finally turned his head, just enough for her to see the truth burning in his gaze. “Hate you? No. I hate him. I hate that he touched you. But you? You’re the reason I can’t stop shaking. You’re the reason I’m harder for you now than I’ve ever been in my life.”

Her throat tightened. Heat spread through her chest, soft and dizzying. He doesn’t hate me. He wants me. God, he still wants me.

She placed her hand over his on her thigh, threading her fingers with his. “I’ve never felt closer to you, Luke. Even when I was begging for him… all I could think about was you.”

His jaw clenched, but his grip on her hand tightened. “I know. I could hear it in your screams.”

The car fell back into silence, but now it was warm, thick with love instead of shame.

At home, Luke guided her straight to the bathroom. Clothes peeled away, sticky fabric tossed aside. The hot water came down hard, steam filling the space as they stepped beneath the spray.

Sierra let the water run over her, washing away the sweat, the cum, the mess of another man. She leaned into Luke’s chest, her cheek against his heartbeat, her arms weak around his waist.

He held her close, his lips brushing her wet hair. His hands smoothed over her skin, not claiming now, not bruising, but cleansing, soothing. “Mine,” he whispered again, softer this time. “Even clean, even ruined—you’re mine.”

Her chest swelled with a warmth that made her tears blend with the shower spray. “Yours,” she echoed, her voice trembling. “Always yours.”

His fingers tilted her chin up, and he kissed her again—slow, lingering, like they had all the time in the world. Not rage, not jealousy, not even lust. Just love.

And in the soft rhythm of water and breath, Sierra finally felt at peace.


EPILOGUE


The hotel suite gleamed with polished marble and city lights spilling in through the tall windows. Sierra curled into the plush armchair in nothing but Luke’s white button-down shirt, her bare legs tucked beneath her, a glass of champagne in hand.

Luke stood by the minibar, pouring his own drink, his eyes flicking to her every few seconds. Even after everything, he couldn’t stop watching her—like she might disappear if he blinked too long.

She smirked over the rim of her glass. “You’re staring again.”

“Always will,” he said simply, sipping his drink. “You’re mine. Why wouldn’t I?”

Her heart swelled, but she couldn’t resist a playful tilt of her head toward the lobby bar they’d passed on their way up. “That man downstairs—the one in the black suit? He looked at me like he wanted to eat me alive.”

Luke’s brow arched, his smirk sharp. “Yeah. I noticed.”

She leaned back, teasing, letting the shirt fall open just enough to expose the curve of her breast. “What would you do if I let him buy me a drink?”

His jaw flexed, but his eyes gleamed. He crossed the room in a few strides, leaning down until his mouth brushed her ear. “I’d make him watch while I took you upstairs and reminded you who you scream for.”

Her laugh was soft, breathless, the sound tangled with a shiver. God, even now, he can turn me inside out with just a whisper.

She caught his tie, tugging him closer, eyes dancing. “Maybe next time, I’ll pick the dare. You wouldn’t want to see me take control for once?”

Luke’s smirk widened as he pressed his lips to hers in a slow, consuming kiss. “Baby, I’d follow you anywhere. But don’t forget—when it’s over, you’ll still be mine to reclaim.”

Her pussy clenched at the word, heat rushing through her belly. She kissed him again, letting the champagne glass slip forgotten to the carpet.

Outside, the city glowed. Inside, they whispered, laughed, teased—plotting futures filled with love, fire, and dares that belonged to no one but them.


THE LONELY WIFE’S CONFESSION


CHAPTER 1


Doug crouched beside Madison’s nightstand, pushing aside the clutter with a sigh. He was only looking for his phone charger. She always “borrowed” it and forgot to put it back, and tonight he was too tired to dig through the mess.

He pulled open the top drawer, shoving past pens, hair ties, and a half-empty pack of gum. The cord wasn’t there. Instead, his fingers brushed something solid and smooth. He pulled it out and found a leather-bound journal, dark brown with a stretched-out elastic strap dangling loose.

Doug frowned. Madison wasn’t the type to keep a diary. She usually tapped reminders into her phone or scribbled on scraps of paper that ended up in the trash. A journal looked out of place here, tucked among the everyday junk.

For a moment he just held it, his thumb dragging lightly across the worn cover. He meant to set it aside and keep digging for the charger. But the book felt heavy, deliberate, like it contained something meant to stay hidden.

He hesitated, then laid it on the bed.

Doug stared at the closed cover, heart thudding harder than it should. He knew he shouldn’t. Everyone deserved privacy, and Madison had never once given him a reason not to trust her. Still, why would she keep a secret journal? Why hide it in the drawer she always told him not to mess with?

He rubbed a hand over his face, whispering, “Just put it back.”

But his eyes stayed fixed on it. Curiosity tugged at him like a hook in his gut. He thought of the times Madison had been distant lately, coming to bed late, sometimes too distracted even for their usual goodnight kiss. He thought of how often she’d smiled at her phone, tucking it away when he walked in.

His pulse quickened. Maybe this little book had the answers.

Doug slid a thumb under the cover and let it fall open.

Her handwriting jumped off the page—tight, neat, slanted like she’d written fast but carefully. He started with the first full sentence his eyes landed on.

“I dream about being surrounded, touched, stripped bare while Doug watches. I want to see his face when another man takes me. I want him hard and jealous and unable to look away.”

Doug froze, breath caught in his throat.

He turned the page with trembling fingers.

“Sometimes I imagine strangers. Sometimes I imagine his friends. In my head, I spread my legs wider, begging for more while he’s right there, letting it happen. I can’t stop thinking about it—I want to be taken and watched.”

Doug’s chest tightened. Shock, confusion, and a hot, forbidden rush of arousal slammed into him at once. Madison had written it all down, her craving for other men, her fantasy of him watching her give herself away.

The charger was forgotten. He kept reading, each line making his cock strain harder against his jeans.

Doug leaned back against the edge of the bed, the journal open across his lap, his heart hammering so loud it almost drowned out the words on the page.

What the hell was this? Madison—his Madison—writing about other men like she wanted them more than she wanted him. His first instinct screamed betrayal. His stomach twisted, a hot flash of anger rising at the idea of her even imagining it.

But beneath the anger was something else. His cock pulsed, thick and restless against his zipper. The words weren’t cold or distant. They were filthy, hungry, raw. Madison didn’t write about falling in love with anyone else. She wrote about being used, about him watching, about him being there.

Doug dragged a hand through his hair. Jesus Christ, why does this turn me on?

He imagined her at the kitchen table earlier tonight, laughing at some dumb TV commercial, the same woman who curled into his side every Sunday morning with messy hair and no makeup. That same woman had filled these pages with fantasies so dark and dirty he could barely process them.

It didn’t make sense. He should slam the book shut, shove it back in the drawer, and pretend he never saw it. That would be the safe thing. The right thing.

But his hands wouldn’t move. His eyes kept slipping back to the lines of her handwriting, each one pulling him deeper.

Shock warred with arousal, and curiosity bled through both. Did she really want this, or was it just fantasy? Had she been aching in silence while he walked around blind?

Doug swallowed hard, forcing himself to breathe. He didn’t know whether to be furious, devastated, or impossibly turned on. Maybe he was all three at once.

Doug turned another page, almost against his own will. His eyes devoured the lines, each word more explicit than the last.

“I imagine strangers pinning me down, my legs spread wide, Doug sitting in the corner with his fist tight around his cock. I want him to see me drip for another man. I want him to hear me beg for it.”

Doug’s throat tightened. His erection pressed painfully against his jeans, demanding release. He could see it so vividly—Madison, flushed and desperate, her voice hoarse as she pleaded for more while he sat powerless but burning with lust.

He flipped again.

“Sometimes I picture myself blindfolded. I don’t know who’s inside me, but I know Doug is watching. I know he can’t look away. The thought of him seeing me like that makes me wetter than anything else.”

A chill ran through him, equal parts shock and arousal. She had never spoken like this before, not in all their years together. And yet here it was, in ink, proof of desires she’d locked away from him.

Then—floorboards creaked down the hall.

Doug’s head shot up, pulse leaping. He recognized the sound immediately: Madison’s light steps heading toward the bedroom.

Panic surged. He snapped the journal shut, the elastic strap slipping crooked across the cover. His hands scrambled to shove it back into the drawer beneath the pens and clutter. He slid it shut just as the doorknob turned.

He sat on the edge of the bed, forcing his breath to even out, willing the flush in his cheeks to fade.

When Madison walked in, her hair tied up in a messy knot, holding her glass of water, Doug smiled like nothing was out of place. He didn’t say a word about what he’d just read.

But inside, his chest was still pounding, his cock still aching, and his mind was already racing with a secret he couldn’t unknow.

Doug lay in the dark, the sheets pulled up to his waist, staring at the ceiling. Madison’s soft breathing beside him was steady, peaceful, like nothing was wrong. She had drifted off in minutes, curled on her side the way she always did.

But for him, sleep wasn’t coming. His head wouldn’t quiet. The words he’d read looped again and again, each sentence pulling him in a different direction.

Confusion gripped him first—how long had she been writing these things? Had she always been hiding a side of herself he’d never seen? Then came the sharp bite of jealousy, his gut twisting at the thought of another man’s hands on her, another cock inside her while she begged for it.

Yet under the jealousy pulsed something darker, hotter. His cock stirred again just thinking about it, the image of Madison moaning for someone else while he watched making him throb against the sheets.

And beneath it all, a small sting of hurt. Why now? Hadn’t their sex life been good enough? Had he missed signs that she was unsatisfied? Was she secretly aching all this time while he walked around blind?

Doug shifted, turning on his side to watch her silhouette in the faint glow from the streetlight outside. Her face was relaxed, lips parted slightly, as though none of this turmoil churned between them.

Could they even do something like that—take her fantasies off the page and into reality? Would it ruin them, or would it make them something more?

Doug closed his eyes, but the questions wouldn’t leave him. Sleep stayed out of reach, and the night stretched long and restless.


CHAPTER 2


Doug sat across from Madison at the small dining table, pushing a fork through his mashed potatoes without really eating. She was chattering about her day—something about a coworker mixing up reports and how she had to step in to fix it—but he barely heard her.

Every time she moved, every little flick of her wrist or tilt of her head, the words from her diary burned hotter in his memory.

“I want him to see me drip for another man.”

Doug swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry. He tried to focus on her face, but his mind betrayed him, flashing images he couldn’t control: Madison bent over a table, skirt up, moaning while some faceless stranger slammed into her. Another flash—her legs spread wide on their bed, not for him, but for someone else, her eyes rolling back while Doug sat helpless in the corner.

He shifted uncomfortably in his chair. His cock stirred just from the thought, pressing against his jeans, shame and arousal tangling together in a knot he couldn’t untie.

Madison took a sip of her wine, smiling at him over the rim of the glass. “You’re quiet tonight. Everything okay?”

Doug forced a smile. “Yeah. Just… tired.”

But inside, his thoughts wouldn’t stop. Had she written those fantasies because she really wanted them, or were they just words on a page? Did she imagine his coworkers, the ones she saw every week? Did she picture strangers she passed on the street?

He pictured her in the office break room she’d described, laughing with his coworkers before pulling one of them into a dark corner, lifting her skirt for him. Doug’s gut twisted at the thought, jealousy clawing at him, but at the same time his cock throbbed against his zipper.

She reached for the bowl of vegetables, her sleeve slipping back to reveal the soft line of her wrist. Innocent, simple, nothing out of the ordinary—and yet all Doug could think was how those same hands might have clutched at another man’s shoulders in her imagination, how her nails might have dug into someone else’s back.

He nodded absently at something she said, but his mind was far away, drowning in images he couldn’t escape.

Madison set down her fork and narrowed her eyes at him. “Doug, are you even listening to me? What’s wrong?”

Her voice wasn’t sharp, just curious, but it made his chest tighten. He blinked, realizing he’d been staring at her without actually hearing a single word she’d said for the past five minutes.

“I’m listening,” he said quickly, forcing a small laugh. “You were talking about the reports at work, right?”

She tilted her head, unconvinced. “That was ten minutes ago. You’ve been somewhere else this whole time.”

Doug gripped his fork tighter, his knuckles whitening. Inside, the words he’d read last night clawed at him. I want him hard and jealous and unable to look away. The memory replayed itself in his mind, the neat slant of her handwriting etched into his thoughts.

He couldn’t tell her—not yet. So he reached for the first excuse that came to mind. “Just tired, that’s all. Work’s been draining lately.”

Madison studied him a second longer, then nodded, though her eyes still lingered on him as if she didn’t quite believe it. She lifted her glass again, sipping slowly, while Doug forced a smile he didn’t feel.

On the surface, the conversation moved on—her talking, him nodding—but inside, Doug was back in that journal, every sentence alive and burning, every fantasy of hers twisting tighter around his mind.

After dinner, Madison gathered their plates and carried them to the sink. Doug helped without being asked, rinsing dishes in silence while she loaded the dishwasher. He stayed close, his shoulder brushing hers every so often, the contact small but deliberate.

When she disappeared into the bedroom, he followed. Madison laid out a pair of soft cotton pajamas on the bed and pulled a towel from the closet. Doug lingered in the doorway, watching her as she moved around the room with easy familiarity.

“You coming to bed soon?” she asked, glancing at him over her shoulder.

“Yeah,” he said, though he didn’t move.

She gave him a curious look, then padded past him toward the bathroom. The sound of the shower filled the apartment a moment later, water rushing against tile. Doug sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the crack of light under the door.

He wanted to say something—anything. To blurt out that he knew, that he’d seen her secrets spelled out in ink, that the words had been haunting him since the moment he read them. Some part of him even hoped she’d come out and admit it herself, as if she’d look him in the eye and whisper, I want those things I wrote down. I want you to know.

But the bathroom door stayed closed. Madison hummed faintly over the running water, oblivious to the storm inside his head.

When she emerged, her hair damp and a towel wrapped snugly around her body, Doug rose instinctively, drifting toward her like a shadow. He stayed close as she moved, watching her slip into her pajamas, watching her brush her hair in the mirror.

His chest tightened. He wanted her to confess. He wanted her to break the silence for him, to ease the weight pressing against his ribs. But she said nothing. She had no idea what he’d found, no idea her diary had already changed everything.

Doug climbed into bed beside her, lying on his back, staring at the ceiling. Madison curled on her side, tugged the blanket up, and within minutes her breathing steadied, slipping into sleep.

Doug lay wide awake, the words burning into his memory like fresh ink he could never erase.

Doug lay stiff on his back, the ceiling faintly illuminated by the orange glow of the streetlamp outside their window. Madison’s soft breaths tickled the sheets beside him, steady, calm, unaware. Her hair smelled faintly of shampoo, a fresh, clean scent that made his chest ache. She was so close, yet she felt unreachable.

His cock wouldn’t soften. It had been hard since dinner, straining against his boxers, twitching every time the words from her diary replayed in his head. I want to see his face when another man takes me. Jesus. He swallowed hard, adjusting under the covers, but there was no comfort.

He glanced at her sleeping form. Madison was curled on her side, one knee drawn up slightly, the blanket sliding down to reveal the curve of her hip under the thin cotton of her pajama shorts. She looked innocent. Sweet. Nothing like the dirty whore she’d described in those pages.

Doug squeezed his eyes shut, but the fantasies came anyway.

Madison on her knees in that office break room, the copier humming behind her as his coworker shoved her head down onto his cock. Her diary had hinted at it—being used, being taken—and his mind filled in the blanks. He pictured her drooling around the shaft, mascara smearing, her muffled moans echoing in that sterile fluorescent light.

His hand slid beneath the waistband of his boxers. His cock leapt to meet it, hot and throbbing, precum already wetting the head. He gritted his teeth, sliding his palm down the length, slow at first, savoring the slick heat.

I want him hard and jealous and unable to look away.

Fuck. That line hit like a punch. He pumped his cock harder, his fist tightening as the image sharpened: Madison bent over the copier, skirt rucked up around her waist, panties pulled to the side. Two men behind her, one grinding against her soaked slit while the other spread her cheeks, ready to push in. Doug imagined himself frozen in the corner, forced to watch, his jealousy eating him alive while his cock throbbed uselessly in his hand.

“Jesus,” he whispered, breath ragged. He glanced at Madison—still asleep, lips parted slightly, chest rising and falling with each calm breath. She had no idea he was stroking himself inches away from her, no idea he was jerking off to the filth she’d scrawled in secret.

Doug spat into his hand for slickness, stroking harder now, his hips rocking up off the mattress. His thighs trembled with tension.

He imagined her moaning another man’s name. Not his. Her diary hadn’t said who she wanted, only that she wanted him watching. That blank space gave his mind free rein. He pictured faceless cocks—thick, swollen, slamming into her while she clawed at their arms, begging for more.

His jealousy twisted sharp in his gut, but it only made him stroke faster.

In his head, Madison was dripping for them, pussy stretched wide, lips glossy with wetness. One man pounding into her cunt while another slid into her mouth. Doug could almost hear it—the slap of skin, the gagging, the wet suck of her lips.

He pulled his boxers down to his thighs, freeing himself completely. His cock jutted upward, thick and shiny in the dim light. He gripped it hard, pumping with ruthless strokes, precum leaking down his shaft.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his voice low, almost pained. He turned his head toward Madison again. She shifted slightly in her sleep, sighing, her ass brushing his thigh through the thin blanket. That tiny touch made him throb violently.

What if she’s done it already? The thought hit like lightning. What if those diary entries weren’t fantasies but memories?

The image was too vivid: Madison walking back into his arms after being filled by another man, his cum dripping down her thighs, her pussy red and swollen. She’d crawl into bed with Doug afterward, her lips still tasting of someone else.

His hand flew over his cock, faster, veins bulging under his grip. His balls tightened, heat building at the base of his spine.

“God, Maddy,” he whispered through clenched teeth.

He imagined her whispering in his ear, taunting him while another cock split her open: You like this, don’t you? You like watching me get ruined.

Doug bit back a groan, his chest heaving. His body shook with the effort to keep quiet, not to wake her, even as he spiraled further into the filth. His cock leaked steadily, slicking his hand as he pumped harder and harder.

The fantasy built to a frenzy. Madison on her back, legs spread wide, two men working her holes while she screamed for more. Her eyes locked on Doug’s, daring him to stop it, daring him to admit it made him hard. Cum streaking her stomach, dripping off her chin, soaking the sheets.

He was right there with her, watching, burning, his cock throbbing with every imagined thrust.

His balls drew tight, his stomach clenching. “Fuck—” he hissed, his hips jerking as the orgasm slammed into him. Hot ropes of cum spurted across his stomach, sticky and thick, painting his skin in messy streaks. He groaned low, biting his lip, his chest heaving as he milked every drop out with frantic strokes.

The rush left him trembling, sweat cooling on his skin. His hand fell limp against his thigh, his cock still twitching in aftershocks.

He lay there panting, staring at the ceiling, the sound of Madison’s soft breathing filling the silence.

Guilt crept in, curling like smoke around the edges of his release. He’d just come harder than he had in years, not from touching her, not from being with her, but from imagining her with other men. Imagining her being everything she’d written in those pages.

Doug wiped his hand on the sheet, not caring about the mess. His chest rose and fell heavily. Madison shifted beside him, still deep in sleep, oblivious to the fact that her husband had just spilled himself thinking about her being filled by someone else.

He closed his eyes, exhaustion tugging at him, but his mind refused to quiet. Even in the dark, the words burned behind his eyelids: I want him hard and jealous and unable to look away.

Doug finally drifted into a shallow, restless sleep, his release sticky on his stomach, the weight of her secrets pressing down on him heavier than ever.


CHAPTER 3


Doug sat at the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, hands clasped so tight his knuckles whitened. His mouth was dry, his pulse heavy in his throat. Madison was across from him, cross-legged on the comforter, hair loose around her shoulders, looking at him with that patient curiosity she always had when she knew something was on his mind.

He opened his mouth, then shut it again, the words catching. His stomach twisted like he was about to step off a cliff.

You have to say it. You can’t carry this anymore.

Doug rubbed his palms together, staring at the carpet, anywhere but her eyes. “I… I found something. The other night.” His voice sounded rough, like it had scraped its way out of his chest.

A long pause stretched, and he filled it with his own pounding thoughts. He remembered the way his hand had brushed the worn leather cover, the way his chest had tightened the second he realized what it was. He hadn’t gone looking. He hadn’t meant to pry. But the damn thing was right there, strap half undone, words spilling out like they were begging to be read.

He took a breath, pushing it out in a rush. “I wasn’t snooping. I swear I wasn’t. I was just looking for my charger in your nightstand, and… it was right there. That little leather book. I thought it was just some planner or old notebook.”

Doug squeezed his eyes shut, shame flaring hot in his chest. “I should’ve left it alone. I know that. I know it was private. But it was already cracked open, and I don’t even know why, but I—” He broke off, dragging a hand through his hair. “I opened it. I read it.”

The words landed heavy in the room. His heart raced, waiting for something—anger, shock, anything—but he pressed on, unable to stop now that the dam had broken.

“I didn’t mean to,” he said, voice low, thick with guilt. “But once I saw what you’d written, I couldn’t stop. I kept turning the pages. Every word… it was like I was glued there. I should’ve put it back, but I didn’t. I read everything, Madison. Every damn word.”

His hands shook slightly, and he curled them into fists to hide it. His chest felt tight, the pressure of all the nights he’d carried this secret pressing down on him.

“I need you to know… it wasn’t about mistrusting you. I wasn’t digging. It was just—God, I don’t even know how to explain it. I found it by accident, and then it felt like I was seeing this whole side of you I’d never known existed. Like I’d been blind and suddenly there was this floodlight in my face.”

Doug finally looked at her then, his eyes raw, searching hers. “The things you wrote… they shook me. They’ve been stuck in my head, circling like a storm. I couldn’t sleep. I couldn’t think straight. I can’t even look at you without hearing those words.”

His throat tightened. “You wrote about wanting other men. About wanting me to watch. About dripping for them, begging for them. Do you understand what that does to me? Part of me felt gutted. Like… like maybe I’ve failed you somehow, like maybe you’ve been needing something I couldn’t give.”

Doug pressed the heels of his hands to his eyes, trying to ground himself. His voice cracked. “But the worst part? It didn’t just hurt me. It turned me on, Maddie. Christ, it turned me on so bad I couldn’t think. I’ve been lying awake at night, jerking off beside you, thinking about those filthy words you wrote. Thinking about you spread out for other men. And I hate myself for it, but I can’t stop.”

The confession came in a rush now, unstoppable.

“I wanted you to tell me. I wanted you to bring it to me instead of hiding it in that drawer. I keep asking myself—why didn’t you? Have you always had these fantasies? Have you always been holding back from me? Was I not enough for you? Or did you just not trust me with the truth?”

Doug’s breath hitched, his chest heaving. His eyes burned, not with tears but with the raw weight of it all pressing out of him at once.

He forced himself to meet her gaze again. “I love you. That hasn’t changed. It’s never going to change. But I need to be honest—finding that journal, reading what you wrote—it’s rattled me in ways I don’t even know how to untangle. I feel jealous, I feel hurt, but I also feel more turned on than I ever have in my life. And it’s eating me alive.”

He spread his hands helplessly, voice softening into something almost broken. “So I’m telling you now. I found it. I read it. And I can’t pretend I didn’t.”

The words hung in the air, raw and heavy, while Doug sat there with his heart pounding, waiting for her to speak, terrified of what she might say.

Madison sat frozen, Doug’s words crashing over her like waves that didn’t let her breathe. He sat on the edge of the bed, hunched and raw, every word spilling out like he’d been holding them inside until they burned holes in him.

Her diary. He had found her diary.

Her heart pounded in her chest, thudding so hard it felt like he must hear it. She wanted to look away, but she couldn’t tear her eyes from him. His face was pale, tight with tension, his jaw clenched like each word cost him more than the last.

Oh God. He read it. He knows.

Her cheeks flamed hot, shame flooding her like a fever. She thought of those pages, the lines she’d scribbled late at night when he was asleep beside her, words she never dreamed he’d see. Fantasies she hadn’t even wanted to admit to herself until the pen moved, fantasies she poured out to keep them from eating her alive.

Now they were out in the open.

She wanted to crawl into herself, to slam the drawer shut in his memory, to erase what he’d read. He knew about the dripping, the begging, the faceless cocks. Every filthy detail. And he wasn’t supposed to.

Her stomach turned, fear knotting it tight. What if this ruins us? What if he can’t look at me the same? What if he thinks I’ve been sneaking around, doing more than just writing?

But then she caught the sound of his voice cracking when he said it turned him on.

That stopped her cold.

Her pulse skipped, confusion rising. He wasn’t just angry. He wasn’t just hurt. He was aroused. By her words. By the dirtiness she’d never dared speak aloud.

The weight of that realization pressed against her ribs. He read it, and instead of hating me, it made him hard?

Her thighs pressed together unconsciously. A strange, hot ache bloomed between them at the thought.

But then he said he’d been lying awake, jerking off beside her. Shame twisted through her chest again, sharper now. God, he’s been carrying this alone. How could I not notice?

She thought back to the nights when he’d turned restless beside her, shifting under the sheets. She thought of the way he’d stared at her at dinner, distracted, distant. She thought of how she’d brushed it off as stress from work.

And all that time, he’d been haunted by her secret.

Madison swallowed hard, her throat dry. She wanted to say something, anything, but her tongue felt stuck.

Her diary wasn’t meant to be a confession. It wasn’t meant to be a weapon. It was her release, her private little box of fantasies. She never thought Doug would stumble on it. Never thought he’d read the darkest parts.

And yet… part of her knew she hadn’t exactly hidden it well. Leaving it in the drawer, strap loose, pages bent open. Leaving it where he could find it.

Had she wanted this?

The question hit her like a jolt. Did I want him to know? Did I want him to see that side of me?

Maybe some part of her had. Maybe some reckless corner of her brain wanted him to catch her, to know what she craved but couldn’t bring herself to ask for.

Now he knew. Now it was out.

Her chest ached as she watched him, shoulders tight, hands restless. He loved her—she heard it in every word. He was terrified, jealous, aroused, all at once.

And she? She was a storm of shame and relief and fear and heat. Shame that he’d read her filth. Relief that it wasn’t just in her head anymore. Fear that it would break them. Heat that maybe, just maybe, it wouldn’t.

Doug looked at her with eyes that demanded an answer, raw and searching. Madison’s lips parted, breath caught in her throat. She had no idea what words would come out when she finally spoke.

Madison drew in a shaky breath, her fingers curling into the blanket beneath her. Her voice felt trapped in her chest, but she forced it out anyway, soft at first, like she was testing it.

“You… you weren’t supposed to see that.”

Her throat tightened, but once the words came, more followed, tumbling out faster. “It wasn’t for you. I never meant for you to… God, Doug, that was private. Those words—those things I wrote—they weren’t confessions, they were just… thoughts. Fantasies I couldn’t say out loud.”

She bit her lip, eyes burning. “And now you’ve read them all. Every filthy piece of me I thought I could keep hidden. And I don’t even know what to do with that.”

Doug started to speak, but she lifted her hand quickly, needing to get it all out. “Yes, I wrote about other men. Yes, I wrote about being taken, about you watching. I don’t even know why I wrote half of it, except that I needed to get it out of my head before it ate me alive. I wasn’t planning it. I wasn’t sneaking around. I was just… letting myself go on paper.”

Her chest rose and fell in sharp bursts, the words clawing their way out now. “And you’re right—I should’ve told you. I should’ve been brave enough to say it instead of hiding it in some notebook. But I didn’t think you’d want to hear it. I didn’t think you could handle it. I didn’t even know if I could handle saying it.”

She met his eyes then, raw and vulnerable. “And now you have all of it. You know me in ways I’ve never let you know me. You saw the part of me I’ve kept locked away for years. And I don’t know if that makes you disgusted, or if it makes you… God, I don’t know what it makes you.”

Her voice wavered, but she steadied it with effort. “But I need you to understand this, Doug. None of it means I don’t love you. None of it means you aren’t enough. You are everything to me. Those pages—those were fantasies. Dark, messy, impossible fantasies. That’s all they were supposed to be.”

She dragged a hand through her hair, shaking her head. “And if they’ve hurt you, if they’ve made you question what we are, then I’m sorry. I never wanted that. I never wanted to see that look on your face.”

Her voice softened, almost pleading now. “Tell me you believe that. Tell me you believe I wasn’t out there doing these things, that it was just ink on a page.”

The silence between them felt heavy, loaded with all the words they hadn’t said before tonight. Madison’s chest rose and fell as she waited, her whole body taut, every nerve ending screaming.

Doug’s hands balled into fists in his lap. Her words rattled in his skull, mixing with the diary entries that still burned in his memory. He swallowed hard, his voice breaking low.

“Why, Madison? Why those fantasies? Where the hell did they even come from?”

She blinked at him, startled by the rawness in his tone, but he pressed on, unable to stop. “I need to know. Because I’ve been lying awake at night, thinking about you with other men, thinking about you dripping for them, begging for them while I sit there watching. And it’s killing me. Not just the pictures in my head—this.” He pressed his fist to his chest. “Not knowing why.”

Madison’s lips trembled, her eyes wet. She pulled her knees closer to her chest, hugging them as if it would shield her from the weight of his stare.

“I… I’ve felt lonely, Doug.” The words came out in a whisper, and his chest tightened instantly. “Not unloved. Never unloved. But… unseen. Like I was just fading into the background while we went through the motions of work and bills and dinners. I’d look at myself in the mirror some nights and wonder if you even noticed me anymore.”

Doug’s stomach dropped. The admission hit harder than her dirtiest line on the page.

Madison went on, voice thick with emotion. “And I hated myself for it. Because I know you love me. I know you’re here, every day, doing everything you should. But I wanted to feel wanted in a way that shook me. I wanted to feel wild, out of control. Desired so badly I couldn’t breathe. I didn’t know how to ask you for that, so I wrote it down instead.”

Doug’s throat closed up. He wanted to shout, to demand why she hadn’t just told him, to swear he would’ve given her anything she needed. But he couldn’t speak past the lump in his throat.

Her eyes locked on his, shimmering. “I never stopped loving you. Not once. Those pages… they weren’t about replacing you. They were about finding a way to feel alive again. To feel noticed. To feel like more than just the safe, steady wife I thought I was supposed to be.”

Doug’s heart pounded, each beat a mix of rage, sorrow, and desperate need. It ate him alive. Not the images of her bent over, not even the fantasies of her filled by other men. This. The thought of his wife lying beside him night after night, feeling invisible, while he thought everything was fine.

He ran both hands over his face, dragging them down until his palms covered his mouth. His voice slipped out muffled, raw. “Goddamn it, Maddie… why didn’t you tell me? Why didn’t you give me a chance to fix it before you filled up a book with… with that?”

Madison flinched but didn’t look away. “Because I didn’t want to break you. I didn’t want to see disappointment on your face. I didn’t want you to think less of me.”

Doug lowered his hands, eyes burning into hers. “Less of you? Jesus Christ, Madison, do you even know what those words did to me? I couldn’t stop reading. I hated it, I loved it, I wanted to tear the pages out and I wanted to memorize every line. And the whole time, all I could think was—what does this mean about me? About us?”

Her chin quivered. “It means I want more, Doug. More with you. Always with you.”

The words cut through him, sharp and soft all at once. He didn’t know if he wanted to pull her into his arms or shake her until she understood the hole she’d carved in him. His chest heaved, torn between jealousy, guilt, and a sick kind of arousal that still wouldn’t let go.


CHAPTER 4


Doug didn’t know who moved first. Maybe it was him, maybe it was her, but suddenly Madison was in his arms, her lips crashing against his, teeth knocking, mouths hungry.

It wasn’t tender. It wasn’t careful. It was a collision, a storm that had been building for weeks, maybe months.

His hands tore at her shirt, yanking it up over her head, desperate to feel skin. Her bra snapped loose, and her breasts pressed hot against his chest. Madison moaned into his mouth, clawing at his shoulders, dragging her nails down his back hard enough to sting.

“Fuck,” Doug growled against her lips, shoving her down onto the bed. His weight came over her, pinning her, his cock already rock hard, straining against his boxers. He shoved them down, freeing himself, the head slick with need.

Madison spread her legs without hesitation, tugging her pajama shorts off in one frantic motion. Her pussy glistened in the low light, wet and ready, the sight punching the air out of his lungs.

He didn’t tease. Didn’t wait. He pushed inside her in one hard thrust, burying himself to the hilt. Madison cried out, arching up, her nails digging into his biceps.

“God, Doug,” she gasped, clinging to him. “Yes—fuck me, please, don’t stop.”

He slammed into her again, harder this time, their hips crashing together. Weeks of sleepless nights, of secrets gnawing at him, of jealousy and shame and unbearable desire—all of it poured into each brutal thrust.

Her pussy gripped him tight, wet and hot, sucking him deeper. Doug groaned into her neck, biting down on the soft skin, leaving marks he didn’t care about. Madison writhed beneath him, moaning, her thighs squeezing his hips as if she could pull him even deeper.

“I can’t get enough of you,” he growled, slamming into her, the bed creaking under their rhythm. “I’ve been dying for this—fucking dying.”

Madison’s head fell back, her hair spilling over the pillow, her voice breaking with every thrust. “Yes—oh God, yes—I missed you—I need you so much.”

Doug’s chest tightened at her words, even as his cock throbbed with the filthier images burned into his brain. He saw her as she was now, gasping and begging under him, and he saw her as she’d written herself—on her knees, spread wide for others, dripping while he watched. The overlap made him fuck her harder, lost in the frenzy.

Their bodies slapped together, wet and urgent, her pussy squelching around him, each thrust pulling another desperate cry from her lips. Madison clutched at his hair, dragging his mouth back to hers, tongues tangling, both of them panting into the kiss.

Doug broke away, panting. “Tell me, Maddie. Tell me I’m the one you want.”

Her eyes burned into his. “Always you. Always. I love you, Doug—I love you so much.”

The words seared him, deeper than any diary entry, deeper than any fantasy. His hips snapped faster, his cock pounding her cunt until the bed shook.

Madison’s cries turned higher, desperate. Her body arched, trembling, her pussy fluttering around him. “I’m gonna—oh fuck, I’m gonna come—Doug, please—don’t stop—don’t stop⁠—”

He gritted his teeth, feeling her tighten, her nails digging so deep into his back it almost hurt. Then she broke, shuddering hard beneath him, her pussy clamping down, soaking him as she screamed his name.

Her release pushed him over the edge. Doug drove into her one last time, balls tight, cock throbbing, and he exploded inside her with a guttural groan. Hot spurts of cum filled her, spilling deep, mixing with her wetness until it seeped down his shaft.

He collapsed onto her, both of them gasping, sweat slicking their skin. Madison’s arms wrapped around him instantly, holding him close, her lips pressing to his ear. “Don’t ever doubt me. Don’t ever think I don’t love you.”

Doug’s chest heaved, his heart pounding against hers. He buried his face in her neck, still trembling from the force of it.

For the first time in weeks, the storm inside him felt quiet.

Doug lay flat on his back, chest heaving, the room still filled with the humid scent of their sex. Madison’s head rested on his shoulder, her body warm and slick against his. The silence stretched, heavy but not uncomfortable, the kind that always came after they’d emptied themselves into each other.

But tonight felt different. Tonight wasn’t just release—it was a crack in the wall they’d built between them.

Doug stared at the ceiling, his arm around her waist. The words burned in his chest, demanding to be spoken. He swallowed, voice rough. “Maddie… what if we didn’t just leave those fantasies in your journal?”

Madison stiffened slightly against him. Her first instinct was fear—fear that this was a trap, that he was testing her, that if she said yes he’d recoil. But the heat still hummed low in her belly, the aftershocks of her orgasm making her skin sensitive to every brush of his fingers.

She lifted her head to look at him. “You mean… actually try them?”

Doug’s throat tightened, but he nodded. His inner voice snarled with jealousy even as his cock twitched at the thought. God help me, I want to see it. I want to see you fucked the way you wrote about. I want to watch you come undone for someone else. But will it destroy me?

He forced the words out anyway. “Yeah. I mean… if it’s what you really want.”

Madison searched his face, her own thoughts whirling. He’s serious. He’s really serious. I thought I’d ruined everything, but he’s lying here asking if we should do it. Is this my chance? Or am I about to break the man I love?

Her lips parted, breath shaky. “It’s not that I want other men more than you. It’s… it’s the idea. The heat of being seen. The danger. The thought of being used while you watch—it makes me ache in ways I can’t explain.”

Doug’s cock stirred again, already hardening against her thigh. His jealousy flared sharp, but it was tangled with a dark, pounding arousal. He couldn’t lie to himself—he wanted it too. Not the betrayal. Not the secrecy. But the filth of it, the spectacle of his wife becoming a shameless slut before his eyes.

He turned his head, meeting her gaze. “You wrote about me watching. About me being there. Do you still want that?”

Madison’s cheeks flushed. She bit her lip, then whispered, “Yes. God, yes. I want you watching me lose control. I want to see your face while I’m dripping for someone else. And I want to know you’re hard the whole time because of it.”

Her honesty hit him like a freight train. His heart thundered, his cock pressed hard against her hip. His inner voice roared—She’ll be begging for another man while you stand there. She’ll be filled by someone else. The thought hurt. It thrilled. It consumed him.

Doug cupped her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek. “Then we try it. But we do it together. No secrets. No sneaking. If we’re going to open this door, you have to give me all of you, Maddie. Every word, every craving, every detail.”

Her eyes watered, not from sadness but from the weight of his words. He’s not running. He’s not disgusted. He’s choosing me—all of me, even the messy, filthy parts.

She nodded, pressing her forehead to his. “No secrets. I promise.”

Doug exhaled, relief flooding him. But beneath it was hunger, sharp and insistent. He kissed her hard, tongues tangling, both of them already wet and ready again despite the sweat cooling on their skin.

When their lips broke apart, Madison whispered, “What do we do first?”

Doug’s chest rose and fell, still slick with sweat, Madison’s breath warm against his shoulder. Her question hung in the air like a challenge. What do we do first?

He turned toward her, brushing damp strands of hair from her forehead. His voice was steady, but his gut twisted with both excitement and fear. “First? We make rules.”

Her brows lifted slightly, eyes still wide and vulnerable.

Doug cupped her cheek. “No secrets. And I don’t just mean what we said a minute ago—I mean no hidden texts, no hidden emails, no hidden feelings. If you’re talking to someone, I know about it. If something changes in how you feel, I know about it.”

Madison nodded slowly, her pulse racing. No secrets. Not anymore.

She licked her lips, voice husky. “Okay. But what about… situations? What if things happen differently than we picture them? What if a guy wants something we didn’t expect?”

Doug’s cock twitched at the thought, even as his chest clenched. His mind flashed with messy images: Madison straddling a stranger on a couch, Madison on her knees while someone held her hair, Madison begging for another cock while Doug watched helplessly. His stomach flipped, but his cock throbbed.

“We talk about it first,” he said firmly. “If something feels wrong, you tell me. If you want to change it up depending on the guy or the scenario, we decide together. This isn’t about me losing you—it’s about us doing this side by side.”

Madison’s heart squeezed. The way he said us—it wasn’t just about permission, it was partnership.

She whispered, “So… if I wanted to flirt with someone, like at a bar, I’d tell you? And if it turned into something more, we’d talk first?”

“Yes,” Doug said, gripping her hip tightly. “You don’t disappear on me. You don’t sneak. If it happens, it happens because we both agreed on it.”

Her chest ached with relief. He’s really doing this with me. He’s not pushing me away.

“And if,” she said carefully, her eyes flicking up to his, “I wanted two men… or something wilder…?”

Doug’s cock throbbed again, and jealousy burned through his chest, sharp and ugly—but it was tangled with raw lust. He forced his voice steady. “Then we talk about it. No surprises. No crossing lines we haven’t agreed on.”

Madison’s lips parted, a tremor of heat rolling through her belly. She whispered, “God, just hearing you say it… it makes me so wet.”

Doug groaned, dragging her closer, his forehead pressing to hers. “Don’t tell me that unless you’re ready for me to fuck you again right now.”

Her answering smile was wicked, tender, and hungry all at once. “Maybe I am.”

Doug’s lips crashed onto hers before she could say another word. His hands gripped her hips hard, dragging her beneath him, pinning her to the mattress. Madison gasped into his mouth, her thighs falling open instinctively as his body pressed down.

“You’re mine,” he growled against her lips. “Every inch of you belongs to me.”

Her breath hitched, heat surging through her at the sharp edge in his voice. “Yes, Doug. I’m yours.”

He caught her wrists in one hand and shoved them above her head, holding them against the pillow. The sudden restraint made her arch beneath him, her pussy clenching with need. He kissed her fingers one by one, biting lightly at the tips before dragging his mouth back down her arm.

Madison moaned, shivering at the mixture of tenderness and raw force. God, he’s never taken me like this. So sure. So possessive.

Doug’s free hand tugged her shorts down roughly, baring her soaked cunt. He spread her thighs wide, settling between them, his cock already iron-hard. He rubbed the head against her slick folds, teasing, smearing her wetness across his length.

“Say it,” he demanded, his eyes burning into hers.

Her chest heaved. “I’m yours.”

“Louder.”

“I’m yours, Doug. All yours!”

He thrust inside her in one brutal stroke, making her cry out, her back arching off the bed. His cock slammed deep, stretching her, filling her so completely it stole her breath.

Doug groaned, burying his face in her neck as he pounded into her. “This pussy is mine. No matter what you wrote, no matter what you fantasized—nobody will ever own you the way I do.”

Madison moaned shamelessly, the sound raw and needy. “Yes—fuck me, Doug—make me yours⁠—”

He held her wrists tighter, pinning her helpless beneath him, his thrusts hard and relentless. Their bodies slapped together, the bed groaning with each powerful drive of his hips. Madison’s legs wrapped around him, heels digging into his ass to pull him even deeper.

Doug lifted his head, his mouth claiming hers in a bruising kiss. He tasted sweat and desperation, his tongue thrusting as fiercely as his cock. When he pulled back, a string of spit connected their lips.

“Look at me,” he ordered, eyes locked on hers.

She obeyed instantly, her gaze wide and wild.

“I’m the one who makes you come,” he snarled, pounding harder, the wet sounds of her pussy filling the room. “I’m the one you beg for. I’m the one who fills you until you can’t think.”

Madison’s cries grew higher, her pussy fluttering around him, clenching tight. “Yes—oh God, yes—you, Doug, always you⁠—”

Her climax ripped through her, her body shuddering violently beneath him, her cunt squeezing his cock like a fist. Doug roared, hips slamming in deep as he came with her, spilling hot and thick inside her until he was empty, until his arms trembled from holding her down.

For a moment, only the sound of their ragged breathing filled the room. Doug collapsed beside her, pulling her into his arms, still claiming her body even in the afterglow.

Madison nestled against his chest, her skin damp, her heart racing. Her mind buzzed, not just from the orgasm but from the possibilities. She tilted her head up, her lips brushing his jaw.

“We should use it,” she whispered.

Doug frowned slightly, still catching his breath. “Use what?”

Her eyes gleamed with a mix of mischief and vulnerability. “My diary. As a roadmap. Everything I wrote down… we could make it real. Together.”

Doug’s cock twitched again, already aching at the thought. His chest tightened, but he didn’t speak. Not yet.

Because deep down, he knew the moment he said yes, nothing about their marriage would ever be the same again.


CHAPTER 5


Saturday night came faster than Doug expected. The week had been thick with unspoken heat, every glance at Madison charged with the knowledge of what they’d agreed to—using her diary as a map, stepping into the fantasies instead of leaving them trapped in ink.

Now, sitting on the edge of the bed while she rummaged through her closet, Doug felt his stomach twist with equal parts dread and desire.

Madison’s voice floated back to him, muffled by fabric. “We said baby steps, right? Nothing crazy. Just… testing the waters.”

Doug rubbed his palms against his jeans. “Flirting. That’s it.” His voice sounded steadier than he felt.

She poked her head out, eyes sparkling. “Flirting. I can handle that.”

God help me, Doug thought. His cock stirred already at the image of her leaning over a bar, laughing at some stranger’s joke, her smile flashing in ways that weren’t for him. It hurt. It thrilled.

Madison turned back to the closet and pulled out a black dress. Not too short, not too tight—at least not on the hanger. But when she slipped it on, Doug’s breath caught. The fabric hugged her curves like a second skin, the neckline dipping just low enough to tease, the hem grazing her thighs.

She spun, biting her lip playfully. “Too much?”

Doug swallowed hard. “No. Perfect.”

Inside, his chest burned. Every man who looks at her tonight is going to want her. And she’s mine. She’s mine.

She slid into her heels, added a touch of lipstick, and grabbed her clutch. Doug followed her to the car in silence, his hand at the small of her back, steadying her as much as himself.

At the bar, the night unfolded the way he’d both dreaded and craved. Madison perched on a stool, her dress riding higher with each cross of her legs. The bartender, a tall guy with tattoos snaking down his forearms, noticed her immediately.

Doug ordered a beer, his voice tight, then sat back, watching.

Madison leaned forward just enough to show a hint of cleavage, her smile playful. “You look busy tonight,” she said, her tone light and warm.

The bartender grinned. “Never too busy for someone like you.”

Doug’s chest constricted, jealousy spiking hot. His fingers clenched around his glass. But beneath the burn, his cock stirred, thickening at the sound of her voice, the way she tilted her head, the way her fingers brushed the bar near the man’s hand.

The bartender slid her drink across with a wink. Madison touched his wrist lightly as she took it, laughing at something he said. Just a brush, innocent to anyone else. To Doug, it was an electric jolt straight to his cock.

She’s doing it. Right in front of me. She’s mine, but she’s showing him she could be his, if only for a moment.

Doug’s beer tasted bitter, but he drank it anyway, forcing himself to stay still, to watch, to endure. His chest ached with jealousy, but his cock pressed hard against his zipper, betraying every darker thought in his head.

Madison glanced at him then, her eyes meeting his, a flicker of mischief dancing there. She licked her lips before turning back to the bartender, laughing again, her hand brushing her hair back from her face.

Doug’s heart hammered. His pulse thundered in his ears. He couldn’t stop watching her, couldn’t stop imagining what else she might do if he let her go further.

And God help him, he wanted her to.

Madison toyed with the straw in her drink, lips wrapped around it as she sucked, her eyes fixed on the bartender. Doug’s stomach knotted tighter at the sight—her tongue sliding along the plastic, her cheeks hollowing slightly.

The bartender leaned closer across the bar, voice dropping low. “You know, most women come in here hoping for free drinks. You? You don’t need free drinks. You’ve already got me thinking about what else I could give you.”

Madison’s cheeks flushed pink, but her smile stayed. “Oh yeah? And what would that be?”

Doug’s jaw clenched, his cock pulsing at the way she asked it, playful but just dirty enough to sound like an invitation.

The bartender’s grin widened. “Well, I can think of a few things. There’s a back room here nobody ever uses. Or if you’re patient… when I lock up, the pool tables are all ours.” His eyes lingered on her, unashamed. “Can’t you just picture it? You bent over, ass in the air, while I show you how good I rack ’em?”

Madison laughed, low and nervous, her thighs squeezing together on the stool. Doug caught the subtle shift in her body, the flicker of interest in her eyes. She’s intrigued. Fuck, she’s actually intrigued.

Heat shot through Doug’s veins, a toxic mix of fury and arousal. His cock was throbbing so hard it hurt, his fists tight on the glass.

The bartender straightened when someone down the bar called for him. “Think about it,” he said with a wink, then disappeared into the back.

The moment he was gone, Doug was on his feet. His hand gripped Madison’s arm—not rough, but firm enough to make her eyes widen. “We’re leaving,” he muttered, his voice thick.

Madison’s heart slammed against her ribs, the heat between her legs spiking at his tone. She slid off the stool without protest, her heels clicking on the floor as Doug led her toward the door, his hand low on her back. “Is everything okay?” She tried to keep up with him. “Did I do something wrong?”

The cool night air hit them as they stepped outside, but it did nothing to cool the fire in his chest. Doug’s teeth clenched, his cock straining painfully against his jeans. He didn’t trust himself to speak. He didn’t want to hear her say she’d actually thought about letting that bartender take her in the back.

“I’ll tell you in the car,” he growled, his cock bulging against his zipper.

No, he needed her home. Needed her in their bed. Needed to fuck her so hard she forgot every word that man had said.

Madison glanced at him, biting her lip. She could see it in his eyes—the storm of jealousy and desire colliding into something feral. And it made her wetter than anything the bartender had offered.

Doug’s grip on her hand tightened as he yanked the car door open for her. His only thought now was getting her home, spreading her open, and reminding her exactly who she belonged to.

Madison buckled her seatbelt, still flushed from the bar and from Doug’s firm grip as he’d pulled her outside. The way his jaw clenched, the heat in his eyes—it had her body buzzing. But she couldn’t help the nervous laugh that slipped out. “Doug… did I do something wrong back there?”

He fired up the engine, his hands tight on the wheel, eyes fixed on the road. “No. You didn’t do anything wrong.” His voice was low, tight. “But if we’d stayed any longer, I would’ve lost my mind.”

She bit her lip, turning to study him in the dim glow of the dashboard. “You heard us?”

Doug exhaled through his nose, shifting in his seat as his cock pressed hard against his jeans. “I couldn’t catch everything. Too much noise. But I heard enough.” He glanced at her, his eyes hot and wild. “I heard him tell you he wanted you in the back room. I heard him offer you the pool tables after hours. And I saw the look on your face, Maddie. You liked it.”

Her thighs pressed together instinctively, heat flooding her core. God, he saw it. He knows it turned me on.

Doug’s knuckles whitened as he gripped the wheel. “The thing is… I should be furious. I should hate every second of that. And yeah, it burned me up inside. But it also—” He growled low, shaking his head. “It turned me on so bad I can’t fucking think straight.”

Madison’s breath caught.

“I was sitting there imagining you slipping off that stool, following him into the back. Or staying after hours with him locking the doors. Bending over that pool table while I sat at the bar watching.” He shifted again, gritting his teeth. “Jesus, Maddie, I can’t get the picture out of my head.”

Her pulse hammered. “And… you want me to do it? You want me to actually go that far?”

His jaw tightened, eyes flicking to her before snapping back to the road. “Not tonight. Not yet. But the way I feel right now? I need you, Maddie. I need you dripping for me the second we get through that front door. Because if I don’t fuck you, I’m gonna explode.”

Her pussy clenched hard at his words, wetness pooling in her panties. She reached over, her hand brushing the bulge in his jeans, and he groaned, his cock twitching under her palm.

“God, Doug…” she whispered, her thighs squeezing tighter.

He grabbed her hand and pressed it harder against him. “Feel that? That’s what you did to me in there. Watching you smile at him. Watching him lean in like you were his for the taking. I’ve never been so fucking jealous and turned on in my life.”

Madison’s heart raced, her body aching for him already. She whispered, “Then take me the second we walk inside.”

Doug’s voice came out low and guttural. “Oh, I will. I’ll take you so hard you won’t even remember that bartender’s name.”

Neither of them spoke again on the drive. The air was thick with heat, with jealousy and hunger, both of them clenching their thighs in the silence, desperate to get home.

When Doug finally pulled into the driveway, his hand was already on her thigh, fingers digging in, eyes dark with need. Madison’s whole body shook with anticipation, her panties soaked.

By the time they reached the front door, Doug was practically dragging her inside, his mouth already on her neck, his hands gripping her ass, ready to fuck the thoughts of that bartender out of her body.

The lock barely clicked shut before Doug’s hands were on her, rough and hungry, pulling her body flush against his. His mouth crashed down on hers, all teeth and tongue, as if he’d been starving for her the whole drive.

Madison moaned into the kiss, clinging to his shoulders. Her body hummed, every nerve ending alive. When his arms slid under her thighs and he lifted her off the ground, she gasped, wrapping her legs around his waist.

“Doug!” she whispered against his mouth, breathless.

“Bedroom. Now.” His voice was low, commanding, his cock straining against his jeans as he carried her down the hall.

Her heels clattered to the floor one by one as she kicked them off, laughing breathlessly between kisses. The sound of them bouncing against the walls only seemed to make him move faster, his grip iron tight on her ass.

She nipped at his lip, her voice husky. “God, you’re so worked up⁠—”

“Damn right I am,” he growled, adjusting his grip to haul her higher. “You think I can watch you let some guy flirt with you like that and not lose my fucking mind?”

Her pussy clenched hard at the raw edge in his tone, her panties already soaked. “You’re jealous,” she teased softly, breath warm at his ear.

“Jealous and hard as hell,” he admitted, biting down on her shoulder as he pushed into their bedroom. “You don’t know what it did to me, Maddie. I wanted to tear him apart for looking at you like that. But I also wanted to watch you keep going.”

Her body trembled at his words, the filth of his honesty soaking her even more. “Then watch me now,” she whispered. “Watch me come apart for you.”

That snapped the last thread of his restraint.

Doug tossed her onto the bed, her hair spilling across the pillows, her dress riding high up her thighs. He yanked his shirt off in one motion, then grabbed the hem of her dress and ripped it over her head, leaving her in nothing but a damp scrap of lace clinging to her cunt.

Madison’s breath hitched, her nipples tight peaks aching for his mouth. She reached for him, but he caught her wrists and pinned them above her head, his body looming over hers, eyes dark with possession.

“You’re mine,” he growled, grinding his cock against her soaked panties, the heat of him making her whimper. “Say it, Maddie. Say you’re mine.”

Her voice broke, needy and raw. “I’m yours, Doug. Always yours.”

He kissed her hard again, teeth scraping, tongue dominating, his hips rutting against her until she was squirming under him, desperate for more.

Every step down the hall, every tossed heel, every slammed heartbeat had led to this moment—raw, frantic, a storm crashing into their bed.

Doug ripped her panties aside and drove into her in one savage thrust. Madison screamed his name, her back arching as her pussy stretched around him, slick and soaked from the teasing and the car ride.

“Fuck, yes,” Doug groaned, his head dropping to her shoulder as he slammed deep again. “You’re so wet, Maddie—Jesus Christ, you’re dripping.”

Her legs locked around his waist, pulling him in deeper, her moans ragged and desperate. “Yes—oh God, Doug—take me—fuck me, please, don’t stop⁠—”

He pinned her wrists tighter, pounding into her with frantic, brutal strokes, his balls slapping against her ass. Every thrust was a claim, a reminder, a demand. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, wet and obscene, as Madison’s cries echoed off the walls.

“You think about him?” Doug snarled into her ear, his cock driving harder. “That bartender? You think about letting him bend you over a pool table?”

Madison’s pussy clenched tight around him, her moan breaking high and wild. “Yes—I thought about it—I thought about it—but I wanted you more—oh fuck, Doug⁠—”

His teeth sank into her neck, not gentle, his hips slamming so hard the headboard rattled. “You’re mine, Maddie. Mine to fuck. Mine to make come. No one else gets you like this.”

Her body convulsed beneath him, her pussy fluttering, her voice cracking. “Yes—yes, I’m yours—always yours⁠—”

Doug growled, releasing her wrists to grab her thighs, folding her in half and driving even deeper, his cock hitting her so hard she screamed. He watched her face contort with ecstasy, sweat beading at her temples, her lips swollen and wet from his kisses.

“Look at you,” he groaned, his thrusts relentless. “So fucking beautiful when you’re begging for me. No man alive could fuck you like I do.”

Her nails clawed at his back, her cunt spasming around him as her orgasm ripped through her. She shrieked his name, tears pricking the corners of her eyes, her body trembling violently under the force of it.

Doug’s hips stuttered, his cock swelling, and he roared as he came, thick hot streams filling her, spilling deep inside. He collapsed onto her, panting, his body shaking with the aftershocks.

Madison clung to him, her chest heaving, sweat slicking their skin together. She kissed his cheek softly, her voice breathless but steady. “Then let’s make a deal, Doug.”

He lifted his head, still buried inside her, brows furrowed.

Her lips curled in a wicked, tender smile. “We use my diary as our roadmap. Every filthy thing I wrote down—we make it real. Together.”

Doug’s cock twitched inside her at the words, his chest pounding.

And in that moment, he knew this was only the beginning.


CHAPTER 6


The next night, Madison curled up on the couch with her laptop balanced on her knees. Doug sat close beside her, his thigh pressed against hers, a beer in his hand. The TV was on, some forgettable sitcom playing in the background, but neither of them was watching.

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, her bottom lip caught between her teeth. “So… what do we even put for this? Do we make me sound… sweet? Or dirty?”

Doug took a swig of his beer, eyes fixed on the blank profile screen. His heart thudded in his chest. “Dirty,” he said, then hesitated. “But not too dirty. Just enough to get their attention. We don’t want the wrong kind of guys swarming you.”

Madison smirked, cheeks flushed, the glow of the screen lighting her face. “So… like, ‘married, but looking for fun with my husband’s blessing’ kind of dirty?”

Doug’s cock twitched instantly at the way she said it, so casual, so bold. He cleared his throat. “Yeah. Something like that. Maybe hint that you’re adventurous but… selective.”

Her fingers danced across the keys, and the words began to appear: Curious wife looking for new experiences. I play with my husband’s knowledge, and we decide everything together. Must be confident, clean, and ready to show me a good time.

She paused, glancing sideways at him. “Too much?”

Doug’s chest tightened as he read it. God, she’s really doing this. She’s putting herself out there for other men, right in front of me. His jealousy pricked, sharp, but his cock hardened even more. “No. It’s perfect.”

Madison added a photo—nothing explicit, just her in a low-cut top, smiling at the camera, the suggestion of cleavage enough to tease. Doug remembered taking that photo months ago at a barbecue, never imagining it would end up here, bait for strangers who wanted to fuck his wife.

His jaw clenched, but he couldn’t look away.

“Okay,” she whispered, hitting save. “Now… let’s see what’s out there.”

The flood was instant. Notifications lit up the screen, message after message rolling in. Madison’s eyes widened, her laugh nervous and excited. “Oh my God, it’s like a fire hose. Look at this.”

Doug leaned closer, scanning the first few profiles. Men of every age, race, and type. Some shirtless in bathroom mirrors, others posing stiffly in suits. Bios that ranged from crude—“I’ll stretch you until you can’t walk straight”—to oddly sweet—“Would love to treat you like a queen for a night.”

Doug’s stomach twisted again. These guys all want her. They’re picturing her naked, spread open, dripping for them. His cock pressed against his zipper, throbbing at the thought.

Madison scrolled, biting her lip as she read. “Wow… look at this one. He’s cute.”

Doug’s jaw flexed. “Yeah. Cute.”

She giggled, nudging him with her shoulder. “Jealous already?”

He swallowed hard, his voice rough. “More turned on than jealous. But… yeah. A little of both.”

Madison smirked, eyes gleaming. “Good. I like that.”

They kept scrolling, side by side, the possibilities endless. Men offering fantasies, men begging for a chance, men who looked like they could devour her whole. Madison’s cheeks stayed flushed, her thighs pressing together as she read line after filthy line.

Doug’s mind was a storm—jealousy, lust, fear, excitement—all tangled together. This is real now. This isn’t just her journal or a night at the bar. We’re opening the door, and there’s no shutting it again.

Madison leaned into him, her voice husky. “So many choices. Which one should we start with?”

Doug exhaled slowly, his cock throbbing as he stared at the endless faces of men who wanted her. “We’ll figure it out. Together.”

Madison flicked her finger down the trackpad, another row of faces sliding into view. “Okay, this one,” she said, pointing at a guy flexing in a gym mirror. His muscles bulged like he lived on protein shakes and bench presses. “What do you think?”

Doug snorted. “Looks like he’d spend more time checking himself out in the mirror than fucking you.”

Madison giggled, leaning her head briefly against his shoulder. “Yeah, but… I bet he could pick me up and fuck me standing against the wall.”

Doug’s cock twitched hard at the mental image. His jaw clenched. Jesus Christ, why does that turn me on?

She glanced sideways, catching the flicker in his expression. “See? You like it.”

“Like isn’t the word,” he muttered, shifting uncomfortably. “I’m imagining it. And it’s driving me insane.”

Her grin widened, her cheeks pink. She scrolled again, stopping at a man in his late forties, salt-and-pepper beard, a suit jacket over a T-shirt. His bio read: No games. I know what I’m doing. I’ll take care of you.

Madison exhaled softly. “Mmm. He looks… experienced.”

Doug’s pulse jumped. She wants that. She wants to be handled. He leaned closer, reading again. “Take care of you, huh? That could mean a lot of things.”

Madison whispered, “That’s what makes it hot.”

Doug’s cock strained against his jeans, the thought of his wife spread out under a stranger’s steady, practiced hands making him dizzy.

Madison scrolled quickly, giggling again. “Okay, not this one.” She clicked a profile of a man licking a popsicle suggestively in his picture. “That’s just… no.”

Doug laughed despite himself. “Jesus. That’s nightmare fuel.”

She kept scrolling, then froze at a man with broad shoulders, tattoos creeping up his neck, dark eyes staring straight into the camera. His bio was short: I like wives who misbehave.

The words sent a shiver down Madison’s spine. Her thighs pressed together, and Doug noticed.

“You’re into that,” he said flatly, his chest tightening.

Her lips parted, and she nodded slowly. “Yeah. A little.”

Doug’s cock throbbed, his gut twisting. She wants to misbehave. She wants me to watch her misbehave. He groaned low, dragging a hand down his face. “You’re gonna kill me, Maddie.”

She smirked, scrolling on, her cheeks flushed. “You’re the one who said we’d try.”

He leaned back, watching her scroll, watching her body respond to every dirty bio and cocky grin. His jealousy simmered, sharp, but beneath it was something darker, hotter. Pride. His wife was beautiful, wanted by all these men, but she was here with him, showing him every single thought.

She stopped again, clicking on a man with sandy blond hair and an easy smile. His bio read: Fun, laid-back, great stamina. Not here to cause drama.

Madison’s laugh was breathy. “Stamina, huh?”

Doug groaned. “Don’t even⁠—”

She turned to him, eyes glittering. “What if I needed more than one round, Doug? What if you couldn’t keep up and he did?”

His cock swelled painfully at the taunt, his jealousy spiking white-hot. God, she’d love that. She’d ride him until she couldn’t walk.

He gritted his teeth. “If you ever let someone else fuck you more than once before I’ve had my fill, Maddie, I’ll lose my goddamn mind.”

Her smirk turned wicked, her thighs rubbing together. “Good.”

She scrolled on, another flood of faces appearing, endless possibilities stretching into the night. Doug’s heart pounded as he realized they weren’t just looking—they were choosing. Opening the door wider with every click.

And Madison? She looked alive.

Madison’s fingers froze on the trackpad when the screen lit up with a new notification. Match.

Her pulse skipped, heat rushing through her chest. “Doug,” she whispered, nudging him. “We’ve got one.”

Doug leaned closer, his stomach tightening. On the screen was a man in his late thirties. Dark hair, sharp jaw, a smirk that was just cocky enough without tipping into sleazy. His bio was short but direct: I like to make women come until they forget their own names.

Doug’s cock stirred instantly, his throat dry. Jesus Christ. That’s what she wants. That’s what she wrote about.

Madison clicked the profile open, her breath hitching. “He’s… handsome.”

Doug’s jaw flexed, jealousy flaring hot—but it was tangled with a darker, hungrier pulse that made his cock twitch harder. “Yeah. Handsome.”

A message popped up immediately: Hey, gorgeous. You look incredible. What’s your story?

Madison’s cheeks flushed as she read it aloud, her voice husky. She glanced at Doug, biting her lip. “What do I say?”

Doug’s mind spun. She’s waiting for me. She wants me in this with her. This is ours, not hers alone. He cleared his throat. “Tell him the truth. That you’re married. That your husband knows. That we’re exploring.”

Her fingers flew across the keys: Thanks. I’m married. My husband and I are looking to try something new together. We’re careful, but curious.

The reply came quick. Lucky man. Most guys don’t get this kind of honesty from their wives. So what are you curious about?

Madison’s heart raced. Her thighs pressed together as she turned to Doug. “What do we tell him?”

Doug swallowed, heat roaring through him. “Tell him you’ve written down fantasies. That we’re looking for the right guy to help us bring them to life.”

The man’s typing bubble popped up again. Hotwife, huh? That’s intriguing. Most couples don’t have the guts to actually admit what they want. I respect that.

Madison read it aloud, her cheeks pink. Her thighs pressed together as she scrolled down to the next message.

I’m into voyeurism. The idea of your husband watching me stretch you out? Hearing you moan for me while he sits there? That gets me hard already.

Doug’s cock throbbed violently, his hand tightening around his beer. He’s already picturing it. He’s picturing my wife bent over, dripping, while I sit there watching.

Another message came through: Tell him he’s welcome to watch everything. I’ll make sure he sees what I can do to you.

Madison’s breath caught. She turned to Doug, her voice shaky. “He’s… he’s really into this. Into us.”

Doug swallowed hard, jealousy and arousal knotting tight in his chest. His voice came out rough. “Type back. Tell him we’ll talk more tomorrow. Drinks first, then… we’ll see.”

Madison nodded, her hands trembling as she typed. Drinks sound perfect. Tomorrow night works.

The man replied with a wink. Can’t wait to meet you both. I think we’re going to have some fun.

The laptop screen glowed between them, the words burned into Doug’s brain. Tomorrow night, it wouldn’t just be words on a page or dirty banter through a screen. It was happening.

Madison closed the laptop slowly, her heart pounding, her pussy soaked. She leaned into Doug, whispering, “It’s real now.”

Doug’s chest clenched, his cock aching. Tomorrow. It was real now. No longer just ink, no longer just scrolling. Tomorrow, they’d step into her diary.


CHAPTER 7


Doug woke before his alarm, staring at the ceiling, his stomach in knots. He could still see the words glowing on Madison’s laptop screen: Tell him he’s welcome to watch everything. I’ll make sure he sees what I can do to you.

His cock twitched, half-hard already, but his chest tightened with the weight of it. Tonight wasn’t fantasy anymore. Tonight, they were stepping into something he couldn’t control.

Beside him, Madison stirred, rolling onto her side. She blinked sleepily, hair tangled around her face. “You’re up early,” she murmured.

Doug kissed her forehead, his voice low. “Couldn’t sleep.”

Her smile was small but knowing. “Because of tonight.”

He didn’t deny it.

Madison stretched, the blanket sliding down to reveal her bare shoulder, her tits pressing softly against the thin cotton of her tank top. Doug’s cock hardened at the sight, but his mind kept spinning. She’ll be showing those curves to another man tonight. She’ll be letting him touch what’s mine.

And the crazy part? It turned him on more than it terrified him.

At breakfast, Madison hummed as she stirred her coffee, her phone face-down on the table. She looked lighter, brighter, her eyes glowing in a way Doug hadn’t seen in years. Every time she glanced at him, she bit her lip, as if she couldn’t quite contain her excitement.

Doug watched her, his chest aching. She’s alive. This is waking something in her.

But it was waking something in him too. A restless hunger. A raw, gnawing mix of jealousy and lust.

Later, while folding laundry, Madison’s phone buzzed with a new message. She peeked at it, her cheeks pinking as she typed a quick reply. Doug tried to stay focused on the T-shirts in his lap, but his cock thickened at the sight of her thumbs moving fast, her eyes glowing.

“You’re already talking to him?” he asked, his voice gruffer than he meant.

She glanced up, biting her lip. “He just asked what I was wearing.” Her cheeks flushed deeper. “I told him pajamas.”

Doug groaned, tossing the shirt aside. “Jesus, Maddie.”

But his cock was rock hard, his mind flashing with the image of her sending that message while her pussy was still swollen from last night.

The whole day stretched before them, the hours heavy with waiting. Madison flitted through chores with restless energy, pausing to reapply lip gloss just to see how it looked. Doug caught her trying on outfits in the bedroom mirror, twisting side to side, her hips swaying.

Every time, she caught his eye in the reflection. Every time, he felt his stomach clench tighter.

By late afternoon, the air in the house was electric. Madison laid a dress across the bed—short, low-cut, daring—and looked at Doug with a gleam in her eye. “Do you think he’ll like it?”

Doug’s cock ached as he swallowed hard. “He’ll love it. Too much.”

And deep inside, Doug realized he wasn’t sure who wanted tonight more—Madison, or him.

Doug’s jaw tightened. “I like it too much.”

Her phone buzzed on the dresser. Madison picked it up, her cheeks flushing as she read. “It’s him.” She typed quickly, then glanced at Doug. “He asked if I was still interested in meeting tonight.”

Doug’s stomach clenched, jealousy flaring sharp, but his cock twitched at the way she said it—soft, excited, almost shy. She wants this. God help me, she really wants this.

“What’d you tell him?” Doug asked, his voice low.

Her smile was coy. “I said I couldn’t wait.”

Doug groaned, dragging a hand through his hair. “Jesus, Maddie…”

Another buzz. She glanced again. “Now he’s asking what I’m wearing.” Her lips curled in a wicked grin as she held up the phone for Doug to see. Make it something that’ll make me hard the second you walk in.

Doug’s cock throbbed painfully. He wanted to snatch the phone away, to end it, to forbid her from even answering. But another part of him—darker, hungrier—wanted to see what she’d do.

“Tell him,” Doug muttered. “Tell him about the red dress.”

Madison’s eyes gleamed as she typed: A tight red dress. Short. Low cut. Just for you.

She hit send, then looked up at Doug. Her thighs squeezed together, her nipples straining against the fabric. “He says he wants to bend me over the table the second he sees me.”

Doug’s chest heaved, his cock throbbing so hard it hurt. She’s mine. Mine. But she’s already turning him on before we’ve even left the house.

He stepped closer, his voice rough. “And what do you want, Maddie?”

Her eyes met his in the mirror, burning. “I want both of you turned on. I want to know he’s hard when I walk in, and you’re harder because you’re watching.”

Doug’s breath caught. His jealousy seared through him, but it was tangled with a feral lust that had him gripping her waist, pulling her back against his chest. His cock pressed against her ass, hard and demanding.

“You’re going to kill me,” he growled into her ear.

Madison smiled, leaning into him, her voice a soft whisper. “No, Doug. I’m going to make you live.”

Her phone buzzed again, but she didn’t check it right away. She kept her eyes on Doug in the mirror, watching the storm in him twist tighter, knowing exactly what she was doing to him.

Madison finally set the phone down, her cheeks glowing pink. She smoothed her hands down the red dress, tugging at the hem like it might magically grow longer. It didn’t—it still barely skimmed the tops of her thighs.

Doug sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, watching her slip earrings into place. His cock was still hard, straining against his jeans. He hadn’t been able to soften all afternoon. She looks like she’s about to walk into battle—and the prize is her body.

Madison turned, giving him a playful spin. “So? Do I pass inspection?”

Doug swallowed hard, his throat dry. “You’re going to make it impossible for him to keep his hands off you.”

Her eyes glittered. “That’s the point, isn’t it?”

He groaned, dragging a hand down his face. She’s fearless. She’s glowing. And she’s mine… but tonight, she’s also his.

She slipped her heels back on, the sharp click of them against the hardwood making his chest tighten. Every step she takes in those shoes tonight is going to drive men insane.

Madison grabbed her clutch, then paused by the dresser, spritzing a little perfume on her neck and wrists. The scent floated toward him, familiar yet suddenly dangerous. He stood, stepping up behind her, pressing a kiss to her bare shoulder.

“You smell like trouble,” he murmured against her skin.

She smiled softly. “Good. That’s what I was going for.”

Her phone buzzed again. She picked it up, glanced at the screen, then tucked it into her clutch without reading it aloud. “He’s already at the bar.”

Doug’s stomach flipped, his cock throbbing. It’s happening. We’re actually doing this.

He grabbed his jacket, his hand brushing hers as they headed for the door. Their eyes met, a silent current of nerves and hunger sparking between them.

Neither spoke as they locked the house and walked to the car. The night air was cool, but Doug felt hot all over, his chest tight, his cock aching. Madison slid into the passenger seat, her bare thighs gleaming under the streetlight, and Doug knew he wouldn’t be able to think about anything else for the rest of the night.

They were really doing it.

The bar was dim, the air thick with the low thrum of music and the clink of glasses. Doug spotted him almost immediately. Their match sat at the far end of the counter, broad shoulders under a fitted black shirt, a beer in his hand. His eyes locked on Madison the second they walked in, and his lips curled into that cocky half-smirk they’d seen in his profile picture.

Madison’s hand trembled in Doug’s as they wove through the crowd, but she didn’t slow. She squeezed his fingers once, then let go as they reached the man.

“Madison?” His voice was deep, smooth, confident. He stood to greet her, and even though he wasn’t much taller than Doug, he carried himself with the kind of easy dominance that made the air between them feel charged.

Madison smiled, flushed and nervous. “Hi.”

Doug watched as the man leaned in, brushing his lips against Madison’s cheek in greeting, his hand lingering at her waist a moment too long. Doug’s jaw clenched, his cock swelling instantly at the contact. He’s touching her. He’s already touching my wife.

The man turned to Doug, extending his hand. “And you must be the husband. Doug, right?”

Doug gripped his hand firmly. “Yeah.”

The man smirked knowingly. “Lucky bastard.”

They sat at the bar, Madison between them, her red dress catching the light with every movement. The conversation flowed faster than Doug expected—small talk about work, the city, favorite drinks—but underneath, there was heat, thick and undeniable.

Madison laughed at something the man said, her hand brushing his forearm lightly. Doug’s stomach twisted, but his cock pulsed hard against his zipper. She’s glowing. She’s alive. She’s enjoying this, and it’s killing me.

The man leaned closer, his voice dropping low, meant only for Madison and Doug. “You know… we don’t have to waste the whole night talking.” His eyes flicked over Madison’s body, slow and deliberate. “There’s a hotel down the street. We could… continue this.”

Madison froze, her lips parting. She turned to Doug, her eyes wide, searching. Do we? Can we?

Doug’s heart pounded so hard it hurt. Jealousy tore at him, vicious and sharp—but beneath it was that raw, unbearable hunger. I can’t believe I’m even considering this. I can’t believe I’m this hard.

He nodded once, his voice rough. “Yeah. Let’s go.”

Madison exhaled shakily, her nipples stiff under the fabric of her dress. The man tossed cash onto the bar, then stood, holding his hand out to her. She took it, sliding off her stool, her heels clicking against the floor.

Doug followed, his chest tight, his cock aching, every step toward that hotel a step deeper into the pages of Madison’s diary come to life.

The hotel was only a block away, but it felt like miles. Madison’s hand was still in the stranger’s, her heels clicking fast against the sidewalk. Doug followed close, his cock aching, his stomach twisting so hard he thought he might be sick. She’s holding his hand. She’s mine, but she’s holding his hand right in front of me.

At the desk, the man asked for a room with casual confidence, tossing his card down like it was nothing. Madison shifted beside him, her cheeks flushed, her chest rising and falling quickly under the red dress. Doug stood behind them, fists clenched, his heart pounding so hard it echoed in his ears.

The elevator ride was silent, except for Madison’s shaky breaths. The man’s hand rested at the small of her back, guiding her, claiming her. Doug’s cock throbbed painfully at the sight, his gut tight with jealousy, his head spinning. He’s touching her like she’s his already.

The room door clicked open. Madison stepped inside first, the man close behind, Doug following last. The air was thick, charged, as the door shut with a heavy thud.

The man turned Madison toward him, his hand cupping her cheek, his mouth pressing to hers in a slow, hungry kiss. Madison whimpered, her hands clutching his shirt, melting against him.

Doug’s breath caught. His fists clenched at his sides, his cock straining hard in his jeans. She’s kissing him. She’s kissing another man right in front of me.

The man’s hands slid down, gripping Madison’s ass, pulling her tight against the bulge in his jeans. She moaned into his mouth, her hips pressing forward instinctively. Doug groaned low, his cock twitching violently at the sight.

The man broke the kiss, his eyes flicking toward Doug. “You watching?”

Doug’s throat was dry. He managed a nod, his voice rough. “Yeah.”

The man smirked, then turned his attention back to Madison, tugging the straps of her dress down. The fabric slid over her shoulders, pooling at her waist, baring her breasts. Her nipples were stiff peaks, aching to be touched.

He bent his head, sucking one into his mouth, his tongue swirling. Madison gasped, her back arching, her fingers digging into his hair.

Doug groaned, his cock throbbing painfully, jealousy and lust colliding in a storm that threatened to consume him. She’s moaning for him. She’s letting him take her tits into his mouth like they belong to him. Fuck, I can’t believe how hard this makes me.

The man dropped to his knees, shoving her dress down completely, leaving her in nothing but lace panties and heels. He pressed his mouth to her mound through the fabric, inhaling deeply, then peeled the panties down and tossed them aside.

Madison whimpered, her hands gripping his shoulders as his tongue slid over her slit. “Oh God…” she moaned, her knees trembling.

Doug’s chest heaved, his cock straining painfully. His hand twitched toward his zipper but he stopped himself, his jaw clenched. Not here. Not yet. I’ll fuck her when we get home. I’ll make her scream for me when he’s done.

The man spread her thighs wider, devouring her pussy, his tongue flicking, his lips sucking her clit until she cried out, her body shaking. Her moans filled the room, raw and desperate, the sound searing into Doug’s chest.

Madison came with a strangled cry, her pussy dripping, her thighs quivering around his head. She collapsed against the wall, panting, her face flushed, her eyes glazed.

The man stood, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, his smirk wicked. “She tastes fucking incredible.”

Doug groaned, his cock twitching violently, his gut twisting with jealousy and hunger. Fuck, I need to get her home. I need to fuck her until she forgets this man’s name. Until she remembers she’s mine.

The man kissed Madison again, his hands roaming her naked body. Doug’s heart pounded, his chest aching, his cock harder than it had ever been. This is real. This is happening. And I’ve never wanted her more in my life.

The man shoved Madison gently onto the bed, her red dress bunched around her waist, her panties already gone. She sprawled across the sheets, her legs open, her pussy wet and glistening.

Doug’s breath caught at the sight. Jesus Christ, that’s my wife. That’s my wife spread open for another man.

The man unbuckled his jeans, shoving them down. His cock sprang free—thick, hard, already dripping. Madison’s eyes widened as she licked her lips unconsciously, her thighs parting even wider.

Doug’s stomach twisted, his cock swelling painfully in his jeans. She’s looking at him like she’s starving. She’s never looked at me that way.

The man climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her legs. Madison whimpered, her hips lifting as he pressed the head of his cock against her slit.

Doug’s chest heaved. His fists clenched. His cock throbbed so hard it hurt. He’s about to fuck her. He’s about to put his cock inside my wife.

With one steady push, the man slid inside. Madison cried out, her back arching, her pussy stretching around him. “Ohhh God⁠—”

Doug groaned, his cock jerking against his zipper. He’s inside her. He’s fucking her right in front of me.

The man gripped her hips and began to thrust, slow at first, then harder, faster. Madison’s moans filled the room, loud and raw, her nails clawing at the sheets.

“Fuck—yes—don’t stop—” she cried, her tits bouncing with every thrust.

Doug’s jaw clenched, his body trembling. Jealousy clawed at his chest, vicious and sharp—but beneath it, a brutal, undeniable arousal. His cock throbbed with every sound, every wet slap of the man’s cock driving into his wife.

The man glanced at Doug, smirking as he pounded harder. “You seeing this? She’s dripping all over my cock.”

Doug groaned, his voice ragged. “Yeah. I see it.”

Madison turned her head toward Doug, her eyes wild, her face flushed. “Doug—oh God, Doug—he feels so good⁠—”

Doug’s gut twisted, his cock swelling even harder at the words. She’s telling me how good he feels while he’s inside her. She’s moaning for him but looking at me.

The man shifted, hooking Madison’s legs over his shoulders, slamming deeper. She screamed, her pussy clenching, her whole body trembling.

Doug’s chest burned, his cock leaking against his jeans. I can’t take much more of this. I need her home. I need to bury myself in her and remind her who she belongs to.

Madison came hard, her cry sharp, her pussy squeezing around the stranger’s cock. Doug’s heart pounded, his body shaking with lust and fury.

The man grunted, driving in deep, his hips jerking as he spilled inside her. Cum spilled hot and messy, dripping from her swollen cunt.

Doug’s vision blurred, his cock aching to explode. His fists clenched tight. Enough. That’s enough.

He stepped forward, his voice low, guttural. “Get dressed, Maddie. We’re going home.”

Madison’s chest heaved, her body still trembling, her eyes locking on his. She nodded, breathless.

Doug’s cock throbbed painfully as he turned toward the door. The second we walk in our front door, I’m fucking her so hard she won’t remember his name. She’s mine to reclaim.


CHAPTER 8


Doug barely got the front door shut before he had Madison pressed against it, his mouth crushing hers, his hands tearing at her dress. The taste of another man lingered faintly on her lips, and it drove him insane.

“You let him fuck you,” he growled into her mouth, his voice guttural, almost animal. “You let him come inside you right in front of me.”

Madison whimpered, clutching his shoulders, her pussy already wet again. “Doug⁠—”

His hand slid between her thighs, finding her slick and messy, his fingers coated with a mix of cum that wasn’t just his. His jaw clenched, his cock jerking violently. She’s filled with him. She’s dripping from another man, and I want her anyway.

With a snarl, he scooped her up, carrying her down the hall. Her heels clattered against the floor, her nails digging into his back as he shoved into their bedroom and tossed her onto the bed.

Doug ripped his belt open, shoving his jeans down, his cock springing free—hard, angry, leaking. “Spread your legs.”

Madison obeyed instantly, her thighs falling open, her pussy swollen and glistening with a mix of wetness and cum.

Doug climbed over her, his cock pressing at her entrance, his chest heaving. “You’re mine, Maddie. Not his. Not anybody’s but mine.”

“Yes, Doug,” she gasped, her eyes wide, desperate. “I’m yours. Always yours.”

He slammed into her in one brutal thrust, burying himself to the hilt, his cock pushing past the mess inside her, claiming her cunt as his again. Madison screamed, her back arching, her pussy clenching hard around him.

“Fuck!” Doug groaned, his teeth gritted as he pounded into her, the bed slamming against the wall with each thrust. “You’re dripping with him—and I don’t care. I’ll fuck it out of you. I’ll fuck you until there’s nothing left but me inside you.”

Madison clawed at the sheets, her cries raw and broken. “Yes—oh God, Doug—take me—make me yours⁠—”

He grabbed her wrists, pinning them above her head, his cock slamming harder, deeper, each thrust a savage claim. His lips crashed onto hers, biting, devouring, his tongue rough and demanding.

Her body shook beneath him, her moans louder with every brutal stroke. “Doug—I’m gonna—oh God—I’m gonna come⁠—”

“Come on my cock,” he snarled, his voice low, feral. “Show me you’re mine.”

Her climax tore through her, her body convulsing, her pussy clamping down so tight it nearly strangled his cock. Doug roared, his hips hammering until he spilled inside her, filling her again, reclaiming every inch of her.

He collapsed on top of her, their bodies slick with sweat, both of them panting. His chest pressed to hers, his cock still twitching inside her, his voice rough against her ear. “Don’t you ever forget who you belong to, Maddie.”

Her lips brushed his cheek, trembling but sure. “I couldn’t, even if I tried.”

Doug lay heavy across her, his breath slowing, his chest pressed to her back. His cock had finally softened inside her, but she could still feel the wet heat of his cum seeping out, thick and messy between her thighs. Madison lay still, her body trembling from everything they’d done, from everything that had just happened.

She listened to his breathing even out, steady, deep. Doug was out. Spent. Exhausted from reclaiming her body with every brutal thrust.

But Madison’s mind was wide awake.

Slowly, carefully, she slipped out from under him, tugging the sheets back into place. She padded across the room, naked, her thighs sticky, her body still buzzing. She grabbed her journal from the nightstand, flipped to a fresh page, and let the pen start to fly.

Doug—

I don’t know how to explain what tonight felt like. I let him kiss me. I let him undress me. And when he pushed inside, I thought my body would split open. His cock was so thick, so hard, it stretched me until I screamed. I came so fast I couldn’t believe it, my pussy dripping down his shaft while you sat there watching.

Her pussy clenched as she wrote, the wetness spilling fresh between her thighs. She kept going, her hand shaking.

He fucked me with no hesitation. He bent me, lifted me, filled me so deep I thought I’d lose my mind. My moans weren’t polite, they weren’t pretty—I was crying out for him, shameless, begging him not to stop. Every time I looked at you, Doug, every time I saw your eyes on me, I came harder. Knowing you were watching me take another man’s cock made me wetter than I’ve ever been in my life.

She paused, nibbling her lip, her nipples tightening as heat rolled through her.

And when he came inside me—when his cum spilled into me and I felt it dripping down my thighs—I thought I’d collapse. My pussy was messy, soaked with him, and still all I wanted was you. I wanted you to bury yourself in me, to reclaim me, to fill me until there was nothing left but your cock and your cum. And you did. You fucked me like you owned me. And you do.

Madison set the pen down, her chest heaving. The page was damp where a drop of sweat had fallen, but the words stared back at her, dirty and raw. She left the journal open on the dresser where Doug would see it first thing in the morning.

Then she slipped quietly back into bed, curling against him, his arm heavy across her waist.

Her eyes closed, her lips curving in a secret smile. Tonight, fantasy had become reality. And this was only the beginning.

Sunlight spilled across the room, dragging Doug out of sleep. His head felt heavy, his muscles sore from the night before. He rolled onto his back, the sheets cool against his skin. Madison was gone from the bed.

He blinked, eyes narrowing on the dresser. Her journal sat there—open.

Doug’s chest tightened instantly. He shoved himself upright, swinging his legs over the edge of the bed. She left it open. On purpose.

He walked over slowly, his heart hammering. The words blurred for a moment before snapping into focus.

His cock was so thick, so hard, it stretched me until I screamed.

Every time I looked at you, Doug, every time I saw your eyes on me, I came harder.

When he came inside me—when his cum spilled into me—I thought I’d collapse.

Doug’s cock twitched, swelling fast as he read, his stomach twisting. Jealousy bit hard, sharp as glass, but it was tangled with something darker—arousal, filthy and undeniable. She wrote this for me. She wanted me to see it. She wanted me to relive it.

The sound of the shower cut through his thoughts. Madison.

Doug snapped the journal shut, his pulse hammering. When she walked back into the room, her hair damp, a towel clinging to her curves, she froze at the sight of him holding it.

“You left it open,” he said, his voice low, rough.

Her lips parted, her breath catching.

“You wanted me to read it.”

She swallowed, her cheeks flushing pink. “Yes.”

Doug’s jaw clenched, his cock hard against his thigh. “Why, Maddie? Why write it down like that and leave it for me to find?”

Her eyes burned into his, her voice soft but steady. “Because I wanted you to feel it again. I wanted you to know how much it turned me on—with him, with you watching. I wanted you to know I still couldn’t wait for you to fuck me after. That everything I did… was for both of us.”

Doug’s chest heaved, his heart pounding. She’s mine. Even when she’s full of another man’s cum, she’s still mine.

He dropped the journal onto the dresser with a heavy thud, stepping closer, crowding her against the wall, his voice a growl. “You’re playing with fire, Maddie. Leaving this out for me like some kind of invitation.”

Her smile curved slowly, wicked and sweet. “Maybe that’s exactly what it was.”

Doug pressed her back against the wall, his body pinning hers, his cock already hard and throbbing against the towel wrapped around her. Madison gasped, her hands bracing on his chest, her eyes wide.

“You think you can tease me like that?” he growled, his lips brushing her ear. “Leave your filthy words out for me to find, make me picture him inside you all over again?”

Her breath hitched, her thighs pressing together. “Yes,” she whispered. “Because I knew it would make you want me.”

Doug groaned, his cock jerking violently. With one rough tug, he ripped the towel from her body, baring her curves. His mouth crashed onto hers, his tongue claiming, his teeth biting. His hands roamed hard, gripping her tits, sliding down to her hips, squeezing possessively.

“You’re mine, Maddie,” he snarled against her mouth. “I don’t care what you wrote, I don’t care who fucked you—I’ll fuck you harder. I’ll fuck you until you can’t think about anyone else.”

Her moan was high and broken. “Do it—oh God, Doug—please, do it.”

He spun her, bending her over the edge of the bed in one swift motion. His cock pressed against her swollen slit, already wet, still messy from the night before. He shoved into her with one brutal thrust, burying himself to the hilt.

Madison screamed his name, her nails clawing the sheets, her pussy clamping down tight around him.

Doug groaned, pounding into her with savage rhythm, his balls slapping against her ass. “Fuck—you’re still soaked—still messy. I don’t care—I want all of it.”

Her body convulsed under him, her moans spilling unchecked. “Yes—Doug—yes—take me—make me yours⁠—”

He gripped her wrists, pinning them against the mattress, his cock slamming deeper, faster, until the bed rattled against the wall. His teeth grazed her shoulder, biting down hard enough to make her cry out.

“You love this,” he growled. “Being filled again. Knowing I’m reclaiming you after him.”

Madison’s cunt fluttered tight around him, her voice breaking. “I love it—I love you—I’m yours, Doug⁠—”

Her orgasm tore through her, her scream muffled by the pillow as her body shook violently. Her pussy squeezed him in pulsing waves, milking his cock. Doug roared, thrusting deep as he came, hot spurts of cum flooding her until it spilled out, dripping down her thighs.

He collapsed over her, his chest heaving, his body trembling from the force of it. Madison panted beneath him, her face pressed to the sheets, her lips curving into a satisfied, wicked smile.

Because this was exactly what she wanted.


CHAPTER 9


Doug scrolled through his phone, thumb pausing on the text from their friends Ryan and Claire. They’d invited them out for drinks this weekend, casual, nothing unusual. But Doug’s mind twisted the invitation into something else—an opportunity.

He glanced across the room at Madison. She was curled on the couch, her legs tucked beneath her, scrolling through her own phone. Her hair fell over her shoulder, and the faint smile on her lips made his chest ache.

She’s glowing again, he thought. Ever since the hotel. Ever since I let her diary come alive. She’s never looked more alive in her life.

Doug cleared his throat. “Hey, Maddie?”

She looked up, eyes warm. “Yeah?”

He hesitated for only a moment. “Ryan and Claire asked if we want to grab drinks with them Friday. I was thinking… we could go. And maybe…” His jaw tightened, his cock already stirring. “…maybe I’ll set it up so you meet someone there. Someone they bring along.”

Madison’s lips parted, her breath catching. For a heartbeat, Doug thought she’d hesitate. But then her smile spread slowly, knowingly.

“You mean… like a date night?” she asked softly.

Doug’s cock throbbed at the way she said it, casual but tinged with heat. “Yeah. You can flirt, see how it feels, with someone who knows what’s going on. Not a stranger this time. A friend of a friend. Safe.”

Madison’s cheeks flushed, her thighs pressing together under the blanket. He’s arranging it. He’s not just tolerating it—he’s giving it to me.

Her voice was husky. “You’d want that? To watch me flirt with him in front of everyone?”

Doug’s chest tightened, his cock aching. “Yeah. I want to see you light up again. I want to see you teasing him while I sit there and watch, knowing exactly where you’re going home after.”

Her breath shuddered out, her eyes burning into his. “God, Doug… you’re turning me on so bad right now.”

He smirked, leaning back. “Good. Because I already told Ryan yes. Friday night, we’re meeting them at the pub downtown. Claire’s bringing one of her single friends. He’s supposed to be a nice guy. We’ll see if he can handle you.”

Madison laughed softly, biting her lip. “So this is official. I get to sit across from you, in my tightest dress, flirting with some guy you set up for me.”

Doug’s cock jerked hard. He swallowed, his voice low. “That’s exactly what’s going to happen.”

And the thought of it made him hungrier than ever.
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The pub was crowded and loud, the smell of beer and fried food heavy in the air. Doug held Madison’s hand as they walked in, but it wasn’t the protective grip it used to be—it was steady, grounding, like an anchor.

Ryan and Claire were already at a corner booth, waving them over. With them sat another man—broad-shouldered, dark blond hair, ruggedly handsome with just enough scruff to give him an edge. He stood as they approached, his smile easy, confident.

“This is Bruce,” Claire said brightly, gesturing between them. “Bruce, meet Doug and Madison.”

Bruce’s eyes landed on Madison, lingering a little longer than polite. His smile widened. “Nice to meet you both.”

Madison’s stomach fluttered. He was exactly her type—handsome but approachable, his eyes warm but carrying just a hint of danger. She slid into the booth beside Doug, across from Bruce, her dress riding high as she crossed her legs.

Doug caught the flick of Bruce’s gaze as it dipped down her body before snapping back up. His chest tightened, his cock stirring. He’s already picturing what’s under that dress.

The conversation started easy—small talk about work, movies, Ryan’s new obsession with craft beer. Madison laughed at one of Bruce’s jokes, leaning forward just enough that her cleavage caught his eye.

Doug noticed. He noticed everything.

Bruce grinned, leaning his elbows on the table. “So, Madison, Claire tells me you’re the adventurous type. That true?”

Madison’s cheeks flushed, her eyes flicking to Doug for the briefest second before returning to Bruce. “I’d say that’s fair.”

Bruce’s smile turned more knowing, more deliberate. “I like adventurous.”

Doug’s cock hardened instantly, jealousy spiking hot in his chest. He’s flirting with her. Right in front of me. And I set this up.

Madison reached for her drink, her fingers brushing Bruce’s as he slid it toward her. A little electric jolt ran through her, and she didn’t miss the way his eyes darkened at the contact.

Doug swallowed hard, his chest heaving. The sound of her laugh, the sight of her leaning in, the spark in her eyes—it was everything he’d wanted. Everything he’d arranged. And it was eating him alive.

Madison shifted in her seat, her knee brushing Bruce’s under the table. She didn’t pull away. If anything, she pressed just a little closer.

Bruce caught it, his lips curving into a small smirk. He leaned in, his voice dropping low. “So what kind of adventurous are we talking about here?”

Madison’s cheeks warmed, her pulse racing. She let her tongue dart across her lower lip, a move she knew Doug was watching. “The kind that keeps life exciting.”

Bruce chuckled, his eyes glinting. “I like exciting.” His hand brushed the back of hers on the table—just a light touch, but deliberate.

Doug’s chest tightened, his cock jerking under the table. He’s touching her. He’s flirting with her while I sit here like it’s nothing.

Madison glanced at Doug quickly, her eyes searching his. He didn’t stop it. His jaw was clenched, his grip on his beer tight, but he didn’t step in.

She turned back to Bruce, emboldened. “So, what do you do for fun?”

Bruce leaned closer, his shoulder brushing hers now, their heads almost touching as he spoke. “I like a little bit of everything. Good food. Good drinks. Good company.” His eyes flicked down her neckline, then back up. “Great company.”

Madison laughed softly, the sound low and warm, and Doug felt it like a knife in his chest. She’s enjoying this. She’s glowing for him.

Bruce’s hand moved lower, brushing her thigh under the table, his fingers just grazing the edge of her dress. Madison’s breath caught, but she didn’t move away. Her legs parted just slightly, enough for Doug to see.

Doug’s cock throbbed violently, his heart hammering. She’s letting him touch her thigh. Right in front of me. God, Maddie.

Bruce smirked, his fingers still resting on her leg, his voice husky. “You really are adventurous, aren’t you?”

Madison’s eyes burned into his, her cheeks flushed, her lips parted. “Maybe.”

Doug swallowed hard, forcing down the growl rising in his throat. His jealousy roared, but so did his arousal. He was testing his own limits, every nerve in his body on fire. How much more of this can I take before I snap?

Madison shifted, sliding Bruce’s hand gently off her thigh. Her smile stayed sweet, playful, but her eyes carried a warning. She leaned in, whispering just low enough for only him and Doug to hear.

“Not here. Not tonight. Ryan and Claire don’t know… and I’d like to keep it that way.”

Bruce’s smirk softened into a grin, his eyes still dark with interest. “Fair enough. Another time, maybe.”

Madison chuckled lightly, taking a sip of her drink before leaning back against the booth. From anyone else’s view, it looked innocent—just a fun night out with friends. But under the surface, the electricity still crackled.

Doug’s heart pounded. His cock was hard, his chest tight, but relief tangled with the storm inside him. She stopped it. She didn’t let it go too far in front of them. She’s still mine.

When the night wound down, goodbyes were exchanged with hugs and casual chatter. Madison kissed Claire on the cheek, laughed at one of Ryan’s jokes, and smiled politely at Bruce before stepping out of the booth.

“Good night,” she said sweetly, her eyes lingering on him for just a second longer than necessary.

Bruce’s smirk returned. “Good night, Madison.”

Doug’s stomach clenched at the way he said her name, but he didn’t speak. He just placed a steady hand at the small of her back and guided her out of the pub.

The cool night air hit them as they walked to the car, the silence heavy but charged. Doug unlocked the doors, and Madison slid into the passenger seat, crossing her legs, her dress riding higher up her thighs.

As Doug started the engine, she glanced at him, her cheeks flushed, her eyes shining. “Doug… I have to tell you something.”

His pulse spiked, his cock throbbing. He gripped the steering wheel tight. What the hell is she about to say?

Madison bit her lip, her voice dropping low. “When Bruce touched my thigh under the table… I almost spread my legs for him.”

Doug groaned, his cock jerking, his chest burning. Jesus Christ, Maddie.

She leaned closer, her whisper filthy and trembling. “And the only reason I didn’t was because I wanted to save it for you.”

Doug didn’t answer. Couldn’t.

His cock was an iron rod behind the zipper of his jeans, throbbing so hard it hurt. Madison’s words hung in the air between them like smoke—thick, heady, dangerous.

I almost spread my legs for him.

His knuckles whitened on the steering wheel as he pulled onto the main road, but he only made it two blocks before the pressure in his chest and cock exploded into action.

He turned sharply down a side street, tires crunching over gravel, and pulled the car into an empty parking lot behind a closed laundromat. The building loomed silent in the dark, windows reflecting the streetlamp glow, and no one in sight.

The car hadn’t even stopped rocking when Doug threw it into park.

Madison’s head whipped toward him. “Doug?”

His seatbelt clicked open. He turned toward her, eyes wild, breath ragged. “Get in the back.”

Her lips parted. “Right here?”

Doug’s voice was a growl. “Now.”

She didn’t argue. She climbed between the seats, dress riding up to her hips as she landed on the back bench. Doug followed, slamming the door behind him with a thud that echoed in the quiet night.

He was on her in seconds.

His hands were all over her, yanking the dress up and out of the way, dragging her panties down her thighs. Her breath came fast and hot against his neck as he pushed her onto her back, the seatbelt buckle digging into her side, neither of them caring.

“You almost let him touch you under the table?” he hissed, voice shaking.

Madison looked up at him, cheeks flushed, pupils blown wide. “Yes.”

“You were going to spread your legs for him?”

“I wanted to,” she breathed. “So fucking bad.”

Doug’s hand gripped her thigh hard, spreading her open. His other hand fumbled with his belt, his cock already leaking, aching.

“But you didn’t,” he growled.

She shook her head slowly, watching his face. “No.”

“Why?”

Her voice was a whisper. “Because I needed you to see it first. I wanted you to know how badly I wanted it… so you’d take me like this.”

Doug let out a broken sound, and then he was inside her in one brutal thrust.

Madison cried out, her hands clutching at his back, her legs wrapping around his waist. He was fucking her hard, fast, almost frantic—like he had no choice.

Her moans filled the car, loud and raw, windows fogging as their bodies slammed together over and over.

Doug grabbed a fistful of her hair, dragging her face close. “You let him touch you in front of me.”

Her mouth fell open, panting. “Yes.”

“You liked it.”

“Yes.”

“You’re mine, Maddie. Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she gasped. “Only yours.”

Doug slammed into her harder, the rhythm savage, his control slipping. “No one else gets to fuck you unless I say so. No one.”

“I know,” she sobbed, coming apart beneath him. “Doug—I’m gonna⁠—”

“Come,” he growled, his voice shaking with need. “Fucking come for me, Maddie. Right now.”

She shattered in his arms, legs trembling around his waist, body convulsing in pleasure. Doug followed with a growl, burying himself deep as his cock pulsed inside her, his whole body locked up in release.

For a long moment, they stayed tangled, the only sounds their ragged breaths and the ticking of the cooling engine.

Doug finally pulled back enough to rest his forehead against hers. Madison looked up at him, dazed, her lips swollen, her body still twitching.

“That was,” she whispered, “the hottest thing we’ve ever done.”

Doug let out a broken laugh, brushing the hair from her face. “I think I almost blacked out.”

She smiled, still catching her breath. “So… does that mean I passed your little test?”

He looked down at her, eyes dark, thumb tracing her lips.

“You didn’t just pass, Maddie,” he said softly. “You fucking owned it.”


CHAPTER 10


The bedroom was dim, lit only by the glow of the bedside lamp. Madison sat cross-legged at the foot of the bed, freshly showered, wearing only one of Doug’s old T-shirts. It hung loose around her thighs, soft and faded, and somehow made her look even more naked than if she’d worn nothing.

Doug was brushing his teeth in the master bath, his reflection catching hers in the mirror. She wasn’t on her phone, wasn’t reading. She was just sitting there—still and quiet—like she was waiting.

He stepped into the room, towel slung over his shoulder, mouth still tasting of mint. “You good?” he asked casually, but her expression made him slow down.

She nodded once, then hesitated. “I’ve been thinking about something.”

Doug raised an eyebrow. “Yeah?”

Madison shifted, pulling her knees up slightly, the oversized shirt sliding higher. “It’s not easy to say.”

That got his full attention. He crossed the room and sat beside her, close but not touching. “Maddie. You can tell me anything. You know that.”

She looked down at her hands, fingers twisting in the hem of the shirt. “Promise you won’t freak out?”

Doug’s throat tightened. “I won’t.”

She took a breath. “Okay. So… you know how everything we’ve done—it’s been, I mean—” Her voice broke off in a nervous laugh. “It’s been insane. Hot. Way beyond anything I ever imagined.”

Doug smiled faintly. “Yeah, I’ve noticed.”

She looked up at him then, eyes wide and vulnerable. “And I keep thinking about more. Not because what we’ve done isn’t enough—it is. But it’s like this door opened, and now my brain won’t shut up.”

Doug nodded slowly. “More how?”

Madison’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. “Two men. At once.”

The words hung there, heavy and electric. Doug blinked, unsure if he’d heard her right.

Madison rushed to fill the silence. “Not random guys. Not strangers. Just… the idea of being touched like that. Filled like that. I keep fantasizing about it, Doug. In the shower. At night. In traffic. I can’t get it out of my head.”

Doug’s jaw clenched, not from anger, but from the heat that slammed through him. His cock stirred instantly, throbbing at the image—his wife on her back, moaning, stretched open between two men.

He swallowed. “You want a threesome.”

“I want you there,” she said quickly. “You’re always in the fantasy. Either watching, or—” Her voice lowered, eyes dropping. “—or taking me from behind while someone else is in my mouth. Or inside me.”

Doug’s breath caught.

Madison looked up, her voice shaking. “Are you mad?”

Doug didn’t speak right away. He was too busy picturing it. Maddie on her knees, her lips wrapped around another cock while he drove into her from behind. The sounds she’d make. The way her eyes would flick between them. The total surrender.

“I’m not mad,” he said, voice low. “I’m hard as a fucking rock.”

Relief bloomed across Madison’s face, followed by something deeper—desire, yes, but also trust. “So… it’s not too much?”

Doug turned to her fully now, his hand brushing her bare thigh. “Maddie. You gave me your truth. That’s never too much.”

She leaned into him, kissing him softly, slowly, the tension slipping out of her shoulders. Doug pulled her into his lap, her legs straddling him, his hands sliding under the oversized shirt to grip her bare ass.

Their lips broke just long enough for her to whisper, “You’ll set it up?”

He kissed her again, deeper this time. “Yeah,” he murmured against her mouth. “But only if I get to watch every fucking second of you taking it.”

She whimpered softly, pressing her hips into him.

Doug grinned, his voice a rough promise. “Or maybe I’ll be the one splitting you open first.”
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Doug stood at the kitchen counter, phone in hand, staring at his contacts like they were a row of locked doors. The house was quiet except for the low hum of the fridge and the soft tumble of laundry in the dryer.

Upstairs, Madison was folding towels, humming off-key. Calm. Confident. Trusting.

He tapped his finger against the screen, eyes narrowing at a name that had popped into his head immediately the night before. A name that carried just enough edge… and no drama.

Wes Stanton.

Doug hadn’t seen him in almost a year. They weren’t close anymore, but back in their twenties, they’d been tight—gym sessions, poker nights, a couple of blackout Vegas weekends that were best left unspoken. Wes was the kind of guy who walked into a bar and pulled attention without trying. Tall, blond, light-eyed, ex-military maybe, or just looked like it. Always had a calm swagger, even when shit hit the fan. He still rode a matte black Harley and never posted on social media.

Madison had met him once, briefly, at one of Sam’s backyard cookouts. She probably didn’t even remember his name—but Doug remembered how Wes had looked at her. Respectfully, but with interest. Controlled interest.

Doug’s thumb hovered over the call button.

Before he could press it, footsteps approached from the hall.

“You’re doing the thing,” Madison said softly, leaning against the doorway. She was barefoot, wearing one of his old V-neck shirts that barely covered the curve of her ass. “Where you stare at your phone like it’s about to explode.”

Doug looked up, pulse already quickening from the sight of her. “I’ve got a name.”

Her eyebrows rose. “Yeah?”

“You remember Wes Stanton?”

She blinked. “From Sam’s thing? Motorcycle guy?”

“That’s the one.”

Madison stepped into the kitchen, curious now. “Why him?”

Doug shrugged. “Because he’s steady. Private. Knows how to shut up. And because I’ve seen him drunk and still respectful. He’s a lot of things, but he doesn’t cross lines.”

Madison tilted her head. “And you think he’d say yes?”

Doug’s mouth twisted into a faint smirk. “I think he’s going to be real fucking interested.”

She laughed quietly. “Do I get a say?”

Doug stepped toward her. “You’ll get more than that. But let me handle the first conversation.”

She gave a slow nod. “Okay.”

He held her gaze for a long second, then turned, walking toward the garage. The door clicked shut behind him.

The air was cooler in the garage, the concrete floor cold against his bare feet. He sat down on the bench by his tool wall, then hit call.

It rang three times.

“Stanton.”

Doug leaned back. “It’s Doug Murphy.”

“Murphy? Holy shit. Thought you dropped off the planet.”

“Still here. Just quieter these days.”

“Married life treating you okay?”

Doug exhaled. “Actually, that’s why I’m calling.”

A beat of silence.

Wes’s tone sharpened. “Talk to me.”

Doug cleared his throat. “Look, this is gonna sound insane. But I need you to hear it through. No jokes. No bullshit.”

“Alright.”

Doug laid it out—not in full detail, but enough to make it clear. He and Madison had opened up their sex life. They trusted each other. And now, she wanted two men. At once. Doug wasn’t going to join this time. He was going to watch.

“This is about control,” Doug said quietly. “And trust. It’s not a fucking frat house stunt. You’d be there because I allow it. And because she wants it.”

Wes was quiet for a long beat.

Then, slowly: “You’re serious.”

“I wouldn’t call if I wasn’t.”

Another pause.

“You always were a dark horse, Murph. You sure about this?”

“I’m sure.”

“I follow your lead?”

“Every second.”

Wes exhaled through the speaker. “Alright. Yeah. I’m in.”

Doug closed his eyes for a second, jaw tight. “Thank you.”

“Tell your girl I’ll be a fucking gentleman… until I’m not supposed to be.”

Doug chuckled. “I’ll send you the details.”

Back inside, Madison was curled on the couch, hugging a throw pillow to her chest. She looked up as he entered. “Well?”

“He’s in.”

She smiled, but there was a flicker of nerves behind it. “Okay. That’s one.”

Doug sat beside her, his fingers already unlocking his phone. “Now I find the other.”

She watched as he opened the dating app. “Back on the meat market?”

“Not meat,” Doug said, scrolling. “I’m shopping for chemistry.”

He scrolled past a few profiles with bad lighting and worse grammar. Then he slowed.

Ethan, 33. Finance. Discreet. Verified profile. Clean test dates listed. Handsome in a soft-spoken, quiet confidence sort of way. Dark hair. Strong jaw. No flexing. No bravado.

Doug clicked the message thread. They’d already exchanged a few words the week before. Ethan had asked smart questions. Never once asked for nudes. Didn’t even ask for a time frame until Doug offered one.

“I think I found him,” Doug said.

Madison leaned in. “Show me.”

He turned the screen toward her.

Her lips parted slightly. “Oh. Yeah.”

Doug smiled faintly. “Clean. Smart. No bullshit. He gets it.”

“Do I get to meet him first?”

Doug nodded. “Briefly. But only if he keeps it respectful.”

“And if he doesn’t?”

Doug’s eyes flicked to hers. “Then it’s just you and Wes.”

Madison shivered. “I trust you.”

Doug turned back to his phone and began typing:

Saturday night. You, another man, and my wife. No games. No hesitation. No crossing lines. Are you in?

A reply came less than a minute later.

Yes. 100%. You set the tone—I’ll follow.

Doug exhaled, screen glowing in his hand.

Two men. One night. No turning back.

The house was clean. Too clean.

Doug had vacuumed twice. Straightened the pillows four times. There was a bottle of bourbon on the bar cart. Another of water beside it. Two glasses. No music. No TV. Just the quiet hum of anticipation in every corner of the room.

He stood by the window, watching the streetlights glow against the pavement.

They’d be here soon.

Upstairs, Madison was already waiting—showered, shaved, scented. She’d chosen black lingerie: sheer lace, no padding, barely there. Her robe hung open, tied only loosely at the waist. Her hair was down. Her lips painted soft pink. She looked like a gift.

And she was.

Doug heard the rumble first. The familiar sound of a motorcycle idling at the curb. Then the quiet purr of a second car behind it.

His pulse jumped.

He opened the door as Wes came up the walk—tall, confident, leather jacket slung over his shoulder. A half-second later, Ethan stepped out of the Uber, cleaner-cut, more serious-looking in a fitted gray shirt and dark jeans.

Doug nodded to both. “You guys good?”

Wes grinned. “I’ve been thinking about this since Thursday.”

Ethan’s smile was polite, but his eyes were sharp. “Absolutely.”

Doug stepped aside. “Shoes off. Phones off. No one’s recording anything.”

They kicked off their shoes and set their phones in the dish by the door without argument.

Doug led them inside. “You’ll see her first. But I set the pace.”

Wes and Ethan exchanged a brief glance. No nerves, no bravado. Just focused anticipation.

Doug motioned toward the stairs. “She’s upstairs. Door’s open. Go slow. No touching until I say.”

They climbed the stairs like men walking into fire.

Madison heard their footsteps before she saw them.

She was kneeling on the edge of the bed, robe open, the dim bedside lamp casting her skin in warm gold. Her nipples peaked through the sheer lace. Her thighs trembled slightly where they met the sheets.

She lifted her eyes as the door opened.

Wes stepped in first, and his smile faltered for just a second. “Fuck.”

Ethan followed. His breath caught, and he stopped cold.

Doug moved past them both, into the room, and sat in the armchair across from the bed. He said nothing. Just nodded once.

Madison swallowed hard. Then she sat back on her heels, untied the robe, and let it fall.

She was fully exposed now. Soft and bare. Her legs spread just slightly, her eyes flicking between the two men standing over her.

Wes stepped forward first. He reached out slowly, like she might disappear. His fingers brushed her shoulder, then slid down her arm, down to her waist. He leaned in and kissed her—slow, confident, nothing rushed.

Madison’s lips parted against his, breath shaky.

Then Ethan moved in on her other side. His hand touched her thigh. Warm. Grounded. Madison turned her head, lips brushing his.

Doug sat in the chair, silent, unmoving.

Watching.

Wes’s hands moved lower, one sliding over her stomach, down between her legs. Madison gasped, hips twitching forward. Ethan kissed her neck as Wes’s fingers slipped inside her, slow and deep.

Doug could see everything. The way her body opened. The way her breath hitched.

She was already wet.

“God, she’s soaked,” Wes murmured.

Doug’s cock throbbed in his jeans, but he didn’t move.

Ethan was behind her now, kissing down her spine. Madison leaned back between them, caught in the middle of their hands, their mouths, their heat.

Wes pulled his shirt off, revealing broad shoulders, tattooed arms. Ethan followed, quieter but just as ready. Their cocks were already hard through their jeans, pressing against her sides as they worked her open.

Doug clenched his fists.

Madison moaned—low, aching.

Then she looked at him.

At Doug.

And smiled.

Wes moved first.

He pushed Madison gently down onto her back, her legs spreading instinctively for him. She was panting now, chest rising and falling in shallow breaths, her nipples hard and sensitive under the thin lace. Ethan circled around the other side of the bed, standing beside Doug’s line of sight, his eyes locked on her body.

Doug never moved from the chair.

He just watched.

Watched as Wes hooked his thumbs under the waistband of her panties and slid them down her legs in one smooth motion. Watched as Madison lifted her hips for him, the robe now a forgotten puddle on the floor.

Her pussy glistened in the low light, already swollen and needy.

“Jesus,” Ethan whispered.

Wes looked up at Doug once, just a flick of the eyes, waiting.

Doug nodded.

And Wes moved between her thighs.

His cock was out, thick and ready. He stroked it once as he hovered over her, then lined up and pushed inside.

Madison gasped sharply—loud and real—her head tipping back as Wes slid deep. Her body took him easily, but she still clenched around him like she hadn’t been filled in days. Her fingers clawed at the sheets, mouth open, eyes unfocused.

Doug’s cock pulsed hard in his pants, but he stayed still.

Wes began to fuck her—slow and steady, hips grinding into hers with a deep, methodical rhythm. Madison’s legs wrapped around his waist, ankles locking. Her back arched off the bed, each thrust drawing a moan from her throat.

Ethan stepped in, one hand tangling in her hair, pulling her head gently to the side. He leaned down, kissed her again—harder now. Her moan was swallowed by his mouth, her body a live wire between the two of them.

Then he pulled back and looked to Doug.

“Is she ready for more?” Ethan asked, voice calm but charged.

Doug’s throat was dry. His voice came out low. “She’s ready.”

Ethan climbed onto the bed, kneeling beside her head. He was hard now—long and thick, his cock already leaking at the tip. Madison turned her head and opened her mouth for him without being told.

Doug’s breath caught as she took him in.

Just the head at first—then deeper.

Wes’s pace didn’t slow. He was pounding into her now, hips slapping against her thighs. The bed creaked, the air thick with sweat, breath, and the raw, wet sounds of her being used.

Madison moaned around Ethan’s cock, her throat swallowing him deeper as her body was driven into the mattress.

Doug stared, unmoving. His pulse pounded in his ears. He had never seen her like this—completely surrendered, completely taken. Not a fantasy. Not a roleplay. This was real.

She was split open.

Fucked from both ends.

Her fingers clutched at Ethan’s hip while Wes’s thrusts grew harder, more savage. Her body was bouncing with the rhythm, mouth stuffed, eyes glassy.

Doug's cock was rock hard, aching behind his zipper, but he made no move to touch himself.

He didn’t want to blur it.

He wanted to feel every second of it.

Ethan pulled back briefly, stroking himself. Madison gasped for breath, spit shining her lips. “Fuck… oh my god…”

Wes grabbed her thighs and flipped her over without warning. She landed on her knees, ass high in the air, face pressed into the sheets.

Doug leaned forward slightly in the chair.

Wes entered her again from behind—brutal, deep—and she cried out, clutching the bed. Ethan moved in front of her again, guiding her back onto his cock.

And there it was.

The full picture.

Doug watched, jaw clenched, heart hammering as his wife was fucked hard from both ends, her body bouncing between them, her throat and cunt stuffed completely.

Madison moaned something—he couldn’t even understand the words.

He didn’t need to.

He saw everything in the way her back arched, the way her hips pushed into Wes, the way her hands gripped Ethan’s thighs like she never wanted it to end.

Her body trembled, and Doug knew she was close.

“She's going to come,” Ethan said hoarsely.

Doug's voice was low, firm. “Let her.”

Wes’s hand reached down between her legs, rubbing her clit hard while he pounded into her from behind. Ethan held her face, cock deep in her throat.

Madison’s whole body seized. She came with a scream muffled around Ethan’s cock—legs shaking, pussy clenching, body bucking uncontrollably.

And Doug⁠—

Doug couldn’t breathe.


CHAPTER 11


The morning sun crept in slow, casting long golden lines across the hardwood floor. The room still smelled faintly of sex—flesh, sweat, and the soft floral hint of the lotion Madison had rubbed into her legs the night before.

Doug was still asleep beside her.

Madison lay on her back, eyes open, staring at the ceiling. The fan above rotated in lazy circles, and her fingers curled loosely around the edge of the sheet, pulling it up to cover her chest.

She felt hollow.

Not broken. Not wrong. Just… fragile.

Every second from the night before replayed on a loop in her head: the weight of two bodies, the stretch of them inside her, the look on Doug’s face from across the room. Not disgust. Not anger. Just stillness. He hadn't moved. Not once.

He hadn’t touched her. He’d let them do it all.

And now?

Now, she couldn’t tell if that meant he was fine… or if something had fractured between them.

Doug stirred beside her. A low groan rumbled in his chest as he rolled onto his back, his arm brushing hers beneath the sheets. He blinked into the light, hair messy, jaw dark with overnight stubble.

“Hey,” he murmured, voice rough with sleep.

Madison didn’t answer right away.

He turned his head toward her. “You okay?”

She hesitated. “I don’t know.”

Doug sat up slightly, concern flickering across his face. “Talk to me.”

Madison swallowed, eyes still fixed on the ceiling. “Are you mad at me?”

“What?”

Her voice cracked. “You didn’t touch me all night. You didn’t even come near me after.”

Doug sat up fully now, the sheet falling to his waist. “Maddie…”

“I need to know,” she said quickly, her voice gaining speed. “Because if it felt wrong to you—if you looked at me and saw something you didn’t want anymore—I need you to tell me now. I can’t—” Her throat tightened. “I can’t lie in this bed next to you if you're just pretending we're okay.”

Doug stared at her for a beat, like he was seeing her for the first time.

Then he reached for her—slow and sure—and gently pulled the sheet down from her chest.

Madison’s breath hitched.

“You think I don’t want you?” he said softly.

She didn’t answer.

Doug leaned in, his palm settling on her bare stomach. “I didn’t touch you last night because I couldn’t. If I had stood up from that chair, I would’ve torn those men out of you mid-thrust. Do you understand me?”

Madison’s lips parted. Her heart pounded in her chest.

Doug’s voice dropped to a rasp. “Watching you… split open like that… I’ve never wanted you more in my entire fucking life.”

Tears welled in her eyes. “Then why do I feel like I did something wrong?”

Doug climbed over her now, slow and heavy, caging her in beneath his body. “You didn’t do anything wrong,” he said. “You gave yourself to me. Completely. And I shared you because I wanted to see it. I wanted to know what it looked like when you lost control. When you gave in to everything.”

He brushed his lips across hers—barely a kiss, just breath and heat.

“You think I hate you?” he whispered. “I’m obsessed with you.”

A tear rolled down her cheek.

Doug kissed it away.

“You’re mine, Maddie. That doesn’t change. Not now. Not after this. Not ever.”

Her arms slid around his neck, pulling him closer.

Doug kissed her cheek, then her temple, then the corner of her mouth. His lips moved with reverence, not rush. Madison’s hands slid up his back, fingers splayed wide, like she was holding on just to be sure he was real.

He didn’t try to part her legs right away. He just laid his weight gently over her, warm and solid, the comforting pressure of his chest against hers pressing her deeper into the mattress. She needed that weight. She needed to be held down, not by force, but by something steady—something that told her she was safe and wanted.

Doug leaned in, his nose brushing the side of her face as he whispered, “You’re mine, Maddie. Every inch of you. Even when you give yourself to someone else, I’m the one you come back to.”

Her throat tightened, and her voice came out small. “What if one day I go too far?”

He pulled back enough to look into her eyes. His voice didn’t waver. “You can’t. Because I decide where the line is, and I haven’t found it yet.”

Madison blinked fast, but it was no use. Tears spilled anyway. Doug caught one with his thumb, then kissed her lips—deep this time. He tasted her slowly, tongue brushing hers, the kiss thick with heat and emotion. She kissed him back harder, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer like it hurt to let him go.

When he slid his hand down her side, past her hip, and between her thighs, she was already wet again.

Her breath caught in her throat as he touched her, his fingers slow and sure, circling her clit like he knew exactly how to unravel her. Because he did. No one in the world knew her like this. No one else knew how to read the way her breath hitched, the way her thighs tensed, the way her hips tilted up just a little when she wanted more.

“You gave them a show,” he murmured, dragging his fingers down to tease her entrance. “But this is mine. No one else gets this part. Not like I do.”

Madison nodded, breath shuddering. “It’s yours. All of it.”

He pressed two fingers into her, slow and deep, and her eyes fluttered closed. She moaned softly, hips rising to meet him, her body starting to respond the way it always did when he touched her like this—not just with lust, but with trust. With the ache of knowing she could fall apart completely, and he’d still be there, holding her together.

Doug watched her closely, jaw tight, eyes focused only on her. “Do you know what I saw last night?”

She tried to answer, but all that came out was a quiet gasp as his thumb brushed her clit again.

“I saw you in your purest form. Open. Brave. Fucking radiant,” he said, voice rough. “But what you didn’t see—what you didn’t feel—was what it did to me. Sitting there. Watching you take everything you wanted. It made me want to tear the fucking walls down.”

Madison’s body trembled under his hand, the tears still wet on her cheeks. “Then why didn’t you?”

“Because this—” he pulled his fingers from her and gripped her thighs, spreading her open beneath him, “—this is the part I wanted for myself.”

He reached down, his cock thick and ready, and guided himself to her entrance. He didn’t push in right away. Just pressed against her, holding there, letting her feel the weight of it, the heat of him, the promise of what was coming.

Madison looked up at him, her voice shaking. “Take me slow. Please.”

Doug leaned down, kissed her again—this time softer, deeper.

Then he pushed inside.

He moved slowly, deliberately, every inch a claiming. She arched into him, mouth falling open as he stretched her, filled her completely in one long, endless stroke.

When he bottomed out, their bodies flush, she gasped and buried her face in his neck.

Doug didn’t move for a long moment. He just held there, deep inside her, his hands cradling her head, his breath ragged against her skin.

“You feel like home,” he whispered.

Madison’s arms wrapped around his shoulders, pulling him in as tight as she could. “Don’t stop. Just… stay like this.”

“I’m not going anywhere,” he said, and started to move.

His hips rolled slow, dragging his cock out inch by inch, then sliding back in, deep and smooth. She clung to him, legs wrapped around his waist, body arching to meet each thrust. There was no urgency. No roughness. Just depth and heat and that low, aching sound she only made when he hit something that wasn’t just physical.

Doug gritted his teeth, trying to hold back, but her pussy was clenching around him like she never wanted to let him go.

“You’re mine,” he said again, voice breaking. “I don’t care who watches. I don’t care who touches. You always come back to me. Always.”

Madison moaned into his neck, her body trembling. “I need to come. I need it so bad.”

He shifted his angle, pulling back to slide a hand between them, rubbing her clit with slow, tight circles while he kept the rhythm steady and deep.

“You gonna come for me, baby?” he asked.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes. Please.”

Her orgasm built slow, thick, overwhelming. She came with a broken sob, tears sliding down her cheeks as her whole body locked up around him. Doug kept fucking her through it, hips grinding into her, kissing her face, her neck, her chest, whispering her name over and over like it was the only word he knew.

And when she finally collapsed beneath him, wrecked and sobbing quietly, he kissed her lips one last time, then let himself go.

He buried himself deep, groaning into her neck as he came, hot and thick, spilling everything he had inside her. His body shuddered as hers still twitched beneath him, the two of them tangled in sweat and sheets and everything they couldn’t say out loud.

When it was done, he stayed on top of her, holding his weight on his elbows, forehead resting against hers.

Madison opened her eyes, still wet. “Doug…”

“I know,” he said quietly. “I know.”

He pulled her close again, wrapping her fully in his arms.

And for the first time since last night, she finally let herself believe it.

They were okay.

They lay there for a long time, tangled in silence.

Doug had shifted onto his side, one arm under her neck, the other resting on her belly, fingers lazily drawing soft shapes into her skin. Madison’s leg was hooked over his hip, keeping him close, her cheek nestled against his chest, listening to the slow thump of his heart as it returned to normal.

She felt weightless.

The guilt wasn’t gone, not completely, but it had lost its grip on her throat. The fear that he might hate her, that he might see her differently, had been drowned in the way he held her. In the way he’d touched her like she was his everything.

And now, in the stillness, something else stirred.

A flicker at first. Then a spark. Then more.

Doug’s hand shifted, his fingertips trailing up between her breasts, over her throat, to her jaw. He tilted her face up to look at him. His eyes were dark but soft, lips parted like he wanted to say something but couldn’t find the words.

So he kissed her instead.

Slow at first. Then deeper.

Madison responded instantly. Her hand slid down his back, nails dragging lightly across his skin. There was no hesitation now. No fear. No weight pressing on her chest.

Just hunger.

She broke the kiss, gasping softly against his mouth. “Doug…”

He didn’t answer, just pulled her tighter.

She rolled on top of him, her legs straddling his waist, her pussy still dripping with his cum. She was flushed, her hair tangled, eyes shining. Her body was sore—but alive. Her heart was full—but aching for more.

Doug looked up at her, stunned by the sudden shift. “Maddie?”

She grinned, her hips starting to move again. “Don’t look so surprised.”

His hands gripped her thighs. “What’s gotten into you?”

“You did,” she whispered. “You reminded me who I am.”

She leaned down, licking the sweat off his collarbone. “You don’t just love me, Doug. You see me. Even the messy parts. Especially the messy parts. And that makes me want to give you everything.”

Doug’s cock stirred again beneath her, and she smiled as she felt it, grinding against him.

“I’m not scared anymore,” she whispered, rocking her hips. “You made me fearless.”

Doug groaned, reaching up to grab her ass as she pressed herself down, dragging her soaked folds across his length.

“You want more?” he asked, voice low, already breathless.

She leaned down, lips brushing his ear. “I want to own you the way you just owned me.”

Doug grinned against her neck, biting her softly. “Then ride me, baby. Show me what I set on fire.”

And Madison did.

This time, she moved with purpose.

Not to prove herself. Not to earn forgiveness. But because she wanted it. She rode him hard and deep, her nails digging into his chest, her moans raw and unfiltered. She kissed him like she needed him under her skin. Her eyes stayed open—watching him watch her—until they both came again, tangled and trembling.

When it was over, she collapsed against his chest, gasping, smiling, wrecked in a new way.

Doug held her tight, his hand in her hair.

“Still mine?” he asked.

She laughed, kissed his neck.

“Always,” she whispered. “But next time… I pick the men.”

Doug blinked.

Madison smiled wickedly against his throat.

The fire was back.


CHAPTER 12


It was a Tuesday. Nothing special about it. Just work, errands, a grocery run. Doug was still in Zoom meetings by the time Madison got home, laptop open in the dining room, headphones on, mouthing something about projections and deliverables. She kissed the top of his head on the way past and didn’t even notice he wasn’t really paying attention.

But he noticed her.

The way she moved. The way she didn’t hover. She wasn’t waiting for his attention anymore—she carried her own energy now, like someone walking through the world with a secret.

Doug watched her over the rim of his coffee mug, a faint smirk on his lips.

That night, after dinner, they were curled on opposite ends of the couch. Doug had the game on. Madison had her phone out, scrolling.

“Anything good?” he asked casually, half-watching the screen.

Madison looked up, her expression unreadable at first. Then she smiled faintly and locked the phone. “Maybe.”

Doug raised an eyebrow. “You swiping?”

“Maybe,” she said again, then reached for the blanket and stretched her legs across his lap.

He stared down at her thighs for a second. She wasn’t wearing anything under the long sleep shirt. His cock stirred.

“You’re not asking me first this time?” he teased.

Her eyes flicked to his. “Do I need to?”

Doug went quiet.

That hit differently.

He didn’t hate it. Not at all. But he felt something shift inside him. Something like tension. Like being edged—but emotionally. This wasn’t about control anymore. Not just his. Not just hers. It was shared. A new balance forming.

Madison shifted slightly, pulling up a photo on her screen and turning it toward him.

“This is Cam,” she said.

Doug leaned in. The guy was… handsome. Boyish. Short beard, sandy hair, sharp eyes. He had that art-school-meets-crossfit look. Confident, but not overbearing. Normal, in a way that made him dangerous.

“He messaged you?”

“I messaged him.”

Doug blinked. “Oh.”

Madison's smile turned just a little crooked. “He works at the coffee place off 7th. I saw him a couple times. Started chatting. He’s local. Clean. Curious.”

“You already vetted him?”

She nodded.

Doug paused. “You want to meet him?”

“I already did.”

Doug’s brows lifted.

“This afternoon,” she said simply. “We had coffee. Talked for twenty minutes. I told him I was married. Told him what we do. He asked good questions. Didn’t get weird. Didn’t push. But he’s in.”

Doug let that settle in.

Madison—his sweet, quiet, nervous Maddie—had walked up to a man on her own. Told him about their open marriage. Invited him into their sex life. All without Doug saying a single word.

And she was so calm about it. Like this had always been part of her.

He felt his cock throb in his jeans.

“When?” he asked.

“Thursday night,” she said. “He’s coming here.”

Doug’s stomach tightened. “You’re bringing him to the house?”

She leaned in, kissed him softly. “You’ll be here too. I wouldn’t do this without you under the same roof.”

Doug searched her eyes, then exhaled.

“Where do you want me?” he asked.

“In the bedroom,” she whispered. “Waiting.”

He swallowed.

“Am I allowed to come out?”

She nodded. “Only when I call for you.”

Doug ran a hand over his jaw, trying not to groan.

“You like this?” she asked.

He didn’t speak for a moment. Then: “I might love it.”

Madison laughed softly, stood up, and stretched. Her shirt lifted just enough to tease him with bare skin, and she caught him staring.

“You’ll get your show,” she said. “But this one’s mine.”

And with that, she walked upstairs, hips swaying.

Doug sat back on the couch, heart pounding, half-hard and stunned.

His wife had just hunted.

Doug was pacing in the bedroom. Not nervously, exactly—but with the kind of energy he didn’t know where to put. The room was clean. Lit just right. The small accent chair near the window was turned to face the foot of the bed, the one spot in the room that gave him a full view. He’d set a glass of water on the nightstand, fluffed the pillows, checked the lighting three times. His shirt was already off, his jeans unbuttoned just enough to relieve the growing pressure below his waist.

This wasn’t like last time.

He didn’t set this up. He didn’t know the guy beyond a couple of pictures. He didn’t vet him, didn’t call, didn’t hear his voice or check his vibe. This wasn’t his plan.

This was Madison’s.

And somehow, that made it even hotter—and ten times more nerve-wracking.

He heard her laugh through the bathroom door, the sound light and warm, the kind she only made when she was excited and pretending not to be. She’d been in there for twenty minutes already, and every time he walked past the door, she told him to wait.

“Not yet,” she said ten minutes ago. “I want you to see all of it at once.”

Doug leaned against the wall, arms crossed, trying to manage the low throb in his cock. He couldn’t stop picturing her—picking out lingerie for another man, slipping into something sheer and black, maybe red, maybe nothing. Curling her hair. Spraying perfume behind her knees. Choosing earrings that made her feel beautiful. Not for someone else’s approval. Not even for Cam’s. But for the moment itself.

They’d talked about it three nights ago. Madison had brought it up while they were lying in bed, her head on his chest, their legs tangled in the sheets. She told him about the barista—Cam—how she’d flirted lightly, felt a spark, and gotten brave enough to start a conversation. Doug hadn’t just approved—he’d gotten hard the second she said she’d made the first move.

What got to him most wasn’t the idea of her fucking another man—it was the image of her standing confidently in front of him, choosing it.

But now, as the night was suddenly real, he felt the edge of something sharper. Not jealousy. Not fear. Something more primal. A need to be there, fully present, to watch the man touch what he loved most. Not to stop it. Not to test himself. But to witness it—moment by moment.

The bathroom door opened.

Doug straightened instinctively, breath catching in his throat.

Madison stepped out, her body framed in the doorway like she already knew how wrecked she was about to leave him. She wore a deep burgundy set—lace, high-cut, the bra sheer enough that her nipples pressed clearly through the fabric. A garter belt wrapped around her hips, attached to black stockings, and her heels clicked softly on the wood floor as she walked toward him.

She had curled her hair, soft waves cascading down one shoulder, and her makeup was subtle but done—eyes smoky, lips nude and glossy. Her perfume hit him as she passed, that warm, soft scent that never failed to turn his blood thick.

She paused in front of him and did a slow turn, looking over her shoulder.

“Well?” she asked.

Doug stepped in close, his hands sliding to her waist. “You’re going to ruin him.”

Madison smiled, breath brushing his jaw as she leaned up to kiss him. It wasn’t a light kiss—it was deep and slow, the kind that made him forget the plan for a second. He gripped her tighter, his cock hardening instantly, pressing against her thigh through his jeans.

“I picked this set just for you,” she murmured. “He’ll get to see it. You’re the one who’ll get to take it off.”

He rested his forehead against hers for a second, eyes closed. “God, Maddie. You have no idea what this does to me.”

She kissed him again. “You’ll be right there, baby. Beside me. Watching.”

He nodded, his voice husky. “And if I need to touch you?”

“Then you do.”

His jaw tightened. “And if I don’t want to share you halfway through?”

Her eyes darkened. “Then you take me back.”

She ran a hand slowly down his chest, over his stomach, stopping just above his jeans.

“You’re still in charge, Doug,” she said softly. “Even when I make the first move, I’m doing it because I know you want to see me lit up like this.”

He swallowed hard, nodding. “I fucking do.”

A soft chime echoed from downstairs.

They both froze.

She smiled. “He’s here.”

Doug’s cock throbbed. His pulse pounded.

Madison turned toward the stairs, grabbing her silk robe off the hook and slipping it on. She tied it loosely, just enough to cover her curves without hiding them. Then she turned back and looked at him, that quiet confidence burning just under the surface.

“Come with me,” she said.

Doug followed, bare-chested, heart hammering, cock already thick and aching. As they descended the stairs together, he couldn’t stop staring at her—the sway of her hips, the strength in her spine, the grace in the way she carried herself.

This wasn’t just his wife.

This was the woman he loved, on fire.

He was exactly how Doug remembered from the photo—mid-thirties, casual confidence, dressed in a soft black button-down and dark jeans, the kind of guy who didn’t try too hard because he didn’t need to. His jaw was trimmed, his hair slightly tousled, his smile easy but not cocky. He smelled faintly of cologne—subtle, not overpowering—and carried himself with the kind of self-awareness that immediately put people at ease.

But Doug wasn’t at ease.

He didn’t dislike him. Not yet. He just wasn’t used to standing next to a man who’d been invited to fuck his wife.

Cam's eyes landed on Madison first. They should’ve—she looked like sex on heels.

“Wow,” Cam said under his breath, looking her up and down, his smile shifting into something slower, more appreciative. “You’re even more beautiful in person.”

Madison smiled, the kind she reserved for when she knew she had someone’s full attention and didn’t mind keeping it. “Thanks for coming.”

Doug watched closely, his arms crossed, not smiling. He didn’t need to. His presence spoke loud enough.

Cam’s eyes flicked over to him, extending a hand. “You must be Doug.”

Doug shook it. Firm. Measured. He held Cam’s gaze a second longer than necessary before letting go. “You ready to treat her right?”

Cam nodded. “That’s the only reason I’m here.”

Doug studied him for another moment, then stepped aside.

“Come in. No shoes. No bullshit. No phones.”

Cam kicked off his shoes and set his phone in the entry dish, nodding again. “Understood.”

They moved into the living room, the lighting dimmed, just the soft golden glow from the floor lamp near the couch and a couple candles on the console table. The energy shifted immediately. Quieter. Heavier. Intimate without being staged.

Madison stood near the center of the room, arms loosely folded, robe still tied. She didn’t speak yet. She didn’t need to.

Cam looked at her with more than just interest. He looked like a man trying to read every detail before making a move.

Doug stepped toward the leather chair angled in the corner, the same one he used when they’d had guests before. He sat, slow and deliberate, legs slightly apart, one arm resting along the chair’s edge.

He wanted to be comfortable—but he also wanted Cam to remember who this woman belonged to.

Cam seemed to understand.

Madison finally spoke, her voice soft but clear. “You nervous?”

Cam smiled faintly. “A little. You?”

Madison stepped forward, closing the distance between them. “Not really.”

Doug’s cock stirred at the confidence in her voice. It wasn’t arrogance. It was grace. Experience. Trust. She wasn’t playing games—she was stepping into something they’d built together, and now she owned it just as much as he did.

Cam reached out slowly, brushing a strand of hair back from her face. “You’re stunning.”

Madison looked back at Doug for the first time since Cam had walked in.

Their eyes locked.

Doug gave her a small nod.

She turned back to Cam, untied the robe, and let it fall.

Underneath, the lingerie looked even more dangerous than it had upstairs. The light shimmered against the lace, the garters, the curve of her hip. Cam let out a low breath, eyes dragging over every inch of her.

Doug shifted in the chair, adjusting the growing tension in his jeans.

Cam stepped closer, raising one hand to her waist. “Can I touch you?”

Madison nodded once. “Yes. But slow.”

Cam obeyed. His hands moved to her hips, sliding around to her lower back, pulling her gently forward. He kissed her—carefully at first, testing.

Doug watched as Madison responded—mouth opening under Cam’s, her body softening slightly, her hands curling into his shirt. She moaned into the kiss, low and real, the kind of sound Doug had learned to listen for. That wasn’t performance. That was pleasure.

Cam kissed down her jaw, along her neck, hands smoothing over her thighs, fingertips grazing the tops of her stockings. His movements were slow, respectful, but he wasn’t afraid. He touched her like a man who knew she was there for this, and like a man who knew someone was watching.

Madison tilted her head back slightly, eyes fluttering closed. Her chest rose and fell as she inhaled sharply. Doug saw the exact second her body began to light up.

Cam whispered something into her ear—Doug couldn’t hear what—but it made her smile, and then she turned toward the chair.

“Doug.”

His eyes snapped up.

She didn’t ask for permission. She just held out her hand.

Doug stood.

Doug stepped forward, his bare chest rising and falling with slow, heavy breaths. The room felt warm now—closer, more electric. His eyes stayed on Madison’s as he approached, her hand still extended, palm up, waiting for him.

When he took it, she squeezed his fingers tightly, grounding herself in his presence. She didn’t say anything. She didn’t need to. The look in her eyes said it all—I want this, and I need you with me.

Doug stepped in behind her, his body close to hers without crowding. Madison turned slightly toward him, tipping her face up for a kiss. Doug gave it to her—deep, slow, tongue brushing hers, lips parted around each other like they hadn’t kissed in weeks.

Cam stood in front of them, his eyes watching every movement like he was studying a new language.

When Madison pulled back, her voice was low and breathless. “Touch me.”

Doug’s hand slid down her stomach, over the soft lace of her garter belt, fingertips brushing the bare skin above her thigh. He didn’t undress her. Not yet. He just let his hand rest there, heat to heat, skin to skin.

Cam took a step forward, close now, one hand moving to Madison’s hip. He leaned in and kissed her again—more confident this time. His hand rose to her breast, palming it through the lace, thumb brushing across her hardened nipple.

Doug felt her body tense and then melt between them.

He leaned down and whispered into her ear, his voice low. “How does he feel?”

Madison moaned softly, pressing her hips back against Doug’s body. “He knows what he’s doing.”

Doug’s cock throbbed behind the denim of his jeans, and he pulled her closer, his hips meeting her ass. “You’re going to let him undress you?”

She nodded.

Doug’s hand slid up her torso, resting just below the edge of her bra. “Then let him. But I’m staying right here.”

Cam looked at Doug once, a quick glance—not asking permission, just checking in. Doug gave him a slight nod.

Cam reached for the clasp at the front of Madison’s bra, unclipping it with a practiced flick. The lace fell away, revealing her breasts—soft and flushed, her nipples already hard.

Cam leaned down and took one between his lips, licking and sucking gently. Madison gasped, arching back into Doug, her head resting against his shoulder.

Doug couldn’t stop his hand from moving now. He cupped her breast with one hand while the other slid lower—past the garter belt, past the lace—fingers grazing her already soaked folds.

“You’re dripping,” he murmured into her ear.

She whimpered, her knees wobbling slightly. “I can’t help it.”

He pressed one finger into her slowly, dragging it out just as slowly. Her breath hitched, and she clung to him with one hand while the other reached forward, fingers tangling in Cam’s shirt.

Cam stood straight again, his eyes locked on hers as he kissed her deeply, their mouths crashing together in a slow, wet rhythm.

Doug kept touching her, teasing her clit in slow, lazy circles as she kissed the man she’d chosen. Her hips rocked back and forth between them—between Doug’s fingers and Cam’s lips and tongue. Her skin flushed, breath hitching with every touch.

Doug’s voice was a low growl in her ear. “You want more?”

Madison nodded against his chest. “Please.”

Doug’s hands moved to her hips, gripping her firmly as he looked over her shoulder at Cam.

“Take her to the bed,” Doug said. “But I stay close.”

Cam nodded once and guided Madison backward toward the bed. She sat on the edge, legs slightly spread, stockings hugging her thighs, lips parted as she breathed through the heat of her own desire. Doug sat beside her, one hand on her knee.

Cam knelt between her legs, his hands sliding up the insides of her thighs, his mouth hovering just above her.

Madison looked over at Doug, eyes wide, pupils blown, cheeks flushed.

“You okay?” he asked softly.

She nodded. “I want to feel his mouth.”

Doug leaned in, kissed her shoulder, and whispered, “Then let him taste you.”

Cam didn’t wait for more direction. He lowered his head, his tongue parting her folds, licking slow and deep, exploring her like he meant it. Madison cried out, her legs twitching, hips lifting off the bed. Her hand flew back, grabbing Doug’s thigh, fingers digging in.

Doug watched every movement—Cam’s mouth working against her, his tongue curling against her clit, his fingers slipping inside her. And Madison—the way her body writhed, the way she gasped and moaned and shook—looked more alive than ever.

He couldn’t take his eyes off her.

Her voice was high and broken now, her breath ragged. “Doug… I’m close…”

He grabbed her hand, laced his fingers through hers, and squeezed tight.

“Let go, baby,” he whispered. “I’m right here.”

She came hard, her body convulsing, back arching off the mattress. She cried out his name—his name—and her whole body trembled as Cam held her hips, keeping his mouth locked to her center until she couldn’t take anymore.

When she collapsed backward, gasping and wrecked, Doug leaned over her and kissed her—her forehead, her cheeks, her lips.

“I’ve got you,” he murmured.

Cam stood now, watching them both. He was hard—visibly—his cock straining against his jeans.

Doug met his eyes without flinching.

“She’s ready,” he said.

Madison looked up at both of them, her voice soft, lips swollen from kisses. “I want to feel him inside me.”

Doug kissed her once more, then pulled back just far enough to watch.

Madison sat upright on the bed, chest still heaving from her orgasm. Her legs were slightly parted, her stockings pulled halfway down her thighs, her body glistening with sweat. Cam stood in front of her now, slowly unbuttoning his shirt. He wasn’t cocky—he was focused. Careful. Like he understood this wasn’t about taking a woman, but stepping into something already sacred.

Doug sat behind her on the bed, one leg bent up, the other stretched along the mattress. His hand rested on her lower back, grounding her, claiming her silently.

Cam finished undressing. His cock was hard and thick, not overly large, but more than enough. Madison looked up at him, biting her lip, then glanced back at Doug for just a second.

Doug nodded. “You’re ready.”

She leaned back against him and whispered, “I want him inside me while you hold me.”

Doug’s chest tightened. “Then turn around.”

She crawled forward slowly, her knees sinking into the mattress, then lowered herself onto her hands. Her back arched perfectly, hips tilted up, legs spread wide.

Doug shifted behind her, sitting beside her now, running his fingers along her spine. “Breathe, baby.”

Cam moved between her legs, one hand on her hip, the other guiding himself to her entrance. He paused, head of his cock just brushing her, and looked to Doug again.

Doug nodded once, low and firm. “Go ahead.”

Cam pushed in.

Madison gasped loud, her body tensing, her hands clawing at the sheets. Doug reached for her face, brushing her hair back, his lips at her ear. “Take him slow. Let yourself feel it.”

Cam filled her inch by inch, groaning softly as her pussy clenched around him. She was soaked, hot, and tight, and when he bottomed out, he stayed there, just breathing for a second.

Doug watched her face, the flush in her cheeks, the way her mouth hung open, eyes fluttering closed.

“You good?” Doug asked.

Madison whimpered, nodding. “So full…”

Cam began to move, hips pulling back and then sliding back in with smooth, deliberate rhythm. The sound of it—skin against skin, wet and rhythmic—filled the room. Doug didn’t take his eyes off her. He watched her body open, watched the way her ass bounced with each thrust, watched Cam’s cock disappear inside her again and again.

Doug leaned in and kissed her shoulder, then whispered, “You’re perfect like this.”

She moaned, one hand reaching back for his thigh.

Cam moved faster now, his hand gripping her waist, thrusts growing deeper. Madison’s moans turned desperate, her body jerking forward with each snap of Cam’s hips. Doug held her hand tight, grounding her in the chaos.

Then she looked back at him—eyes wide, lips trembling.

“I’m close again,” she gasped.

Doug brushed her clit with his fingers. “Come for me, Maddie. I want to see it.”

Her whole body tensed, her breath hitching—then she shattered.

The orgasm tore through her, loud and raw, her pussy clenching tight around Cam’s cock as she cried out into the mattress. Cam cursed under his breath, hips stuttering, and Doug watched as he came inside her, groaning through clenched teeth as he filled her.

Madison collapsed forward onto the bed, her body trembling, cunt twitching, cum leaking out slowly between her thighs.

Cam pulled out, breathing hard, then stepped back respectfully, grabbing his clothes.

Doug didn’t say a word to him.

His focus was on her.

Madison was still shaking when Doug reached for her, pulled her up into his lap, and kissed her hard. His cock was already rock-hard, throbbing against her soaked thighs.

“You’re not done,” he said against her mouth. “Not until I’ve fucked you full again.”

She whimpered, straddling him, her knees weak, body overstimulated—but her eyes burned with hunger.

Doug pushed inside her in one smooth stroke, her pussy still soaked and stretched from Cam’s cock. She cried out, wrapping her arms around his neck as he fucked her slow but deep, reclaiming every inch of her.

“You’re mine,” he growled. “No matter who you fuck. You come home to me.”

“I’m yours,” she gasped, grinding down hard on him. “Only yours.”

Doug fucked her through it—deep, slow, relentless—until he came inside her, spilling everything into the mess Cam had left behind. Her pussy was overflowing, dripping down his thighs, and he didn’t care.

He held her there, buried deep, panting into her neck.

No one spoke for a long time.

Madison curled up against him, limp, sore, completely spent.

Doug brushed her hair back, his voice low and hoarse.

“You’re amazing,” he whispered. “And I’m never letting you go.”


CHAPTER 13


It was too hot for clothes, but Madison hadn’t planned on being seen.

She stepped outside in a loose tank top and soft cotton shorts—no bra, no makeup, hair in a messy bun. Just grabbing a few moments of evening air while Doug was upstairs, locked in another late Zoom call with his headset on and his “Do Not Disturb” voice activated.

She didn’t mean to see him.

But Drew was there.

Leaning into the open hood of his truck, one hand braced on the engine block, the other gripping a wrench with his bicep flexed and glistening. He was shirtless, tan skin slick with sweat, muscles hard and cut beneath a light layer of dirt and grease. His jeans were beat to hell—faded, sun-bleached, and worn down in all the places that made her stare.

His ass looked illegal in those jeans.

She barely had time to think before he straightened up and wiped his hands on a rag.

Then he spotted her.

That grin—lazy, crooked, knowing—spread across his face instantly. He gave her a slow up-and-down, and didn’t bother to hide it.

“Well shit,” Drew called across the lawn. “I thought it was just another hundred-degree Tuesday, but turns out it’s Christmas morning.”

Madison raised her brows, sipping the cold drink she’d brought out. “Is that how you greet all your neighbors?”

“Just the ones who come outside dressed like they’re trying to get fucked.”

She choked slightly on her sip, then laughed, wiping her mouth. “Wow. Straight to the point, huh?”

Drew didn’t move. He leaned against the truck with the kind of posture that let you know he was used to being looked at. “You don’t seem like the kind of woman who likes wasting time with small talk.”

She took another slow sip, then set the glass on the porch rail. “And what kind of woman is that?”

He smirked. “The kind who knows what she wants the second she sees it.”

Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. “And what exactly do you think I’m looking at right now?”

He scratched his chest with the rag, dragging it slowly over his torso like he didn’t know what it did to her. “Well, unless you’ve got a secret thing for busted engines and sunburned mechanics, I’m guessing you’re not out here admiring my truck.”

Madison let out a soft, amused breath and leaned on the porch column, arching slightly. “Maybe I just wanted to see you sweat.”

“You keep talking to me like that, sweetheart,” he said, eyes narrowing slightly, “and you’re gonna get a whole lot more than sweat.”

She stared at him, the tension tightening low in her belly. “That a promise?”

“It’s a warning.”

He finally moved closer, crossing the small stretch of lawn like he had all the time in the world. He stopped at the foot of her steps, close enough now that she could smell him—leather, sweat, soap, engine grease. Raw male.

“I don’t think your husband would love me saying the things I’m thinking right now,” Drew said, voice lower now, heat laced through every syllable.

Madison tilted her head slightly. “Doug trusts me.”

Drew’s eyes flicked to her chest, the thin tank showing just enough outline to leave nothing to the imagination. “Then he must be a saint.”

She smiled, slow and dangerous. “He’s something.”

“And he lets you out here, dressed like that, mouth like that, looking at me like you want to swallow me whole?”

Her breath hitched, just slightly. She stepped down one step, bringing herself closer to his level. “I don’t recall touching you.”

Drew grinned, stepping up one stair to meet her halfway. His voice dropped again. “You don’t need to. The way you’re looking at me? Baby, that’s the same way women look right before they ask if anyone’s watching.”

She held her ground, not flinching, but her pulse was pounding.

“You don’t know me,” she said softly.

He chuckled. “No. But I’m real curious.”

She looked him up and down slowly. “You’re dirty.”

“And you like it.”

Madison’s eyes locked onto his. “Maybe.”

Drew licked his bottom lip, nodding slowly. “You say the word, and I’ll have you bent over that porch railing before your husband finishes his next sentence.”

Her legs trembled—not from fear, but from the sudden wet heat building fast between her thighs. She swallowed, stepped back up onto the porch, and leaned against the rail again.

“I think I’ll keep you wondering,” she said, her voice composed, teasing, laced with arousal she didn’t bother to hide.

Drew took one long, deliberate look at her body—top to bottom—then smiled again, this time deeper. “You can do that. But don’t take too long. Temptation’s got a short fuse, sweetheart.”

She watched him walk away—slow, deliberate, the flex of his ass in those jeans making her bite her lip.

She picked up her drink again with trembling fingers.

Jesus Christ.

The bedroom smelled like linen sheets and fading perfume. The window was cracked to let the evening air in, and the sound of a lawn mower a few houses down buzzed faintly in the background.

Doug was half-undressed—jeans unbuttoned, shirt off, still warm from the shower. He sat back on the bed, drink in hand, eyes on Madison as she slipped her hair up into a loose knot.

She was quiet.

Not tense. But… full.

He noticed the way she moved. The way her fingers fidgeted a little more than usual. The way she kept glancing at him like she was deciding how much of something to share.

Doug took a sip of his drink, set it down, and finally asked, “What happened today?”

Madison looked at him in the mirror for a long second.

Then turned.

Her voice was calm. Intentional. “I flirted with Drew.”

Doug blinked once, slowly. “Our neighbor.”

“Yeah.”

He didn’t respond at first.

Madison crossed the room and sat down beside him, close but not touching. “I didn’t plan it. He was working on his truck, shirt off, grease everywhere. You were upstairs on calls. I went out for air and… it just happened.”

Doug ran his hand down his jaw, slow and steady. “What does ‘flirted’ mean?”

She didn’t flinch. “It means he said I looked like I wanted to get fucked. It means I didn’t walk away.”

Doug exhaled hard through his nose.

Madison reached for his hand. “It wasn’t the same as before, Doug. This wasn’t arranged. This wasn’t safe. It was—raw. Real. That’s why I’m telling you.”

Doug looked at her now, jaw clenched, his voice lower. “And what did you say back?”

She held his gaze. “I told him I wasn’t touching him. That I wasn’t his. But I let him get close. I let him talk to me like he wanted to bend me over the porch.”

Doug stared at her like he was trying to decide whether to fuck her or yell. Maybe both.

“And you liked it,” he said flatly.

She nodded. “Yes.”

He stood up, pacing across the room, one hand dragging through his hair. He wasn’t angry. Not exactly. He was shaken.

“You know what the difference is between Drew and Cam?” he asked. “Cam left. I’m not going to see him in his fucking yard tomorrow watering plants.”

Madison stood too, slowly. “I know.”

“He waves to me,” Doug said, turning around. “He waves to us. He brings up our trash cans. He offers to help with the gutters. He’s not just some guy. He’s right fucking there.”

Madison stepped into his path. “And that’s exactly why I told you.”

Doug stared at her. His cock was half-hard already, even through the confusion. Even through the dread. That was the worst part.

“I don’t know if I can do this one,” he admitted.

Her voice softened. “I won’t if you say no.”

Doug looked down, jaw tight. “But you want to.”

She nodded. “He’s different. The way he looks at me… it’s not careful. He’s not impressed. He’s hungry. And it made me feel—alive. Dangerous.”

Doug clenched his fists, then let them go. “Jesus, Maddie…”

She stepped closer, her body brushing his. “I didn’t say yes to anything. I didn’t promise him a thing. I came inside and thought of you. I got wet as hell thinking about telling you.”

Doug closed his eyes, groaning.

“I imagined you watching from the porch,” she whispered, pressing her mouth to his ear. “Watching me lean over his truck, letting him slip his hand up the back of my shorts.”

Doug grabbed her by the hips, his breath ragged. “Stop.”

Her lips brushed his neck. “I imagined him pushing me up against the wall, and you sitting there watching, fisting your cock while he⁠—”

“I said stop,” Doug growled, spinning her around and pushing her against the bedroom wall. His cock was rock hard now, grinding into her ass through his jeans.

She gasped, laughing through her breath. “You’re mad.”

“I don’t know what I am,” he muttered. “But I’m going to fuck you like he never could.”

“Then do it.”

Doug yanked her shorts down, shoving his cock into her before she could catch her breath. She cried out, her hands bracing on the wall, her legs spreading wide to take him.

He didn’t fuck her gently. Not this time.

This wasn’t about reclaiming.

This was about staking territory.

Doug gripped her hips hard, slamming into her, their skin slapping loud, fast, rough. Her moans were desperate, messy, unrestrained.

“You want him to see this?” Doug growled into her ear. “You want him to hear the way you beg when your husband fucks you full?”

“Yes,” she gasped, eyes rolling back. “Fuck, Doug—yes.”

He pulled her hair, arching her neck, hips pounding harder now.

“Say it.”

“I’m yours,” she cried. “No matter who I flirt with. Who I tease. I’m yours. Always.”

Doug groaned as he came inside her, spilling deep, holding her tight against him as her body convulsed.

She collapsed against the wall, shaking, wrecked.

He didn’t let her go right away.

And when he did, he pulled her back to the bed, onto his lap, holding her silently while her heartbeat slowed.

“I don’t know if I can handle this one,” he said again, softer now.

Madison kissed his shoulder. “Then I won’t do it. But I had to tell you.”

Doug kissed her hair.

Neither of them moved.

The bedroom was dark now, lit only by the lamp on Doug’s nightstand. Madison sat cross-legged at the center of the bed, wearing one of his shirts—soft and oversized, sleeves pushed up, the collar hanging loose over her shoulder. She looked small in the low light, knees pulled up, fingers fidgeting with the hem.

Doug was by the window, one arm braced against the sill, staring out into the dark yard. The streetlight flickered every few minutes, casting pale yellow flashes over the neighbor’s driveway.

Over Drew’s driveway.

Neither of them had spoken in a while. The silence had weight now. Not tension—something else. A quiet storm building under the surface.

Madison finally broke it.

“Doug.”

He didn’t turn.

“I need to ask you something,” she said.

His fingers curled against the wood of the windowsill. “I know what it is.”

She hesitated. Then, softly: “I want him.”

That was it. Simple. No seduction. No build-up. Just truth, laid bare.

Doug turned finally, leaning back against the wall, arms crossed. His face wasn’t angry. It was something harder to define—something deeper.

“You know what this means, Maddie,” he said. “This isn’t Cam. This isn’t a weekend stranger. This is a man who parks fifteen feet from our door.”

“I know.”

“He’ll see me out there. He’ll see you—with groceries, watering plants, wearing my T-shirt. And he’ll remember how you looked when he was inside you.”

Madison’s breath caught, but she didn’t look away. “I want him to.”

Doug closed his eyes for a second, like the weight of it pressed against something he hadn’t realized was already cracked.

Madison crawled toward the edge of the bed, until she was kneeling at the foot, right in front of him. Her voice dropped, trembling slightly. “I’ve never wanted anything this badly. Not since we started.”

Doug looked down at her, his jaw tight, his arms still crossed.

“I don’t just want to be fucked by him,” she whispered. “I want you to watch. I want to know you're seeing it happen—right here, in our room. On our bed. I want you to see me give him everything and still choose you.”

Doug’s eyes darkened. “You’re not scared?”

She nodded. “Terrified.”

He stepped toward her slowly, his bare feet silent on the floor. “Then why?”

“Because that fear… it’s not pushing me away from you.” She reached out, touched his leg gently. “It’s pulling me closer. The idea of you watching… knowing I’m yours while someone else tries to take me—it doesn’t weaken us, Doug. It lights us.”

He didn’t respond.

She looked up at him, voice breaking slightly. “I don’t want to cross a line you can’t live with. If this breaks something in you, I’ll walk away from it. No questions. No resentment.”

He studied her.

“You’re begging,” he said.

“I am,” she whispered. “Because I trust you to tell me if I’ve gone too far.”

Doug sat on the edge of the bed, close enough that her knees touched his thigh. He looked at her for a long time—really looked. Like he was searching for cracks, signals, anything that told him this was about more than sex. But all he saw was want. Honest, raw, human want.

And still—loyalty.

The kind that begged with both knees on the ground, but never left the marriage.

He reached up and cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing along the edge of her jaw. “You’re mine, Maddie.”

“I know.”

“I see you. And I feel everything. The heat. The jealousy. The fear.”

She nodded again.

“And it makes me want to pin you down,” he said, voice low, “and mark every inch of you so no man ever forgets whose you are.”

She closed her eyes at that, a soft breath escaping her lips.

“But you’re not mine because I cage you,” he added. “You’re mine because you come back.”

Her eyes opened. “I always do.”

Doug looked away for a second, then back at her. “You get one shot with him. One night. One encounter.”

Her breath hitched.

“And if it feels different—if I feel different afterward—we’re done with this.”

She nodded quickly. “That’s fair.”

“You’ll do it my way. On my timeline. No surprises.”

“Yes.”

Doug leaned in, kissed her forehead, then stood up again, his voice quieter now.

“I’ll tell him tomorrow.”

Madison sat there, hands clenched in her lap, body still trembling—not from fear anymore, but from the weight of permission. The pulse of anticipation she hadn’t let herself feel until just now.

Doug turned back once before flipping the light off.

“You better be ready for what you’re asking for,” he said.

She was.


CHAPTER 14


The sky was overcast, heavy with heat, the kind of late summer haze that made the whole neighborhood feel like it was holding its breath. Madison stepped out with her drink in hand—iced coffee, mostly melted—and spotted him immediately.

Drew.

He was shirtless again—always shirtless—with those same beat-to-hell jeans, this time slung even lower on his hips. He was leaning against the tailgate of his truck, sipping a beer, idling through some lazy Saturday task that didn’t matter.

When he saw her, he grinned like he’d been waiting all morning.

“You keep coming out here like that,” he called, “and one of these days I’m not gonna be polite about it.”

Madison raised her eyebrows. “One of these days?”

He laughed, ran a hand through his dark hair, sweat beading along his collarbone. “You don’t look like a woman who wants polite.”

She walked to the edge of the porch, resting one hand on the railing. “You’d be right.”

He took a slow drink, watching her.

“Got a minute?” she asked.

“For you? I’ve got all day.”

She crossed the yard barefoot, each step deliberate, her legs bare beneath the loose hem of her summer dress. She didn’t stop until she was a few feet from him, close enough to see the way his eyes darkened the closer she got.

Drew straightened slightly. “You here to tease me again, sweetheart?”

“No.” She sipped her drink, then looked him dead in the eyes. “I’m here to make you an offer.”

He blinked once, the grin sliding halfway off his face. “Yeah?”

She nodded. “I want to fuck you.”

His jaw clenched slightly. “You always this direct?”

“Only when I know exactly what I want.”

Drew stepped closer, still giving her a respectful distance, but only barely. “You and your husband...?”

“He knows,” she said. “In fact—he watches.”

Drew paused. Then let out a slow, surprised breath. “Shit.”

“I’m not messing with you,” she said. “This isn’t some bored housewife sneaking around. This is us. Our thing.”

Drew tilted his head. “So let me get this straight. You’re married. You’re hot as sin. And your husband likes watching you with other men?”

“He sets it up sometimes. Watches me fuck them. Joins in after.”

Drew gave a low whistle, glancing toward the house. “I thought he was just quiet.”

“He is,” she said. “Until I’m screaming his name with someone else’s cock in me.”

Drew blinked again, shaking his head slowly. “Jesus fucking Christ.”

She smiled. “You interested?”

“Interested?” He looked her up and down slowly. “Baby, I’ve been hard since you waved at me two weeks ago.”

“Then say yes.”

He watched her closely. “You do this a lot?”

“Not as much as you’d think,” she said. “It has to be right. The man has to be right.”

“And you think I’m right?”

“I think you’re dangerous,” she said. “But that’s the whole point.”

He smirked, stepping a little closer now. “So what happens next?”

“You come over. One night. You don’t touch me until I say. Doug watches everything.”

Drew licked his bottom lip slowly. “And if I want to fuck you so hard your neighbors do find out?”

She smiled. “Then you better fuck me good enough to make it worth the fallout.”

They stood in silence for a moment, the tension coiling like wire between them.

Then Drew gave a low laugh, shaking his head again.

“You are not what I expected when I moved into this neighborhood.”

“And you’re exactly what I hoped for,” she said, backing up a step, already turning away.

“When?” he called after her.

She looked over her shoulder.

“Soon.”
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The bedroom glowed in soft gold from the corner lamp. Madison stood by the mirror, slowly smoothing lotion up her thighs, skin flushed, breath shallow. The black lace thong she wore barely covered anything. The matching bra pushed her breasts high, framing her chest in thin, delicate straps.

Doug sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, watching her with a look that bordered on hunger and warning.

“You sure you’re ready for this?” he asked, voice low.

Madison met his eyes in the mirror. “Yes.”

Doug leaned back slightly. “This is Drew, Maddie. Not a one-night fantasy. Not a stranger who disappears into the night.”

“I know.”

“He’ll look at you differently after this.”

She stepped toward him, standing between his knees. “So will you.”

Doug’s hands moved to her hips, thumbs stroking over the lace. “That’s what I’m afraid of.”

Madison bent down, kissing his mouth gently. “Don’t be.”

He grabbed her wrist before she could turn away. “He doesn’t get to keep any piece of you.”

Madison’s voice was soft. “He won’t.”

She walked to the dresser, picked up her perfume, spritzed her wrists and the curve of her neck. Then—without turning—she asked, “Where do you want to sit?”

Doug’s jaw flexed. “Over there. The chair.”

“Where you can see everything?”

He nodded.

Madison ran her fingers through her hair, fluffed it, then picked up her robe and slowly slipped it on.

There was a knock at the front door.

Neither of them spoke.

Madison turned to face him, eyes wide, lips slightly parted.

Doug stood up. “Go let him in.”

The first sound was skin. That wet, rhythmic slap of hips on flesh, filling the bedroom like thunder.

Drew was buried in her, hands locked around her hips, fucking Madison like he was trying to leave a mark. Her thighs were splayed wide open, her moans ragged, lips parted, body bouncing with every thrust.

Doug sat in the chair, shirt gone, chest tight, breathing like he’d just run five miles. His cock strained in his jeans, harder than it had ever been, and he hadn’t touched it once.

She looked at him—eyes wild, mouth open, one hand reaching.

“Doug,” she gasped. “He’s so deep—I can’t—fuck⁠—”

Doug moved slowly, deliberately, stripping as he walked—belt, jeans, everything gone in seconds. Drew didn’t stop. Madison didn’t ask him to.

Doug climbed onto the bed, kneeling beside her head, and leaned down.

“You want both of us,” he murmured, brushing hair from her face.

She nodded frantically, panting. “Yes. Please.”

Doug kissed her—deep and claiming—while Drew kept pounding her from behind, his sweat dripping onto her back.

Doug broke the kiss, shifting up on his knees, cock thick and swollen in his fist.

“Open your mouth for me.”

She obeyed instantly.

He slid into her mouth slowly, her lips wrapping around him as she moaned around his length. The vibrations ran through him, and he groaned, gripping her hair, guiding her head as Drew slammed into her below.

Between them, Madison was destroyed.

Used. Worshipped. Owned.

She gagged slightly, eyes rolling back, drool slipping down her chin, and Doug only groaned deeper, his control fraying fast.

“She’s a fucking dream,” Drew growled, digging his fingers into her hips. “She keeps squeezing me—like she’s trying to come again.”

“She can,” Doug said hoarsely, voice strained. “She will.”

He pulled out of her mouth and shifted behind her, reaching down to guide her up slightly. Drew adjusted too, never pulling out, just letting her rise onto all fours as Doug slid in behind her.

Not into her.

Into her mouth again.

She was held between them now, spit and sweat covering her, thighs trembling, body jolting from the intensity.

Every time Drew drove into her, Doug filled her mouth.

Every time Doug gripped her throat, Drew grunted and dug in deeper.

They were synced now—one rhythm, one hunger.

“Look at her,” Doug said, voice thick. “My filthy little wife. Taking both of us like it’s nothing.”

Madison moaned loud around his cock, tears streaking from the corners of her eyes, and she didn’t stop. She wanted all of it—every inch, every thrust, every filthy, primal second.

Drew leaned over her back, sweat-slick and panting. “She’s close again.”

Doug pulled out of her mouth. “Let her.”

Madison collapsed forward onto the mattress, face down, ass still high, and Drew gripped her tighter, pounding harder now—merciless, loud, slapping wet heat between them.

She cried out, body convulsing, screaming into the sheets as she came again—legs shaking, muscles seizing, mouth gasping open with no sound.

Doug knelt beside her, gripping her face, stroking her cheek as she shattered.

“She’s fucking perfect,” Drew growled, and then his rhythm broke.

He spilled inside her with a grunt, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise, hips jerking.

Doug kissed her softly as Drew pulled out, gently helping her roll onto her back. Her thighs were slick, parted, trembling.

Doug spread her legs wider, lined himself up, and pushed inside without a word.

She whimpered.

“You okay?” he asked.

Her eyes rolled back. “God, yes.”

He took her slow at first, holding her, whispering to her. Then harder. Faster. Deep.

Drew sat nearby, watching, his hand stroking his own cock slowly again.

Doug thrust harder, whispering, “You’re mine, Maddie. No matter who fills you, no matter who fucks you, you’re mine.”

Doug came inside her with a long, low groan, his mouth on her neck, holding her like he never wanted to let go.

When it was over, they lay tangled—sweaty, spent, raw.

Doug on one side, Drew on the other.

And Madison, wrecked and glowing between them, exactly where she wanted to be.


CHAPTER 15


The drive was just under three hours, but Madison couldn’t sit still for more than fifteen minutes at a time. She shifted in her seat, one bare thigh rubbing against the leather, her fingers tapping restlessly on her water bottle.

Doug watched her from the driver’s seat, sunglasses hiding his eyes, one hand on the wheel, the other resting on his thigh. She looked like a storm waiting to break—messy ponytail, oversized sweatshirt, legs bare and slicked with lotion.

“You’ve been fidgeting since we pulled out of the driveway,” he said, amused.

“I’m nervous,” she replied, glancing sideways at him. “And horny.”

Doug smirked. “That’s kind of the idea.”

She exhaled through her nose and looked out the window. “Tell me again.”

Doug glanced at her. “What part?”

“The room. The men. All of it.”

He adjusted in his seat slightly, his cock already thickening under his jeans from just the tone of her voice.

“We’re checked into the Blackridge Hotel,” he began, his voice low and deliberate. “Two nights. Suite on the twenty-fourth floor. King bed, soaking tub, living room area. Balcony with a view of the city.”

She smiled faintly. “Classy.”

“I already handled the details,” he continued. “Room service, champagne, extra towels. You won’t have to lift a finger.”

Madison licked her lips. “And the men?”

Doug’s cock twitched again.

“Tonight—three of them,” he said. “All clean, tested, discreet. No strings. No surprises. Just dick.”

She burst out laughing, then looked at him with wide, glowing eyes. “You’re really doing this for me.”

“I’m doing this for us,” he corrected.

Madison shifted again, this time pulling her sweatshirt off entirely and tossing it into the backseat. She wore a soft, fitted tank underneath, no bra, nipples clearly visible through the thin material.

Doug groaned softly. “You’re going to make me pull over.”

“Then pull over,” she teased, leaning closer, whispering, “You set it up. I’m dripping just thinking about it.”

Doug tightened his grip on the wheel.

“Tonight,” he said, his voice almost hoarse, “you’ll walk into that room wearing that sheer black teddy you packed. I’ll answer the door. You’ll greet each man one at a time.”

Her thighs clenched.

“Tomorrow night?” Doug went on. “Two more. More intense. Maybe one younger. Maybe one rougher.”

Madison moaned softly. “You’re making me crazy.”

Doug grinned. “That’s the idea.”

The hotel lobby smelled like cedarwood and money.

Tall ceilings. Gold-trimmed elevators. Soft music humming from invisible speakers. Doug checked them in without flinching, his arm around Madison’s waist, her heels clicking on the marble floors as they walked.

When the elevator doors closed, she turned to him.

“Do they know I’m married?”

Doug nodded. “Of course, that was one of the most important details.”

“And that you’ll be there the whole time?”

“I’ll be watching everything,” he said. “And joining when I want to.”

She looked up at him, voice barely above a whisper. “You’re going to watch them fuck me tonight.”

“Yes,” Doug said.

Madison shivered. “And what if I like it too much?”

Doug leaned in, kissed the corner of her mouth. “That’s what I want.”

The suite was perfect. High windows. White sheets. Long velvet couch. Champagne chilling in a silver bucket on the side table.

Doug set their bag down and walked straight to the window, pulling the sheer curtain aside to reveal the city glowing below. Madison walked the perimeter of the room slowly, taking it all in—every inch. Every corner. Every surface.

She stood in front of the bed and turned to him.

“This is really happening.”

Doug nodded. “First one arrives in two hours.”

Madison bit her lip, walked to the suitcase, and unzipped it.

She pulled out the black lace teddy—sheer, high-cut, with slits up the sides and cups that barely covered her nipples.

Doug sat on the edge of the bed, watching her like prey.

She held it up to her body. “Think they’ll like it?”

Doug’s voice was quiet. “They won’t last five minutes.”

She smiled. “Then I’ll take my time.”

The first knock came at exactly 7:02 p.m.

Madison was already on the bed.

Naked.

Doug answered the door shirtless, jeans unbuttoned, the buzz of anticipation vibrating in his chest. He opened it and stepped aside without a word.

The first man walked in—tall, broad, dark stubble on his jaw, eyes locked immediately on her spread across the bed. He didn’t say a single thing. Just looked.

Doug shut the door.

Madison smiled at the stranger and crooked a finger at him.

He didn’t waste time. “James,’ he nodded, quick and polite.

“Madison,” she smiled, running her hand up her leg.

His shirt hit the floor. Then his pants. He was already half hard when he stepped between her legs and gripped her thighs.

Doug leaned against the wall and watched as the man dropped to his knees and buried his face in Madison’s pussy, holding her wide open and feasting on her like he hadn’t eaten in days.

She gasped loudly, fingers in his hair, grinding against his mouth like she needed it too badly to be polite.

Another knock.

Doug opened the door again—this time to a slightly younger guy. Athletic build with short hair, very handsome.

“Damn, hope I’m not late,” he joked with Doug. His hands already unbuckling his jeans as he stepped inside and saw Madison being eaten alive.

Just kicked his shoes off, stripped down, and walked to the bed like he belonged there.

By now, Madison was moaning loudly, hips twitching, one leg slung over the first man’s shoulder.

He climbed up beside her, cock hard and ready, and offered it to her like he’d done this a hundred times.

Madison took him into her mouth without hesitation, sucking hard, gagging slightly, spit leaking down her chin. She didn’t care about introductions, she wanted their cocks and names weren’t important. Doug knew who they were, het set it up, and she trusted him. That was all that mattered.

Doug groaned quietly, palming his own cock through his jeans, unable to tear his eyes away.

The room was already hot. Bodies everywhere. Grunts. Slaps. Wet sucking sounds, and dirty talk filled the void.

The third knock came only ten minutes later.

Doug answered it again.

This one was older—maybe forty-five. Salt-and-pepper beard. Thick. Broad-chested. Tattoo on his forearm. Something in his eyes said he didn’t play games.

He stepped in, saw the scene, and immediately stripped down, his cock already half hard as he walked straight to the bed. “She’s fucking hot,” he said to Doug.

They nodded at each other as Doug watched him seductively approach the bed.

He didn’t wait his turn.

He grabbed Madison’s hips and flipped her onto her stomach in one brutal motion.

The man between her legs moved aside without complaint.

He lined himself up behind her, gripped her ass with both hands, and slammed into her in one savage thrust. “So fucking tight,” he said, squeezing her ass cheeks.

Madison screamed into the mattress.

Doug’s knees nearly buckled.

The man fucking her didn’t ease up. He set a punishing rhythm, deep and fast, her ass slapping against his hips. Her body jolted with every stroke. The guy at her mouth hadn’t even pulled out—she was moaning around his cock while being pounded from behind.

Doug moved closer to her, one hand on her head, stroking her hair, whispering:

“You love this, don’t you, Maddie? All these cocks. All this filth.”

She moaned wildly in response, unable to speak, her whole body vibrating from the overstimulation.

The first man was now sucking on her nipples, pinching and biting lightly, while the others took turns destroying her.

Doug leaned closer and whispered into her ear.

“You look so fucking used, baby. You’re soaked. They’re ruining you.”

She sobbed against his palm, trying to nod.

And Doug smiled.

Because this was exactly what they wanted.

By the time the older man—thicker, more commanding than the others—dragged Madison onto her knees and pulled her back against his chest, she was slick, flushed, and shaking, the entire bed damp with sweat and spit and everything else that had already poured out of her.

Doug moved to the corner of the room, one hand wrapped tightly around his cock, the other casually holding his phone at chest level—not obvious, not hidden. The camera was angled down, focused entirely on the mess of limbs, cocks, mouths, and her.

It wasn’t for anyone else.

This video would never leave his phone.

But he needed to capture it. To remember her like this—eyes glazed, body used, skin marked by the grip of other men, breath catching between moans as three strangers took his wife apart in every way she asked them to.

The younger one was flat on his back, his cock slick with spit and precum. Madison straddled him now, grinding against him, her thighs shaking. He gripped her hips, thrusting up into her, eyes locked on her bouncing tits.

The first man, James, was behind her again, kneeling on the bed, mouth hot on her neck, hands massaging her breasts while the older man watched with something close to admiration.

“She’s a fucking machine,” the younger guy groaned, watching her ride him.

The last guy stood beside the bed now, one hand slowly stroking his cock while the other traced the sweat on Madison’s lower back. When she turned her face up to him, dazed and flushed, he held her chin.

“Open your mouth, sweetheart.”

She did without question, eyes fluttering shut as he fed it to her. Not gentle. Not cruel. Just full. She gagged a little, blinked up at him, then started to suck with slow, wet strokes.

Doug zoomed in a little on his phone, angling it so he could see all of her—cock in her mouth, cock inside her, hands on her everywhere. Her body was trembling now, the overstimulation catching up to her, but she didn’t ask them to stop.

She wanted more.

“Look at you,” Doug finally said, stepping closer now, kneeling at the edge of the bed beside her. “You’re fucking soaked.”

He reached out and dragged his fingers down her inner thigh. They came away shining.

“You love this. Don’t lie.”

Madison moaned around the cock in her mouth, unable to answer, but her body screamed the truth. She gripped the younger man’s chest harder, rode him deeper, her hips slapping down onto him again and again.

The man behind her moved up, spit into his hand, and started stroking himself against her ass, teasing her. She flinched—shocked, then curious. But before she could object, Doug reached over and pressed a hand on her lower back.

“No,” he said gently but firmly. “She doesn’t go there. Ever.”

The man nodded once and moved his hand to her hip instead, focusing on rubbing his cock along her soaked folds as she bounced on the other.

It was chaos now—grunts, flesh slapping flesh, her mouth stretched wide around one cock while another slipped between her breasts, another buried deep inside her pussy.

Doug reached for her face again, brushing the hair off her cheeks, kissing her temple even while another man pumped into her mouth.

“You’re mine,” he whispered, loud enough for all of them to hear. “They get your body. I get you.”

Madison choked out a moan, clenching hard around the man below her.

She came again. Hard. Her whole body arched, her mouth pulled off the cock at her lips as she screamed, every muscle locking tight as she soaked the man beneath her.

“Holy fuck,” he breathed, his face wrecked with pleasure. “She’s—Jesus.”

Doug moved quickly then, grabbing her hips as she collapsed forward. He shoved the younger guy aside, laid Madison down on her back, and climbed on top of her. His cock was hard, throbbing, untouched.

He didn’t ask. He just filled her.

The other men stepped back, watching now—hands on their cocks, stroking slowly as Doug fucked her deep, slow, hard.

He fucked her so deep she shook.

So hard the headboard cracked the wall behind them.

So full she gasped with every thrust.

And as he came—loud, low, guttural—he grabbed her jaw, kissed her like no one else existed, and let it all go inside her.

When it was over, the room was silent for a moment.

Just the sound of breathing. Bodies twitching. Her thighs still shaking.

Doug reached for his phone and clicked the recording off.

It was all there.

Every second of it.


EPILOGUE


The camera flash lit the room in a soft, pink glow as Madison pulled the strap of her thong aside and held it there, her eyes half-lidded, tongue pressed to her top lip. Drew stood behind her on the bed, naked, hard, his hand tangled in her hair.

Doug’s phone buzzed halfway across the state.

He was in a hotel again — this time for work, not play — and the moment the image appeared on his screen, his cock stirred under the sheets like it had been waiting all day for it.

Maddie: Thinking about you.

A second photo came in seconds later. Madison on her hands and knees, Drew behind her, her mouth open, drool glistening on her chin. Her eyes were wild. Her makeup was half gone. She looked perfect.

Maddie: Don’t worry, baby. He’s just keeping me warm till you’re home.

Doug groaned softly and slid his hand beneath the waistband of his boxers. His reply was short:

Doug: Send a video next.

Back at the house, Madison looked at Drew and smirked. “He wants motion.”

Drew chuckled, running his hands down her sides. “He’s lucky I’m not selfish.”

“Damn right,” she said, adjusting the camera angle.

Drew grabbed her hips again and slid back inside her, slow and deep, and Madison hit record with a wicked grin.

This was the new normal.

Not every night. Not every weekend. Just enough to make life exciting. Just enough to keep her glowing.

And Doug?

He wouldn’t trade it for anything.


MASQUERADE OF SECRETS


CHAPTER 1


The street smelled like cinnamon candles and burning leaves, a crisp October night wrapping around Jenna Shaw’s bare arms as she walked beside Tyler. Their neighborhood leaned hard into Halloween—porches lined with flickering jack-o-lanterns, yards draped in fake cobwebs, a plastic skeleton dangling from a maple tree. Jenna tugged her cardigan tighter and gave a small smile as kids darted past in superhero costumes.

“It feels different this year,” she said, her voice low, almost as if she didn’t want the costumed children to hear. “Like I’m watching life go by instead of living it.”

Tyler shoved his hands in his jacket pockets, eyes fixed on the glow of pumpkin lanterns. “You’re not wrong. We’ve been on autopilot. Work, sleep, errands. Repeat.” He glanced at her, his grin small but sly. “Remember when Halloween used to mean sneaking off behind someone’s garage to make out like teenagers?”

Jenna laughed, though it carried a trace of longing. “God, that was forever ago. I was still in heels and glitter from my witch costume. You practically ripped them off me in the grass.”

“That’s because you looked fucking hot,” Tyler said bluntly, the old hunger flickering in his tone. He let the words hang between them, daring her to react.

The line at the little coffee truck curled around the sidewalk, steam rising into the cool night air. The smell of espresso and pumpkin syrup drifted out, mixing with the sweet bite of caramel corn from a nearby stand. Jenna stepped ahead of Tyler, her cardigan pulled just tight enough to show the sway of her hips. Even in jeans and boots, she turned heads—something she always pretended not to notice.

Tyler noticed for her. The guy in front of them gave a quick glance over his shoulder, eyes lingering on her chest before snapping back to his phone. A pair of college kids in hoodies passed by, whispering as they looked back at her. Jenna didn’t react, but Tyler’s jaw tensed.

When they reached the counter, Jenna ordered a pumpkin latte with caramel drizzle. Tyler stuck to a plain black coffee. As they waited for their drinks, Tyler leaned close, his breath warm against her ear.

“You see how they’re looking at you?”

Jenna frowned, shaking her head. “They’re just kids. Nobody’s looking at me.”

“They are,” Tyler said firmly. “Every guy you pass. Even married ones. They can’t help it.” He paused, letting his eyes roam deliberately down her figure before meeting her gaze again. “And it makes me wonder…”

She narrowed her eyes. “Wonder what?”

His lips curved into a slow, dangerous grin. “What it would be like if you let them. If you… were someone else for one night. Isn’t that what Halloween’s all about?”

The barista called their names, pulling Jenna from the weight of his words. She picked up her cup with hands that trembled slightly, heat crawling up her neck as she turned back to Tyler. He sipped his coffee, calm, but his eyes burned.

The sidewalk back toward their house glistened with scattered leaves, coffee cups warming their hands as the night grew quieter. Jenna sipped her latte, eyes narrowing at Tyler’s smirk.

“So you’re saying you’d actually like that?” she asked, her tone skeptical but curious. “Me, letting some random guy touch me?”

Tyler shrugged, taking a slow drink. “Not just touch. Fuck.” The word landed between them like a dare. “Think about it, Jenna. Halloween’s the one night you get to be whoever you want. Why not be the hottest woman at the party, the one every man dreams of taking home?”

She stopped walking, staring at him like he’d lost his mind. “Tyler…”

He stepped closer, lowering his voice, his eyes locked on hers. “Don’t tell me you don’t get wet thinking about it. The way those guys at the truck looked at you? You could’ve had any one of them tonight. And I would’ve loved watching.”

Her heart hammered, heat rushing between her thighs despite her disbelief. She turned, walking again, faster now. “You’re insane.”

“Am I?” Tyler caught up easily, bumping her hip with his. “Or are you just scared because the idea turns you on?”

She tried to laugh it off, but her voice wavered. “You’re ridiculous.”

By the time they reached their front porch, Jenna’s cheeks were flushed, her pulse racing. She unlocked the door, Tyler pressing in close behind her, his hand brushing the curve of her ass through her jeans.

“Trick or treat,” he whispered against her ear as she pushed the door open.

The words sent a shiver straight down her spine.

Steam curled under the bathroom door, the sound of rushing water filling the quiet house. Jenna stood beneath the spray, head tilted back, her favorite pumpkin-and-vanilla body wash coating her skin. She rubbed it along her arms, over her breasts, down her stomach, the sweet fall scent clinging to every curve.

Through the fogged glass of the shower door, Tyler leaned against the sink, pretending to scroll his phone. His eyes never left her silhouette. The sway of her hips as she lathered, the faint outline of her nipples tightening under the heat, the shape of her ass turning as she bent forward—it was enough to make his cock throb against his jeans.

“You gonna stand there all night?” Jenna called, her voice muffled through the spray.

“Maybe,” Tyler said, his grin crooked. “You look better than any horror movie I could watch tonight.”

She laughed softly, rinsing suds from her hair, but his stare lingered, heavier now. That coffee shop conversation hadn’t left either of them. The thought of her naked in front of other men was tangled up in the steam with the scent of pumpkin and vanilla, pushing Tyler toward saying more.

Jenna shut off the water and stepped out into the steam-filled room, skin glistening, hair clinging damp to her shoulders. She wrapped herself in a thick white towel, tucking the corner between her breasts. The scent of her pumpkin-vanilla wash filled the bathroom, cozy and intoxicating.

Tyler was still there. Leaning against the doorframe now, coffee forgotten, his gaze slow and unashamed.

“What?” Jenna asked, raising a brow, though her cheeks flushed under his stare.

He pushed off the frame, crossing the tile until her back touched the cool wall. His body closed her in, his hand braced beside her head, the towel brushing against his chest. Drops of water slid from her hair onto his shirt, and he didn’t move, didn’t blink.

“You don’t even see what you do to men,” he said, voice low, rough. “Out there, in the street, at the coffee truck… every one of them wanted you. And all I could think was⁠—”

He stopped himself, jaw tightening, breath hot against her cheek.

Jenna swallowed, pulse racing. “Think what, Tyler?”

His lips almost touched hers, his eyes burning. “Think about letting them have you.”

Her breath hitched, heat coiling between her legs, her towel clutched tighter against her body.


CHAPTER 2


The bedroom was dim except for the orange glow of a candle Jenna had lit earlier, its scent of cinnamon and clove wrapping around the room. She sat on the edge of the bed, towel still knotted between her breasts, damp hair trailing over her shoulders. Tyler shut the door behind him, his eyes never leaving her.

“You can’t just say something like that and leave it hanging,” she said, trying to sound calm, though her voice trembled. “Letting other men have me? What the hell, Tyler?”

He crossed the room slowly, peeling off his shirt, revealing the lines of his chest and shoulders. His jeans strained, his cock hard from holding back. He stopped in front of her, tilting her chin up with his finger until their eyes locked.

“I’ve been thinking about it for months,” he admitted. “Watching you walk around in those dresses, seeing men stare at you… It kills me. But it turns me on more than anything I’ve ever felt. The thought of you with someone else—Jenna, it makes me crazy.”

Her heart hammered, the towel suddenly feeling thin, flimsy. “You’d really want that? You’d want to see me with another man?”

He sat beside her, his hand sliding over her bare thigh beneath the towel. “Not just see. I want to hear you moan for someone else. I want to watch you lose yourself while I sit back and know you’re still mine.”

Jenna’s breath caught, her thighs pressing together instinctively. “That’s insane.”

“Is it?” His mouth brushed her ear, his voice a husky whisper. “Or is it the dirtiest, most perfect Halloween trick I could give myself?”

Her body betrayed her, shivering under his words, her nipples hard against the towel. She wanted to argue, to laugh it off, but the pulse between her legs throbbed too loud.

Jenna shook her head, clutching the towel tighter as if that thin strip of cotton could shield her from what he was saying. “You don’t mean that,” she whispered. “You’re just saying it to shock me.”

Tyler’s hand stayed on her thigh, warm, steady, creeping higher. “I mean every word. I want you spread out under another man. I want to see your face when he slides inside you and you can’t hold back your moans.”

Her breath hitched, and she squeezed her legs together. “Stop it, Tyler. That’s… it’s too much.”

He leaned in, lips brushing the side of her neck, his fingers slipping beneath the towel to stroke the smooth skin of her hip. “It’s not too much. You’d love it. The way they’d use you, fill you, while I watch. You’d beg for more, wouldn’t you?”

Jenna’s mouth opened to protest, but all that came out was a shaky exhale.

Tyler’s fingers drifted lower, parting her thighs despite her weak resistance. His touch found her heat—slick, swollen, betraying her. He smiled against her skin. “You’re already soaked, baby. Just from me saying it.”

She gasped when he slid a finger along her slit, teasing but not entering. “Tyler… don’t…”

“Don’t what?” he murmured, pressing lightly against her clit. “Don’t make you cum while you picture another cock stretching you open?”

Her protest melted into a moan, her body arching into his hand.

Jenna’s head fell back against the headboard, her towel slipping loose around her chest. Tyler’s fingers circled her clit with steady, ruthless pressure, his lips at her ear, voice a dark rhythm that matched the strokes.

“Imagine it, Jenna. Another man’s cock stretching you while I sit back and watch. His cum dripping out of you, and me licking it up.”

Her thighs trembled around his hand. She grabbed at his wrist, not to stop him, but because the pleasure was too sharp, too much. “Tyler, please…”

He nipped her earlobe, his breath hot. “Please what? Please stop? Or please make you cum thinking about someone else fucking you?”

Her hips jerked, her moans spilling out raw and unguarded. She was seconds away, her whole body wound tight, toes curling, stomach quivering.

And then he pulled his hand away.

Jenna let out a strangled cry, half frustration, half need, clutching the loosened towel against her heaving chest. “Why did you⁠—”

“Because I want you desperate,” Tyler said, his voice firm but low, his eyes locked on hers. “I want you begging to hear more. To do more. Tonight was just the start, Jenna.”

Her pulse hammered, her pussy throbbing with unfinished heat, his words sinking into her bones like a curse she couldn’t shake.

Tyler shoved her towel aside, baring her breasts, nipples stiff in the candlelight. He crawled over her, his mouth at her throat, his cock already freed from his jeans and pressing hot against her thigh.

“You think about it too, don’t you?” he growled, lining himself up. “Another man taking you while I watch. Admit it, Jenna.”

Her nails dug into his back, her breath ragged. “I… I don’t⁠—”

His hips drove forward, sinking into her wet heat with a hard thrust that stole her words. She cried out, her back arching, legs spreading wider to take him.

“Admit it,” Tyler demanded, pounding her deeper, his cock sliding slick inside her. “Tell me you want to be fucked like a slut for other men.”

Her moans came out helpless, loud, filling the bedroom. “Oh god… Tyler—fuck—yes!”

His grin was wicked, his thrusts relentless. “That’s my girl. Soaked just thinking about it. Imagine them lined up for you, Jenna. Cock after cock. All of them using this perfect pussy while I watch.”

Her body convulsed under him, the fantasy too much, his words burning through her shame and straight into desire. Her orgasm tore loose, violent and hot, her cunt clenching hard around his cock.

“Fuck, you’re squeezing me dry,” he groaned, slamming deep. The spasms around him pulled his climax out in a rush, his seed spilling into her, mixing with her own release. He ground against her until they were both spent, sweat slicking their skin.

Jenna collapsed against the pillows, chest heaving, Tyler still buried inside her, both of them trembling from the intensity. The room smelled of sex, the candle guttering low.

Tyler kissed her ear, whispering, “That’s only the beginning.”

They lay tangled in damp sheets, Tyler still half-hard inside her, both catching their breath. The candle flickered shadows along the walls, soft orange light dancing across their flushed skin. Jenna’s hair stuck to her forehead, her chest rising and falling in quick, shaky pulls.

She finally broke the silence. “That… scared me,” she whispered, staring at the ceiling.

Tyler shifted, brushing a kiss across her temple. “Scared you how?”

“Because you were right.” Her voice caught, her legs curling instinctively tighter around him. “I was wet just from you talking about it. From imagining it. That shouldn’t turn me on, Tyler, but it did. God, it did.”

He smirked, his hand sliding down to rest over her hip. “That’s why it’s perfect. Halloween is about being what you’re not supposed to be. Pretending… until pretending feels real.”

Jenna bit her lip, heat rushing to her cheeks even as her body quivered with the aftershocks of orgasm. She turned her head, meeting his gaze in the candlelight. “And what if I liked it too much?”

Tyler’s grin widened, dark and hungry. “Then, baby… we’re just getting started.”


CHAPTER 3


The glow of Tyler’s laptop screen lit up the darkened living room. Jenna had already gone to bed, her soft breathing drifting from the bedroom down the hall. Tyler sat hunched forward, scrolling, his cock stirring again just from replaying the way she’d clenched around him hours earlier.

He wasn’t just looking at porn anymore. That didn’t scratch the itch. He wanted real. Something raw, unfiltered, something that could turn his fantasy into flesh.

A link caught his eye on a forum buried beneath layers of smut. The Masquerade Circle. His pulse quickened as he clicked through. The page was sleek, secretive, decorated with gothic lettering and dark imagery—masks, candlelight, velvet, and bodies entwined in shadow.

The description sent a rush straight to his cock: Private Halloween gatherings. Discretion guaranteed. Costumes and masks required. No cameras, no phones. Only the uninhibited, the daring, the devoted.

Tyler’s breath came fast as he scrolled through glowing testimonials, half erotica, half confession. Wives describing nights where they’d been passed around like candy. Husbands talking about how it changed their marriage forever. Phrases leapt off the screen at him—Naked but for a mask… Anonymous cocks filling me… My husband watching, smiling, stroking himself while I moaned for strangers.

He gripped the edge of the desk, his mind spinning with possibilities. Jenna, wrapped in nothing but heels and a mask, bent over while men in costume lined up behind her. The thought made him ache, his jeans tight as he imagined her begging for more.

He leaned back, staring at the screen, his pulse racing. This was it. This was everything he’d dreamed of, and more.

Tyler scrolled deeper into the testimonials, his cock throbbing against his jeans. One post described a wife blindfolded at a masquerade, naked but for a mask, sucking one cock after another while strangers used her body. Another told of a husband who watched his woman bent over a banquet table, men groaning as they filled her holes, her moans echoing through the candlelit hall.

His breath quickened, and he shifted in the chair, unzipping his jeans with a shaky hand. His cock sprang free, swollen and leaking, aching for relief. He gripped it tight, stroking slow at first as his eyes devoured every filthy word on the screen.

He glanced toward the bedroom. The door stood cracked open, just enough for him to see the faint rise and fall of Jenna’s sleeping form. Her hair spilled across the pillow, her lips parted slightly in her dreams, her breasts shifting with each soft breath.

Tyler groaned under his breath, imagining those lips stretched wide around a stranger’s cock, drool spilling down her chin as she gagged and moaned. He stroked faster, biting his lip to keep quiet. The thought of her pussy dripping, spread open for men whose faces she didn’t even know, made him throb harder.

He closed his eyes, pumping his cock as he pictured Jenna on her knees in nothing but heels and a mask, cum streaking her face, her eyes glazed with lust while men laughed and fed her more.

“Fuck,” he hissed, spilling into his hand, his body shaking as the images burned themselves into his mind.

He leaned back in the chair, chest heaving, cum cooling on his fingers, the glow of the laptop screen still casting masked shadows across his face.

This wasn’t just fantasy anymore. He knew what he wanted. And soon, Jenna would know too.
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The morning light spilled through the kitchen windows, golden and warm, a sharp contrast to the shadows still clinging to Tyler’s mind. Jenna padded in wearing her robe, hair messy from sleep, pouring herself coffee while he sat at the table with his laptop open.

She caught his stare immediately. He wasn’t scrolling news or checking sports scores. His eyes had that gleam—hungry, restless.

“What?” she asked, sipping her mug, voice still groggy.

“Come here,” Tyler said.

Jenna raised an eyebrow, but crossed to him. He turned the laptop toward her. On the screen glowed the invitation: a black-and-gold flyer dripping with decadence. The Masquerade Circle. Halloween Night. Private Mansion. Masks Required. No Phones. Total Anonymity.

Jenna blinked. “What the hell is this?”

Tyler leaned back, folding his arms. “It’s real. A party. People like us. Couples, hotwives, swingers. No games, no strings. Just one night to let go.”

Her stomach dropped. She set her coffee down hard, staring at the ornate words. Anonymity. Masks. Naked bodies flickered across her imagination like ghosts. Men she didn’t know, their hands on her, their cocks filling her… and Tyler watching.

She shook her head. “You can’t be serious.”

“I am.”

“Tyler…” Her heart hammered, torn between panic and a strange curl of heat low in her belly. “You want me naked in front of strangers? Letting them—what—take turns on me?”

His jaw tightened. “I want us to stop pretending. You felt it last night. You came so hard just from me talking about another man inside you. Don’t act like you didn’t.”

Her cheeks burned, shame and arousal colliding. She remembered the way her body betrayed her, the way his dirty words pushed her over the edge. And now here he was, dangling a real chance to live it.

She turned away, gripping the counter. “It’s insane. What if someone recognizes us? What if something goes wrong?”

He rose, stepping behind her, sliding his hands along her waist. “That’s why it’s masks. No names. No faces. Just us, together. I wouldn’t let anything happen to you.” His voice softened, almost pleading. “Jenna, I’d be right there the whole time. Watching. Protecting. Getting off with you. You’d never be alone in it.”

Her pulse thundered in her ears. She stared down at her coffee, mind racing. She thought of Tyler’s cock inside her last night, the way he’d growled for her to admit she wanted it. She thought of strangers’ hands sliding over her body, of being used like the women in those porn clips he watched.

She whispered, almost to herself, “What if I like it too much?”

Tyler turned her gently, making her meet his gaze. “Then we’ll love it. Together.”

The room went quiet but for the tick of the clock and the sound of her breath, shallow and fast.

Jenna crossed her arms, hugging herself through the robe, the flyer’s words still glowing in her mind. Her voice came out hesitant, careful, but laced with need. “If we… if we did something like this, there would have to be rules. Clear ones.”

Tyler nodded immediately, eager. “Of course. Condoms, every time. Non-negotiable.”

Her relief was sharp, but it didn’t cool the heat in her chest. She bit her lip, thinking of strange men sliding into her raw and bare. The idea terrified her, but also, shamefully, it pulsed between her thighs. “And limits. We’d need to decide what I am and am not comfortable with.”

“Absolutely,” he said, stepping closer, his voice low. “It’s all on your terms. If you don’t want something, it doesn’t happen. Simple as that.”

She exhaled, gripping the edge of the counter as if steadying herself. “And jealousy…”

Tyler smirked, his eyes dark. “That’s what I’m counting on.”

Her head snapped toward him, startled.

He pressed in, chest brushing her arm, his breath hot near her ear. “The thought of another man fucking you—yeah, it makes my chest tight. It makes me crazy. But it also makes my cock twitch so hard I can’t stand it.” He leaned back just enough to catch her gaze, his eyes glittering. “I want to feel that. I want to see you take them while every nerve in my body screams you’re mine.”

Jenna’s knees nearly buckled. She couldn’t admit how wet she was just from his words, couldn’t admit the ache building inside her. She looked away, staring at the flyer again.

“I don’t know…” she whispered, though the fire in her belly betrayed her.

Tyler cupped her chin, forcing her eyes back to his. “You don’t have to know. Just think about it.”

And she did. Even as she pulled away, even as she tried to focus on her cooling coffee, her mind kept flashing back to the vision—herself masked and naked, surrounded, claimed, devoured.

Jenna sat at the kitchen table, the images from the website burning into her mind. She shifted in her chair, trying to ignore the slick heat gathering between her thighs, but Tyler’s words echoed too loud. It makes my chest tight… it makes my cock twitch.

The idea of him jealous but hard—wanting her more when another man was inside her—sent a bolt of wet heat straight through her. She pressed her thighs together, but it didn’t help.

Finally, she looked up, her eyes shining. “You really want this, don’t you?”

Tyler’s answer was immediate, rough. “More than anything.”

She swallowed, her voice trembling as much from arousal as from nerves. “Then I’ll try it. Just… to see how it goes.” She lifted a finger, as if to anchor herself. “But if I don’t like it, if I feel wrong about it, we leave. No questions. No pushing.”

His chest rose and fell with heavy breaths, relief and hunger twisting together on his face. He reached across the table, taking her hand, squeezing it tight. “Deal. You have all the control. If you say stop, we stop.”

Her heart raced, her pussy throbbed, but the words were out now, and there was no taking them back. She whispered, almost in disbelief at herself, “God help me, Tyler… I want to try it.”

The grin that spread across his face was wicked, victorious, but his voice was tender when he leaned in close. “Then Halloween’s going to be a night we’ll never forget.”

Tyler pushed back from his chair and came around the table, hauling her up by the wrist before she could rethink the words she’d just said. His mouth crushed against hers, hungry and rough, his tongue pushing past her lips like he had to taste her agreement. Jenna melted against him, heart pounding, body aching, the kiss sealing what she’d just promised.

When he pulled back, his grin was dark and wicked. “Then you’d better go find the perfect costume,” he said, his voice low, heated. “Mask, heels, something that makes them all stare. Something that makes me want to kill them and jerk off at the same time.”

Jenna shivered, her pulse racing, her thighs slick with need. She didn’t know whether to laugh or run—or drag him to the bedroom and beg him to fuck her again. Instead, she just nodded, the weight of what they’d set in motion sinking in deep.

Tyler kissed her once more, softer this time, then whispered against her lips, “Halloween’s waiting for you.”


CHAPTER 4


Jenna gripped the steering wheel tighter than she needed to, the hum of the car filling the silence. The October sun spilled across the road, bright but cold, and every mile closer to the boutique made her stomach twist harder.

What the hell am I doing?

She bit her lip, the memory of Tyler’s grin still seared into her brain. The way he’d kissed her last night after she agreed. The way his voice dropped when he told her to find the perfect costume. Her thighs pressed together without thinking, slick heat blooming between them despite her nerves.

But her mind wouldn’t stop spinning. What if I freeze up? What if I hate it? What if Tyler sees me with another man and decides he can’t handle it after all? The thought scared her as much as it turned her on.

She turned into the boutique’s lot, heart hammering. From the outside it looked like any upscale lingerie store—black-and-gold lettering across the sign, glossy windows displaying mannequins in lace corsets and silk robes. But through the glass she caught a glimpse of the racks: glittering masks, feathered capes, sheer bodysuits that left little to the imagination.

Her palms went damp on the steering wheel. She sat there a moment, the engine idling, forcing herself to breathe.

You said yes, Jenna. You can’t back out now. You said yes.

Finally, she killed the ignition, grabbed her purse, and stepped out, her legs shaky but determined. The bell above the boutique door chimed as she pushed inside, and she froze—surrounded by racks of lingerie, cloaks, and rows of masks staring back at her with hollow eyes.

Jenna drifted between the racks like she was half-dreaming, fingertips brushing lace and silk, sequins catching the light. Her heart raced too fast for such a quiet store. Everywhere she looked there was something scandalous—black lace bodysuits cut low to the navel, sheer robes that would leave nothing to the imagination, leather masks shaped like foxes and cats, their hollow eyes watching her.

She paused in front of a mannequin wearing a long velvet cloak, its hood thrown back to reveal nothing but a jeweled mask and thigh-high boots. Beneath the cloak the mannequin wore only a g-string and a satin bra. Jenna’s throat tightened.

Could I really walk into a room like that? Naked but for heels and a mask? With strangers touching me?

The thought made her cheeks flush. Her thighs squeezed together before she could stop herself, the fabric of her jeans dampening where her body betrayed her.

“First time shopping for something… daring?”

Jenna startled, turning to find a woman beside her. She was maybe late twenties, blonde hair piled in a messy bun, lips painted deep red. The name tag on her silky black blouse read Lila. Her smile was playful, knowing.

Jenna stammered, “I… I’m just looking.”

Lila tilted her head, eyes glinting. “You’ve got that look. Half terrified, half turned on.” She plucked a hanger from the rack and held up a sheer black bodysuit with a plunging neckline and jeweled straps. “Try this. Trust me—it’ll make you feel like a goddess.”

Jenna swallowed, staring at the barely-there fabric. “That’s… a lot.”

“That’s the point,” Lila said with a wink.

Jenna’s fingers trembled as she took the hanger from Lila. “Alright. I’ll try it.”

The attendant’s smile widened. “Good girl. Dressing rooms are in the back. Take your time.”

The curtain slid shut behind her, and Jenna was alone with the sheer black bodysuit dangling from her hands. Her heart thudded as she stripped off her jeans and sweater, the cool air brushing against her bare skin. She slid the garment up her thighs, the delicate fabric whispering against her skin as she pulled it into place.

When she turned to the mirror, her breath caught.

The neckline plunged so deep it barely covered her breasts, jeweled straps glittering as they clung to her shoulders. The sheer fabric left nothing to the imagination, her nipples stiff against the mesh, her pussy visible through the thin panel between her legs. She pressed her thighs together, heat rushing through her at the thought of Tyler’s face if he saw her like this.

Her hand trailed down her stomach, fingertips brushing the dampness already slickening her folds beneath the fabric. She let out a shaky breath, hips shifting as she indulged in the fantasy—walking into that masked party with men turning their heads, cocks swelling, Tyler watching, jealous and desperate.

A whimper escaped her before she snapped out of it.

“No,” she whispered to her reflection, cheeks burning. “It’s too much.”

She yanked the curtain aside, stepping out with flushed cheeks and quick breaths. Lila’s eyes lit up as she looked Jenna over.

“Damn,” the woman purred, circling her. “That’s fire. You look like sin.”

Jenna shook her head, clutching the sides of the bodysuit. “It’s… it’s not right. It doesn’t feel like me.”

Lila tapped her chin, smiling slyly. “Not a problem. We’ll keep looking. Trust me, the perfect one’s here. Something that’ll make him lose his mind—and every other man, too.”

Jenna shivered at the thought, her body already aching for more even as her nerves screamed she was insane for being here.

Lila rifled through a rack of hangers, humming to herself before pulling one free. She held it up against Jenna’s body with a wicked grin. “How about this? Red lace corset, garters, matching thong. Classic, sexy, but still… dangerous.”

Jenna took it with hesitant fingers, the bold red daring her. Back in the dressing room, she stripped the black bodysuit away, her skin still tingling where it had clung to her. The corset laced tight around her waist, pushing her breasts high and full, the red garters hugging her thighs as the thong vanished between her cheeks.

When she faced the mirror, she gasped again.

This one was sultry, lush, decadent. Her body looked like something out of a fantasy—ripe for sin, dripping allure. She twisted side to side, watching the garters stretch across her thighs, imagining Tyler’s cock straining against his pants the second he saw her like this.

Her pussy throbbed, the dampness already soaking through the thin thong. She pressed her hand against herself, moaning softly as the lace grew wet under her touch.

But then she frowned. Something was off.

It was gorgeous, yes—but it felt like lingerie, like something for the bedroom, not for a masked party where strangers would fuck her under flickering candlelight. It felt too intimate when what she needed was power. Anonymity. A costume that turned her into someone else.

She pulled the curtain aside, stepping out again.

Lila’s eyes roved over her, lips curling in appreciation. “Wow. That’s deadly. You’d own the room in that.”

Jenna hugged her arms around herself, shaking her head. “It’s… it’s almost right. But not quite. It feels too… me.”

Lila tilted her head, eyes glittering. “Then we need to find something that isn’t you. Something that makes you unrecognizable, even to yourself.”

Jenna’s stomach fluttered at those words, her body humming with need.

Lila’s eyes lit up as if she’d just thought of something forbidden. She moved to a back rack, sliding hangers aside until she pulled free a long, flowing cloak of deep royal purple velvet. The inside shimmered with black satin, heavy but sensual, the kind of garment that would pool on the floor when it slipped from her shoulders.

“And this,” Lila whispered, reaching for a matching mask—a sleek piece of purple and black lace that covered the eyes and cheekbones, edged in tiny crystals that caught the light like stars.

Jenna’s pulse spiked. “It’s beautiful.”

“Wait,” Lila said with a wicked grin. She bent, plucking a hanger from a low display, and held up the finishing touch: a barely-there bodysuit of sheer black mesh embroidered with purple lace that framed the breasts and crotch but left almost nothing else to the imagination. Strappy details crossed the stomach, connecting the cups to the thin strip that vanished between the legs.

“And these.” Lila knelt to place a pair of purple suede stiletto heels in Jenna’s hands, the kind that would make her legs look endless.

Back in the dressing room, Jenna slid it all on, her body trembling with each piece. The bodysuit hugged every curve, nipples pressing against the lace, the thin strip riding high between her thighs. The cloak draped over her shoulders, heavy and regal, swallowing her until she pulled the hood up. Finally, she tied the mask, her reflection transforming before her eyes.

She didn’t look like Jenna Shaw anymore. She looked like a stranger. A queen. A slut goddess cloaked in velvet and secrets.

When she stepped out, Lila actually clapped her hands, laughing in delight. “Now that,” she said, circling her slowly, “is perfect. You look untouchable… and fuckable at the same time.”

Jenna’s face burned, but she couldn’t stop staring at herself in the mirror by the wall, the cloak sliding back just enough to reveal the lace bodysuit, the mask making her unrecognizable. She imagined Tyler’s face when he saw her like this, cock straining, jealousy gnawing, and his eyes never leaving her as other men reached for her.

Her pussy throbbed, wetness slicking between her thighs.

She swallowed, whispering, “This is it.”

Before leaving the boutique, Jenna paused near a display of men’s costumes. Rows of tuxedo rentals and sleek masks hung neatly pressed, sharp and elegant compared to the lingerie chaos surrounding them. She ran her hand over the smooth fabric of a tailored black jacket, picturing Tyler in it, dark mask hiding his face, eyes locked on her while strangers touched her body.

Her breath caught at the thought. She grabbed the tuxedo package in his size, tucked it under her arm with her own purchases, and made her way to the register.

By the time she got home, her nerves had twisted into a buzzing excitement. She set the bags on the bed and called out, “Tyler?”

He appeared in the doorway, curiosity sparking in his eyes as he spotted the purple velvet spilling out of the garment bag. Jenna bit her lip, pulling the cloak aside to reveal the mask and the lace beneath.

Tyler froze. His jaw went slack before his grin spread slow and dangerous. “Holy fuck, Jenna… that’s perfect. You’re going to own every single man in that room.”

Heat surged up her chest, her throat tightening at the raw hunger in his voice. For years she’d been the quiet wife, the good neighbor, the safe choice. Now here he was, staring at her like she was something powerful, something irresistible.

For the first time in forever, Jenna realized just how much she wanted this—how much she wanted to be seen, to be stared at, to be wanted by men who couldn’t have her. The thought made her shiver, her thighs clenching with need.

She glanced at the tuxedo bag still in her hands and tossed it onto the bed beside him. “You’ll need this,” she said, her voice husky. “If I’m going to play dress-up, you are too.”

Tyler picked it up, running his hand over the fabric, eyes still devouring her. “Baby… you’re going to be every man’s fantasy. And I’ll be the one who gets to take you home.”

Her heart thundered, the dampness between her legs undeniable as she clutched the mask against her chest. She whispered, almost to herself, “God help me, I can’t wait.”

“Yeah?” He asked. “Because if you’re that eager, there’s a Halloween pub crawl downtown in a couple of days. We could go to it.”

“And do what?” Jenna asked. “You want me to fuck someone there???”

He chuckled. “I mean, if it happens it happens.”

“Tyler!” She protested.

“Kidding,” he smirked. “Well, partially, but I thought we could go there and test the waters. Maybe do a little flirting to get you more comfortable before we go to the masquerade.”

“Oh, like a test run,” she said. Her eyes beaming with ideas. “I like that.”


CHAPTER 5


The night air carried a buzz of excitement as Jenna adjusted her blonde hair to mimic that of Barbie’s, the pink minidress hugging her curves tighter than she’d planned. She tugged at the hem, but there was no helping it—her ass peeked out every time she moved. Beside her, Tyler straightened his costume around his muscular physique, his short shorts showing more thigh than she’d ever seen him flaunt. Together they were a spectacle: Barbie and Ken, hand in hand, standing outside the neon glow of the bar crawl’s first stop.

“You owe me for this,” Jenna muttered, cheeks warm as a group of men at the door openly stared at her legs.

Tyler grinned, sliding his arm possessively around her waist. “I already paid for it, baby. Just look at the way they’re drooling. You’re the hottest Barbie on the block.”

Inside, the bar pulsed with Halloween energy—strobe lights flashing across witches and vampires, pirates and fairies grinding on the dance floor. Music thumped through the walls, drinks splashing in plastic cups. Jenna clung to Tyler’s arm at first, nerves fluttering in her belly, but the stares kept coming. Every step she took, eyes followed her ass, her cleavage, the way the pink dress shimmered under the lights.

Her heart pounded, part embarrassment, part thrill.

At the bar, a man dressed as a devil leaned against the counter, his painted red horns gleaming. He looked Jenna up and down, slow and shameless, then gave her a grin. “Hey, Barbie. You need a drink?”

Jenna froze, glancing at Tyler, who just sipped his beer and raised his brows as if daring her.

Her mouth went dry, her body buzzing with the rush of attention. She looked to Tyler, almost asking permission. He gave her a solid nod.

Jenna tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, her lips curving into a coy smile she hadn’t used in years. “Depends,” she said, leaning a little closer to the man in horns. “What are you drinking?”

The devil grinned wider, tapping the bar to flag down the bartender. “Whiskey coke for me. You look like a rum-and-coke kind of girl.”

“Make it two,” Jenna replied before she could think better of it. Her heart hammered, but a flush of heat rolled through her chest at the way he looked at her—like she was candy on display, like he’d tear the wrapper off without hesitation.

The man in the devil costume, pulled out his wallet, counting his money, distracted away from Jenna momentarily. Tyler’s hand slid around her waist, squeezing her hip, his lips brushing her ear as he leaned in and whispered. “That’s it, baby. Let him look. Let him want.”

The bartender slid the drinks over. Jenna took hers, sipping slow, her lipstick leaving a mark on the rim. The devil watched her mouth intently, his eyes flicking down her cleavage, then lower, lingering.

“So, Barbie,” he said, voice thick with suggestion, “where’s Ken hiding tonight?”

Jenna glanced up at Tyler, who met her gaze with a smirk. He tilted his head as if daring her to say it.

“He’s right here,” she answered, slipping her arm tight around Tyler’s waist. Then, after another sip of her drink, she leaned in close to the devil and whispered, “And he likes watching me flirt.”

The man’s brows rose, interest sharpening. Tyler’s grip on her hip tightened, his cock already stirring as he caught the words. His chest felt like it might split from the jealousy and pride mingling inside him, every nerve screaming with the need to see how far Jenna would take this.

The devil drained his glass, eyes fixed on Jenna. “Come dance with me,” he said, holding out his hand.

Jenna froze, her pulse quickening. She glanced at Tyler, her blush already creeping up her cheeks.

Tyler took a slow sip of his beer, smirk tugging at his lips. Fuck, she looks so innocent right now, but I can see it—the heat in her eyes. She wants this. My sweet little Barbie, blushing like she’s caught doing something wrong while every man in this bar wants to bend her over.

Jenna bit her lip, then set her drink down and slid her hand into the devil’s. The crowd swallowed them as he pulled her onto the dance floor, the bass thumping through the floorboards.

The devil wasted no time. His hands found her waist, pulling her against him, grinding his hips against her ass in time with the music. Jenna gasped, her cheeks redder than the strobe lights flashing across them. She cast a desperate glance over her shoulder toward Tyler.

From his spot at the bar, Tyler leaned back, watching, his jaw tight. Christ, look at her. Blushing, biting her lip, but she isn’t pulling away. She’s letting him hold her like that. She’s letting him rub his cock against her ass while she looks at me for permission.

The devil leaned down, whispering something in Jenna’s ear. She laughed nervously, tossing her blonde hair over her shoulder, but her blush deepened. Her hands hovered uncertainly at his chest before finally resting there, light but undeniable.

Tyler shifted, his cock throbbing against his jeans. Goddamn it. She’s touching him. She’s letting him pull her close while I stand here, watching like some cuck in the corner. And I’ve never been harder in my fucking life.

Jenna looked back again, her eyes finding Tyler’s. The mix of guilt and arousal in her gaze hit him like a punch to the gut. She wanted him to stop it, but she wanted him to watch more. Both at once.

Tyler lifted his glass in a mock toast, lips curling into a hungry grin. That’s it, baby. Show me. Show me how badly they want you. Show me how badly you want them.

The devil’s hands slid lower, cupping Jenna’s ass as he ground against her to the heavy beat. She stiffened, her breath catching, but she didn’t pull away.

“You’ve got every man in here staring,” he murmured against her ear, his lips brushing her skin. “Pink dress, blonde hair, those legs… you’re a fucking wet dream, Barbie.”

Jenna flushed scarlet, her hands pressing lightly against his chest as if to hold him back—but her hips still moved with his. “You shouldn’t say that,” she whispered, though her voice shook with more heat than protest.

The devil chuckled, his fingers kneading her ass through the thin fabric. “Oh, I should. Bet your boyfriend’s over there ready to rip my head off, but he brought you here dressed like this. What did he expect? You’re too fucking hot to keep to himself.”

Jenna’s heart pounded. She glanced back toward the bar—Tyler was watching, his beer untouched, his jaw tight, eyes burning into her.

She swallowed hard, whispering, “He’s my husband.”

The devil grinned against her neck. “Even better. He married a slutty Barbie, and now he has to watch other men want what’s his. You like that, don’t you? Knowing he’s watching me put my hands all over you.”

Jenna’s breath came ragged, her thighs trembling. “I… I don’t know.”

“Your body knows,” the devil said, pressing his cock against her ass. “You’re blushing, you’re shaking, but you’re not stopping me. You’re wet right now, aren’t you?”

She gasped, heat flooding her cheeks, her pussy throbbing at the filthy accusation. “Stop…”

But her voice betrayed her.

Tyler shifted at the bar, cock straining against his jeans as he watched. Fuck. He’s got his hands on her ass, whispering filth in her ear, and she’s letting him. She’s looking at me like she wants me to save her, but she doesn’t want me to. She wants me jealous. Goddamn it, I’ve never been so hard in my life.

The devil slid his hand lower, brushing the hem of her dress. Jenna grabbed his wrist, eyes wide, her chest heaving.

“Not here,” she whispered, the words shaky, desperate.

The devil smirked, leaning close enough for his breath to fan her lips. “Not here,” he repeated, like a promise.

The devil’s hand slid from Jenna’s ass to her hip, grip firm as the music pounded around them. He leaned down, lips brushing her ear again. “Not here,” he said, voice low and certain. “But the bathroom’s close.”

Her breath hitched. “What⁠—”

He didn’t give her time to finish. He caught her hand, tugging her through the crowd, weaving past zombies and pirates toward the glowing Restrooms sign. Jenna’s pulse hammered, her heels stumbling to keep up, her eyes darting back once more to Tyler.

He was still at the bar. Watching. Beer untouched, chest rising heavy, muscles coiled like he might explode. Their eyes locked for a split second, Jenna’s wide with panic and heat, Tyler’s dark with rage and lust. He didn’t move. He just watched as the devil pushed open the bathroom door with his shoulder and pulled her inside.

The bass from the dance floor dulled to a muffled thud. The devil shoved her gently against the stall, lips finding her throat, his hands sliding under the hem of her pink dress. Jenna gasped, clinging to his arms, trembling.

“This is crazy,” she whispered, voice trembling.

“Crazy hot,” he muttered, kissing down her neck. “I’ve wanted to bend you over since I saw you.” He dug into his pocket, the faint crinkle of foil filling the stall. Jenna’s stomach dropped.

“Wait—”

But he was already tearing the wrapper, rolling the condom over his thick cock with practiced ease. He shoved her dress higher, yanking her thong down to her thighs. His fingers dragged through her slick folds, finding her wet and ready.

“Jesus, you’re dripping,” he growled. “Your husband must love knowing you get this wet for other men.”

Jenna moaned, mortified at how true it was. Her body ached for the thrust she swore she’d refuse. She braced herself against the stall wall, her breath ragged, as the devil pressed the head of his cock against her swollen slit.

One hard thrust and he was inside, stretching her, filling her raw. She gasped, biting her hand to muffle the sound, her body shuddering around him.

Outside, Tyler stood frozen near the bar’s hallway, beer in hand, heart slamming in his chest. He knew where they’d gone. He could hear the faint creak of the stall door, could picture her bent over, another man buried inside her. His cock strained painfully against his jeans, jealousy clawing at his chest, but he couldn’t look away.

She’s mine. She’s fucking mine… and he’s inside her.

The devil’s hips slammed forward, cock driving deep, making Jenna’s eyes fly wide. She clutched the metal divider of the stall, her pink dress bunched around her waist, her panties tangled at mid-thigh.

“Oh my god,” she gasped, voice breaking.

He grinned against her neck, grinding deeper, his hands gripping her hips tight. “You feel that? That’s my cock stretching your married pussy. And you’re gripping me like you’ve been starving for it.”

Jenna whimpered, shaking her head even as her ass pushed back against him. “No… I shouldn’t… oh god.”

“You should,” he growled, pounding harder. The condom slid slick inside her as her wetness soaked it. “You’re soaked, Barbie. Your husband can’t fuck you this wet. Not like this.”

Her moan spilled out, loud enough to echo off the tile. She slapped her hand over her mouth, mortified, but her body clenched around him, milking his cock.

“That’s it,” he hissed, thrusts deep and brutal. “Take it. Take every inch like the slut you are. Bet you’ve been waiting all night for someone to bend you over.”

Jenna’s head spun. Shame, heat, and pleasure crashed together until she could barely breathe. Her thighs trembled, her pussy dripping, clenching tight around him as his cock filled her again and again.

“Say it,” he demanded, his breath hot in her ear. “Say you love getting fucked by another man while your husband’s out there.”

Her body convulsed with every thrust, her nails scraping the metal wall, her pussy tightening until she couldn’t deny it anymore.

“I love it,” she cried into her hand, her voice muffled, broken. “I love it, oh fuck, I love it!”

The devil groaned, hips pistoning faster, slamming her into the stall wall. Her moans grew louder, needier, her body shaking as the orgasm ripped through her, pussy spasming around his cock.

“Fuck, that’s it,” he snarled, pumping harder, using her trembling body. “Clench on me, you little Barbie slut. Milk my cock.”

Jenna sobbed with pleasure, her body betraying her, her climax drenching the condom, every nerve ending on fire.

The devil slammed deep one last time, a guttural groan tearing from his throat as his cock pulsed inside her. Jenna shuddered, her pussy still spasming, as hot spurts filled the condom, his grip bruising her hips.

“Goddamn,” he panted, pulling out slowly, the latex sagging heavy with his cum. He tucked himself back into his pants, adjusting the condom before snapping her thong back in place. His grin was smug, satisfied. “Your husband’s a lucky man. Not every guy gets a wife who fucks like that.”

Jenna’s face burned as she tugged her dress down, her legs still trembling, her pussy throbbing with the aftershocks of orgasm. She didn’t even have the strength to answer.

He kissed her cheek roughly, then whispered, “Go find him. Show him what a slut he married.”

The bathroom door banged open, the noise of the bar rushing back in. Jenna stepped out, shaky, cheeks flushed, the scent of sex clinging to her. Tyler was waiting in the hallway, eyes dark, jaw clenched. He didn’t speak. He just took her hand, pulled her out into the street, and led her straight to the car.

The moment the doors slammed shut, Tyler turned on her. “Tell me. Every detail.”

Her lips parted, her breath still ragged. “He took me into the stall… lifted my dress… he was so hard, Tyler…”

“Did he wear a condom?”

“Yes. But I felt him… oh god, I felt him stretch me. He said I was soaking. He—he called me a slut. And I came, Tyler, I came so hard with his cock inside me.”

Tyler’s cock throbbed painfully as her words spilled out, his chest tight, jealousy roaring through him. “Keep going,” he growled, fumbling with his zipper.

Jenna’s eyes glistened, her voice trembling as she confessed every filthy word, every thrust, every moan. By the time she reached the part where the devil groaned and filled the condom, Tyler was inside her, slamming her down on his cock in the backseat.

Her nails raked his shoulders, her body still sensitive, still dripping. “Fuck, Tyler,” she cried, riding him hard, the car rocking with their frantic movements.

“Say it again,” he demanded, his voice rough in her ear. “Say you came on another man’s cock.”

“I did,” she gasped, shuddering. “I came… I came so hard while he fucked me.”

Tyler roared, thrusting up into her, his climax ripping through him. Hot cum spilled deep inside her, mixing with the devil’s lingering heat, the car thick with the smell of sweat and sex.

They collapsed against each other, panting, bodies shaking.

Tyler’s lips brushed her ear, voice hoarse. “That was just the beginning.”


CHAPTER 6


The iron gates groaned as they swung open, revealing the long drive up to the mansion. Fog drifted low across the gravel, curling around the tires of Tyler’s car as it crept forward. The house loomed ahead like something torn from a gothic painting—stone walls rising high, turrets wrapped in ivy, every window glowing amber. Dozens of jack-o’-lanterns lined the path, their carved faces flickering in the mist.

When they stepped out, the chill October air kissed Jenna’s bare thighs beneath the velvet cloak. The heavy fabric pooled around her, swishing as she walked, the mask already tied snugly across her face. Tyler, sharp in his tuxedo and dark mask, took her hand, leading her toward the wide staircase.

Candlelight flared everywhere—along the banisters, across tables, even floating in wrought-iron chandeliers that dripped wax onto marble floors. The scent of melted wax mixed with cinnamon, spiced wine, and the faint musk of bodies pressed too close.

Inside, music throbbed low and sensual, gothic strings twisted with a pulsing beat. Guests in masks drifted through the ballroom like phantoms: men in tailored suits and capes, women in lace and silk, velvet and feathers. Every face hidden, every glance lingering too long.

Waiters in silver masks glided by with trays of ruby-red wine and shimmering cocktails, their hands steady despite the crush of bodies. A long banquet table groaned under towers of chocolate-dipped fruit, bowls of sugared almonds, silver platters of roasted meats and cheeses.

Jenna’s breath caught, her heart hammering. She’d been to costume parties before, rowdy bars and neighborhood gatherings—but this was something else. This was ritual. This was sex dressed in velvet and poured into crystal glasses.

Tyler leaned close, his lips brushing her ear. “Exotic enough for you?”

Her pussy clenched at the words, at the sheer enormity of it all. She whispered, “This feels… dangerous.”

He smirked beneath his mask. “That’s because it is.”

Jenna’s heels clicked against the marble as they moved deeper into the ballroom. Her hand gripped Tyler’s arm tighter than she meant to, the cloak shielding her from the hungry stares she already felt brushing against her skin.

Masked couples laughed in hushed tones, champagne flutes clinking as though they were at any elegant gala—but the air was thicker here, charged with something unspoken. Glances lingered too long. Fingers brushed along arms, across hips, sliding low on backs. A woman in a crimson corset walked by, her breasts spilling out, nipples jeweled, and no one batted an eye.

Jenna’s cheeks heated under her mask. God, what am I doing here?

A man in a black-and-gold mask offered her a glass of sparkling wine. She accepted it with trembling fingers, murmuring thanks as he dipped his head, his gaze never leaving her. She sipped quickly, the bubbles rushing through her, warming her belly.

Tyler guided her toward the long table of food, but she could barely focus on the decadent spreads. Silver trays gleamed with chocolate truffles and candied fruits. Bowls overflowed with sugared nuts and fresh strawberries dipped in dark chocolate. The scent of roasted meat mingled with the sweetness, heady and intoxicating.

At the edge of the table, a woman in a feathered mask bent over to pluck a fig, her cloak parting to reveal she wore nothing underneath but heels. Jenna’s breath caught. The woman smiled knowingly at her before slipping away into the crowd, her hips swaying.

Tyler’s hand squeezed hers. His voice was low, steady, but his cocky grin was audible even behind the mask. “See? This isn’t some neighborhood bar crawl. This is another world. No names. No shame.”

Jenna sipped more wine, her chest tight, her thighs slickening beneath the lace bodysuit. She looked around again, realizing how many eyes lingered on her cloak, on the flash of purple heels when she walked. They were curious. They wanted to know what she was hiding.

Tyler leaned down, whispering against her ear, “They’re waiting for you to show them.”

Her stomach flipped, the heat between her legs undeniable now.

Jenna let Tyler guide her through the room, the velvet of her cloak brushing her thighs as she moved. Everywhere they went, eyes followed—masked men pausing mid-conversation, women glancing at her with curiosity, like wolves circling something they wanted to devour.

A man in a silver half-mask approached, his suit perfectly tailored. He bowed slightly to her, voice rich and smooth. “First time?”

Jenna’s mouth went dry. “Is it that obvious?”

His chuckle was low, indulgent. “You hold yourself like a secret. Everyone here is dying to know what you’re hiding.” His gaze dropped to the way the cloak hugged her body, then lifted again, sharp. “Don’t make them wait too long.”

Before she could answer, another figure drifted up beside her—a woman in emerald silk, mask glittering with jewels. She leaned close, her perfume heavy and floral, her whisper intimate. “They’re already imagining what’s under that cloak. You can feel it, can’t you? The hunger.”

Jenna swallowed, her thighs pressing together beneath the lace she wore under the velvet. “I… I can.”

The woman smiled knowingly, brushing Jenna’s hand before slipping away into the crowd.

Tyler’s grip on her waist tightened, his voice rough against her ear. “They want you, baby. All of them. And they have no idea how perfect you are under this.”

Jenna’s pulse raced. The music swelled, laughter and clinking glasses echoing around her, the room shimmering with heat and possibility. She clutched the cloak tighter, but her body burned to let it fall.

Tyler leaned in close, his lips nearly against her mask. “It’s time.”

Her breath caught.

“Maybe after another drink,” she suggested, gulping down the rest of her wine.

“One more.” He said, grabbing one from a passing waiter. “But then it’s time. Come, let’s explore while you drink.”

Tyler guided Jenna away from the swell of the ballroom, through a wide archway draped in velvet curtains. The air beyond was heavier, smoky with incense, the lighting darker—candles glowing in niches carved into the stone walls.

At first, Jenna thought it was just another lounge. Couches and chaises were scattered around, a few guests lounging with glasses of wine, masks glittering faintly in the low light. But then her gaze caught on the far corner, and her breath froze.

A woman in a jeweled mask was bent over a low table, her cloak tossed carelessly aside. Her body gleamed in the candlelight, naked but for heels, while a masked man in a black suit thrust into her from behind. Another man lounged in front of her, cock in hand, guiding it to her mouth. Her muffled moans echoed off the stone, mingling with the wet slap of skin on skin.

No one rushed to stop them. No one whispered disapproval. Guests sipped their drinks and watched, eyes glittering behind masks, as if it were as natural as music playing.

Jenna’s mouth went dry. Heat rushed through her chest and down between her legs, shame and desire tangling until she could barely breathe. She tugged her cloak tighter, as if the velvet shield could protect her from the image searing into her mind.

Tyler’s hand squeezed hers, steady, firm, almost grounding.

“Holy…” she whispered, unable to finish.

The woman cried out, muffled by the cock in her throat, her body jerking as she climaxed. The men kept moving, relentless, using her as though her moans were fuel.

Jenna tore her eyes away, but the sound followed her, echoing in her chest, echoing in her pussy, which clenched traitorously around nothing.

Tyler didn’t lead her back to the ballroom. Instead, he tugged her into a narrow alcove off the lounge, the stone wall cool against her back as he caged her in with his body. The sounds of the couple fucking in the corner still echoed faintly, muffled by velvet curtains, but close enough to make Jenna’s chest rise and fall faster.

Tyler’s mask gleamed in the candlelight, his voice rough when he leaned close. “You saw it, didn’t you? What’s waiting for you.”

Her breath trembled. “I… I don’t know if I can⁠—”

“Yes, you can.” His hand slid along her hip, tugging the cloak just enough to reveal the curve of her thigh. “Every man in this place is dying to see what’s under this. And I want them to. I want them to ache for you, Jenna. To imagine how tight you’ll feel wrapped around their cocks.”

She whimpered, shaking her head, though her body betrayed her, heat pooling between her legs.

Tyler’s mouth hovered over hers, his words a growl. “You’re dripping right now, aren’t you? Just from seeing her get used in front of everyone. Just from knowing you’re next.”

Jenna squeezed her thighs together, her heart hammering, her breath shallow. The cloak suddenly felt suffocating, her body begging for air, for exposure, for release.

Tyler pressed his lips against her ear, the words low, final. “It’s time.”

Jenna gasped, her stomach dropping, the weight of his command sinking deep.


CHAPTER 7


The music swelled as they stepped back into the heart of the ballroom, laughter and chatter mixing with the low pulse of strings. Candlelight glittered off crystal glasses and jeweled masks, throwing shifting shadows across the marble. Jenna felt every pair of eyes on her cloak, the heavy velvet suddenly too hot against her skin.

She stopped in the center of the floor, Tyler’s hand warm at her back. Her pulse pounded so loud she thought the crowd could hear it.

If I do this… I can’t take it back.

Her fingers rose, trembling, to the satin tie at her throat. She glanced sideways at Tyler. His jaw was tight, eyes burning beneath his dark mask.

God, he wants this. He’s so hard he can barely breathe. He wants me naked, wants them to see me… wants me to give myself away while he watches.

Her breath caught, and for a moment she thought she’d bolt. But then heat surged low in her belly, wetness slicking her thighs. The thought of all these strangers aching to see her, of Tyler’s cock straining while jealousy clawed at him—it burned through her fear like fire through dry leaves.

Slowly, deliberately, she tugged at the knot. The cloak loosened around her shoulders, sliding down her arms with a whisper.

Gasps rippled through the crowd.

The heavy velvet pooled at her heels, and Jenna stood exposed—her body wrapped in the sheer black bodysuit embroidered with purple lace, every curve revealed, nipples pressing against the mesh, thighs gleaming under the candlelight. The mask sparkled across her face, but it was no disguise now. She was bare. On display.

A waiter passing with a tray actually stumbled, his eyes locked on her body. Conversations faltered. Even the music seemed to thin, replaced by the sudden hush of hunger.

Jenna’s cheeks burned, but her spine straightened. For the first time, she didn’t feel like she was hiding. She felt powerful. Desired.

Tyler’s breath left him in a ragged rush. Jesus Christ. That’s my wife. Every man here is staring at her, imagining splitting her open, filling her, making her moan. And I’ve never been harder in my life. I should be furious. I should drag her out. But fuck… I want them to see her. I want them to know what I get to touch every night.

He leaned close, his whisper hot against her ear. “Look at them, baby. They’re already yours.”

Jenna swallowed, her heart racing, her pussy throbbing at the sight of so many hungry eyes fixed on her.

I’m not just Tyler’s wife tonight. I’m theirs.

The silence cracked, replaced by a low ripple of movement.

Men began to circle. Suits brushing past suits, polished shoes whispering across marble. Their masks gleamed—silver, gold, black, jeweled—but their eyes were the same. Sharp. Hungry. Wolfish.

Jenna’s breath stuttered as she felt them close in, their gazes dragging over her body like hands. One man lingered on her breasts, another on her thighs, another on the wet shimmer already darkening the thin lace at her crotch. They didn’t speak. They didn’t have to. Their stares said everything: prey, ripe, ready.

God, they’re devouring me with their eyes. Like they already own me. Like they’re deciding who’ll taste me first.

A woman in a silver feathered mask drifted near, her lips curved in something between a smirk and a pout. She tilted her head, eyes raking Jenna slowly. She’s judging me, Jenna thought, pulse quickening. Or maybe she wants me too. Maybe they all do.

Tyler stood just behind her, jaw locked, chest heaving as he watched the circle form. His cock pressed hard against his tuxedo pants, aching with every second. They’re circling my wife like she’s meat on display. And fuck… she is. She’s mine, but right now, she’s theirs. Look at the way they stare at her cunt. They’re imagining splitting her open, filling her, making her scream.

Jenna’s nipples tightened under the bodysuit, the weight of the attention flooding her veins like wine. Heat shimmered up her thighs. Her knees trembled, but her spine straightened, her chin lifting ever so slightly. They’re circling me, hunting me. And I like it. Oh god, I like it.

One man stepped closer, his mask black and sharp, his stare heavy on her cleavage. Another mirrored him on the other side, lips curved in a slow smile. Their gazes flicked to each other, then back to her, as if silently asking which would claim her first.

Tyler leaned close, voice a low growl only she could hear. “They want you, Jenna. They’re picturing their cocks inside you. And you’re so fucking wet for it, aren’t you?”

Her thighs pressed together, but it was useless—she could feel how slick she was, dripping into the lace. She whispered back, her voice trembling, “Yes.”

Gasps rippled again as another man stepped into the circle, closer now, his hand lifting as if to touch.

The circle tightened, breaths audible beneath masks, champagne flutes forgotten as men and women alike fixed their attention on Jenna. The music continued, low and pulsing, but it felt far away, drowned by the thrum of blood in her ears.

A tall man in a black mask stepped forward. His suit clung perfectly to broad shoulders, his presence commanding without a word. He moved slow, deliberate, like a wolf careful not to spook its prey.

Jenna’s chest rose and fell in shallow bursts. Her hands twitched at her sides, unsure whether to cover herself or let them see more. Every nerve screamed at her to run, yet her thighs slickened, her body begging to be caught. They’re all staring. God, they can see everything. My nipples, my pussy soaking through this lace. They know I’m wet for them. They know I want it.

The man stopped in front of her, just close enough that she could smell him—rich cologne, woody and spiced, mingling with the smoke of candles and the sweetness of wine. Her stomach fluttered.

He lifted a hand slowly, deliberately, so everyone could see. His gloved fingers hovered inches from her, a pause so drawn out her skin tingled in anticipation.

Then he touched her.

A light stroke against her thigh, just above the line of her purple suede heel. Soft, deliberate, lingering. The leather glove slid up, grazing the tender inside of her leg, stopping just shy of the lace edging her bodysuit.

Jenna’s breath caught, her eyes fluttering shut as heat shot straight to her core. Her skin buzzed beneath the glove, hypersensitive, her pussy clenching at the feather-light contact. He’s touching me. Right here, in front of everyone. Oh god, they’re watching him touch me.

Gasps rippled through the onlookers. A man in a silver mask shifted, adjusting his stance as if to hide the bulge pressing against his pants. A woman in emerald silk licked her lips openly, eyes devouring Jenna as though she wanted a taste herself.

Tyler’s body burned behind her. His cock strained so hard against his trousers it was painful, his jaw locked to keep from groaning aloud. He’s touching her. Another man’s hand on my wife’s thigh, sliding higher, claiming her while they all watch. And I’m hard as steel. Goddamn it, I’ve never been so jealous. I’ve never been so turned on.

The gloved hand brushed higher, close enough that Jenna’s lace grew damp against his knuckles. She gasped, thighs quivering, instinct screaming to squeeze them shut. But she didn’t. She let him linger.

This is insane. I should stop him. I should pull away. But my body—fuck, my body’s begging him to go higher. They’re watching me fall apart. They know I want him. They know I’d spread my legs right here if Tyler let me.

The man withdrew at last, slowly, deliberately, letting the absence of his touch ache across her skin. He raised his fingers to his mask, tilting his head slightly as though savoring the electricity crackling between them.

Jenna’s lips parted, her chest heaving, her nipples hard and obvious beneath the mesh. Her thighs were damp, her clit throbbing, her entire body screaming for more.

The crowd murmured, the sound a mix of hunger and approval, like predators waiting for permission to pounce.

Tyler’s breath brushed her ear, ragged and hoarse. “You feel that? You see them watching you melt just from a touch? That’s only the beginning.”

Jenna’s knees nearly buckled, her pussy aching with need. Her eyes darted across the masked faces surrounding her, seeing nothing but lust. All of them waiting, wanting.

Oh god… I’m theirs now.

The man in black took a half step closer, his hand rising again, this time reaching toward the thin strap of lace hugging her hip. The crowd leaned in, breath held. Jenna’s heart thundered. Tyler’s cock throbbed, jealousy and arousal tearing him apart.

And then⁠—


CHAPTER 8


The man in the black mask didn’t ask permission. He didn’t need to. He simply stepped closer, filling Jenna’s vision, until the heat of his body pressed against the thin air between them.

The music throbbed low and hypnotic—strings twined with heavy bass that rattled the chandeliers, candle flames trembling in their holders. Glasses clinked faintly somewhere behind her, but the sound was muffled, distant. The only thing Jenna could truly hear was her own heartbeat and the rustle of velvet as the man’s gloved hand rose again.

This time, he didn’t stop at her thigh.

He dragged his palm up the line of her leg, past the quiver of her inner thigh, brushing the edge of lace clinging to her pussy. The glove was warm from his skin, smooth against hers, and so unlike Tyler’s familiar touch. Foreign. Forbidden. And god, it feels good.

Jenna gasped, her lips parting behind the mask, her knees weak. Another man’s hand. Not Tyler’s. Someone I don’t even know… touching me like he owns me.

The stranger’s fingers pressed lightly over her lace, circling the damp spot already growing there. He didn’t push inside. He didn’t rush. He just let the pressure linger, teasing, owning her in the simplest way possible.

The crowd hushed. Men shifted to see better, their masks gleaming under candlelight, jaws tightening as they watched her tremble under a stranger’s hand. A woman in crimson leaned closer to another guest, whispering behind her fan, but her eyes never left Jenna’s body.

Tyler stood just behind her, every muscle locked tight. Jesus Christ. He’s got his hand on her pussy. My wife. My Jenna. Everyone’s watching her melt for him, and I’m so goddamn hard I can’t breathe.

The stranger’s other hand rose to her hip, fingers curling around the strap of lace, tugging it gently, possessively. He leaned close enough that Jenna could smell his cologne again—woody, spiced, intoxicating—and when he spoke, his voice was low, rich, meant for her alone.

“You’re trembling,” he murmured.

Her breath caught. “I… I know.”

“You’re wet for me.”

The bluntness made her shiver. She should have denied it, pushed him away, stepped back into Tyler’s arms. But her body betrayed her, slick heat pulsing between her thighs. Her lips parted on a whisper she could barely admit to herself.

“Yes.”

The man hummed softly, approving, his gloved finger sliding along her slit through the lace, slow and deliberate. Jenna’s head tipped back, a whimper escaping her throat before she could swallow it down.

The crowd stirred, but no one interrupted. They simply watched. Men’s eyes burned, some adjusting their stances, others gripping glasses tighter. Women’s gazes were sharper, calculating, curious, hungry. The ballroom felt smaller, hotter, as if the air itself leaned closer to witness.

Tyler clenched his fists at his sides, cock throbbing painfully inside his trousers. She admitted it. She told him she’s wet for him. And fuck—look at her. She’s moaning for another man in front of me, in front of all of them. I should drag her away, but I can’t. I need this. I need to see how far she’ll go.

The stranger pressed harder against her pussy, circling lazily, coaxing more wetness from her. Jenna’s thighs quivered, her chest rising and falling in sharp bursts, nipples straining against the mesh. He feels so different. Tyler’s hands are strong, sure, familiar. But this… this is strange, forbidden, dangerous. And my body doesn’t care. It’s begging for more.

The man’s mask glinted as he leaned close to her ear. “Do you like being watched, little one?”

Jenna’s eyes fluttered shut. She could feel them—dozens of stares pinning her in place, stripping her with hunger. Her cunt throbbed at the thought, her voice trembling when she whispered back.

“Yes.”

The gloved finger slid beneath the lace now, brushing bare against her swollen clit. The sensation tore a sharp gasp from her, her knees nearly giving out. The crowd murmured, a ripple of sound like wind through trees.

Tyler bit back a groan, chest heaving. He’s touching her bare pussy. My wife’s clit under another man’s finger. She’s soaking his glove and she doesn’t care. She’s letting them all see how much she wants it. And I’ve never wanted her more.

Jenna’s monologue spiraled, frantic, hot. They see me. They all see me. I’m not just Tyler’s wife tonight—I’m theirs. They’re watching me ache for a stranger, and I’ve never felt so powerful. So wanted. So dirty.

The man withdrew his hand at last, glistening faintly in the candlelight where her wetness smeared the leather. He lifted it slowly, deliberately, letting the crowd see the proof of her arousal.

Jenna’s breath came fast, her thighs trembling, her pussy aching for more. Every nerve screamed for his hand to return, to slide inside, to claim her fully. But he didn’t. He only tilted his head, mask hiding his expression, as if satisfied with his mark on her.

The music swelled again, darker, heavier, matching the pounding of her heart.

The circle of men and women leaned closer, the hunger in their eyes sharpened now that the first touch had been made. They’d seen her break. They’d seen her give in.

And they wanted more.

The stranger held his gloved fingers aloft, slick with her wetness. The crowd shifted, murmuring, the hunger around her almost tangible. Jenna’s chest rose and fell in shallow bursts, shame and arousal crashing like waves inside her.

I let him touch me. I let him make me wet in front of them all.

She squeezed her thighs together, desperate, but the ache only sharpened.

Then Tyler’s hand closed at her waist, his body warm and hard behind her. He leaned down, his mask brushing the edge of her hair, his breath hot against her ear.

“Take him,” he whispered.

Jenna froze. “Tyler⁠—”

“Don’t hold back. Let him have you.” His voice was rough, thick with need. “I want them all to see what you do to men. I want to see you cum for him.”

Her legs trembled, her pulse hammering. He wants this. He wants me to give in. God, I can’t⁠—

The stranger stepped closer again, his presence filling her senses. That cologne—woody, spiced, overwhelming—wrapped around her, heady as wine. His gloved hand lowered once more, this time not stopping at her clit.

He pressed his fingers beneath the lace, pushing inside her slick, swollen pussy.

Jenna cried out, a sharp gasp that made the crowd stir. Her hands shot to his chest, not pushing him away, just clinging as he slid two fingers deep, curling them slow, deliberate.

“Oh… god…” Her voice cracked, her pussy clenching helplessly around the intrusion.

The stranger’s other hand rose to her hip, steadying her as he finger-fucked her in front of the room. His voice was low, a growl meant for her but audible enough for those closest to hear. “Tight little cunt. You were made for this.”

The words made her pulse race, her nipples tightening further against the mesh, her body bucking into his touch. He’s inside me. A stranger is inside me while they all watch. And Tyler told me to let him.

Tyler’s cock ached painfully, jealousy twisting in his chest until he could barely breathe. He’s in her pussy. He’s finger-fucking my wife while a crowd watches, and she’s moaning for him. And I’m so hard I could explode.

The music pounded darker, heavier, echoing the rhythm of the stranger’s thrusts. Candles guttered, shadows flickering across masks and hungry eyes. Some guests sipped slowly at their wine, their gazes locked on Jenna’s trembling body. Others leaned closer, lips parted, caught in the performance of her surrender.

Jenna whimpered, thighs shaking, her body rocking against the stranger’s hand without meaning to. “I… I can’t…”

“You can,” Tyler growled in her ear, his hand gripping her waist harder. “You’re going to cum for him. Right here. Right now. Show them how beautiful you are when you break.”

Her head fell back, eyes fluttering behind the mask, every nerve sparking. The stranger’s fingers pumped deeper, curling, stroking that spot inside that made her legs buckle.

Gasps rippled through the crowd as she cried out again, louder this time, her pussy flooding his fingers.

I’m theirs. I’m Tyler’s, but I’m theirs too. They’re watching me lose myself.

Jenna’s body quaked, her thighs slick, her pussy spasming helplessly around the stranger’s fingers. She was seconds away, a cry caught in her throat, when suddenly—he stopped.

His fingers slipped free, leaving her empty, aching, pulsing with unfinished need.

“No,” she gasped, her knees buckling. Her hand shot out to steady herself against his chest, mask brushing his as she trembled. “Please⁠—”

But the stranger only smirked behind the black mask. He lifted his gloved hand slowly, deliberately, the candlelight glistening on the wet sheen of her arousal. A murmur rippled through the crowd at the sight—proof of her desire, proof of how close he had taken her.

Jenna’s cheeks burned. They can see how wet I am. They know he had me right there. They know I was ready to cum for him.

Before she could catch her breath, his hands moved with calm certainty, sliding down to grip her hips. Firm, commanding, unyielding. He turned her with ease, pressing her gently back against the cold stone wall of the ballroom. The chill seeped through the thin lace, making her gasp.

The crowd shifted, closer now, masks gleaming. Men leaned in to watch. Women tilted their heads, lips parted in silent envy or anticipation. The music pulsed low, a bass that seemed to match the throb between Jenna’s thighs.

The stranger’s knee pressed forward, sliding between her legs. He nudged them apart, widening her stance, making space where there had been none. Her cloak lay forgotten on the floor, her body bare to their eyes, spread for them.

Jenna’s breath hitched, her chest rising and falling in sharp bursts. He’s pinning me here. In front of everyone. My thighs open, my pussy soaked, and I can’t stop him. I don’t want to stop him.

The stranger leaned close, his cologne enveloping her, his mask brushing her cheek. His lips hovered by her ear, his voice a deep growl that vibrated down her spine.

“Are you ready?” He asked, ripping open a rubber, rolling it over his length.

The words sliced through the music, through the murmurs, straight into her core. Her clit throbbed. Her pussy clenched around nothing, desperate. Her whole body screamed yes even as her lips trembled.

Tyler stood inches behind, cock rock-hard, jealousy like a blade in his chest. She’s pinned. He’s about to take her. Right here, against the wall, in front of everyone. And she’s trembling for it. My wife… about to say yes to another man while I watch. Fuck. I can’t breathe. I need this. I need to see her break.

Jenna swallowed hard, eyes fluttering shut as the stranger’s breath tickled her ear. She could feel the weight of every stare on her thighs, on her breasts, on her soaked pussy aching for more.

Am I ready? Oh god… I think I am.

The stranger didn’t wait for her voice. Her trembling, the slick heat between her thighs, the way she clung to his chest—it was answer enough.

He shoved her higher against the cold wall, her legs spreading wider as his knee pressed between them. One hand gripped her hip, the other tugged at his zipper with a ruthless efficiency. The rasp of it was loud, shocking in the hushed space, followed by the thick press of his cock against her soaked slit.

Jenna gasped, arching back, her body betraying her with a desperate grind. Oh god, he’s huge. He’s right there. Everyone’s watching me open for him.

Then he thrust.

Hard. Deep.

She cried out, the sound echoing across marble and candlelight, her hands slamming against the wall to brace herself. His cock split her open, stretching her with a fullness so intense she nearly sobbed.

“Oh—fuck!”

The crowd murmured, shifting, the hunger in their stares sharpening at the sound of her pleasure. Glasses were lowered, lips parted. The room pulsed with the rhythm of his thrusts, each one pounding her harder against the stone.

Tyler’s fists clenched at his sides, cock aching painfully. She’s taking him. She’s taking a stranger’s cock right in front of me. My wife—my Jenna—moaning, begging, breaking for him. And I can’t look away. I don’t want to look away.

The stranger growled low, his pace relentless, his hips slamming into hers with wet, brutal sounds. “Tight little slut,” he whispered against her ear, voice thick with lust. “You love them watching you get fucked, don’t you?”

Jenna whimpered, her pussy clenching hard around him. Her climax built fast, sharp, unstoppable. The music faded, the crowd blurred, until there was only the raw stretch of his cock, the pounding of his hips, and the weight of every stare pinning her in place.

“Yes!” she cried, head tipping back, mask slipping slightly with the force of it. “Yes, I love it—I love it!”

Her orgasm tore through her, violent and consuming. Her body shook, pussy spasming around his cock as wetness gushed down her thighs. She sobbed with the release, her voice ragged, her body clinging to the wall as he fucked her through it.

The stranger groaned, his thrusts slamming harder, using her quaking body until she was completely spent. She sagged against the wall, chest heaving, sweat mingling with candle smoke, every nerve fried.

When he finally pulled back, his cock sliding free, Jenna almost collapsed. Tyler caught her elbow, steadying her, his eyes blazing with hunger and possession as he looked at her wrecked body.

And around them, the crowd shifted again. Men adjusting their masks, their trousers, their stance.

Waiting.

Hungry.

The stranger stepped aside, and another figure moved closer, mask gleaming in the candlelight.

Jenna’s stomach flipped, her pussy still throbbing from her climax, her body trembling with the aftershocks.

Oh god… it isn’t over.

Because more masked men were already waiting their turn.


CHAPTER 9


The crowd parted as another man approached, his mask a gleaming silver half-face that caught the flicker of candlelight. Unlike the brute who had just pinned Jenna to the wall, this one moved with elegance, his steps measured, his posture calm. He bowed slightly, as though they were meeting in a ballroom at a gala instead of standing in the center of a circle that had just watched her get fucked raw.

He extended his hand. “Come,” he said, his voice smooth, almost gentle.

Jenna’s chest still heaved, her body trembling, her pussy still aching from the stranger’s cock. Her instinct was to step back, but something in the man’s manner—his calm, his composure—drew her forward. Her hand slipped into his, and he led her through the ring of onlookers, their masked gazes following like predators watching prey change hands.

He guided her toward a velvet couch along the edge of the ballroom, its cushions deep red, soft and inviting. The fabric swallowed her as she sank down, the cloak of heat and perfume and sex growing heavier with every breath. He sat beside her, one hand resting lightly on her thigh, polite, controlled.

For a moment, she almost believed he would be tender.

But the moment she met his eyes through the mask, that illusion shattered.

His fingers tightened on her thigh, sliding higher, deliberate. He pushed her back into the velvet, his mouth lowering toward hers—not for a kiss, but to speak, his voice dropping into a dark growl. “I’m going to fuck you until you forget your name.”

Jenna gasped, her legs spreading without command, her body obeying before her mind could protest. “Please…”

He didn’t waste time. He tugged at the lace between her legs, baring her glistening cunt, and freed his cock with practiced ease. Thick, hard, pulsing with need. He stroked once, rolled on a condom, then guided it to her slit, pressing in deep with a single, brutal thrust.

Her cry split the air, her back arching, the velvet biting into her skin.

The gentleman mask slipped away the second he moved. His hips drove against her, relentless, fucking her with a savage rhythm that rattled the couch. Each thrust slammed her deeper into the cushions, his cock stretching her already-sore pussy until she screamed.

“Oh god—oh fuck⁠—”

He gripped her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand, his other hand gripping her hip so hard she thought she’d bruise. “You take cock like you were made for it,” he snarled, pounding harder, sweat slicking his brow beneath the mask.

Her body betrayed her again, climax building fast, violent. The couch creaked beneath them, the air thick with her moans, the slap of skin, the musk of sex mixing with candle smoke.

Tyler stood in the shadows, chest heaving, cock straining painfully against his tuxedo trousers. She’s pinned, spread, screaming for him. Another man’s cock driving into her, using her while everyone watches. My wife… my Jenna… and I’ve never been this hard in my life.

The man growled low, thrusting faster, harder, fucking the climax out of her with ruthless efficiency. Jenna sobbed, her body shuddering as her orgasm ripped through her, cunt spasming around his cock. He held her down, pounding through it, drawing out every quake, every cry, until she sagged limp against the velvet, spent.

When he finally pulled free, her pussy gaped, slick and swollen, glistening in the candlelight. She lay trembling, chest heaving, sweat beading at her temples beneath the mask.

But even as he adjusted himself and stepped aside, more shadows moved in.

Men in masks, circling again. Wolves waiting their turn.

Jenna’s stomach flipped, her body throbbing, her thighs still wet with cum and sweat. She glanced up at Tyler, her voice a broken whisper in her head. The night is only starting.

Jenna slumped against the velvet cushions, her skin slick, her chest heaving. The mask felt hot against her face, her breath fogging the edge of it. Her pussy still fluttered weakly, clenching around emptiness, aching from the brutal stretch of the man who’d just used her.

What am I doing? The thought rose sharp, cutting through the haze. I just let two strangers fuck me while Tyler watched. I came for them. I screamed for them. And I loved it.

Her thighs trembled, the inside of her legs wet with slick. She could feel the stares pressing in from every side, men’s eyes hungry, women’s eyes calculating, all of them knowing exactly what she’d just given away. And God help her, the shame only fed the fire between her legs.

They want me. All of them. I’m not just Tyler’s wife anymore—I’m prey. And I can’t stop them. I don’t want to stop them.

Tyler shifted in the shadows, jaw clenched, his cock a painful weight. Look at her. My Jenna, wrecked, dripping, legs spread on a couch for everyone to see. She’s trembling but she’s not pulling away. She’s letting them claim her, one after another. And I can’t decide if it’s breaking me or making me the hardest I’ve ever been.

The circle stirred again. Another man stepped forward—taller, broader, his mask a dark red that gleamed in the candlelight. He didn’t bow. He didn’t offer his hand. He simply looked down at Jenna, sprawled and undone, and reached for his belt.

The metallic click of it echoed in the hush, sharp and certain.

Jenna’s breath caught, her body quivering. Another one. Already. Oh god, I’m still dripping from the last… and I want it. I want more.

The man freed his cock, thick and heavy, already hard. He stroked it once, slow, his gaze fixed on her as if daring her to resist. Using his teeth, he tore open a silver foil packet, and winked at her as he rolled the condom down his greedy, swollen cock. Then he stepped closer, pushing her thighs wider with a knee, lining himself up with the swollen, wet opening already waiting for him.

Jenna moaned, weak but needy, her hands curling into the velvet cushions. “Please…”

The man growled behind the mask, his voice rough but controlled. “Don’t beg. Take it.”

And with that, he thrust inside, hard and deep.

The man in the red mask slammed into her, filling her in one brutal stroke. Jenna cried out, her back arching against the velvet, the slick heat of her pussy clenching around him.

He wasted no time. His thrusts were merciless, pounding her into the cushions, his cock driving deep, fast, relentless. Each stroke sent her body jolting upward, her breasts straining against the mesh of her bodysuit, her moans echoing louder than the music.

Jenna’s hands clawed at the couch, nails digging into the fabric as her thighs trembled, spreading wider to take him. Oh god, he’s so deep—he’s splitting me open—they’re all watching me get used again.

Tyler hovered near, his mask gleaming in the candlelight, cock throbbing painfully beneath his tuxedo trousers. His voice cut low, meant only for her, sharp as a blade.

“Look at you,” he growled. “Spread out on a couch for another man. My wife… getting her pussy ruined while everyone watches.”

Jenna sobbed, her body betraying her with every slam of cock against her cervix. “Tyler… I can’t… I can’t stop⁠—”

“Don’t stop,” he hissed, leaning closer, his breath hot against her ear. “Cum for him. Show them how fucking good you are when you break. Show them how perfect you are when you take cock like a whore.”

The words set her on fire. Her pussy clenched tighter, slicker, the sound of their bodies colliding obscene and wet. The red-masked man grunted, his hips driving harder, his hand gripping her jaw to force her gaze up at him.

“Look at me when I fuck you,” he commanded, voice rough.

Her eyes locked on the mask, wide and glassy, as his cock pistoned into her. Her body quaked, her breath ragged, her moans louder with every thrust.

The crowd pressed in, masks glittering, eyes devouring the sight of her surrender. Some men adjusted their trousers. Some women leaned closer, lips parted, watching as Jenna’s pussy swallowed cock after cock without resistance.

Her climax tore through her fast, violent, unstoppable. She cried out, a raw, broken sound, as her cunt spasmed around him, her body arching, her thighs shaking. The red-masked man fucked her through it, relentless, pounding until she sagged back into the velvet, drenched and trembling, her orgasm leaving her spent and undone.

When he finally pulled free, her pussy gaped, slick and glistening in the candlelight. Jenna lay there, panting, sweat-slick, every nerve fried.

The circle shifted again. Another masked man stepped forward, his presence calmer, more deliberate. He didn’t unzip. He didn’t touch. He simply extended his hand to her, palm open, waiting.

Jenna blinked up at him, her body trembling, her mind fogged with lust and exhaustion. Slowly, she reached out, placing her hand in his.

The stranger’s grip was firm, steady, as he helped her rise from the velvet couch.

And then he turned, leading her away.

The crowd parted silently, their masked eyes following.


CHAPTER 10


The stranger’s grip was unyielding but not cruel. His gloved hand engulfed Jenna’s, tugging her upright as the velvet couch sighed with relief beneath her weight. Her legs shook, her pussy still raw and aching from the brutal pounding she’d endured, but she managed to stand, swaying in her heels.

The ballroom fell into a hush as he turned, guiding her through the circle of masked faces. They parted like water around him, their gazes devouring her flushed cheeks, swollen lips, and trembling thighs glistening with the proof of other men. The music pulsed low and dark behind her, strings mingling with bass that seemed to throb inside her chest.

Where is he taking me?

Her eyes darted once toward Tyler. He stood just behind, mask fixed, his jaw tight, his cock straining beneath his tuxedo trousers. His stare burned into her back, into her exposed ass beneath the bodysuit’s lace, but he didn’t stop her. He followed.

The stranger led her out of the ballroom and into a long corridor draped in velvet curtains. The sounds of the party dulled as the heavy fabric swallowed them, muffling laughter and moans into distant echoes. The air cooled, scented with spice—nutmeg, clove, cinnamon.

The glow came first.

Soft, flickering orange, spilling across stone walls and tiled floors. They entered a side chamber, smaller than the ballroom but just as decadent. Dozens of carved pumpkins lined the walls and sat clustered on tables, their jagged mouths and hollow eyes glowing from within. Some were playful, some grotesque, some eerily blank. The light flickered across Jenna’s mask, painting her in shifting shadows.

Her breath caught. The room felt alive, like the pumpkins themselves were watching. Their grins widened with every tremble of her thighs.

Velvet couches and low tables filled the chamber, and against one wall, a chaise lounge draped in deep purple beckoned. The stranger tugged her toward it, slow, deliberate, his grip never loosening.

Jenna’s legs trembled, her body begging for rest, but her pussy pulsed hot, slick with fresh arousal. He’s leading me somewhere private. Away from the crowd. Oh god, what’s he going to do to me? What am I going to let him do?

Her chest heaved beneath the lace, nipples aching, the bodysuit clinging damp to her curves. She tried to swallow, but her throat was too dry. Every flicker of pumpkin light carved deeper into her, exposing more than the mesh ever could.

Tyler slipped through the curtain behind them, his mask catching the glow. He hung back at first, leaning against the doorframe, but his eyes tracked her every movement. His cock throbbed painfully against his zipper, jealousy twisting in his chest. She’s following him willingly. My wife, led by another man into a room where no one else is. And I can’t stop it—I don’t want to stop it. I want to see how far she’ll go when she thinks it’s just them.

The stranger stopped at the chaise and finally turned to her. He released her hand, but only to trail his glove slowly down her arm, leaving goosebumps in its wake. His voice was calm, polite, but carried weight, a quiet authority.

“Sit.”

The word sent a shiver racing through her. She obeyed, sinking into the velvet, her thighs spreading slightly as she adjusted. The pumpkin light danced across her body, catching the sheen of sweat at her temples, the damp lace between her legs.

Her mind whirled. I could run. I could say no. Tyler would take me home, and this would all end.

But her body betrayed her. Her legs stayed parted, her pussy clenched with anticipation, her breath shallow. No. I don’t want it to end. I want to see what happens next.

The stranger remained standing over her, studying her like art. Slowly, deliberately, he removed his gloves, finger by finger. The leather peeled away with a soft sigh, revealing strong, tanned hands, veins running down the back, fingers long and capable. He tucked the gloves into his pocket before lowering one hand to her cheek.

His palm was warm, human, bare. The contrast made her shiver.

“You’ve pleased them already,” he murmured, his thumb brushing her lip. “But this room… this is mine.”

Jenna’s thighs clenched, her body thrumming with nervous heat. “What are you going to do?”

The corner of his mouth curved behind the mask. “Everything.”

Her heart lurched, her pussy gushed fresh wetness at the word.

From the doorway, Tyler’s chest heaved, his fists clenching at his sides. He’s claiming her. Right here, in front of me, in a room glowing with jack-o’-lanterns like some twisted altar. And she’s not fighting it. She’s trembling, but she wants it. Fuck, she wants it.

The stranger slid his other hand down, across her collarbone, between her breasts, down her stomach. His fingers traced the sheer mesh, stopping at the damp lace clinging to her swollen pussy. He pressed lightly, coaxing a whimper from her lips.

Jenna’s head fell back against the velvet, her eyes fluttering shut. I can’t stop this. I don’t want to. I’ve already given myself away. And Tyler’s watching. He’s watching me let another man touch me. Another man make me cum. And it makes me wetter than I’ve ever been.

The pumpkins flickered brighter, their carved faces grinning as if they approved.

The stranger’s touch was slow, deliberate, his bare hand warm against Jenna’s trembling body. His fingers traced the line of her bodysuit, pressing into the damp lace covering her cunt, coaxing soft gasps from her throat.

“You’re soaked already,” he murmured, his voice smooth but heavy with authority. “Good. You’ll need to be.”

Her eyes flew open, wide and questioning, but his mask gave nothing away. “Need… to be?”

A small smile ghosted his lips. His thumb circled her clit through the lace, a torturously light touch that made her hips jerk against him. “I don’t share this room alone. I have a partner.”

The words struck like lightning in her chest. Her thighs quivered, her pussy clenching at the thought. Two. Oh god. Two men. Both inside me…

She trembled, torn between panic and raw heat, but her gaze flicked past him to the doorway. Tyler stood there, shadowed but watching, his eyes locked on hers. Relief flooded through her chest. He’s here. He hasn’t left me. He’s watching. If I can’t handle it, he’ll stop it.

But he didn’t move. He only leaned against the doorframe, his chest rising hard, his fists clenching, his cock pressing obvious and aching against his tuxedo pants. His stare was scorching—hungry, jealous, but approving.

The stranger eased her thighs wider, his fingers tugging aside the lace to bare her swollen pussy to the pumpkin glow. Her slickness caught the light, glistening. “You’ll take me first,” he said, pressing two fingers against her entrance. “And when you’re ready, he’ll join. One in your pussy. One in your ass. We’ll fill you together.”

Jenna moaned, her body clenching around nothing, the words alone sending wet heat rushing down her thighs. “Oh god…”

“You’ll stretch,” he promised, sliding his fingers inside her slow, deliberate. “But you’ll love it.”

She whimpered, her pussy sucking at his fingers, her body betraying her every fear. “Tyler…”

Her husband’s voice came from the shadows, rough and strained. “Do it, baby. Let them get you ready. I want to watch you take both.”

Her head dropped back against the velvet, a sob of arousal catching in her throat. He wants it. He wants me to do this. Oh god, I’m going to let them.

The stranger curled his fingers inside her, pumping slow, coaxing her pussy to bloom open. His other hand slid up her stomach, palming her breast through the sheer mesh, kneading her nipple until it pebbled against the fabric.

“You’ll take cock in both holes,” he whispered, lowering his face so his mask brushed her cheek. “You’ll cum harder than you ever have.”

This isn’t chaos—it’s ritual. And I’m giving myself to it.

The stranger withdrew his fingers, slick and shining in the pumpkin light. He reached into the pocket of his trousers and pulled out a foil packet, holding it up where she could see.

The sight made her chest tighten, her pussy pulse. God, I’ve never been so wet.

The stranger tore the foil open with his teeth, sliding the condom onto his thick cock with a slow stroke, deliberate, letting her watch. He positioned himself between her thighs, the head of his cock brushing her clit, smearing her slick across the latex.

But he didn’t push in yet.

Instead, he leaned down, his lips brushing her ear, voice a low growl. “He’s waiting for you. My partner. When you’ve taken me deep, he’ll come behind you. And then we’ll see how much of a slut you really are.”

Jenna’s thighs quivered, her pussy clenching with need, her breath ragged. I’m going to let them. I’m going to let two strangers inside me while Tyler watches.

Her eyes flicked to her husband again. Tyler’s mask gleamed, his chest heaved, and his cock strained so hard it looked painful. His lips curled in a feral smirk. “Do it, baby. Take him. I want to see you stretched for both.”

The stranger pressed forward, his cock sliding slow into her aching pussy, stretching her open around the latex. Jenna’s cry filled the room, echoing off pumpkins and velvet, as she clutched the cushions beneath her.

The stranger’s cock sank deep, stretching Jenna’s swollen cunt until she sobbed against the velvet cushions. Every inch burned and throbbed, her pussy spasming around him, gripping the latex as he filled her. His hips pressed flush against her, grinding slow, savoring her body’s surrender.

“Ohhh god…” she moaned, nails digging into the fabric, thighs quivering.

From the doorway, Tyler’s breath came ragged, his cock straining painfully, his eyes locked on the way her pussy swallowed another man. She’s so full. Look at her—my wife spread open, moaning for him, begging without words. And I’m going to watch her take even more.

The stranger thrust again, harder this time, jolting her against the chaise. Her breasts bounced beneath the mesh, nipples straining, sweat beading on her chest. His growl filled her ear as he pumped into her with slow, punishing strokes.

Then movement behind her.

A second figure emerged from the shadows of the pumpkin glow—a man in a bronze mask, broader, heavier. He approached with measured steps, his presence undeniable. Jenna’s breath caught as she felt the cushion dip, the warmth of another body close behind.

Two. Oh god, it’s happening.

The first stranger didn’t stop fucking her, his cock pounding deep, but his hand slid down her back, pressing her lower. “Spread for him,” he growled, his voice rough with exertion.

The bronze-masked man knelt behind her, large hands gripping her hips, spreading her ass cheeks apart. The cool air hit her exposed hole, making her gasp, making her pussy clench tighter around the cock already inside her.

“Oh god, oh god…”

Tyler’s jaw clenched, his cock twitching as his chest heaved. They’re going to fill her. My Jenna—one cock in her pussy, one in her ass. She’s going to take them both, and I can’t stop it. I don’t want to stop it. I want to watch her break.

Behind her, foil crinkled. She glanced back, mask slipping on her damp face, and caught the glint of latex rolled down thick length. The second man stroked once, steadying himself, before pressing the broad head of his cock against her ass.

Jenna’s eyes flew wide. “Oh fuck…”

The first stranger gripped her wrists, pinning them above her head against the chaise, his thrusts steady, unrelenting. “Relax,” he growled. “Take him.”

The pressure mounted at her ass, pushing, stretching. Her body screamed, clenching, resisting—but her cunt throbbed hotter, wetter, as if her body wanted both.

With a firm, deliberate thrust, the second man breached her.

“Ahhh—!” Jenna’s cry rang through the chamber, raw and broken, her body arching against the stretch. Her ass burned, filled by thick cock, while her pussy was already stuffed to the hilt.

The strangers found their rhythm quickly, one thrusting into her pussy, the other sinking deeper into her ass. Her body was trapped between them, stretched, filled completely. Each stroke forced her tighter around the other, their cocks grinding inside her with every brutal push.

Her screams melted into sobbing moans, her body writhing helplessly. “Oh god, oh fuck, ohhh fuck!”

The pumpkin light flickered, their carved faces grinning as if mocking her surrender. Sweat dripped down her temples, her thighs quaked, her nails tore at the velvet as the men pounded her from both ends.

Tyler groaned from the doorway, his cock twitching violently in his trousers. She’s taking them. Two cocks splitting her open, my wife sobbing for more while she’s filled in both holes. She’s never looked so fucking beautiful.

The rhythm built—deep, relentless thrusts from both men, her body rocking between them, stuffed full and shaking. Jenna’s pussy spasmed violently, her ass clenching tight, every nerve on fire.

Her climax hit like lightning.

Her scream ripped through the chamber, echoing off stone and pumpkin light, as her cunt convulsed around the cock inside her. Her ass clenched, her whole body shuddering, wetness gushing down her thighs. She sobbed, incoherent, lost to the brutal intensity of being filled completely.

The men groaned in unison, pounding her through the aftershocks, using her body until she collapsed limp against the velvet.

When they finally withdrew, she sagged, trembling, sweat-soaked, her holes aching, still fluttering from the force of her orgasm.

Her eyes found Tyler across the room, his mask gleaming, his cock a painful outline against his trousers. Relief struck her chest, sharp and grounding. He’s here. He’s still watching. He hasn’t left me.

But before she could catch her breath, another shadow stirred at the edge of the pumpkin glow. Another man in a dark mask stepped forward, his gaze fixed on her trembling, used body.

And Jenna realized the night was far from over.


CHAPTER 11


Jenna’s chest heaved as she slumped against the velvet cushions, her body still trembling from being split open in both holes. Her thighs were slick, her hair clung damp against her temples, and her mascara had smudged into smoky streaks around her eyes. She felt wrecked—used—her body buzzing with a mix of shame and unbearable arousal.

Another masked man stepped forward, eyes hungry, hand already drifting toward his belt.

Panic and exhaustion surged through her in equal measure. Her hand twitched weakly, reaching across the cushions. She found Tyler’s gaze in the pumpkin glow—dark, molten, locked on her—and gave the smallest shake of her head.

No more. Not here.

Tyler moved instantly. He crossed the chamber in long, powerful strides, his tuxedo jacket flaring behind him. The man in the mask faltered at his approach, hesitating as Tyler’s broad shoulders and burning stare cut through the space. Without a word, Tyler’s hand closed around Jenna’s, firm and certain, pulling her upright.

She stumbled, her legs weak, nearly collapsing against him. The scent of sweat and sex clung to her, her lace bodysuit damp and clinging to every curve. He wrapped an arm around her waist, steadying her, shielding her from the circle of waiting wolves.

“She’s done here,” he growled, his voice low but sharp, meant for everyone in the room.

No one argued. They simply stepped back, watching, masks glinting in the flickering pumpkin light as Tyler guided her out of the chamber.

The corridor outside felt cooler, quieter, the heavy velvet curtains falling shut behind them. Jenna leaned against him, her body trembling, breath shallow. Her skin gleamed with sweat, her mascara smeared into black trails down her flushed cheeks.

“I can’t,” she whispered, voice ragged. “Tyler… I’m shaking. I’m dripping. They just—” She cut herself off with a sob, pressing her face into his chest.

He cupped her jaw, tilting her face up, his thumb smearing the streak of makeup along her cheek. His eyes behind the mask burned into her, but his voice softened, husky. “You were perfect. Every scream, every moan. They couldn’t take their eyes off you.”

Her lips trembled. “I’m a mess.”

“You’re beautiful,” he growled, brushing his mouth against her damp hairline. “Fucked-out. Sweaty. Mascara running. And you’ve never been more perfect than right now.”

Jenna shivered, her pussy clenching at the filth in his voice even as her body sagged from exhaustion. She clutched at his shirt, her breath shaky. He’s proud of me. Even after all that… he still wants me.

Tyler pressed his forehead to hers, his voice a dark whisper. “Do you want to stop, baby? Do you want me to take you home?”

Her chest hitched, torn between craving rest and the electric heat still buzzing inside her veins. She didn’t answer yet. She just leaned into him, trembling, overwhelmed but burning.

Tyler guided Jenna down the corridor, the heavy curtains muffling the sounds of the pumpkin chamber behind them. The air here was cooler, tinged with wine and beeswax, but it couldn’t wash away the musk of sweat and sex clinging to her skin. Her heels clicked unevenly on the marble, her legs weak, her body still buzzing from being stretched and filled.

She leaned into him, her mask slightly askew, her blonde hair plastered damp against her temples. Black trails of mascara smudged around her eyes, her lipstick smeared from bitten lips. She looked ruined—and yet, as Tyler glanced down at her, his cock ached harder than ever.

“Easy,” he murmured, holding her tighter against his side. “You did so fucking good.”

Her chest heaved, every breath shaky. “Tyler… they just… they used me. Everyone was watching…”

He stopped, pressing her back against the wall, his hand firm at her hip. His eyes blazed through his mask. “And every single one of them wanted to be the one inside you. You felt it, didn’t you? The way they stared?”

Jenna swallowed hard, her thighs trembling. She thought of the ballroom, of men circling like wolves, their eyes sharp and hungry. Of women watching her unravel with envy or curiosity. Even now, as masked guests drifted past in the corridor, their gazes lingered on her flushed skin, her ruined makeup, the damp lace clinging to her thighs.

She shivered under their stares.

“Yes,” she whispered.

Tyler leaned closer, his breath hot at her ear. “They saw you cum on strangers’ cocks. They saw you scream. And now they can’t stop looking at you, Jenna. You’re what they want. Every single one of them.”

Her pussy clenched at his words, fresh wetness sliding down her inner thigh. They want me. They’re still hungry for me. Even like this—sweaty, ruined, shaking—they want me.

She let her head tip back against the wall, closing her eyes as the truth sank deep. She wasn’t just a wife tonight. She was prey. She was the center. Desired. Craved.

“I can’t believe how much it turns me on,” she admitted, her voice a broken moan. “I feel… so wanted.”

Tyler cupped her jaw, forcing her to look at him. “Good. Use it. Feed on it. Don’t you see, baby? The more they take from you, the more you shine. And the more they want you, the more I want you. You’re mine—but tonight, you’re their fantasy too.”

Her lips parted, her chest heaving, her body trembling not from exhaustion now, but anticipation. Her fear hadn’t vanished—but it was buried under the burning thrill of being hunted, watched, and claimed.

She licked her lips, whispering, “I want more.”

Tyler’s grin was feral, his cock straining painfully behind his trousers. “That’s my girl.”

He kissed her hard, teeth catching her swollen lower lip, his hand squeezing her ass through the damp lace. When he pulled back, his voice was rough, hoarse. “Let’s feed them again. Show them you’re not done. Show them how much you love being wanted.”

Jenna’s pulse pounded, heat rushing between her thighs. She wasn’t sure how much strength she had left—but she knew she wasn’t finished. Not yet.

She straightened in his arms, fixing her mask, letting the smear of makeup and sweat remain. Let them see her ruined. Let them see her used. That was part of the allure.

As they stepped back into the flow of masked guests, the stares intensified. Men’s eyes lingered on her breasts, her thighs, the damp lace between her legs. Women’s gazes slid across her, lips parting, whispers carrying behind jeweled masks.

Jenna’s cheeks burned, but her hips swayed naturally now, her body feeding on their attention.

Yes. I’m theirs to want. And I want them to want me.

Tyler’s arm tightened around Jenna’s waist as they moved together down the corridor. Her heels clicked against the marble again, steadier now, her hips swaying with a new rhythm. The ruined lace clung to her thighs, her mask sat crooked on her flushed face, her makeup smeared into smoky shadows. She looked ravaged—and she looked radiant.

The velvet curtains parted as Tyler pulled her back into the ballroom. The air hit them like a wall—warm, thick, alive with music and murmurs. Candle flames flickered wildly in the chandeliers, casting shadows across jeweled masks and velvet cloaks. The smell of wine, sweat, and melted wax hung heavy, intoxicating.

Heads turned.

The guests noticed her at once. The used bodysuit, the trembling thighs, the smears of mascara. Whispers rippled through the crowd like fire catching dry leaves. Men’s eyes sharpened, hungry. Women leaned closer to each other, lips curling, eyes glinting with envy or fascination.

Jenna felt the heat of their stares like hands all over her body. Her cheeks burned, but her pussy clenched, fresh slickness seeping between her legs. She leaned into Tyler’s strength, her chest heaving. They’re waiting for me. God, they still want me.

Tyler’s hand pressed firm at the small of her back, guiding her forward, his voice low, rough. “Show them you’re not done.”

The circle began to form again, masked men drifting closer, their footsteps measured, their gazes fixed. One stepped forward—tall, broad, his mask a polished gold that gleamed under the candlelight. He didn’t speak. He simply extended his hand toward Jenna, palm open, waiting.

Tyler’s cock ached as he leaned close, whispering in her ear. “Take it, baby. Let them see you’re ready.”

Jenna’s pulse thundered. Her trembling hand began to rise.


CHAPTER 12


Jenna’s hand slipped into his, her palm trembling, her body thrumming with the heat of every stare. The golden-masked man’s grip was firm, confident, his presence radiating command without a word. He turned, guiding her through the circle of onlookers. The crowd parted as though it had been waiting for this moment, their jeweled masks gleaming in the candlelight, their whispers sharp with hunger.

The banquet table loomed ahead, draped in deep crimson cloth, candles flickering in silver candelabras. Platters of roasted meats and cheeses, towers of sugared fruit, bowls of chocolate and almonds—all arranged like offerings for royalty.

But Jenna knew she wasn’t here to eat.

Her breath caught as the man led her straight to the table, his steps unhurried, deliberate. He paused at the edge, then guided her up with steady hands, lifting her as though she weighed nothing. Her heels clinked against the wood as he set her down among the feast.

Gasps rippled through the crowd. Men leaned closer, women tilted their heads, every gaze locked on her trembling body displayed above the spread.

The velvet cloak was gone. The lace bodysuit clung damp to her curves, sheer and ruined, breasts heaving, nipples straining against the fabric. Mascara streaked her cheeks, sweat slicked her skin, her blonde hair damp and tousled. She looked ravaged, decadent, sinful—like a treat laid out for them.

Jenna’s heart pounded, her thighs clenching together instinctively as she sat on the cool wood. They’re going to devour me. Like I’m part of the feast. Like I’m dessert.

Tyler’s cock throbbed painfully as he stood at the edge of the crowd, eyes burning through his mask. She’s on the table. My wife, laid out like a dish for them. They’re not just going to fuck her—they’re going to consume her. And I’ve never wanted her more.

The golden-masked man stepped back, letting the sight of her settle over the room. Then, with deliberate care, he reached for a strawberry from the platter beside her. He raised it to his mask, peeled it back just enough to reveal his lips, and bit into it. Juice spilled down his chin, bright red in the candlelight.

The gesture wasn’t for him. It was for her.

Jenna shivered, her pussy clenching, her breath ragged. I’m next. I’m the real fruit. I’m the real feast.

The strawberry’s juice glistened on his lips as the golden-masked man chewed slowly, his eyes never leaving Jenna. He placed the half-eaten fruit back on the silver platter beside her, his hand brushing her thigh as if by accident. Her skin burned where he touched, though it was barely more than a graze.

The room shifted.

Men began to edge closer, steps slow, deliberate, their masks catching the flicker of candlelight. Women lingered too, lips parted, their whispers weaving into the low hum of the music. No one touched her—yet—but their collective hunger filled the chamber like smoke.

Jenna’s chest rose and fell in shallow bursts, her thighs quivering as she pressed them together, trying to ease the throbbing ache between her legs. They’re circling again. Wolves. Hungry. I’m not food on the table—I am the table. Oh god, they’re waiting to devour me.

One man tilted his head, his mask gleaming black and silver. Another adjusted his stance, as if hiding the bulge in his trousers. A woman in emerald silk leaned in close to her companion, lips curling as she whispered behind her fan.

Tyler stood at the edge of it all, his body thrumming with raw tension. Look at her. My Jenna, laid out among the feast like dessert, her body trembling, her face flushed. They’re circling, ready to eat her alive. And she’s dripping for it. She’s never looked more fucking perfect.

The golden-masked man raised his hand, palm outward, and the crowd stilled. His authority was silent but absolute. His fingers then curled slowly, beckoning them closer—not to touch, but to see. To witness.

Gasps stirred again as guests obeyed, forming a tighter ring around the table. Their eyes devoured Jenna openly, stripping her bare with every lingering glance.

Her cheeks burned, heat flooding her core. Sweat beaded at her temples, running down the hollow of her throat. Her nipples ached against the thin lace, her pussy clenching helplessly. They’re all staring. Waiting. Imagining what he’ll do first. Imagining how I’ll taste.

The golden-masked man reached again for the fruit, plucking a slice of orange from a nearby platter. He held it between two fingers, then hovered it over her lips without touching. The citrus scent hit her nose, sharp and sweet.

Her breath trembled as she parted her lips, waiting—but he didn’t feed her. He let the fruit linger, suspended, the juice dripping onto her chest where it slid down between her breasts.

The crowd murmured, the sound a low rumble, thick with anticipation.

Tyler groaned softly under his breath, his cock throbbing painfully against his zipper. She’s theirs now. They’re waiting to watch her be tasted, licked, fucked—used like the treat she is. And I want every second of it burned into my memory.

Jenna whimpered, her thighs shifting, the wetness between them undeniable. Her mascara-smeared eyes darted across the ring of masked faces, all of them watching her unravel before the first touch had even been made.

Please… someone. Touch me. Taste me. I can’t take it anymore.

The golden-masked man finally moved. He placed the orange slice down on her stomach, the cool wedge sticky against her damp skin, just above her navel. His fingers pressed it in place as he leaned over her, lowering his mouth until his lips brushed the fruit.

Jenna gasped as his tongue flicked out, licking the juice that had already begun to run along the dip of her belly. His mouth closed over her skin, sucking hard, drawing the citrus and her taste together. The crowd exhaled as one, the sound of approval like a living thing.

He bit into the orange, the juice spilling across her stomach, sticky trails dripping lower. He followed with his tongue, tracing every drop down until she trembled, her thighs spreading wider on instinct.

“Ohhh god…”

The man ignored her plea. He plucked a sugared grape from the platter and rolled it across her stomach until it stopped just above her navel. His lips followed, sucking it up before turning his mouth to her skin again, licking, biting, savoring her like part of the meal.

The onlookers feasted as well. Men and women plucked chocolates and candied almonds from nearby trays, their masks hiding nothing of their hunger. Crystal glasses of champagne lifted and tilted, bubbles spilling over as they drank and stared, watching Jenna writhe on the crimson-draped table.

Tyler’s fists clenched at his sides, his cock aching against his trousers. They’re eating sweets while they watch my wife turned into dessert. She’s spread out, dripping, her body part of the feast. And I want them to see. I want them to know she’s the sweetest thing in the room.

The golden mask leaned higher, plucking a ripe strawberry from a silver bowl. He pressed it against her breast, juice staining the lace, seeping through until her nipple was wet and sticky. Then he lowered his mouth, lips closing around the swollen bud, sucking hard through the fabric.

Jenna cried out, her back arching off the table, the lace pulling tight across her trembling breast. Oh fuck, oh god, he’s sucking me like I’m candy—like I’m for them.

He bit down lightly, then pulled the lace aside, baring her nipple to the air. His tongue swirled over it, slow and thorough, before his lips sealed again, sucking so hard she sobbed.

Gasps rippled through the crowd. Men shifted, adjusting themselves. Women leaned closer, eyes sharp, lips wet. And just beyond, a line was forming.

One man, then another, then another—masks gleaming, trousers bulging. They waited, patient but hungry, as though her body were the next course in the endless banquet.

The golden-masked man sucked harder at her nipple, then switched to the other, licking the sheen of juice before biting down gently. Jenna’s moan filled the chamber, her thighs spreading wider, her pussy aching.

Her mascara was smeared, her lipstick gone, sweat and citrus clinging to her skin. She was no longer just Jenna. She was the feast.

And as the men lined up for their turn, others lifted chocolates and champagne to their lips, indulging as they watched her be prepared for theirs.

The music swelled, a haunting waltz twisted by the pulse of drums and the eerie echo of an organ. It rolled through the chamber like smoke, curling around masked figures who drank champagne, sucked sugared fruit, and waited with cocks swelling behind silk and satin.

Jenna’s moans slipped into the rhythm, broken cries spilling from her lips, blending with the Halloween symphony until she sounded like part of the score itself. Her voice rose and fell with the violins, trembled with the bass, fluttered like a trapped bird against the chandeliers’ glow.

Candlelight shimmered across silver trays and goblets, casting her body in gold. Strawberries lay crushed near her hip, their red juice dripping like blood. Grapes rolled across the crimson cloth, stopping against her trembling thigh. Her skin gleamed with sweat and sugar, nipples wet from the golden mask’s mouth, her stomach sticky with citrus.

The air was thick with scent—wax and wine, clove and sweat, fruit and lust. Every inhale was a mouthful, every exhale a surrender.

Men shifted closer, masks gleaming, their eyes fixed on her spread thighs, the damp lace clinging like a second skin. Women drank deeply, champagne glasses tilting as they watched, their lips glistening, their eyes sharp.

Tyler’s cock throbbed painfully, his mask hiding the twist of his mouth as he drank in the sight. She’s moaning like music, her body the centerpiece of this twisted carnival. They’re going to fuck her right here on the banquet table while others eat and drink around her. And she looks like she was made for it.

The golden mask raised his head at last, his mouth wet, his chin glistening with juice. He looked down at Jenna’s trembling body and stepped aside, as though unveiling the feast to the waiting line.

The first man in line moved forward, his mask dark, his presence heavy. His hand drifted to his belt, the metallic click sharp as a cymbal in the music.

The room seemed to breathe in unison, the chandeliers trembling with shadows, the jack-o’-lantern grins flickering brighter.

Jenna’s moan rose again, blending with the music, filling the chamber like a hymn to lust.

And the carnival surged forward.


CHAPTER 13


Tyler’s chest rose and fell like he’d just run a mile, but he hadn’t moved from his place at the edge of the banquet hall. He couldn’t. His eyes were chained to her, to the way his wife was laid out among silver platters and spilled fruit, trembling and moaning as if she belonged there.

My Jenna. My fucking wife. Laid out like dessert for masked strangers, moaning like she’s begging them to eat her alive. And I’m letting it happen. Fuck—I’m making it happen.

Her hair was a halo of damp blonde against the crimson cloth, her makeup smeared into smoky streaks, her nipples wet from fruit juice and mouths that weren’t his. She looked ruined, decadent, obscene—and every time she opened her mouth to moan, Tyler’s cock twitched like it might rip through his trousers.

The first man stepped forward, his mask dark and gleaming. He grabbed Jenna’s chin, tilting her face up. His cock jutted thick and hard from his trousers, the latex rolled down snug. Jenna whimpered as he guided her lips around the head, pushing inside, stretching her mouth until she gagged softly.

Tyler groaned low, his fists clenching. Her lips around him. She’s sucking cock like she was made for it. Look at her mascara running while she takes him deep. My wife’s mouth used by a stranger while they all watch.

The golden-masked man moved behind her, his hands firm on her hips. He yanked the damp lace aside, baring her swollen pussy to the candlelight. Then, without hesitation, he shoved his cock inside her from behind, burying himself to the hilt.

Jenna choked on the cock in her mouth as the one behind her filled her cunt, her body jolting forward with the force of it. A muffled cry vibrated around the cock between her lips, wet and obscene.

Tyler’s cock throbbed violently, his vision blurring at the edges. Yes. Fuck. One in her throat, one in her pussy. My wife being spit-roasted in front of a goddamn crowd. And she’s taking it. She’s gagging, she’s dripping, she’s letting them split her open while I watch.

The ballroom was alive with sound: the slap of hips against her ass, the wet choke of her mouth around the cock, the moans muffled into music that still swirled through the chandeliers. Men shifted, stroking themselves. Women whispered, drank, devoured the sight.

Jenna’s body burned, stretched, trembling. Her pussy clenched around the cock fucking her deep, her throat spasmed as she gagged and swallowed, her hands clawing at the banquet cloth. They’re inside me. I’m full. They’re using me like I’m nothing but their toy—and I love it. God help me, I love it.

The golden mask grunted, slamming harder into her, his hips driving wet and punishing. The man in front groaned, gripping her hair, pushing deeper into her throat until her eyes watered, mascara streaking further down her cheeks.

Tyler nearly came untouched just from the sight. She’s mine. She’s my wife. And she’s letting them tear her apart while I stand here shaking. I should be furious. I should drag her off that table. But fuck me—I’ve never wanted her more.

Jenna’s body was a live wire, every nerve burning, her throat full, her cunt stuffed, her knees digging into the crimson-draped table. She gagged around the cock at her lips as the one behind her slammed deep, the rhythm tearing moans from her chest that vibrated down her throat.

Her mascara ran in black streaks, sweat dripping into the hollow of her collarbone, fruit juice sticky on her breasts. Her hands clawed at the tablecloth, her body convulsing with the mounting pressure. She was so close, teetering on the edge of release, her pussy clenching, her whole body screaming for climax.

But it didn’t come. Not yet.

The man in front of her groaned, tugging her hair back so she gagged harder on his cock, his hips snapping forward. The golden mask behind her held her hips wide, pounding her with ruthless precision. Her moans were guttural, broken, muffled by flesh.

Tyler’s cock strained painfully, his vision swimming. She’s shaking. So goddamn close. My Jenna’s about to cum for them, to lose it in front of everyone, and I can’t stop it. I don’t want to stop it.

Then, as the golden mask leaned close, his thrusts still deep and punishing, his mouth brushed her ear.

And he whispered.

Two words.

“My Jenna.”

Two simple words no stranger should know.

Her entire body froze, her eyes flying wide even as her throat remained stuffed. Her pussy clenched hard around him, her climax stalling at the edge, replaced with a bolt of shock. The voice was distorted by the mask, deeper, muffled—but it was familiar. Too familiar.

Tyler staggered where he stood, his cock twitching painfully. The sight of her being used and her enjoyment was almost too much for him. He didn’t know how much longer he could last until he took her for himself.

The stranger’s thrusts didn’t falter, his cock still pounding her, his groan guttural and unbothered. To the crowd, nothing had changed. To Jenna, everything had.

Her pulse thundered, her body still being used, still shaking, but her head screamed with questions.

And the whisper lingered, raw and intimate, a brand burned into her ear.

And the ballroom kept moving, the crowd watching, the music swelling, as if nothing had changed.


CHAPTER 14


My Jenna.

The words pounded in her head, louder than the music, louder than the slap of hips against her ass, louder than the gagging choke around the cock in her throat.

Her body was still being used, her cunt clenching helplessly around the golden mask’s cock, her throat stuffed full, her makeup running in black streaks. To the crowd, she looked like nothing but a feast, a centerpiece moaning and choking for their pleasure.

But inside, she was spiraling.

That voice. That phrase. No stranger would say that. That’s Tyler’s. Only Tyler calls me that.

Her nails dug into the crimson tablecloth, ripping fabric as she tried to hold on. Her belly coiled, her pussy spasming, her body trembling on the edge—but her climax had been stolen, shattered by shock.

Who is he? Who the fuck is he?

Her mind raced through faces.

A coworker—oh god, what if it’s him, watching me every day, knowing me too well?

An old flame—someone who fucked me years ago, who knows my sounds, my words, who kept me in his head?

A friend—Tyler’s friend. Oh god, what if it’s one of them? Someone who’s been in our house, at our table, smiling, laughing, waiting for this?

The cock at her lips shoved deeper, muffling her cry into a gagged whimper, spit running down her chin. Her throat ached, her jaw throbbed, but her pussy pulsed with shameful wetness even as panic clawed her chest.

Her eyes squeezed shut, tears spilling down her cheeks. No. No. This is wrong. This is too close. He knows me. He knows us.

Behind her, the golden mask groaned, thrusting harder, his hand gripping her ass tight. His cock slammed deeper, punishing, filling her until her walls spasmed again. His voice came low, a guttural growl, too muffled, too warped—but there was no mistaking it now.

“My Jenna.”

Her scream caught on the cock in her throat, muffled into a broken sob.

Jenna’s whole body jerked, not from the cock still buried in her pussy, not from the one stretching her throat, but from the ice that ripped down her spine. The words wouldn’t leave her head. My Jenna. My Jenna.

Her hands clawed at the crimson cloth, desperate now, pulling, reaching. She shoved weakly against the man in front of her, gagging as his cock slid free with a wet gasp. Her chest heaved, spit trailing down her chin, eyes wide and frantic behind the mask.

The golden mask behind her grunted, still pumping hard, but she twisted, squirmed, her body fighting even as her pussy betrayed her, clenching around him. She shook her head wildly, mascara streaking down her cheeks, her hand reaching past the circle—toward Tyler.

Tyler’s gut clenched the second he saw it. That wasn’t the writhing of pleasure, the greedy surrender he’d watched all night. This was something else—panic. Her trembling hand stretched for him, her eyes locking on his through smeared makeup, pleading.

He surged forward, his chest burning, his cock aching with every step. His hands grabbed at the golden mask’s arm, yanking him back with brute force. “She’s done.”

The man hissed behind his mask, his cock slipping out of her with a wet pull, but he didn’t resist. The crowd stirred with a murmur as Tyler hauled Jenna off the banquet table, his arm wrapping around her waist as her legs buckled.

She clung to him, her body trembling, sweat slicking her skin, fruit juice sticky against her thighs. Her head buried into his chest, sobs muffled, her nails digging through his shirt like claws.

Tyler pulled her close, his jaw tight, his voice low but sharp. “What’s wrong, baby? What happened?”

Jenna shook her head, her breath ragged, her words broken. “Not here. Please—just… get me out of here.”

He glanced around. Masks stared back at him—hungry, curious, some annoyed at the interruption. But none moved to stop them as he guided her away from the table, his arm locked around her trembling frame.

The music throbbed behind them, the banquet fading as the heavy curtains swallowed them into a cooler, darker corridor.

Tyler pressed her against the wall, cupping her jaw, his eyes searching hers. “Talk to me, Jenna. What happened?”

Her lips trembled, her mascara-smeared eyes darting away. The words she wanted to say stuck in her throat like glass.

How do I tell him? Someone knows us. Someone here whispered his words to me. Someone who shouldn’t be here.

She clung to him tighter, her heart pounding.

Jenna clung to Tyler, her nails still digging into his shirt, her chest heaving against him. Her lips trembled, words caught between sobs and whispers.

Tyler stroked her cheek with his thumb, his voice low, urgent. “Tell me, baby. What happened? What did he do?”

Her throat tightened, but the words forced their way out, raw and shaking. “He whispered… he whispered ‘My Jenna’.”

Tyler froze. The blood drained from his face, his hand tightening on her jaw. His chest heaved once, twice, as if the air had grown too heavy.

“What?” His voice cracked with disbelief. “What the fuck did you just say?”

Her mascara-smeared eyes lifted to his, terrified. “I know what I heard, Tyler. It wasn’t just some word. It was your phrase. He said it like he knew me. Like he knows us.”

Tyler’s head spun, rage and dread colliding, his cock still rock-hard but his stomach twisted into knots. No one else calls her that. No one. That’s mine. Whoever the fuck it is—they know us. They know her. They know me.

He pressed his forehead to hers, his voice a hoarse growl. “You’re sure? You’re absolutely sure?”

Jenna nodded frantically, tears spilling down her cheeks. “I swear it. I thought I imagined it at first but… it was clear. His voice—god, Tyler, it was familiar. I don’t know who, but I’ve heard it before. It wasn’t a stranger.”

Her words stabbed through him. Familiar. Someone in their world. Someone who’d looked him in the eye, shaken his hand, maybe laughed over drinks—now buried inside Jenna behind a mask, whispering his words like a taunt.

Tyler’s fists clenched against the wall behind her, his thoughts spiraling. It could be anyone. A coworker. A neighbor. A friend. Someone who’s been close enough to hear me with her. Someone who wanted her this whole time.

Jenna’s voice cracked, panicked. “What if it’s someone we know? What if it’s someone who’s been in our house? Tyler, what if⁠—”

“Shh.” He pressed his hand to her cheek, though his own chest shook with fury. “We’ll figure it out. But not here. Not while they’re watching.”

Her whole body trembled, caught between panic and shame. “I can still feel him inside me. Saying that… it broke me, Tyler. It felt wrong. So wrong. But god help me—I was still wet. I was still close.”

Tyler’s jaw tightened, his cock twitching painfully even as rage coursed through him. She was about to cum for him. For whoever the fuck that was. My wife—moaning for someone who knows us. And I don’t know if I want to tear this place apart or watch her break again.

He leaned closer, his voice low, fierce. “Listen to me. Whoever it is, they wanted you rattled. They wanted you to question yourself, to question me. They wanted us shaken. Don’t give them the satisfaction.”

Her lip quivered. “But what if it’s… someone we trust?”

His eyes burned behind the mask. “Then we’ll find out. But until then, you’re mine. And you’re going to remember that. No matter what he said.”

Jenna swallowed hard, pressing her forehead to his chest. Her mind raced, cycling through faces, voices, touches. Every man she’d ever known felt like a suspect. Her pussy still ached, slick and swollen, her body betraying her even now.

Someone knows me. Someone close. And I still wanted it.

Tyler’s grip on her waist tightened, his eyes blazing behind the mask. “We have a choice, Jenna. We can walk out of here right now, leave this whole fucking circus behind us. Or…” His jaw flexed, his cock straining again despite the fury twisting his gut. “Or you go back in. You take more. You show him he doesn’t get to break you.”

Her stomach clenched, her thighs trembling. Sweat ran down the hollow of her throat, her body still sticky with sex and fruit. She could still feel him inside her, still hear his voice in her ear. My Jenna.

Her lips parted, a whisper escaping. “What if it’s someone we know, Tyler? What if he’s been close to us this whole time?”

Tyler’s chest heaved, torn in half. Christ. The thought of a friend—someone we trust—inside her, using my words. My phrase. It makes me sick. It makes me hard. Fuck.

He bent close, his forehead pressing to hers. His voice was a hoarse growl. “Then we figure it out. But not out here. Not hiding. If we leave now, he wins. If you stay—if you take more—you own this. Not him.”

Jenna’s heart raced, her breath trembling as her eyes searched his. He was half hard, half horrified, his whole body strung tight between jealousy and pride. And she realized she felt the same—wrecked with fear, soaked with arousal, clawing for control.

Her nails curled into his chest. “I’ll stay.”

Tyler’s breath caught, his cock twitching against her stomach. “Are you sure?”

Her chin lifted, though her lips still trembled. “I need to. I need to know. If I can’t figure out who it is, then at least I’ll know I didn’t run.”

His stare burned into her, his cock painfully thick beneath the fabric, his fists clenched against the wall. She’s stronger than me. Braver. She’s about to go back in there and let them wreck her again, even after being rattled to the core. My Jenna.

He kissed her hard, almost bruising, his voice rough against her mouth. “Then let’s feed them. Let’s find him. And let’s make sure he knows you’re mine.”

Jenna’s legs quaked, her pussy pulsing hot and wet again despite everything. Fear and desire coiled inside her chest, but her decision was made.

She was going back in.

And she would let them use her again—hoping, desperate, terrified—that somewhere in the blur of masks and cocks and moans, she’d find the one who whispered My Jenna.


CHAPTER 15


The curtains parted, spilling light and sound over Jenna’s trembling body as she stepped back into the ballroom. The music was slower now, heavier, each beat of the drum echoing in her chest like a second heartbeat. Candle flames licked at the chandeliers, shadows stretching long and jagged across the walls.

Every head turned.

Conversations died, champagne glasses lowered. The wolves smelled her return.

Her lace bodysuit clung ruined and damp to her curves, her mascara streaked in black trails down flushed cheeks, her blonde hair damp and tangled. She looked used—fucked raw—and yet when she walked back into the circle, the hunger in the room sharpened, tripled.

Jenna’s chest heaved. She could feel them drinking her in with their eyes, stripping her bare with every glance. Her thighs trembled, her pussy still swollen and slick, her ass aching. And yet she walked forward anyway, Tyler at her side, the weight of every stare pressing into her.

Which one was it?

Her eyes darted over masks—black, silver, gold, red. Faces she couldn’t place. Voices muffled, distorted by the music. Every man seemed familiar, every stance possible. Was it him? Or him? Or him?

Her pulse raced, sweat beading at her temples. She couldn’t tell. She couldn’t know.

Tyler’s hand pressed firm at her lower back, guiding her deeper into the circle. His cock strained hard beneath his trousers, his jaw tight, but his voice came low in her ear. “They’re waiting for you, baby. Give them what they came for.”

The wolves closed in.

Men shifted forward, their masks gleaming in the candlelight. Women leaned closer, their lips parted, whispers spilling like silk as they watched Jenna take her place again.

She stopped at the center, her body trembling, her eyes scanning, desperate for a clue. But the circle was a blur of masks and lust, and the whisper haunted her still.

My Jenna.

A shiver ran through her as the first man stepped forward, his hand reaching for her waist.

The wolves had her again.

The first man stepped forward, his black mask gleaming in the candlelight. His hand slid along Jenna’s hip, his cock already freed, the latex rolled tight. He guided her onto her knees, thick fingers pushing between her lips, smearing her spit across his shaft before feeding himself into her mouth.

The crowd murmured approval, champagne glasses lifted again, the gothic music curling around every moan. Jenna gagged softly, her mascara running fresh as her throat stretched.

A second man moved behind her, his silver mask catching the glow of the chandeliers. He tugged her hips higher, spreading her legs wide as he filled her dripping pussy with one hard thrust. The wet slap of hips echoed off stone, timed with her muffled cries around the cock in her throat.

Tyler’s chest heaved from the edge of the circle, his cock twitching at the sight. Two of them. Again. My Jenna, spit-roasted for their entertainment. And she’s not fighting it—she’s melting for them.

Her body shook, used, filled, dripping. Her climax built sharp and fast, but her mind wasn’t quiet. Her gaze flicked over the circle, darting from mask to mask, desperate for a hint. Who was it? Who whispered to me?

Then she saw it.

A third man stepped closer, waiting his turn. His mask gleamed gold in the candlelight.

Her chest seized, her pussy clenching hard around the silver mask’s cock. She couldn’t breathe, couldn’t swallow. It’s him. God, it has to be him.

The first man groaned, pulling from her mouth with a wet pop, cum spurting into his hand as he stepped back. The silver mask behind her grunted, his thrusts quickening, his cock pounding into her as she shook.

And then—he was there.

The gold mask slid in behind her as the silver one withdrew, his presence heavy, undeniable. She caught only a glimpse as he bent her lower, pressing her chest to the crimson cloth. His body crowded hers, his hand firm at her waist, his cock sliding into her swollen cunt with a deep, punishing thrust.

Jenna cried out, her voice raw and broken. Oh god. It’s him. I know it. No—do I? Do I?

His hips snapped forward, his cock hitting every place inside her like he’d always known her. Too perfect. Too familiar. Her pussy spasmed, betraying her, clenching, sucking him deeper.

Her nails dug into the cloth, her moans high and wild. She didn’t want to believe it. She couldn’t. But her body didn’t care. Her body screamed with pleasure, shaking, unraveling as the golden mask claimed her again.

God, it feels so good. Too good. And I don’t even know who he is.

The golden mask slammed into her with brutal precision, each thrust rocking her against the banquet table, her cries echoing through the ballroom. His hand gripped her hip tight, holding her steady as his cock buried deep, hitting her spot with an intimacy that made her stomach drop.

Jenna’s nails shredded the crimson cloth, her body convulsing with need. But her mind screamed, tangled in terror. Is it him? Is it the one who whispered to me? Oh god—it feels like he knows me. Every stroke is too perfect. Too exact. No stranger should fuck me like this.

Her chest heaved, her mascara running in black streaks, tears burning hot down her cheeks. Fear twisted in her gut, but her pussy betrayed her, dripping, clenching, spasming around him with every punishing thrust.

Stop. No. Please. More. God, don’t stop.

The crowd circled tighter, champagne glasses lifted, masks glowing in candlelight. Moans and whispers blended with the eerie swell of music, a carnival of lust surrounding her as she unraveled in the center.

Tyler’s fists clenched at his sides, his cock throbbing painfully against his trousers. His jaw locked behind the mask, his chest rising and falling hard. She’s taking him. Whoever he is—she’s sobbing on his cock, breaking apart. Is it him? Is it the one who whispered? Am I watching her get destroyed by someone who knows us?

His stomach burned, rage and arousal colliding until he thought he’d explode. The sight was unbearable, the sound of her cries wrecking him—but his cock twitched, leaking, demanding he watch every second.

Jenna’s sob broke into a scream as the golden mask drove deeper, faster, stretching her, claiming her body while her mind spiraled. Terror and pleasure fused, molten and unstoppable, her climax clawing up through her belly whether she wanted it or not.

Her pussy clamped down around him, convulsing, spilling wetness down her trembling thighs. Her body betrayed her again, screaming for him, moaning his cock deeper even as her chest screamed with panic.

The golden mask groaned low, his thrusts savage, his grip bruising at her hips. His cock twitched, pulsing, milking her spasms until she collapsed against the table, spent and sobbing.

Tyler shook, his cock throbbing violently, his fists aching from how hard he clenched them. She came for him. She came hard for him. And I don’t even know if that’s the one. If it is—I can’t stop watching. I don’t want to stop. God, what the fuck is wrong with me?

Jenna’s eyes fluttered open, blurred with tears and sweat. The gold mask loomed behind her, silent, heavy, unreadable. She couldn’t see his face, couldn’t hear his voice—but her body whispered what her mind feared: It’s him. It has to be him.

And still, she moaned for more.


CHAPTER 16


The golden mask groaned low as his cock slipped wetly out of her, her pussy still spasming, clenching around emptiness. Jenna collapsed forward onto her elbows, her body trembling, her breath ragged, sweat dripping down her chest to the crimson cloth beneath her.

Her eyes squeezed shut, praying he’d just step back into the crowd, vanish like smoke.

But he didn’t.

He leaned in close again, his mask brushing her damp hair, his breath hot and heavy against her ear. His voice was a growl, low and deliberate, dripping filth meant only for her.

“Next time, you’ll beg me to stay inside you.”

Her stomach dropped, her thighs quaked, and her breath caught sharp in her throat. The timbre of his voice—low, smooth, thick with heat—scratched at her memory. Familiar. Too familiar.

Her chest heaved, panic and arousal warring as the whisper lodged in her skull. God, I know that voice. I know it. Who are you?

He withdrew fully then, the heat of his body vanishing, leaving her skin cold and clammy.

The circle seemed to lean in, waiting for another man to step forward, hungry for their turn.

But before anyone moved, the music stopped.

The sudden silence crashed through the ballroom, thick and jarring. The eerie organ notes cut off mid-phrase, chandeliers trembling in the stillness. The crowd shifted, restless, uncertain.

A waiter appeared at the edge of the room, his mask plain, his voice carrying loud and clear. “The masquerade has concluded. Gentlemen, ladies—your carriages are waiting.”

A ripple of disappointment, frustration, even anger rolled through the circle of wolves. But no one defied the announcement. One by one, they began to retreat, masks still gleaming, champagne glasses abandoned, whispers trailing into the velvet-draped corridors.

Jenna sagged against the banquet table, her legs trembling, her pussy still dripping, her skin sticky with fruit juice and sweat. Her chest burned as she dragged in air, her mind whirling in chaos. He whispered again. He knows me. And I still don’t know who the fuck it is.

Tyler stepped forward instantly, his arm sliding around her waist, lifting her off the table. His jaw was tight, his eyes burning behind his mask as he held her against him. She looks wrecked. Ruined. But god, she’s beautiful. And someone in this room just fucked her while stealing my words. Who the fuck was it?

Together, they stood in the center of the emptying ballroom—surrounded by abandoned glasses, half-eaten fruit, and the echo of moans that still clung to the air.

And the silence pressed in like a weight.

The night air outside the mansion was sharp and cool, heavy fog curling over the driveway where sleek cars waited with open doors. Jenna leaned into Tyler, her body trembling, her heels dragging against the gravel as he guided her down the steps. Her mascara was ruined, her hair tangled, her lace bodysuit damp and clinging to every curve. She looked wrecked—and every masked guest who passed them knew exactly why.

Tyler clenched his jaw, his arm locked tight around her waist as though shielding her from eyes that still lingered. She’s mine. Every bruise, every streak of sweat—mine. But someone else took my words. Someone else touched what’s mine.

Tyler walked Jenna out to the car and helped her in before going to his side. The door shut, sealing them in darkness, the hum of the engine starting as the car pulled away from the mansion.

For a long moment, silence hung between them. The only sound was Jenna’s uneven breathing, her chest still heaving as she stared out the tinted window.

Finally, Tyler couldn’t hold it in. His voice came low, rough. “Tell me what happened.”

Her lip trembled, her hands twisting in her lap. “He came back.” The words blurted from her lips before she could stop them.

Tyler’s head snapped toward her, his fists clenching the steering wheel. “What do you mean, he came back?”

Her eyes darted to him, wet and terrified. “He came back, just like I said. After we returned.” She drew in a long breath. “After he finished, he leaned in again. He whispered something else to me.”

His chest burned, his cock jerking hard despite the fury twisting his gut. “What did he say?”

Her voice cracked. “He said… Next time, you’ll beg me to stay inside you.”

Tyler’s head spun, rage and lust colliding. The fucking nerve. Whoever it is—he’s taunting us. He’s not just using her body. He’s planting himself inside our marriage, daring me to react.

He grabbed her chin, forcing her teary eyes to meet his. “Who the fuck is it, Jenna? Who was under that mask?”

Her breath hitched, her voice breaking. “I don’t know, Tyler. I swear to god, I don’t know. But his voice… it was so familiar. Too familiar.”

Tyler’s jaw locked, his teeth grinding. “If you knew—if you even thought you knew—why the fuck didn’t you stop it?”

Her cheeks flushed, her thighs pressing together as shame and arousal rippled through her. Her whisper was broken but clear. “Because he fucked me good. Too good. My body didn’t care. I couldn’t stop it.”

The words hit Tyler like a punch to the gut, his cock throbbing violently, his stomach burning with jealousy and hunger. He groaned, shoving his hands through his hair, torn in half. Christ. My wife just admitted another man—someone we might know—fucked her so good she couldn’t stop. And I can’t decide if I want to kill him… or watch it happen again.

Jenna buried her face in her hands, her shoulders shaking. I let it happen. I let him use me even when I knew something was wrong. And god help me—I came apart for him.

The car drove on in silence, fog rolling over the windows, the weight of the mansion still pressing on them both.

The house was silent when they walked in, the door closing behind them with a heavy thud. Jenna barely looked at Tyler, her body still trembling, her face blotched from tears and smeared makeup. She headed straight upstairs without a word, heels clicking against the hardwood.

Tyler followed, his chest burning, his cock still half-hard, his mind replaying her words over and over. He fucked me good. Too good. Familiar. Someone we know.

The sound of running water filled the bathroom as Jenna stepped inside, stripping away the ruined lace, the cloak, the heels. Tyler lingered at the door, his fists clenching, his jaw tight. Steam curled into the hallway, carrying the scent of her shampoo, her body wash, that mix of citrus and vanilla he always buried his face in.

He could see her through the frosted glass, her silhouette blurred but clear enough—the curve of her breasts, the line of her hips, her head tipped back under the spray. Washing away the night. Washing away him.

Tyler’s cock throbbed painfully, his fists shaking at his sides. She’s mine. My Jenna. Not his. Not anyone else’s. Mine.

He stripped fast, his trousers hitting the floor, his chest heaving as jealousy and lust twisted tighter inside him.

When she stepped out, wrapped in a towel, her damp hair clinging to her flushed cheeks, he didn’t wait. He grabbed her, spinning her to the wall, pinning her wrists above her head.

Her gasp broke sharp against his mouth as he kissed her, teeth clashing, tongue claiming. The towel slipped, falling to the floor, leaving her damp and bare against the cool tile.

“Tyler—” she breathed, her voice cracking.

“Shut up,” he growled, his cock grinding against her stomach, hot and hard. His voice was raw, feral. “You think he fucked you good? You think you’ll remember his cock tomorrow?” His hand shoved between her thighs, spreading her wet folds, his finger plunging into her still-swollen pussy. “You won’t. Because I’m about to fuck you so hard, you won’t remember anything but me.”

Her head slammed back against the wall, her moan raw, needy. “Tyler—oh god⁠—”

His teeth scraped her throat as he thrust two fingers inside her, pumping rough, curling, stretching. “Say it. Say whose pussy this is.”

“Yours,” she cried, her nails clawing at his shoulders. “It’s yours, Tyler!”

His cock ached, leaking, his vision tunneling red with lust. He yanked her leg up, hooking it over his hip, positioning himself at her soaked entrance. Then he drove into her with a brutal thrust, burying himself to the hilt, the sound of their bodies slamming echoing in the steamy room.

She screamed, clutching at him, her pussy spasming around his cock as he pounded her against the tile.

Every stroke was a claim, every growl in her ear a weapon. “Mine. My wife. My Jenna.”

Her cries rose higher, tears spilling again, her climax ripping through her with violent shudders. Her pussy clenched around him, milking him, forcing his own orgasm to crash. He groaned into her mouth, spilling hot inside her, his cock pulsing as if to brand her from the inside out.

When it was over, she sagged against him, her body limp, her chest heaving. His cock slipped free, his cum leaking down her thigh, mixing with the steam still clinging to her skin.

Tyler held her tight, his jaw pressed to her hair, his voice raw. She’s mine. No matter who whispered. No matter who it was. She’s mine.


CHAPTER 17


The morning light slipped pale and cold through the bedroom blinds. Jenna stirred against Tyler’s chest, her muscles aching, her thighs sore, her skin marked by his hands and mouth. The scent of soap still clung faintly from her shower, but underneath it lingered the musk of sex, sweat, and something darker—the masquerade’s fingerprints, etched into her body.

She lifted her head, mascara stains still shadowing her lashes, her blonde hair tangled across her face. Tyler’s arms were heavy around her, his jaw rough with stubble as he pressed a sleepy kiss to her hair.

For a moment, it was quiet. Peaceful.

Then he murmured, voice raw, “You okay?”

Her chest tightened. “I don’t know.”

His hand slid down her back, resting heavy on her hip. “I’ll go get us coffee. We’ll talk. We’ll… figure this out.”

She nodded, biting her lip, watching as he pulled on sweats and grabbed his keys. He pressed a hard kiss to her forehead, then left with the front door clicking shut.

The silence swallowed her.

Jenna lay there, staring at the ceiling, her mind replaying the night. The banquet table. The golden mask. My Jenna. The whisper still slithered through her chest, sharp as glass.

She couldn’t take it. She needed answers.

Slipping out of bed, she padded naked to the desk, Tyler’s laptop still sitting there, the lid half-closed. She lifted it, the screen flickering awake.

The masquerade website glowed back at her. He hadn’t logged out.

Her stomach clenched. She hovered, unsure, but her curiosity burned hotter than her fear. Her fingers moved.

A new message blinked in the corner of the screen.

Her pulse thundered as she clicked.

From: GoldenMask

Last night was unforgettable. You felt better than I dreamed. And you know me better than you think, Jenna.

Her breath caught, her skin going cold, nipples tightening.

He knows me. He knows us. Oh god… who the fuck is he?

Jenna’s fingers hovered over the keyboard, trembling. Her breath came shallow, chest tight. She shouldn’t. She knew she shouldn’t. But her curiosity burned hotter than her fear.

She typed fast, her pulse pounding.

Jenna: Who is this?

The blinking cursor mocked her. Seconds stretched, thick and suffocating. Then the reply appeared.

GoldenMask: You know me. You just don’t want to admit it.

Her stomach dropped, her throat closing. “No…” she whispered to herself, shaking her head. God, who is it? Who could it be?

Her fingers flew again.

Jenna: If I knew you, I’d recognize your voice. Tell me who you are.

The dots danced on the screen, agonizingly slow.

GoldenMask: You’ve screamed my name before. Maybe not last night, but you have. Deep down, you know me.

Her chest heaved, her pussy clenching even as panic twisted inside her. Her body betrayed her again, slick heat rolling between her thighs. He’s lying. He has to be lying. Or… oh god, what if he’s not?

She typed harder, her nails clacking against the keys.

Jenna: Stop playing games. Tell me who the fuck you are.

His reply was instant this time, sharp and merciless.

GoldenMask: I’m the man who made you cum so hard your legs shook. The man you couldn’t stop clenching around. The man you’re still thinking about while your husband runs out for coffee.

Her hand flew to her mouth, stifling the gasp. She glanced at the front door, heart hammering, terrified Tyler would walk in and catch her.

How does he know? How does he know I’m here, alone, thinking of him?

The cursor blinked. Another message appeared.

GoldenMask: And I want more of you, Jenna.

Her breath hitched, her thighs pressing tight together as the words burned across the screen. Her pulse thundered in her ears, her body thrumming with dread and filthy arousal.

He knows me. He wants me. And god help me… part of me wants it too.

The front door opened, the sound sharp in the quiet house. Jenna jolted, slamming the laptop halfway shut—but not before Tyler’s eyes landed on the glow of the screen.

He stopped in the doorway, two coffees in hand, his gaze narrowing. “What the hell are you doing?”

Her heart lurched into her throat. “Tyler, I⁠—”

He set the cups down hard on the desk, pushing the lid back up with a force that made her flinch. The masquerade site filled the screen again, the messages still glowing.

You know me. You just don’t want to admit it. The man you’re still thinking about while your husband runs out for coffee.

I’m the man who made you cum so hard your legs shook.

And I want more of you, Jenna.

Tyler’s chest rose and fell in sharp bursts, his jaw locking as he scrolled. His cock twitched in his sweats, rage and lust colliding in his gut. So bold. So cocky. He’s taunting me in my own house. Using my wife’s name like it’s his.

Jenna’s lips trembled, her breath shallow. “Tyler, please⁠—”

But he wasn’t listening. His thumbs flew over his phone, firing off a quick text. He’d already suspected, and now the pit in his stomach confirmed it. A buzz lit his screen almost instantly.

His eyes darkened, his voice low and certain. “Austin.”

The name cracked the air like thunder.

“Wait, why would you say it’s Austin?” She swallowed hard.

“Who the fuck else would know that I ran out for coffee this morning?” He nearly squeezed the cups, popping them open. Jenna’s mouth opened and then closed. “I was texting with him while I was getting your fucking pumpkin latte, Jenna!”

Jenna froze. Her eyes went wide, tears brimming instantly. Shame scorched her chest, stealing her breath.

Tyler’s voice was a growl, rough with betrayal. “It was him. My friend. In that mask. You knew it, didn’t you?”

Her hands shook, her nails digging into her palms. Her voice broke. “Tyler… I—I have to tell you something. A secret I’ve kept from you.”

The weight of it hung heavy in the room, thicker than the fog outside, thicker than the coffee steam curling between them.

Tyler’s jaw clenched, his fists tight, his cock hard despite the fury flooding his veins. Austin. My friend. My wife. A secret she never told me.

Jenna swallowed hard, shame burning her throat. He knows. He knows it was Austin. And now I have to tell him what I’ve hidden all along.

Jenna’s lip trembled, her eyes fixed on the floor as tears slid down her cheeks. Her voice cracked as she forced the words out.

“I met Austin in college… years before I met you. We—we had a fling. It lasted a few months.”

Tyler’s chest seized, his fists clenching at his sides. “A fling?” His voice was sharp, dangerous. “You fucked him.”

Her shoulders sagged, shame curling her inward. “Yes. I slept with him. We weren’t in love, Tyler. He wanted more, but I was focused on my studies. I walked away. I thought he was out of my life forever.”

She dragged in a shaking breath, her throat raw. “I never dreamed you two would meet. That you’d become friends through acquaintances. And when you did… I didn’t know how to tell you. I was too ashamed. Too embarrassed. So I kept it to myself.”

Tyler’s face hardened, fury carving deep into his jaw. His voice was a growl, shaking with rage. “You should’ve told me.”

“I know,” she whispered, sobbing softly now. “I know I should have.”

He slammed his hand down on the desk, making the laptop rattle. “Jesus Christ, Jenna. My friend. My fucking friend. You let me sit there, laugh with him, drink with him—while he knew exactly what your pussy felt like?”

Her chest heaved, tears streaming. “I didn’t think it mattered anymore. It was so long ago. I never thought he’d⁠—”

Tyler cut her off, his voice ragged, raw. “Don’t you dare say you never thought he’d want you again. I saw the way he fucked you. The way you came for him. And now I know why.”

Jenna covered her face with her hands, her body trembling with sobs. “Tyler, please…”

His chest rose and fell violently, his cock twitching hard despite the fury flooding his veins. Austin. My friend. My wife. A secret she kept from me all this time. She let him inside her before me—and now again, right in front of me.

He stepped closer, his voice low, seething, dangerous. “This changes everything, Jenna.”

Her hands dropped, her eyes wide and terrified as she stared at him, her heart pounding so loud she thought it might break her ribs.

And the silence between them was heavier than anything the masquerade had left behind.


CHAPTER 18


The house was heavy with silence. Hours had passed since the confession—since Tyler’s fury had thundered through the walls, since Jenna’s sobs had echoed down the hallway.

Now, the two of them sat in the living room, shadows stretching long from the single lamp on the end table. Jenna curled into the corner of the couch, knees hugged to her chest, hair damp and hanging loose around her face. Tyler sat at the opposite end, his elbows braced on his thighs, staring at the floor with hands clasped tight.

The coffee he’d brought home sat untouched on the table between them, long since gone cold.

Finally, Tyler broke the silence, his voice low, rough from holding back. “You should’ve told me.”

Jenna’s lip trembled, but her voice was steadier than before. “I know.”

His jaw tightened, his chest rising in a sharp breath. “All this time, Jenna. He’s been in my house. At my table. At my side. And you never thought to say, ‘Oh by the way, I fucked him in college’?”

Her eyes filled with tears again, her voice cracking. “I thought it didn’t matter anymore. I never imagined you two would ever meet, let alone become close. And when you did… I was ashamed. Embarrassed. I didn’t want you to look at me differently.”

Tyler’s fists unclenched, but only barely. He leaned back, dragging a hand over his face. She’s crying. She’s broken. But goddamn it, she still should’ve told me. She let me look Austin in the eye for years without knowing the truth.

His voice came quieter, heavier. “Do you understand how fucked up this is? He’s one of my closest friends, Jenna. And last night—” He cut himself off, shaking his head.

Jenna hugged herself tighter, her voice small. “I know. And I hate myself for it. But Tyler… what do we do now?”

The question hung between them, heavier than the silence.

Tyler looked at her then, really looked at her—her red-rimmed eyes, her trembling body, her shame. His chest ached, his cock still stirring traitorously at the memory of her moans.

“We have two options,” he said finally, his voice low. “We cut him out. For good. No more drinks, no more dinners, no more Austin. Or…” His jaw flexed hard. “Or we see him again. Together.”

Jenna’s breath hitched, her stomach knotting. “See him… again?”

His stare burned into hers. “You tell me. Do you want to?”

Her body trembled, her pussy clenching even through the shame. Do I? God, how can I even think about wanting more after what he whispered? After what I hid? But the way he fucked me…

The air between them grew thick again, suffocating. Neither of them spoke. The decision loomed, sharp as a blade.

Jenna slid across the couch, closing the distance until she was curled against Tyler’s side. Her hand pressed to his chest, feeling the steady thud of his heart beneath. His body was still tense, his jaw hard, but he didn’t push her away.

Her voice was quiet, trembling. “Tyler… no matter what happened last night, no matter what I confessed—I need you to know something. You are it for me. You’re my anchor. You’re the man who owns every part of me.”

His chest heaved, his stare fixed forward. “Then why the fuck does it turn you on to think about him?”

She tilted her chin, her lips brushing his jaw. “Because it turns you on.”

He groaned low in his throat, his cock twitching against his sweats. His hand gripped her thigh hard. “Jesus, Jenna…”

She swung her leg over him, straddling his lap, grinding her damp panties against the thick bulge beneath. Her hair fell wild around her face, her eyes glinting through tears and heat. “Do you know what I thought about while he fucked me? While the whole room was watching?”

Tyler swallowed hard, his cock throbbing as he looked up at her. “What?”

She leaned close, her lips brushing his ear, her moan soft, filthy. “I thought about how jealous you’d be. How hard your cock would be watching me take him. How good it would feel to come home to you.”

Her hand slid down, tugging at his sweats, freeing him thick and hard. She sank onto his cock in one smooth motion, gasping, her head falling back. “Ohhh god, Tyler…”

He groaned, gripping her hips, his eyes dark and molten. She’s riding me, dripping, replaying every filthy detail, and I can’t stop wanting her more. Even with Austin in my head, even with the betrayal—I can’t stop.

Jenna rocked on him, her tits bouncing, her moans filling the room. “He was rough. So rough. But all I wanted was you, Tyler. I wanted you to come claim me after. To fuck me like this—” She slammed down hard, crying out, “—and remind me whose cock I’ll always belong to.”

Tyler growled, thrusting up into her, pounding her from below. “Mine. Say it.”

“Yours!” she screamed, clawing at his shoulders. “Always yours!”

She rode him harder, moaning his name, replaying filthy flashes in his ear—how the golden mask had bent her over, how her cunt had spasmed, how the crowd had circled. Each detail made Tyler’s cock twitch deeper inside her, his chest shaking with jealousy and lust.

Jenna’s body quaked, her climax ripping through her as she sobbed his name, her pussy clenching tight around his cock. Tyler groaned, spilling into her, gripping her so hard she’d bruise.

When it was over, she collapsed against him, both of them slick with sweat, their breaths ragged. Tyler buried his face in her hair, his voice hoarse. “Mine. No matter what happens. No matter who it is—you’re mine.”

Her lips trembled against his skin. “Always.”

But in the quiet after, the shadow of Austin’s name still lingered, sharp and unresolved.


CHAPTER 19


The laptop still sat on the desk, screen dimmed but not logged out. Jenna padded barefoot into the kitchen, tugging his T-shirt down over her thighs as she poured herself a glass of water.

Tyler lingered in the living room. He glanced at the laptop, the glow tugging at him like a hook. His chest tightened, his cock twitching. He shouldn’t. He knew he shouldn’t. But his hand moved anyway, brushing the trackpad awake.

The masquerade site blinked alive.

A new message.

His pulse slammed in his throat as he clicked it open.

From: GoldenMask

Still thinking about me? You should be. Because I’m not done with you, Jenna.

Tyler’s cock hardened instantly, a surge of rage and heat ripping through him. Bold son of a bitch. He knows what he’s doing. He knows I’m reading this.

The cursor blinked. Another message appeared.

GoldenMask: Next time, Tyler should watch me take what’s mine.

Tyler’s breath caught, his jaw clenched. His cock twitched painfully against his sweats, pre-cum wetting the fabric. Christ. He knows. He wants me to watch. And fuck me—I want to see it.

“Tyler?”

Jenna’s soft voice came from the kitchen doorway. She froze when she saw him hunched at the desk, the screen glowing across his face. Her stomach dropped. “What are you doing?”

He turned toward her, his eyes dark, molten, his chest heaving. “Reading your messages.”

Her cheeks flushed crimson, shame flooding her. “Tyler, I⁠—”

He cut her off, his voice low, dangerous, trembling with lust. “He wants me to watch you with him.”

Jenna’s breath stilled, her glass trembling in her hand.

Tyler stood, closing the distance between them in two steps. His cock strained hard against his sweats, his breath hot against her ear as he growled, “And I think I want it too.”

Jenna gasped, her knees weak, her chest pounding.

The laptop chimed again. Another message.

GoldenMask: Name the time. Name the place. I’ll make her scream for both of us.

Tyler’s jaw flexed, his cock aching. His voice was a rasp, barely human. “We’re going to give him what he wants.”

Jenna’s hand shook so badly the water sloshed over the rim of the glass. She set it down on the counter with a sharp clink, staring at Tyler like he was a stranger.

His words still echoed in the air, thick and raw: We’re going to give him what he wants.

Her lips parted, her voice fragile. “You’re serious.”

Tyler’s stare didn’t waver. His chest heaved, his cock visibly hard under his sweats, straining against the fabric. “Dead serious.”

Her heart raced so fast she thought it might tear out of her chest. Fear surged in her veins—fear of Austin, of what it meant, of what it would do to them. But beneath it, just as sharp, came the pulse of heat. The memory of Austin’s cock pounding her, the whisper of My Jenna, the way her body had betrayed her.

Her thighs clenched, slick heat gathering despite the dread twisting her gut. God, why am I wet? Why does the thought of Tyler watching me with him again make me ache?

Her voice cracked. “Tyler… he’s your friend. He’s Austin. How can you even think about⁠—”

“Because I saw you.” His voice cut her off, low and guttural. “I saw you come apart on his cock. I saw your body worship him. And it made me want to tear him apart. It made me want to fuck you harder than I ever have. And it made me want to see it again.”

Her knees weakened, her breath stuttered. Shame burned her cheeks, but her nipples tightened under his shirt, her pussy clenching hard around nothing.

Tyler stepped closer, his hands gripping her hips, dragging her against his arousal. “You want it too. Don’t you?”

Her head shook, trembling. “I—no—I don’t…” Her voice faltered, betraying her. “Tyler… oh god, I don’t know.”

His mouth crushed hers, bruising, his tongue claiming. He pulled back just enough to rasp against her lips, “Then let me decide for both of us.”

Her eyes widened, her pulse thundering in her ears. He’s going to do it. He’s going to set this up. And I don’t know if I want to run… or beg him to hurry.

Jenna’s back pressed into the counter, her breath shallow as Tyler’s words wrapped around her like chains. We’re going to give him what he wants.

She searched his face, hoping to see hesitation, some crack in the mask of fury and lust. But there was none. His eyes burned, steady and unyielding. He meant it.

Her stomach knotted, twisting with dread. Austin. God, not him. He was never supposed to be part of my life again. He was a mistake, a fling, a blur of months that ended before it became anything real. He wasn’t supposed to matter. And yet…

Her thighs pressed tight together, heat blooming low in her belly. He was damn good in bed. Even back then, even when I swore I didn’t care about him, my body never forgot how he made me feel. And last night proved it—he knew exactly how to wreck me all over again.

Her chest ached, tears pricking at her eyes. But Tyler. God, Tyler. He’s my everything. How can I hurt him like this? How can I risk destroying his friendship, our marriage, for something I should’ve buried years ago?

She bit her lip hard, her pulse hammering in her ears. Tyler’s hand still gripped her hip, his cock thick and hot against her stomach, his gaze molten with hunger.

Her whisper broke into the silence. “Tyler… if you go through with this, if you bring him back into our bed… what if it ruins everything?”

His jaw flexed, but he didn’t pull away. “It won’t. Because I’ll be right there. Watching. Owning every second of it. And when it’s over, he walks away, and you’re still mine.”

Her heart stuttered, her breath catching. He believes it. He really believes he can control this. But I’m not sure I can. Not with Austin. Not with the way my body betrays me for him.

She closed her eyes, shame burning through her chest, her voice cracking. God help me, I’m terrified. And I’m wet. I shouldn’t want this. I shouldn’t even think about it. But I do.

When she opened her eyes again, Tyler was still there, unflinching, his hand firm at her hip. His meaning was clear.

This was happening.

Jenna’s nails dug into the countertop behind her, anchoring herself against the flood in her chest. Tyler’s hand gripped her hip, his eyes drilling into hers, steady and unrelenting. He meant every word. He was going to make this happen.

Her throat worked around the lump rising there, her lip trembling. “Tyler…”

He leaned closer, his voice a low growl. “What?”

Her eyes shimmered with tears as she forced it out, her voice ragged and raw. “I’m scared.”

“I know,” he rasped, his thumb stroking over her hipbone. “But you’re also wet. Don’t lie to me, Jenna. You want this.”

Her chest hitched, a sob tangled with a moan. She tried to look away, but he caught her chin, holding her there. His gaze pinned her in place, demanding the truth.

Her body trembled, shame burning her skin, her voice a whisper so soft she almost couldn’t bear to hear it herself. “Part of me does. Part of me wants it… even though I’m terrified.”

Tyler’s jaw flexed, his nostrils flaring as the words hit him. His cock twitched hard against her stomach, his chest rising with sharp, hungry breaths.

She swallowed again, her tears slipping hot down her cheeks. “I hate myself for it. But I can’t stop. Not after last night. Not knowing it’s Austin.”

The silence that followed was deafening.

Tyler’s stare burned hotter, darker, his grip tightening on her hip as if to brand her.

And Jenna’s heart pounded with the brutal realization: she had just admitted it. She wanted this.


CHAPTER 20


The room was still heavy with Jenna’s confession when Tyler pulled away, his jaw hard, his chest rising in sharp bursts. His phone sat on the counter beside the untouched coffee, the screen glowing faintly with Austin’s last message.

Tyler grabbed it, his thumbs flying.

Tyler: Cut the shit. We know it’s you.

Jenna’s breath stuttered, her hands twisting in his T-shirt. “Tyler, wait⁠—”

He didn’t look at her. His pulse hammered, his cock still aching, his vision tunneling red and hot. He typed again, fast, sharp.

Tyler: You fucked my wife. You whispered in her ear. Now you want more? Fine. Let’s set something up.

The reply came almost instantly, like Austin had been waiting.

Austin: Finally. I was starting to wonder how long it would take you.

Tyler’s stomach clenched, jealousy and fury cutting sharp. He turned the screen so Jenna could see it. Her face drained of color, her eyes wide, lips trembling.

Another message blinked through.

Austin: Name the time. Name the place. She’ll be begging before you even realize what you agreed to.

Tyler’s jaw flexed, his thumbs hovering over the keys. His chest burned with rage, but his cock twitched, hard and hot, betraying him. He’s cocky. He’s dangerous. He knows exactly what he’s doing. And goddamn it, I want to see if he’s right.

He typed back, each word like a hammer.

Tyler: Soon. We’ll tell you when.

He set the phone down hard on the counter, his eyes locking on Jenna. She looked wrecked—flushed, trembling, terrified—and yet her nipples strained against his shirt, her thighs pressed together, her body betraying her all over again.

Tyler’s voice came low, guttural. “It’s happening. He’s not hiding anymore.”

Jenna’s pulse thundered in her ears, her breath shallow as the truth hit her like a wave. Austin is coming back. Tyler’s letting it happen. And I don’t know if I’m more terrified… or desperate for it.

The knock at the door was sharp, deliberate. Jenna’s stomach flipped, her glass of wine trembling in her hand as she glanced at Tyler. He gave a curt nod, jaw tight, before crossing the foyer.

When the door swung open, Austin stood there—broad shouldered, relaxed, his dark eyes gleaming beneath the porch light. No mask this time. No secrecy. Just Austin.

“Evening,” he said smoothly, his mouth tugging into a confident smirk.

Tyler stepped aside stiffly. “Come in.”

The air shifted as Austin entered, carrying a scent of bourbon and spice, his presence filling the room like he owned it. Jenna’s heart raced. God, the way he looks at me, like he’s already undressing me.

They moved to the living room, three glasses poured. Tyler took the armchair, posture rigid, while Jenna sat on the couch. Austin sat beside her, too close, his thigh brushing hers casually as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

“To old times,” Austin said, raising his glass.

Jenna forced a smile, clinking his glass before sipping. The wine slid hot down her throat, her pulse pounding. Tyler’s eyes narrowed, watching every movement.

The conversation turned to college—how Jenna and Austin had first met at a campus party, how he’d walked her home after too many tequila shots, how they’d started sneaking away between classes.

Austin chuckled, glancing at Jenna with heat in his eyes. “You were always a tease back then. Always had me chasing you.”

Jenna’s cheeks flushed, her stomach twisting with shame and arousal. “I was focused on school. You knew that.”

“Focused, sure,” Austin said with a grin. “But not too focused to let me bend you over your dorm desk.”

Tyler’s grip on his glass tightened, his jaw flexing as he drank. Christ. He’s flaunting it right in front of me. My wife. My friend. And I can’t stop watching.

Jenna swallowed hard, her eyes darting between them. Why does this feel like confession? Why does every word make me wetter, even as Tyler burns across the room?

Austin leaned back, his arm stretched lazily along the back of the couch, his fingers nearly brushing Jenna’s shoulder. His smirk deepened. “Funny how things come full circle, huh?”

Tyler set his empty glass down with a sharp clink. “Yeah. Real funny.”

The air crackled, thick and heavy. They all knew where this was going. The drinks, the laughter, the reminiscing—it was just foreplay.

And it was almost over.

The silence stretched, heavy, broken only by the faint hum of the fridge in the kitchen. Tyler leaned forward in the armchair, his elbows braced on his knees, watching. Jenna shifted on the couch, the hem of her dress tugging higher up her thighs, her wine glass trembling slightly in her hand.

Austin set his own glass aside with deliberate ease. His arm slid from the back of the couch to Jenna’s shoulder, his fingers brushing her bare skin, slow, confident. She froze, breath catching, her eyes darting to Tyler.

Tyler didn’t move. His jaw flexed, his stare unblinking.

Austin smirked. “Relax. We all know why I’m here.”

His hand traced down Jenna’s arm, over her wrist, then lower, spreading over her thigh. Heat spread through her body, her pulse hammering as shame and desire tangled violently in her chest.

“Tyler…” she whispered, her voice shaking.

But Tyler only leaned back, his legs spreading, his cock already straining against his sweats. His voice came low, guttural. “Show me.”

Austin didn’t need to be told twice. He set Jenna’s glass on the table, then cupped her cheek, turning her face toward his. His lips pressed against hers, hot and claiming, his tongue sliding deep into her mouth.

Jenna moaned against him, her body betraying her instantly. Her thighs parted beneath his hand, her nipples hard beneath the thin fabric of her dress.

Tyler’s fists clenched against his knees, his cock throbbing painfully as he watched his wife melt into his friend’s kiss. Christ. He’s touching her. He’s taking her. And she’s letting him. Right in front of me.

Austin pulled back just enough to murmur against Jenna’s lips, his smirk cocky, dangerous. “See? Still fits like it always did.”

Jenna’s cheeks burned, her breath ragged. She turned toward Tyler, her eyes wide, searching his face for a command, for permission, for something to hold onto.

Tyler’s stare was dark, molten, unyielding. His voice was a growl. “Don’t look at me. Look at him.”

Her breath hitched, her body trembling as Austin’s hand slid higher up her thigh, pressing into the heat between her legs.

And Tyler didn’t move to stop him.

Austin’s fingers slid beneath Jenna’s dress, pulling her panties aside, pressing into the wet heat between her thighs. She gasped against his mouth, her body jerking as his thick fingers sank deep, curling inside her with ease.

Her head tipped back, her moan raw and broken. “Ohhh god⁠—”

Tyler’s chest heaved from the armchair, his cock raging against his sweats, his fists clenched. He couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think—only watch. His best friend’s fingers buried in his wife’s pussy, her moans filling the room. She’s dripping for him. Right here, in front of me. And I can’t stop.

Austin smirked, his voice low and cocky as he fingered her harder, faster. “Still so tight. Still so greedy. Just like college.”

Jenna sobbed out a moan, shame and arousal tearing through her. She looked at Tyler, desperate, torn apart. His jaw flexed, his cock twitching. Then, with a rough groan, he stood.

“Move over.”

Austin grinned, easing back just enough to let Tyler sit on the couch beside them. Tyler tugged his sweats down, his cock springing free, thick and wet at the tip. His voice was hoarse, commanding. “Get on me.”

Jenna trembled, breathless, her body moving before her mind could catch up. She climbed into Tyler’s lap, sinking onto his cock with a cry, her pussy stretching, clenching, flooding with wet heat.

Tyler groaned, gripping her hips tight. “That’s it, baby. Show him who you belong to.”

Austin watched, his grin widening, his cock hard and ready. He moved behind her, pushing her dress up to her waist, his hands gripping her ass. “Plenty of room left for me.”

Tyler’s eyes darkened, his voice rough. “Do it.”

Jenna froze, her chest seizing. “W-wait—both?”

Austin’s cock pressed against her slick opening, nudging alongside Tyler’s, the pressure making her gasp, her body clench.

Tyler cupped her face, forcing her to look at him. “You can take it. You’ll take us both.”

Her nails dug into his shoulders, her body trembling as Austin pushed harder, his cock sliding in beside Tyler’s, stretching her wide, fuller than she’d ever imagined.

Her scream ripped through the room, half sob, half moan. “Ohhh fuck—ohhh god, yes!”

Tyler groaned, his head tipping back, the tight heat of her cunt squeezing him and Austin at once. Christ. We’re both inside her. My wife—stuffed with both of us. This is madness. And it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

Austin growled low, his hands gripping her waist as he thrust shallowly, cock grinding against Tyler’s inside her. “Fuck, she’s perfect. Always was.”

Jenna sobbed, her body convulsing, stretched and stuffed, every nerve on fire. “I can’t—I can’t—oh god, yes, don’t stop!”

Tyler’s hands locked on her hips, driving up into her in tandem with Austin’s thrusts, every stroke making her pussy spasm tighter around both cocks.

She was wrecked, ruined, trembling—but she couldn’t stop moaning, couldn’t stop clenching, couldn’t stop begging.

And the two men didn’t stop giving it to her.

Jenna’s cries filled the living room, echoing off the walls, sharp and desperate. Her body shook, stretched to the brink, her cunt clenching hard around both cocks stuffed deep inside her. Tyler’s teeth ground together as he thrust up into her, the slick heat unbearable. Austin groaned low behind her, every drive of his hips grinding his cock against Tyler’s inside her tight channel.

She was a mess—sweat dripping, hair plastered to her flushed face, tears streaking down her cheeks. Her voice broke into frantic sobs of pleasure. “Ohh god, I can’t—ohh fuck—you’re splitting me in half!”

Tyler growled into her ear, his fingers digging into her hips. “You’re taking us both. Look at you, baby. So fucking full.”

Austin’s laugh was dark, cocky, his breath hot at the back of her neck. “Still the best cunt I’ve ever had. Now you’re even tighter—sharing you with your husband.”

Her walls spasmed violently, her climax ripping up through her belly with brutal force. Jenna screamed, her body convulsing, milking both cocks with wave after wave of slick, pulsing release.

Tyler lost it first. With a guttural groan, he slammed into her deep, his cock twitching hard as he spilled hot inside her, filling her already stretched pussy. His eyes squeezed shut, his jaw clenched as he came, his chest heaving with the force of it.

Austin followed seconds later, growling into her ear as his cock throbbed and jerked, pumping his load into her right alongside Tyler’s. The sensation wrecked her—two cocks twitching, two men flooding her at once, her body shuddering, broken and overwhelmed.

Her sobs dissolved into helpless moans, her pussy clenching around the mess inside her, cum spilling out and dripping down her thighs even as they kept her impaled.

Tyler groaned, forehead pressed to hers, his chest pounding. Fuck. She took us both. My wife—my Jenna—stuffed and filled by me and Austin together.

Austin pulled back slightly, panting, his cock still buried to the hilt. “Christ. That was worth the wait.”

Jenna collapsed forward against Tyler’s chest, shaking, her voice broken and raw. “I can’t… I can’t believe I—ohhh god…”

Tyler held her tight, his hands trembling as he pulled her closer, still pulsing inside her. His jaw flexed, his thoughts a hurricane of jealousy, lust, and disbelief. We just crossed the line. There’s no going back.

And Austin was still there—still inside her—smirking over her shoulder.

[image: ]


Sunlight poured pale through the blinds, warm across the tangled sheets. Jenna stirred first, her body sore in ways she’d never known—her thighs aching, her pussy tender, her whole frame heavy with the memory of being filled beyond her limit. She winced slightly as she shifted, then melted against the mattress, the echo of moans still humming in her ears.

Beside her, Tyler was awake, propped on an elbow, watching her quietly. His jaw was rough with stubble, his eyes dark but calm, his hand stroking absently along her hip.

For a long moment, neither spoke.

Finally, Jenna whispered, voice cracked and low, “He left?”

Tyler nodded. “Yeah. Hours ago. After you fell asleep, we had a couple beers. Talked.”

Jenna swallowed, almost scared to ask. “What did you guys talk about? Me?”

“A little, but he wanted me to know that he respects us. Our space and privacy. Said he doesn’t want this to get in the way of our friendship but if it ever happened again, he wouldn’t be disappointed,” Tyler chuckled.

“So you guys are good? No bad blood or regret or anything?”

“I’d say we’re good.”

She rolled to face him, biting her lip. “You don’t… hate me?”

His thumb brushed her cheek, his gaze steady. “I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t twisted up last night. But seeing you like that—hearing you scream, watching you come—it wrecked me, Jenna. And it turned me on so fucking much I thought I’d lose my mind.”

Her lips parted, her chest trembling. “Tyler…”

He leaned closer, kissing her hard, his voice low when he pulled back. “I don’t regret it. Not a second. And neither do you.”

She shivered, heat pooling low in her belly despite her soreness. “No. I don’t.”

They lay in silence for a beat, the morning light wrapping around them.

Then Tyler’s jaw flexed, his words deliberate. “We should do it again. Not every time he comes over—fuck no. But sometimes. When we want it. When we’re ready.”

Jenna’s eyes widened, her heart thundering. “You mean… invite him back?”

He nodded once, certain. “Yeah. Not because he’s Austin. Not because of the past. But because of what it does to us. To you. To me.”

Her breath hitched, shame and arousal curling hot inside her. Do it again. With Austin. With Tyler watching. With both of them inside me.

Her whisper trembled. “Okay.”

Tyler smirked faintly, his cock twitching against her thigh. “That’s my girl.”

And just like that, the decision was made.


LIVE STREAM HOTWIFE


CHAPTER 1


The wine was nearly gone. A single lamp glowed in the corner of the living room, soft light spilling over Alicia’s bare legs curled on the couch. She wore one of Ryan’s old T-shirts, thin cotton brushing against her thighs, and her hair was loose, falling in waves that caught in her lip gloss every time she licked her lips.

Ryan leaned back in the recliner opposite her, swirling what was left in his glass, watching her like he had all night. She noticed the look—steady, heavy, not the casual glance of a husband who’d seen his wife every day for years. This was different. His eyes pinned her in place.

“What?” she asked, laughing nervously. “You’re staring at me like I’ve grown another head.”

“Just thinking,” Ryan said, his voice low. He didn’t smile this time. He set the glass down and leaned forward, elbows on his knees. “About something we’ve never talked about before.”

Alicia arched an eyebrow, setting her own glass aside. “That sounds ominous.”

Ryan sat forward, elbows on his knees, his gaze fixed on her. The thought had been brewing for months, maybe years, tucked away in the darker corners of his mind where fantasies lived. He’d almost told her once during sex, when her nails were digging into his back and she was crying out like she didn’t care who heard. But he’d swallowed it down, afraid it would sound crazy. Tonight, though, with the wine loosening her tongue and her legs bare in that old shirt of his, he couldn’t hold it back anymore.

“You know what I keep imagining?” His voice was steady, though inside his chest was a storm—what if she laughed, what if she recoiled, what if she looked at him differently forever?

Alicia tilted her head, studying him. She saw the tension in his jaw, the way his hands gripped each other like he was bracing for impact. Her heart skipped. He wasn’t joking around.

“What?” she asked carefully, her pulse quickening.

Ryan drew in a breath. No turning back. “I keep thinking about you on camera. Not just for me. For other people. Strangers. Watching you, jerking off to you. Seeing how fucking gorgeous you are when you moan.” He let the words hang, heavy and dangerous.

For a second, Alicia thought she must have misheard. Her stomach dropped, then twisted into a knot of heat so sudden it scared her. He wanted her to… what? Be watched? By strangers? She shook her head, a nervous laugh escaping before she could stop it. “Ryan, that’s—” She trailed off, not even sure what word fit. Insane? Filthy? Exciting? All of the above.

Ryan leaned closer, desperate for her to understand, to picture it. “Just think about it. You, on your knees, looking into the lens. Thousands of men losing their minds over you. One tip, one spank. Ten tips, gagged. They’d be begging to see more, paying just to watch you beg for their cum.” His cock stirred at the image, and he shifted, embarrassed but unable to hide how badly the fantasy consumed him.

Alicia’s lips parted, but no words came. Images she’d never conjured on her own flooded her mind—her face glowing under harsh lights, strangers typing her name into comment boxes, Ryan behind the camera watching her with that steady, hungry look. A rush of shame hit first, burning her cheeks, but it melted quickly into something far more dangerous. Her nipples tightened under the thin fabric of his shirt, betraying her before she even knew what she was feeling.

“You’re serious,” she whispered. Her throat felt dry, and she swallowed hard. “You really want this?”

Ryan nodded slowly. “I want to share you. I want the world to see how perfect you are. And I want you to feel it—to know you’re their fantasy, not just mine.” Inside, he was screaming, terrified she’d shut down, but the heat in her eyes gave him hope.

Alicia pressed her thighs together, the pulse between them hammering. Part of her wanted to run, to bury the idea before it took root. Another part wanted to grab his hand and tell him to set up the damn camera right now. She hated that she was wet from just imagining it.

She finally managed, “Ryan, that’s… dirty.” Her voice cracked, trembling. She looked down, cheeks flaming. Then, quieter, betraying herself: “And it scares me how much I like the thought.”

Alicia shifted on the couch, tucking her legs beneath her, arms folded tightly across her chest. She felt like she needed to hold herself together, because inside, everything was breaking apart—her morals, her image of herself, the line between wife and exhibitionist. She kept hearing his words echo in her head: On camera. Thousands watching. Her pussy clenched, traitorous, every time she pictured it.

Ryan watched her wrestle with the thought, his stomach in knots. He’d put the idea out there, and now it was out of his control. What if she pulled away, looked at him with disgust? What if she thought he didn’t love her as his wife, but only as some toy to be put on display? He wanted to tell her he’d still love her even if she said no, but the truth was he wanted it so badly he could taste it.

“You’re not saying anything,” he said softly, trying to break the silence without pushing too hard.

Alicia’s eyes flicked to him, wide and shimmering. “Because I don’t know what to say, Ryan. Part of me thinks this is insane. Like, who does that? Who lets strangers…” She stopped, unable to even finish the thought. She pictured herself on her knees, a flood of men typing commands, her ass reddening under Ryan’s hand for their amusement. The shame made her thighs clench tighter, but her body kept sending the same message—yes, yes, yes.

Ryan leaned back, forcing himself to give her room, but his voice betrayed the hunger inside him. “I don’t want just strangers using you. I want us to control it. I’d be right there. I’d tell you what to do. You’d never be alone in it. It would be ours, even with them watching.” His jaw tightened, his cock straining, but underneath all of it was love. He wanted her to feel desired, worshipped. He wanted her to see what he saw every time she moaned his name.

She buried her face in her hands, groaning. “God, why does this turn me on?” She peeked through her fingers at him, cheeks blazing red. “I’m literally dripping right now just thinking about it, and that scares the hell out of me. What does that make me, Ryan?”

Ryan’s chest ached at the vulnerability in her voice. He moved to sit beside her, taking her hands from her face and holding them in his lap. “It makes you mine. It makes you a wife who trusts me enough to let me see every part of you—even the parts you don’t understand yet.” His thumb stroked her knuckles, tender against the rough edge of his words. “It makes you perfect.”

Alicia searched his eyes, looking for hesitation, for even a flicker of doubt. She didn’t see any. All she saw was her husband—wanting her, yes, but loving her too. Wanting to share her, but not to lose her. And beneath her fear, a thrill she couldn’t deny kept growing, twisting hotter with every second.

She took a shaky breath, the words trembling out of her. “Okay. Once. Just once. If it’s too much, we stop. Promise me.”

Ryan nodded, swallowing hard, his chest pounding. Relief and triumph surged through him at once, but he kept his smile soft, kissing her hand. “I promise. Just once. And if you hate it, we’ll never do it again.” He brushed his lips against hers, whispering, “But I think you’re going to love it.”

Alicia leaned into him, torn between terror and heat, whispering against his mouth, “God help me, I think you’re right.”

Alicia leaned back, her hands twisting in her lap. Her agreement hung in the air, but the anxiety quickly followed. “What if… someone sees me?” she asked, her voice small. “What if someone I know, someone from work, or—God—my family, stumbles across it? What if I’m recognized in public? Ryan, I couldn’t handle that. I couldn’t look them in the eye again.”

The panic in her tone cut straight through his haze of lust. Ryan shifted closer, laying a calming hand on her thigh. “Hey, look at me,” he said firmly. She did, reluctantly, her eyes wide with worry. “We’ll keep you safe. If anything ever felt risky, I’d shut it down before it ever touched you.”

She bit her lip, chewing on the thought, still restless. “But what if they just… know it’s me? What if some guy recognizes my body, my hair, my voice? What if someone from town sees me in the grocery store and just… knows?”

Ryan squeezed her leg gently, his thumb tracing small circles. “Then they’d just be one of the thousands who fantasize about you. And they’d never admit it. You’d walk right by them and they’d smile politely, and you’d have all the power, Alicia. They’d be jerking off in secret while you’re living your life, beautiful and untouchable.” He kissed her shoulder, his lips warm against her skin. “This isn’t about them. It’s about us. You’re mine. You’re safe. And no one will ever take that away.”

Her shoulders loosened a little, the tightness in her chest easing. The reassurance sank in, mixing with the thrill still simmering in her belly. She tilted her head against his, whispering, “If you promise me I’ll be safe… then yes. I want to try it.”

Ryan smiled, heart thundering with relief and lust. “You will be. Always.”


CHAPTER 2


The tripod looked out of place in their bedroom. Its black metal legs were planted at the foot of the bed, a small red light glowing steady on the camera. Alicia kept glancing at it, chewing her bottom lip, her robe wrapped tight around her. The idea of it pointed directly at her body made her stomach knot, like a spotlight she couldn’t dodge.

Ryan adjusted the angle, crouching low to check the frame. He was calm, deliberate, but inside his heart was hammering. He’d fantasized about this moment since the night they’d agreed, and now it was real—their bed turned into a set, his wife into a performer. He caught himself staring at her reflection in the preview screen: nervous, beautiful, her hair brushed out like she was already waiting for someone to notice her.

“You sure about this?” he asked, his voice softer than usual. It wasn’t a challenge. It was an out, one last chance for her to walk away before the red light meant something more than just standby.

Alicia pulled her robe tighter, then laughed nervously. “I feel like I’m about to audition for something.” Her pulse was racing, but behind the nerves was a flicker of heat. She’d thought about this for days, tried to imagine how she’d look through the lens, what kind of woman the camera would see. Her pussy ached at the thought of being watched—even if it was just by Ryan tonight.

Ryan stepped closer, brushing his hand along her cheek. “No auditions. No pressure. It’s just us, and the camera’s memory card. Nobody else. You can stop whenever you want.”

Her chest rose and fell quickly, her breath shallow. She let the robe slide off her shoulders, pooling at her feet, leaving her in black lace lingerie. The straps cut across her skin, hugging her curves, and when she looked at Ryan’s face light up, her nerves loosened just a little.

“God,” he whispered, taking a step back to soak her in. Then, with a smirk: “Now… show me how you’d tease them.” He motioned to the camera, his cock already stirring in his jeans.

Alicia swallowed hard, her eyes flicking to the blinking light again. For a moment, the fear pressed heavy on her chest—but then, just as quickly, she imagined thousands of unseen eyes on her, and heat rolled through her veins. She lifted her hands slowly, running them down the line of her waist, forcing herself to imagine she wasn’t just touching for Ryan, but for the lens. Her voice trembled as she whispered, “Do you like what you see?”

Ryan’s cock twitched. She wasn’t talking to him. She was talking to them.

Alicia stood at the edge of the bed, fingers toying nervously with the strap of her bra. The red light on the camera blinked steadily, unblinking, patient. She felt like it was watching her breathe, watching her hesitate, watching her wrestle with the filth her husband had asked her to try.

What do I even say? she thought, her heart pounding in her throat. I’m a wife, not some pornstar. But God… Ryan’s watching me like he’s starving. If I open my mouth and say something dirty, he’s going to lose his mind. And if he loses it, maybe I won’t feel so stupid.

Ryan adjusted the focus, his cock straining painfully against his zipper. He could barely breathe. Seeing Alicia hesitate like this, blush coloring her chest, her body fighting between modesty and surrender—it was the hottest thing he’d ever seen. And when she finally spoke? He knew it would break him. His hand drifted to his fly, unzipping quietly, already wrapping around the hard length throbbing for her.

She bit her lip, looked at the lens, then flicked her eyes back to him. He was staring through the viewfinder, but his hand was moving slowly in his lap. He wasn’t even hiding it. The sight made her legs shake.

Her voice came out low and uncertain, but undeniably sultry. “Do you… want me to spread my legs?” She was speaking to the camera, not Ryan, but she saw him jolt, his fist tightening around his cock. His sharp intake of breath lit her veins on fire.

“Oh, fuck,” Ryan muttered, the words slipping out before he could stop them. He hadn’t expected her to sound so… real. Not scripted, not corny. Just his wife, nervous and filthy, whispering into a camera like she was begging strangers to touch themselves. His cock pulsed hard in his hand, precum slicking his fist.

Alicia’s stomach flipped. I did that to him. Just a few words, and he’s losing it. Power surged through her, dizzying, hot. She stepped closer to the bed, letting her fingers hook the lace of her panties. “Do you want to see my pussy?” she asked the lens, her voice steadier this time.

Ryan groaned out loud, his strokes faster now. He couldn’t stop imagining what it would be like with a thousand men hearing those words, their cocks in their hands just like his. His mind spun: She’d own them all. She’d make every single one of them cum just by saying those words. She’s already making me lose it.

Her skin prickled, her nipples tightening hard against the lace. She saw his eyes glaze over, saw his body tense, and the power made her wetter than she’d ever been. She wanted to push him, to see how far she could make him go just by talking. “I want you all to watch me,” she whispered, dragging her panties down slow. “I want you to see how wet I get when I spread my legs for you.”

Ryan’s chest heaved, sweat gathering at his temple as he stroked himself faster, precum dripping between his fingers. He whispered hoarsely, half to her, half to the camera, “God, Alicia, keep going. You’re going to make me cum just from your mouth.”

Her thighs trembled. She couldn’t believe this was her—standing in lingerie, baring herself for a camera that wasn’t even live, and turning her husband into a mess just by pretending. She felt the heat slicking between her legs and thought wildly, If I’m this turned on pretending, what’s going to happen when it’s real?

Alicia climbed onto the bed, the lace panties sliding down her thighs and dropping to the floor. The camera blinked silently, capturing everything. She spread her knees wide, her hand dipping down between them, and locked eyes with the lens. “Look at me,” she whispered, her fingers brushing her slick folds. “I’m so wet for you. For all of you.”

Ryan groaned, his cock throbbing violently in his fist. Every word was gasoline on a fire he could barely control. She’s perfect. She’s fucking perfect. If strangers could see this—if they could hear her—they’d lose their minds. His hand sped up, precum running down his knuckles.

Alicia dragged her fingers through her wetness, bringing them up to her lips. She sucked them slow, never breaking eye contact with the camera. The taste of herself, the sight of Ryan falling apart behind the lens, sent a rush of heat through her body. She felt powerful, filthy, alive. “Do you like that, baby?” she asked, tilting her head. Then, catching the way Ryan’s breath hitched, she smiled wickedly. “Not you. Them.”

That broke him. With a growl, Ryan dropped the camera to the tripod, the frame holding steady on her spread thighs as he crossed the room in two long strides. His cock was hard and glistening, veins standing out, and Alicia gasped when he grabbed her by the hips, yanking her to the edge of the bed.

“Say it again,” he demanded, voice rough, his cock pressing against her soaked slit.

She shivered, her nails digging into the sheets. The heat of him against her made her whole body quake. “I want them to watch me,” she moaned, looking over his shoulder at the red light. “I want them to see me get fucked.”

Ryan slammed into her, the sudden stretch making her cry out. Her voice echoed in the room, raw and shameless, and the thought of it being captured—of it existing on that memory card—sent her over the edge of shame into pure, blistering lust.

He pounded her, every thrust fueled by weeks of imagining this exact moment. “They’ll hear you scream,” he growled into her ear. “They’ll see your tits bounce when I fuck you. They’ll know you’re my slut.”

Alicia’s body clenched around him, her head thrown back, sweat dripping down her chest. She could barely breathe, barely think, but she forced the words out, desperate to give him what he wanted. “Yes—yes, I’m your slut. And I want them to see it. I want them to see me cum on your cock.”

Ryan’s hips slammed harder, his cock battering her pussy until her walls squeezed tight around him. Her orgasm ripped through her, a scream tearing from her throat as her body shook violently under him. The camera caught every second—the sweat, the tears in her eyes, the way her back arched as she shattered.

Ryan roared her name, thrusting deep as his cock pulsed, spilling inside her. He held her tight against him, his face buried in her neck, both of them shaking from the release. The camera’s red light blinked steady, silent witness to their first step across the line.

Alicia’s chest heaved as she clung to him, her face pressed against his shoulder. Her voice was shaky, broken between gasps. “Ryan… if that’s how it feels just pretending… I don’t know if I can handle the real thing.”

Ryan kissed her hard, his lips rough and hungry. “You’ll handle it, baby. You’ll love it.” His eyes flicked to the camera still rolling. “And so will they.”


CHAPTER 3


The bedroom looked and felt different. The lamp was turned down low, a soft golden glow brushing over the bedspread, catching the curve of Alicia’s thighs. The camera’s red light blinked steadily, but this time it wasn’t just recording—it was broadcasting. Somewhere out there, people were watching. Real people. Strangers. Men with their cocks in their hands, waiting to see her.

Alicia sat on the edge of the bed in sheer black lingerie, her knees pressed together, her toes curling against the carpet. Her stomach fluttered wildly. She felt like she was about to walk on stage naked, and in a way, she was. What if nobody watches? What if too many people do? What if they laugh at me? What if they love me? Every thought made her wetter.

Ryan stood behind the camera, eyes locked on the screen. His cock was already hard, straining against his jeans, and his hands were steady even though his chest was pounding. He’d dreamed of this moment for years, and now it was happening—his wife, beautiful and trembling, about to give herself to an audience of faceless men. He wanted to rip his clothes off and fuck her senseless right there, but the thought of waiting, of letting strangers see her first, had his balls aching.

“Baby,” he said quietly, his voice rough with lust. “We’ve got a hundred watching already.” His lips curled in a smirk as he zoomed the lens closer on her thighs. “Say hi.”

Alicia’s pulse slammed against her throat. A hundred? Already? Her mouth went dry. She looked at the blinking light, forcing her lips to curl into a smile. “H-hi,” she whispered, then cringed at how shy she sounded.

The chat box exploded on Ryan’s screen, comments flying too fast to read them all. God, she’s gorgeous. Look at that body. Get her naked! Tips started rolling in, the digital counter ticking upward.

Ryan chuckled, his cock twitching at the sight of so many men already losing their minds over her. “They love you,” he murmured, his eyes drinking her in. Then, louder: “First rule, boys. One tip equals one spank. You want to see my wife’s ass jiggle, pay up.”

Alicia gasped, eyes wide. “Ryan⁠—”

The chime of a tip interrupted her, the first of many. Ryan grinned. “That’s one.” He walked around the camera and stood beside her. His palm came down hard on her ass, the crack echoing in the room.

Alicia squealed, her body jolting. She couldn’t believe she’d just been spanked live in front of a hundred strangers. But the flood of comments hit her like a tidal wave: Harder! She moaned, fuck. That ass is perfect.

Her cheeks burned, but between her legs, heat spread fast. They’re watching me. They want me. They’re paying for me. She shivered, pressing her thighs together, her pussy soaking through the lace.

Ryan bent down, whispering in her ear, his voice a low growl. “They’re eating you alive already. You’re their slut now, Alicia. Give them a show.”

Her head spun. Shame, lust, fear, power—all tangled together until she couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. She looked straight into the lens, lips parted, and whispered, “Do you want to see me take another one?”

The tips poured in like rain.

The sound of digital chimes filled the room, one after another, piling up so fast it was almost constant. Ryan’s eyes stayed on the screen, his cock throbbing as the counter shot past five hundred viewers. They’re pouring in. She’s driving them insane already. My wife’s doing this. My wife’s their fantasy.

Alicia’s pulse hammered as she straightened, the heat from Ryan’s last spank still burning across her ass. Her chest heaved, every breath shaky, her nipples pressing hard against the thin lace of her bra. Five hundred. Five hundred men are staring at me right now. Oh God, what are they saying? What do they want me to do? The thought made her pussy ache.

Ryan stepped close again, his hand finding her hip, steadying her. His voice was soft, low, coaxing. “They’re tipping faster now. They want to see more, baby. You’re killing them.” He leaned in, lips brushing her ear. “Look into the camera. Let them know how much you love being watched.”

Alicia swallowed hard, forcing her eyes up to the blinking red light. Her voice came out shaky at first, but stronger as she kept speaking. “Do you like watching me?” She ran her hand down her stomach, fingers teasing the waistband of her panties. “Do you like seeing me get used?”

Ryan groaned under his breath, his cock stiff in his jeans. The chat box exploded—Yes, yes, yes! God, she’s perfect. More! He stroked himself through the denim, barely holding back. She’s doing it. She’s fucking doing it.

Another wave of tips hit, the sound chiming nonstop. Ryan grinned, unable to help it. “That’s another ten,” he said, his palm smoothing over her ass. “You know what that means.”

Her breath caught. Ten tips. That’s the gag. She turned to him, her eyes wide, fear and lust clashing. “Ryan…”

He kissed her cheek, soft and reassuring. “Only if you’re ready. You say no, I shut it off right now.” His cock pulsed against her thigh, betraying how badly he wanted her to say yes.

Alicia’s thighs clenched, slickness spreading between them. The nerves made her stomach flutter, but the thought of hundreds of men watching her gag while Ryan filmed was too much to resist. She gave a shaky nod. “Do it.”

Ryan’s cock twitched violently. He grabbed the soft black gag they’d bought just for this night and slid it between her lips. Her mouth opened, her eyes fluttering shut as she let him buckle it snug behind her head.

When she looked back at the camera, cheeks flushed, drool already gathering at the corner of her mouth, the chat erupted in all caps. YES. Holy fuck, she’s perfect. Gag that slut!

Ryan stroked himself openly now, the sight of her gagged in front of the lens nearly undoing him. “Smile for them, baby,” he whispered. “Let them see how much of a slut you are for their tips.”

Alicia moaned around the gag, a wet, muffled sound, and the counter climbed past eight hundred.

The red light blinked, steady and merciless, as Alicia’s chest rose and fell in frantic bursts. The gag pressed her lips apart, drool spilling down her chin. Her eyes flicked to Ryan—her anchor, her husband—and then back to the lens. Eight hundred men. Maybe more now. All of them watching. All of them wanting me. Paying for me. Oh God, I can’t stop shaking.

Ryan’s fist moved steadily on his cock, precum slicking his shaft. He could hardly breathe, watching her body tremble with nerves and lust under the camera’s gaze. She’s glowing. She’s terrified and she’s loving it. Look at her eyes. Look at my wife giving herself away. His voice came out low, husky. “Touch yourself for them, baby. Show them how wet you are. Let them see you fall apart.”

Alicia’s hand slid down between her thighs, fingers parting her slick folds. The first brush of her clit made her moan into the gag, a muffled, desperate cry that filled the room and sent the chat flying off the screen. Yes! Rub that pussy! She’s dripping! Cum for us, slut! The comments blurred together into a faceless chant, owning her, pushing her further.

Her fear ebbed, replaced by heat that consumed every inch of her. She closed her eyes for a second, letting herself imagine them—not just names on a screen, but hundreds of men stroking their cocks, watching her squirm, hungry for her moans. Her hips bucked into her own touch, her fingers slippery with arousal. They’re making me do this. They’re making me cum. I’m their slut now.

Ryan groaned, stroking himself harder, his voice rough as gravel. “That’s it. Let them hear you. Let them see what a perfect little slut you are. My wife, their fantasy.”

Her thighs shook. The gag muffled her cries but couldn’t hide the desperation. Her moans turned frantic, her body arching as her fingers circled faster. The flood of tips kept chiming, one after another, the sound like a countdown she couldn’t escape.

Her orgasm hit like lightning. Alicia screamed into the gag, her back arching, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure tore through her. Her pussy gushed around her fingers, slick dripping down her thighs as she sobbed and trembled, still rubbing through the aftershocks. The chat exploded, the counter spinning past a thousand viewers in seconds.

Ryan couldn’t hold back. He groaned her name and spilled across his fist, shuddering as he watched her collapse on the bed, gasping for air, gag still in place, face streaked with sweat and drool.

Ryan reached over, his hand steady despite the tremor in his cock, and clicked the stream off. The little red light vanished. Silence filled the room except for Alicia’s ragged breathing and the faint buzz of the laptop.

But on the screen, just before it went dark, the comments had been a blur—hundreds of men typing at once. Don’t stop now! One more orgasm! Please, just five more minutes! She’s the best I’ve ever seen—bring her back! Tips had kept chiming in even as Ryan moved to shut it down, men desperate to keep her on their screens.

Alicia collapsed back onto the bed, chest heaving, drool running down her chin. Her thighs were still quivering, her pussy dripping, but her eyes flicked to Ryan’s laptop one last time, catching a glimpse of the begging messages before the screen went black. Her heart raced. They didn’t want me to stop. They were begging for me. For me.

Ryan crouched beside her, pulling the gag loose, his voice low and tender against the storm of what they’d just done. “They’ll beg every time, baby. You were perfect. But you’re mine, and I decide when it ends.”

Her lips trembled into a weak, satisfied smile. “God… they wanted more. They didn’t want to let me go.”

Ryan kissed her hard, his words a growl against her mouth. “And they’ll get more—when I say so.”


CHAPTER 4


The morning light spilled across the kitchen table, soft and ordinary, as if last night hadn’t cracked their world wide open. Alicia sat barefoot in her robe, a steaming mug of coffee cradled between her hands. Her hair was messy, her eyes still heavy with sleep, but her mind wouldn’t stop replaying every second of the night before.

The way the comments flew. The way the tips kept chiming. The way Ryan looked at me while I touched myself. She swallowed hard, her thighs pressing together under the table. Her body still buzzed from it. She hated how badly she wanted to feel it again.

Ryan dropped into the chair across from her, sliding his own mug across the table. He watched her for a long moment, reading the flush in her cheeks, the restless twitch of her fingers. He knew. She’s hooked. She’s still thinking about it. The knowledge sent a hot pulse through his cock, but he forced his tone steady. “You haven’t said much since last night.”

Alicia lifted her eyes, cheeks burning. “What do you want me to say? That I was dripping wet with a gag in my mouth while a thousand men watched me cum? That I came so hard I thought I’d pass out?” Her voice cracked, part shame, part need. “Ryan, I don’t even know who I am right now.”

Ryan’s hand slid across the table, covering hers. His touch was grounding, warm. “You’re my wife. That’s who you are. And last night… last night you made their dreams come true. You should’ve seen the chat after I shut it down. They were begging for you, Alicia. Begging.”

Her stomach flipped at the memory of the comments scrolling too fast to read. She tried to hide the way it thrilled her, but she couldn’t. “It felt… good,” she whispered, almost ashamed to admit it. “Too good.”

Ryan leaned closer, his voice low and firm. “Then we make rules. We control it. Nobody tells you what to do except me, and you only go as far as you want. We’ll build it together, baby.”

Ryan laced his fingers with hers on the table, squeezing gently. “We already tried the spanking rule. That worked. You looked incredible bent over with your ass red, and the tips came in faster than I expected. So we keep that.” His cock stirred just remembering it, but he forced himself to focus. Don’t scare her off by showing how badly you want everything at once. Let her see you’re steady. Let her feel safe.

Alicia’s face flushed, but she nodded. “That was… intense.” Her thighs squeezed together under the table. I couldn’t believe how wet I got just from the sound of their tips. Like they were pressing a button that made my body react. God, what if I need that sound now? She sipped her coffee, avoiding his eyes.

Ryan pressed on, his voice calm but firm. “So, spanks stay. Then stripping. A tip for the bra, a tip for the panties. Make them pay to see you piece by piece.” He grinned, imagining her trembling fingers sliding down her straps while strangers begged in the chat. His cock twitched under the table. They’ll go insane for that. They’ll drain their wallets just to see her naked.

Alicia shifted, heat spreading through her belly at the image. “Piece by piece?” she murmured, picturing herself teasing the straps down while men fought over who’d tip next. Her nipples hardened under the robe, traitorous. I shouldn’t like this so much. But the idea of them competing to see me… it makes me feel wanted. Desired in a way I never imagined.

She swallowed. “Okay. Spanks and stripping. What else?”

Ryan leaned back in his chair, watching her carefully. “Oral. A certain number of tips and you get on your knees. They want to see those lips around my cock, they’re gonna pay for it.” His jaw tightened. Just saying it made him ache. Fuck, I want that so bad. My wife on her knees, drooling for me, thousands of guys watching her gag.

Alicia’s stomach twisted with both shame and need. She could already see herself kneeling on the carpet, Ryan’s hand tangled in her hair, the comments flying. What if they see my throat bulge? What if they notice every gag and moan? What if they love it? Her thighs pressed tighter, the ache between them unbearable. She whispered, “That’s so dirty.” Then, softer: “And so hot.”

Ryan’s eyes darkened. “And then there’s the gag. Ten tips. You take it. They’ll beg for that one, Alicia. The way you drooled last night… they went crazy.”

Her face flamed, but her pussy clenched at the memory. I looked like a wreck. And they loved it. They couldn’t get enough of me like that. She met his gaze, trembling. “So… spanks, stripping, oral, gag. That’s the list?”

Ryan smirked, reaching across the table to brush her cheek. “For now. Enough to make them desperate. Enough to make them pay. Enough to make you their fantasy.”

Alicia’s heart pounded, torn between dread and excitement. She whispered, almost to herself, “I don’t know if I can control myself when they’re watching.”

Ryan’s cock throbbed, his voice a growl as he leaned closer. “That’s the point, baby. You’re not supposed to. Let’s go practice.”

The bedroom lights were dimmed again, but this time there was no fumbling, no uncertainty about where the camera should sit or how the frame should look. Ryan had adjusted everything down to the angle, making sure the shot caught Alicia from head to thigh. She stood in front of the lens, wearing nothing but a lace bra and panties, her hands fidgeting at her sides.

Ryan circled her slowly, his eyes hungry but his voice calm and firm. “Think about last night. Think about how you sounded when you begged. That’s what they want. Not polished. Not fake. They want you—dirty, messy, desperate.” His cock swelled just saying it. God, she’s already their perfect whore. She just needs to believe it.

Alicia’s heart fluttered in her chest. She chewed her lip, her thighs rubbing together unconsciously. Dirty. Messy. Desperate. The words lit something inside her. She remembered the way the comments had flown, the flood of tips, the power and humiliation tangled together. She wanted that feeling again. She wanted to see Ryan’s eyes go wild when she slipped into that role.

She looked into the lens, forcing herself not to flinch at the thought of men watching from their bedrooms, cocks in their fists. Her voice was shaky, but she let the words spill out. “Do you like seeing me like this? Do you like watching me dress like a whore for you?”

Ryan groaned low in his throat, stepping closer but keeping his hands off her. “Yes. Just like that. Own it. Don’t ask them. Tell them.” His fist flexed at his side, aching to stroke himself. She’s doing it. She’s fucking doing it.

Alicia swallowed hard, her nipples straining against the lace. She tried again, this time letting the filth roll off her tongue without apology. “You’re hard for me right now, aren’t you? Jerking your cocks, imagining what I taste like. I bet you’d pay anything to see me gag on him again.”

Her stomach knotted at her own words, but her pussy clenched, slick warmth spreading between her thighs. Oh God, that sounded real. That sounded like me. What’s happening to me?

Ryan reached around her, his hand adjusting the angle of the camera so it framed her body even tighter. His lips brushed her ear, his voice gravelly. “That’s it. That’s my slut. Keep talking to them. Show them what kind of wife you really are.”

Alicia’s breath came faster, her body buzzing. She lifted her hand, dragging her fingers across her breasts, down her stomach, pausing just above her panties. She looked into the lens, her voice dropping low and sultry. “I want you all to see me cum. I want you to make me beg for it.”

Ryan’s cock throbbed, precum wetting the front of his jeans. He bit back a moan, his pride swelling as much as his lust. She’s becoming exactly who I knew she could be. My wife, my performer, my filthy little hotwife slut.
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The laptop screen glowed, the numbers climbing higher by the second. Ryan adjusted the camera, satisfied with the angle: Alicia on the bed in her lace bra and panties, the straps slipping low on her shoulders. She looked every bit the nervous wife turned performer, her hair loose, her lips glossy. The red light blinked, signaling to both of them that they were live.

Ryan’s cock twitched just seeing the viewer count: one hundred, two hundred, three hundred—climbing faster than last time. The chat scrolled in a blur. She’s back. God, I’ve been waiting for this. Show us the rules, bro. He smirked, his chest swelling with pride. They’re starving for her already. My wife. My slut. Their fantasy.

He stepped into frame beside her, one hand resting possessively on her shoulder. His voice was calm, steady, but it carried a growl underneath. “You boys did good last time, so here’s how it works tonight. One tip equals one spank.” A chime rang instantly, as if the viewers had been waiting with fingers hovering. Alicia flinched at the sound, her thighs squeezing together.

Ryan grinned at her, then looked back to the lens. “Two tips gets her bra strap down. Another two gets the other one. You want to see her tits, you’re gonna pay for them.” The chat exploded—Take it off! Fucking tease! Worth it. Chimes piled in, the counter ticking fast.

Ryan leaned down, his lips brushing her ear. “They’re hungry, baby. Give them a smile.”

Alicia looked into the camera, her heart hammering, her lips curving into a shy grin. God, there are so many of them. Hundreds. All staring at me. Paying just to see me get undressed. Her pussy clenched, dampness soaking through her panties already. She whispered, “Hi again,” and the comments erupted in all caps.

Ryan’s cock swelled at the sight. He stroked himself lazily through his jeans, his voice loud enough for the mic. “Five tips gets her on her knees. Ten tips, we gag her. And when you’re generous enough to keep going… she’ll cum for you right here on camera.”

The chat box turned into chaos, tips chiming in rapid succession. Alicia gasped as Ryan tugged down her bra strap, exposing one soft curve to the camera. Her cheeks flamed hot, but the roar of the comments—Perfect tits! Fuck, yes!—made her pulse race.

They’re paying for me. They’re begging for me. The thought made her nipples harden, her skin buzzing. She leaned closer to the camera, her voice trembling but sultry. “Do you want me to take it all off?”

The tips poured in like rain, the sound filling the room.

Ryan’s cock pulsed, his eyes locked on her. She’s theirs now. And she loves it.

The chimes came so fast they blurred into one long tone. Alicia’s head spun, her pulse frantic in her ears. Ryan tugged the second strap down, exposing her breasts. The chat went wild—Perfect tits. I’d empty my balls all over those. Milk them for us. Her nipples hardened under the hot gaze of strangers she couldn’t see.

They’re losing their minds just from my tits. My tits. God, I’m really doing this.

Ryan’s hand slid across her breast, squeezing it slow for the camera. “Look at the way her nipples beg for you,” he murmured, his cock throbbing in his hand. He wanted to pin her down and fuck her until she screamed, but holding back, teasing, made his balls ache with need. She’s glowing. She’s perfect. She’s my wife, my slut, and their goddess.

Alicia arched into his touch, then leaned toward the camera, her voice trembling but dirty. “Do you like watching me? Do you want to see me gag on his cock again?”

The counter jumped, tips chiming nonstop. Ryan laughed low. “Five tips, boys. That’s all it takes to get her on her knees.” Another flood hit instantly. He pointed to the floor. “Down, baby. Show them what a perfect little whore you are.”

Alicia’s body quivered as she slid to her knees, hair falling around her flushed face. The sound of tips and comments was deafening in her head. They’re making me do this. They paid to see me here, on the floor, waiting for cock. Oh God, I love it.

Ryan unzipped his jeans, pulling his cock free, hard and glistening. He stroked himself slow, letting the camera capture every inch. “Tell them what you want, Alicia.”

Her lips parted, drool already pooling at the thought of it. She stared straight into the lens, voice low and hungry. “I want you all to see me choke on it. I want you to hear me gag while he fills my throat.”

Ryan groaned, gripping the back of her head, sliding his cock across her lips. The chat exploded—Yes, gag her! Choke on it, slut! God, she’s perfect. Alicia opened wide, moaning as he pushed in, her throat clenching tight around him. Tears pricked her eyes, drool spilling down her chin.

They’re watching me take it. Every gag, every choke, they’re all jerking off to it. I’m their whore now. The thought made her pussy gush, soaking the carpet under her knees.

Ten tips chimed in at once. Ryan smirked, pulling back just long enough to grab the gag. “You boys know the rules,” he said, his voice dark with lust. He slipped it into her mouth, buckling it tight. Alicia moaned around it, spit running freely now. The chat erupted in capital letters: YES. Slut gagged. I’m cumming already.

Ryan stroked his cock as he watched her drool, her eyes glazed with lust. “Touch yourself for them,” he ordered. “Show them how wet being their slut makes you.”

Her hand slid between her thighs, finding her swollen clit. She moaned into the gag, rocking on her knees, her body a trembling mess of need. They’re controlling me. They’re making me cum. Hundreds of men, owning my pussy, my mouth, everything.

Her orgasm built fast, the humiliating thrill too much to bear. She stared into the lens, her mascara running, her body shuddering, and thought wildly, This is it. I’m cumming for them.

The flood of tips chimed again, and Alicia’s body broke. She screamed into the gag, squirting down her thighs, convulsing on the carpet. Her eyes rolled back as the chat scrolled too fast to read, thousands begging for more, tipping furiously.

Ryan groaned her name, spilling hot across her face, the camera catching every drop. His chest heaved as he stroked the last of it out, his cock twitching over her gagged, ruined smile.

The screen blurred with messages: Best stream ever. Don’t stop! Cumslut wife.

Ryan reached over and clicked the stream off. The red light died.

Silence, except for Alicia’s muffled sobs of pleasure, her chest still heaving, cum and drool smeared across her chin.

Ryan cupped her face, kissing her forehead. “You were perfect. Absolutely fucking perfect.”

Alicia looked up at him, her eyes glassy, her body trembling. I’ve never felt this alive. I’m ruined. I need more.


CHAPTER 5


By the next morning, Ryan already knew something was different. The laptop had been pinging nonstop, notifications flooding their inbox, subscriber numbers climbing in the corner of the dashboard like a slot machine that wouldn’t stop paying out. Their second stream hadn’t just gone well—it had exploded.

Alicia sat at the kitchen table in her robe, coffee cooling untouched in front of her, the laptop open between them. She scrolled slowly, her hand trembling on the mouse. “Oh my God,” she whispered, her eyes darting over the flood of comments. Her cheeks burned as she read them aloud. “The perfect married slut.” Her lips parted, her voice trembling. “I’d sell my car just to lick her pussy once.” Another line popped up. “That drooling gag made me cum so hard I nearly blacked out.”

She slammed the laptop shut, pressing her palms to her face. “Ryan. They’re calling me a slut. They’re… they’re…” Her thighs pressed together under the robe, shame warring with the throb between her legs. Why does it turn me on to see strangers call me that? Why am I wet just from reading it?

Ryan reached across the table, prying one hand away from her face and kissing her knuckles. His cock twitched remembering her gagged, moaning, squirting in front of thousands. “They can call you whatever they want, baby. It doesn’t change what you are.” His thumb stroked her skin. “You’re mine. And they love you because you’re willing to show them what I already know—you’re perfect.”

Alicia peeked at him through her fingers, her stomach tight. “But what if someone I know sees this? What if they recognize me?” Her heart pounded with fear, but the heat in her pussy didn’t care. Would they call me slut to my face? Would they beg to fuck me too?

Ryan leaned closer, his eyes dark with lust but calm, reassuring. “If they see you, it won’t matter. They’ll never admit it. They’ll just go home and stroke their cocks thinking about you. And you’ll keep walking, beautiful, untouchable. You’ll have all the power, Alicia.”

She shivered, the idea hitting her harder than she wanted to admit. Power. Desire. Shame. Lust. It’s too much, but I can’t stop craving it. She whispered, “It feels like I can’t go back now. Like I’m addicted already.”

Ryan’s cock pulsed at her words. He smiled softly, planting the seed with care. “Then maybe it’s time to give them more than just a show. Imagine a real man on camera with you. Thousands watching you take him while I film. Do you know how insane that would drive them?”

Alicia’s breath hitched, her whole body tightening. “Ryan…” Her voice was a warning, but her eyes gave her away—wide, wet, curious. The thought scared her to death, but it also made her pussy gush just imagining it.

Ryan kissed her hand again, whispering against her skin. “Just think about it.”
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The house was quiet that evening, but Alicia couldn’t shut her brain off. She sat cross-legged on their bed, the laptop balanced in front of her, the screen glowing in the dim light. She knew she should close it—should stop looking—but her fingers kept scrolling, the comments pulling her deeper.

Look at that pussy gush.

Best stream I’ve seen in years.

That face when she came… she’s made for this.

Her thighs squeezed together, the ache relentless. They’re disgusting. They’re strangers. They don’t even know me. And I’m dripping just from reading what they said about me. What’s wrong with me?

Ryan leaned in the doorway, shirtless, a glass of water in his hand. He’d been watching her for the last ten minutes, watching the way she chewed her lip, how her eyes flicked over the screen like she was reading something forbidden. His cock stirred just knowing what was running through her mind. She’s hooked. She wants more, even if she can’t say it out loud yet.

“You’re still reading those?” he asked finally, setting the glass down on the nightstand.

Alicia jumped a little, snapping the laptop halfway shut like a teenager caught looking at porn. “I… I can’t stop. It’s like… they can’t stop talking about me.” Her cheeks burned. “Ryan, they’re calling me a slut. They’re calling me filthy. And I’m so wet I can barely stand it.”

Ryan’s cock hardened instantly at her confession. He sat on the bed beside her, prying her hands away from the laptop. His voice was low, steady. “They’re not wrong. You are filthy. You’re my filthy wife. And they can’t get enough of you because you gave them what nobody else would—yourself. Real, raw, messy, perfect.”

Her stomach twisted at his words, shame clashing with arousal. “Do you… do you really like them talking about me like that? Like I’m some whore for everyone?”

Ryan leaned in, kissing her neck, his hand stroking her thigh. His cock pressed thick against the fabric of his shorts. “I love it. Every filthy word. Because I know when they’re begging for you, you’re still mine. They get the fantasy. I get the woman.”

Alicia shuddered, torn between humiliation and heat, whispering in her own head: Maybe I am their slut. Maybe I like it too much to stop now.

Alicia curled against Ryan’s side, the glow of the laptop finally dark as she let her eyes fall shut. Her breathing slowed, but her mind didn’t. The comments she’d read all evening looped endlessly—Perfect married slut. I’d drink every drop from her. Best stream of the year. The filthy words clung to her like fingerprints, shame heating her cheeks even as the ache in her pussy refused to fade.

Slut. Whore. Cum-drinker. Her thighs rubbed together under the covers, her body betraying her as sleep pulled her down. The last thought she remembered before slipping under was wild, terrifying, and true: I want more.

Ryan lay beside her, staring up at the ceiling. Her soft breaths brushed his chest, but his mind was nowhere near rest. His cock was still hard, twitching under the sheets, the images of her gagged, drooling, cumming for strangers burned into his skull. She was perfect. My wife, my goddess, my dirty little slut. And the world knows it now.

He slipped out from under the blanket carefully, not wanting to wake her. In the quiet glow of the laptop, he opened the folder holding their first private video—the practice run before they ever went live. He hit play, and there she was: Alicia in lace, nervous and flushed, whispering into the camera, Do you like what you see?

Ryan’s cock surged at the sound of her voice. He wrapped his fist around himself, stroking slow at first, then faster as her recorded moans filled the room. He glanced at the bed—Alicia asleep, lips parted, still beautiful—and then back to the screen where she spread her thighs for him, for the fantasy of strangers.

“Fuck, baby,” he muttered under his breath, precum slicking his hand. His chest tightened, pride and lust tangled together. She’s mine. And she’s theirs. And I fucking love it.

His strokes grew frantic as the video played, Alicia’s voice trembling as she said, I want you all to watch me. He groaned, spilling across his stomach, his eyes locked on the glowing screen, his heart hammering.

Beside him, Alicia stirred slightly but didn’t wake, her body still humming from the echoes of strangers’ praise.


CHAPTER 6


Ryan sat at his desk, the glow of the laptop screen painting his face. The chat messages from the last stream were still piling up—offers, praise, demands—but one thread had caught his attention. A local subscriber, a fan, bold enough to ask the question most only hinted at: What would it take to be there in person?

Ryan’s cock stirred as he reread the message. The man was polite, eager, not some creep hiding behind anonymity. He even sent a photo—late twenties, decent build, clean-cut, not threatening. Ryan’s chest tightened. This could work. This could be the next step. Alicia, on her knees for a real man, with thousands watching. Fuck, the chat would explode.

That night, Alicia padded into the bedroom, fresh from the shower, towel wrapped around her. She found Ryan sitting on the bed with the laptop open, his eyes bright, lips curved in a way that made her pulse quicken.

“What?” she asked warily, drying her hair. “You’re looking at me like you’ve got something up your sleeve.”

Ryan shut the laptop halfway, resting his hand on it like it held a secret. His cock twitched just thinking about how she’d react. “I’ve been talking with someone,” he said carefully. “A fan. Local. He wants to be part of the stream.”

Alicia froze, her towel clutched tight around her chest. Her stomach dropped, then twisted. “A… fan? Like, actually here? In our house?” The thought terrified her, but heat shot between her thighs all the same. A stranger. Touching me. Fucking me. While thousands of men watch. Oh God.

Ryan’s eyes searched hers, steady, reassuring. “He’s clean. Respectful. He’ll follow the rules we set. Nothing happens you don’t want. I’ll be right there, filming, controlling it all.” His voice dropped lower, hungrier. “Baby, can you imagine what it’ll do to them? Seeing you take another cock live?”

Alicia’s breath caught, her body betraying her as her nipples hardened against the towel. Shame and arousal battled in her chest. “Ryan… I don’t know if I can…” She trailed off, because the image had already lodged itself in her mind: herself on her knees, Ryan behind the camera, another man groaning above her while the comments went insane. Her pussy throbbed at the thought, slickness threatening to drip down her thighs.

Ryan slid closer, cupping her jaw, kissing her softly. “Just think about it. That’s all I’m asking. Think about how wet you got reading those comments. Think about what they’ll do when you give them more than they ever dreamed of.”

Her heart raced. This is crazy. This is dangerous. But God help me… it turns me on more than anything we’ve done yet.

[image: ]



The knock at the door came just after eight. Alicia’s heart leapt into her throat. She was already dressed the way Ryan asked—tight jeans and a low-cut top, simple but sexy, as if she’d chosen it herself. Still, her hands shook as she smoothed her hair, the reality of what they were doing crashing down on her. It’s not just fantasy anymore. He’s real. He’s about to see me. Touch me. Oh God.

Ryan’s calm voice steadied her as he opened the door. “You made it,” he said warmly, clasping the man’s hand. The stranger—Jacob—was exactly as Ryan had described. Clean-cut, polite smile, but his eyes flicked past Ryan immediately, locking on Alicia.

Her cheeks burned under his gaze. It wasn’t subtle. It wasn’t polite. His eyes devoured her curves like he’d been starving for them, and her body betrayed her with a hot rush of wetness between her thighs. He wants me. Right here in my own house. A total stranger, and he’s looking at me like I’m dessert.

“Jacob,” Ryan said, motioning him inside. “This is Alicia.”

Jacob’s smile softened as he extended a hand. “It’s… incredible to meet you. I don’t even know what to say.” His voice was steady, but his eyes kept darting over her body, lingering on the swell of her breasts, the curve of her hips.

Alicia’s hand trembled as she shook his. Her skin tingled where he touched her, and her pulse hammered. He’s nervous too. But God, he’s hungry for me. Ryan sees it. I see it. And I can’t believe how much it turns me on.

Ryan watched them, his cock swelling at the sight of his wife trembling under another man’s gaze. She feels it. She knows what this is. She’s his fantasy, mine, theirs. And she’s about to give herself to all of us.

Alicia pulled her hand back, her chest tight, her body betraying her every fear with arousal. She whispered, almost to herself, “This is really happening.”

Ryan kissed her temple, steady and possessive. “Yes, baby. It is.”

The bedroom felt smaller with Jacob in it. He stood a few feet from the bed, his hands shoved into his pockets, trying to look calm, but his eyes kept darting to Alicia. She perched on the edge of the mattress, her body tight, her pulse hammering so loud she swore the mic would pick it up. The camera’s red light blinked. They were live.

Ryan adjusted the tripod, his voice calm and confident even as his cock strained against his jeans. “Alright, boys,” he said, looking straight into the lens. “Tonight’s special. You begged for it, and she’s ready. Meet Jacob—our first guest.”

The chat box exploded instantly. No fucking way. Lucky bastard. Fuck her for us, man! The tips chimed nonstop, a flood of approval and hunger.

Alicia’s throat tightened. She could feel the heat in Jacob’s stare, the way his cock strained under his jeans. He’s hard for me. Right here. In my bedroom. Thousands of men watching, and he wants me too. Her pussy clenched, slickness soaking into the lace between her thighs. Fear twisted in her belly, but the arousal burned hotter.

Ryan crouched beside her, brushing her hair back. His voice dropped low, just for her. “Breathe, baby. Look at me.” She turned, meeting his eyes, grounding herself in his steady gaze. “I’m right here. He won’t touch you until you want him to. You’re in control. All I want you to do is start by saying hi.”

She swallowed hard, nodding. Turning to Jacob, she whispered, “Hi.”

Jacob’s lips curved into a grin, his eyes still devouring her. “Hi, Alicia. You’re… even more beautiful up close.” His voice trembled with lust, and Alicia’s stomach flipped. He’s starving for me. And they’re all watching him stare at me like that.

Ryan’s cock twitched violently at the heat between them. He turned the camera slightly, framing Alicia’s face, her trembling thighs, and Jacob’s stare. “On your knees, baby,” he said softly, so only she could hear. “Show him how perfect you are.”

Alicia’s breath caught. Her body shook, but she slid off the bed, kneeling on the carpet. The audience’s comments blurred into one frenzied chant. Yes! Get on him, slut! Lucky bastard better cum fast.

Her eyes flicked up to Jacob’s, then to the blinking red light, then back to Ryan. Her heart pounded as she whispered in her head: This is it. I’m about to suck a stranger’s cock while thousands of men watch—and Ryan’s making me do it.

Jacob unzipped slowly, his cock straining hard as he freed it. Alicia’s breath hitched. It was bigger than she expected, thicker than Ryan’s, the head already glistening. Her stomach flipped, her thighs trembling as she stared at it. Oh God, this is real. He’s really going to put that in my mouth. A stranger. On camera. While thousands watch.

Ryan’s hand slid gently to the back of her neck, steadying her. “Look at me, baby,” he whispered, his cock throbbing in his jeans. She tore her gaze from Jacob’s length, meeting her husband’s eyes. His voice was calm, anchoring her. “You’re perfect. Remember the rules—talk to them. Let them see how much you love this.”

The tips chimed nonstop, comments scrolling too fast to follow. Get that cock, slut! She’s shaking, look at her! Lucky bastard. Alicia’s chest tightened, shame burning her cheeks, but her pussy clenched, soaking through her panties. She looked at the camera, her voice trembling but filthy. “Do you want to watch me suck him?”

The chat erupted, tipping in a flood. Ryan grinned, stroking his cock through his jeans. They’re insane for her already. They’re going to cum before she even opens her mouth.

Alicia turned back to Jacob. His breath was ragged, his cock twitching inches from her lips. She leaned forward, dragging her tongue slowly up the thick shaft, moaning softly as the salty taste hit her tongue. Jacob groaned, his hand flexing at his side. She’s even hotter than I imagined. Fuck, she’s going to make me explode already.

Alicia’s thoughts spun out of control. They’re all watching me lick a stranger’s cock. Ryan’s watching me, filming me, letting me do this. I should be ashamed. I should stop. But I can’t—I want this. She opened wide, sliding her lips over the swollen head, gagging softly as Jacob’s length pushed deeper into her throat.

The chat blew up in all caps. YES. Holy fuck, she’s gagging on it. She was born for this. Tips poured in, the sound constant.

Ryan’s voice was hoarse, shaking with lust. “That’s it, baby. Take it deeper. Show them how hungry you are.”

Alicia moaned around the cock filling her mouth, drool spilling down her chin as she pushed further. Jacob groaned loudly, his hips twitching forward, his cock sliding deeper into her throat. Her eyes watered, but she looked up at the camera, mascara streaking, and thought wildly, this is happening—really happening!


CHAPTER 7


The red light blinked, recording every trembling breath, every sound of Jacob’s zipper as he kicked off his jeans. Alicia knelt on the carpet, mascara smudged, her lips swollen from sucking him minutes earlier. The chat hadn’t slowed once—comments pouring in, tips exploding across the screen.

Ryan adjusted the camera, his cock pulsing in his hand as he framed the shot. His voice stayed calm, but inside he was shaking. This is it. This is the moment. My wife’s about to take another man’s cock inside her, live, for thousands to see.

Jacob stroked his length, hovering close, his chest heaving. “She’s so fucking beautiful,” he muttered, almost forgetting the audience. His eyes never left Alicia, drinking in the way she trembled, the way her thighs squeezed together even as her pussy leaked through the lace.

Alicia’s pulse thundered. She looked at the camera, at the blur of words flying past, all begging, commanding, desperate. They want me to do this. They’ve been paying for this moment. Oh God, I’m about to fuck a stranger on camera. I’m about to cheat—but Ryan’s making me. Ryan’s watching me.

Ryan crouched down, stroking her hair. “Lay back, baby. Let them see you open for him.” His cock jerked as he said it, precum dripping.

Her body shook as she climbed onto the bed, lying back against the pillows, legs spread wide. Her panties were soaked, the thin fabric clinging to her folds. Ryan’s breath caught at the sight—his wife spread for another man, her pussy begging to be filled.

Jacob stepped forward, sliding her panties aside. He groaned when he saw the slickness coating her lips. “Fuck, she’s dripping.” His cock pulsed in his hand as he lined himself up.

Alicia gasped, her eyes locking on Ryan. Panic and lust clashed in her chest. “Ryan⁠—”

Ryan stroked his cock, nodding, his voice steady but dark with need. “It’s okay, baby. Let him in. Do it for me. Do it for them.”

Her body arched, her thighs trembling as Jacob pressed forward, the thick head stretching her open. Her gasp turned into a moan, raw and desperate, her nails digging into the sheets. Oh God, it’s happening. I’m taking another man. Ryan’s watching me get fucked.

The chat exploded in all caps, tips flooding nonstop. YES. She’s taking it. Slut wife fucked on cam.

Jacob sank deeper, groaning, his cock sliding into her tight heat. Alicia cried out, her pussy clenching around him, her shame melting into blazing ecstasy.

Ryan growled, stroking himself furiously. “That’s it. Fuck my wife. Show them how good she takes it.”

Alicia sobbed with pleasure, her body shaking as her pussy stretched around Jacob’s cock, her moans echoing into the camera. They’re watching me. Thousands of men are watching me get filled. And I love it. I fucking love it.

Jacob’s cock stretched her wide, filling her with a weight that made Alicia’s breath stutter. She clutched the sheets, her legs trembling as he slid deeper. Her pussy clenched around him, slick and hot, the wet sound of their bodies joining filling the room.

Ryan adjusted the camera, his hand steady even as precum dripped from his cock onto the carpet. He zoomed in tight on where Jacob’s shaft disappeared into his wife’s dripping slit. The sight made him groan. Fuck, look at her. Taking him like she was made for it. My wife’s pussy on display, and the world is watching.

The chat box exploded in real time. God damn, she’s tight. Closer shot! Closer! That pussy’s perfect. Tips chimed like a slot machine, the numbers climbing faster than Ryan had ever seen.

“Talk to them, baby,” Ryan rasped, his voice low but commanding. “Tell them how it feels.”

Alicia’s face flushed, her chest heaving as Jacob’s hips ground into her. Her moans spilled out helplessly, but she forced herself to look at the camera, her voice trembling but raw. “Do you see how good he fills me? My pussy’s stretching for him, just for you. Are you all stroking your cocks while you watch me get fucked?”

The comments blurred, the feed moving so fast she couldn’t keep up. Yes! Harder! Slut wife!

Jacob groaned, gripping her hips tighter as he thrust harder, his cock slamming deep into her soaked cunt. Alicia screamed, her nails clawing the sheets. Oh God, he’s so big. He’s splitting me open. And Ryan’s filming every second.

Ryan moved closer, angling the camera inches from the point of penetration. His cock jerked in his fist as he whispered, “Show them your face, baby. Let them see how much you love it.”

She turned her head, hair sticking to her sweaty cheek, her mouth open in a desperate cry. Her eyes locked on the lens, mascara smeared, voice breaking. “I’m your slut! Do you hear me? I’m taking this cock for you!”

Jacob groaned above her, pounding harder, sweat dripping from his forehead. Alicia’s body writhed, her pussy clenching tighter with every thrust. They’re all watching me cum. They’re all jerking off to me taking this stranger. And I love it. I love it so much I can’t stop.

Ryan zoomed back out, capturing her tits bouncing, her body bucking as Jacob drove into her. His voice was ragged as he urged her on. “Cum for them, Alicia. Let them see you break. Let them see you gush all over his cock.”

Her orgasm surged up fast, unstoppable. She screamed into the camera, her back arching as her pussy gushed, soaking Jacob’s cock and the sheets beneath them. The chat went insane—comments, tips, caps lock chaos.

Ryan groaned, stroking himself furiously, his voice a growl. “That’s it. That’s my slut wife. Show them how perfect you are.”

Jacob’s thrusts grew rougher, his groans louder as sweat dripped onto Alicia’s chest. Her pussy clenched desperately around him, still fluttering from her orgasm. She sobbed with pleasure, her body trembling, every nerve raw and overrun.

Ryan steadied the camera, catching every twitch of Jacob’s cock inside her soaked slit. His cock jerked in his fist, his voice low and gravelly. “Look at the lens, baby. Show them what kind of wife you are. Tell them what you need.”

Alicia’s head rolled on the pillow, her hair wild, her face streaked with sweat and tears. She forced her eyes open, staring straight into the red light as Jacob pounded into her. Her voice cracked, but it carried, filthy and desperate. “Please—please cum in me. Fill my pussy for them. I want them to see it leaking out of me.”

The chat detonated, a wall of caps-locked chaos. YES YES YES. Let him breed that slut wife. I’m cumming! Tips flooded in so fast the chimes blurred into one long, frantic note.

Jacob groaned, his hips jerking faster, his cock thickening inside her. “Fuck, she’s begging for it,” he growled, grabbing her thighs and spreading her wide. His balls slapped her ass with every thrust, his cock battering her swollen cunt.

Ryan zoomed closer, his voice hoarse. “Say it again, baby. Louder. Make them believe you need it.”

Alicia’s back arched, her nails clawing the sheets as she screamed into the lens. “Cum in me! Please, Jacob, cum in my pussy for them! Make me their whore!”

Jacob roared, slamming deep, his cock pulsing as hot jets spilled inside her. Alicia cried out, her pussy milking him, her body convulsing as another orgasm tore through her. Her thighs shook violently, cum gushing around Jacob’s cock and dripping down onto the sheets.

The camera caught everything—the way her body writhed, the look in her eyes, the white spill leaking from her hole. Ryan groaned, his cock jerking as he spilled across his fist, the sight of his wife filled by another man too much to bear.

The chat blurred with frantic praise, begging, and desperate tips. Breed her again! That’s a real whore. Fucking fantastic!

Alicia collapsed back against the pillows, sobbing with exhaustion and bliss, Jacob still twitching inside her. Her chest heaved as she looked at Ryan, whispering in her head: I’m ruined. I’ll never stop craving this.

The tips were still chiming, the chat a blur of begging demands—Again! Don’t stop! Fuck her ass next!—when Ryan reached over and clicked the stream off. The red light died, the laptop screen fading to black. The sudden silence in the room was deafening.

Jacob eased back, pulling out of Alicia with a wet sound that made her gasp. His cum spilled from her, sliding down her thighs onto the sheets. Alicia’s body shook, her chest heaving, her eyes glassy as she collapsed against the pillows. Oh God… I just fucked another man in front of thousands. I begged for his cum. And they loved it. I loved it.

Jacob reached for his jeans, his hands shaking as he dressed. He looked down at her, his voice rough. “You were… incredible, Alicia. Fucking incredible.” His eyes flicked to Ryan, respect in his tone. “Thank you. For letting me.”

Ryan’s jaw tightened, his cock still heavy in his hand as he wiped himself off with a towel. He nodded once, his voice low, steady, but burning. “You followed the rules. You did good.” His eyes lingered on Alicia, sprawled out and ruined. She’s glowing. She’s wrecked. She’s mine, even with his cum dripping out of her.

Jacob finished buckling his belt, glancing at Alicia one more time. “If you ever… want to do this again, I’d be here in a heartbeat.” His voice cracked with sincerity before he headed toward the door.

Alicia turned her head, dazed, watching him leave. Her voice was barely a whisper. “Ryan…”

Ryan set the camera aside and climbed onto the bed beside her, brushing the damp hair from her forehead. His touch was gentle, grounding. “Shh. It’s just us now. You were perfect.”

Her eyes filled with tears, shame and euphoria clashing in her chest. “I begged for him. I begged for his cum.”

Ryan kissed her temple, his voice fierce and proud. “I know. And you gave them everything they wanted. You gave me everything I wanted. You’re mine, Alicia—mine. No matter how many men watch or touch. Don’t forget that.”

Alicia clung to him, trembling, his cum still seeping from her. I should feel ruined. I should feel broken. But all I feel is alive.


CHAPTER 8


The sun spilled weak light across the bedroom, cutting through half-closed blinds. Alicia stirred, her body aching everywhere. Her hair was tangled, mascara smeared under her eyes, the sheets beneath her still damp and stained with sex. She groaned softly, rolling to her side. Her thighs stuck together from the dried mix of sweat and cum. God… what have I done?

The memories hit in a rush. Jacob’s cock stretching her. Begging for his cum. Ryan’s camera zooming in as she screamed. The chat flying so fast it blurred. Her heart clenched in panic. I let a stranger fuck me while thousands watched. I begged for it. I loved it. What kind of woman does that?

Her pussy throbbed, slick already gathering again just from the thought. She pressed her thighs together, ashamed of the heat rushing back into her body. I’m disgusting. I’m ruined. I can’t stop wanting it.

Ryan stirred beside her, watching silently. Her messy hair, her smudged makeup, the way her body curled up like she was trying to hide—he thought she’d never looked more beautiful. She’s wrecked, and she’s mine. Mine to build back up, mine to show how perfect she really is.

He reached out, brushing hair from her face. “Morning, baby.”

She turned, her eyes glassy. “Ryan… what did we do?” Her voice cracked, half a whisper.

Ryan leaned closer, kissing her forehead. “We lived a fantasy. We made thousands of men cum just by letting them see what I see every night.” His cock twitched at the memory, but his tone stayed soft. “And you were perfect.”

Alicia’s throat tightened. She shook her head. “I let him fuck me. I let a stranger fuck me in our bed. I begged him for his cum.” Her lips trembled. “I feel so… dirty.”

Ryan cupped her jaw, forcing her eyes to meet his. His voice dropped lower, fierce but tender. “You feel dirty because it was real. Because you gave yourself over to it. That’s what made it perfect.” His thumb stroked her cheek. “I don’t care what anyone else thinks. I don’t care what they call you in the chat. All that matters is what we want. What you want. And I saw it in your eyes last night—you wanted it.”

Her chest rose sharply, her breath shaky. He’s right. I did want it. I wanted it so badly I lost myself in it.

“But Ryan…” Her voice was small. “What if I’m… addicted? What if I can’t stop?”

He smiled, his cock swelling under the covers. “Then we don’t stop. We keep going until you’ve had everything you’ve ever dreamed of. Until you’re full of cum, dripping for the world to see, and you know you’re the sexiest woman alive.” He kissed her hard, swallowing her moan.

Her body melted against him, heat pooling between her thighs again. God help me, he makes me feel unstoppable. Like being a slut is power, not shame.

She pulled back, breathless, her voice trembling but wanting. “You really think I was sexy last night?”

Ryan’s eyes burned into hers. “The sexiest. You broke them. They’ll never forget you. And neither will I.”

Alicia lay against the pillows, her robe half open, the bruises on her thighs still visible where Jacob had held her. Her hands clutched the fabric together as if she could hide the proof of what she’d done. He saw me like that. They all saw me like that. Ruined. Begging. Dirty.

Ryan shifted closer, prying her hands gently from her robe. He kissed each knuckle, slow, deliberate. His voice was steady, rich with the kind of certainty she couldn’t find in herself. “You think last night made you dirty. But I’ve never seen you more beautiful than you are right now.”

Her breath hitched. Tears stung her eyes. “Ryan…”

He traced the line of her jaw, his gaze sweeping over her messy hair, smudged makeup, swollen lips. “Look at you. Wrecked. Flushed. Alive. That’s beauty, Alicia. Not some polished version of you trying to look perfect. This—this raw, trembling woman who made the world beg for her—that’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

Her throat closed, the shame in her chest twisting into something hotter, sharper. He really means it. He doesn’t see a slut who begged a stranger for cum. He sees me. His wife. His woman.

Ryan leaned in, his forehead pressing against hers. “I’ll tell you something else. You’re mine. And no matter how many men watch you, fuck you, call you a slut—you’ll still be mine. That makes you untouchable. That makes you powerful.”

Alicia swallowed hard, her lips trembling into a shaky smile. “You really think so?”

He kissed her softly, tenderly, as if sealing it. “I know so. You’re more beautiful than ever.”

Her chest loosened, the knot of shame unraveling just enough to let the heat bloom again. She curled into him, whispering into his neck. “Then maybe… maybe I can live with being your slut.”

Ryan’s cock stirred at her words, but more than that, his heart swelled. She’s mine. She believes me. And she’s ready for more.
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Alicia sat at the kitchen table with her laptop open again, fingers hovering over the trackpad as if she could stop the world by not moving them. The forums were alive, gifs clipped from last night looping, strangers arguing over which moment made them cum the hardest. Some posts were filthy and crude, others were worship, and a few were plain mean. Her face felt hot reading it all, shame rising so fast she wanted to close the screen forever.

But the other feeling was louder than the shame, impossible to ignore. Pride slid through her chest like heat, bright and electric. People were obsessed with her. They had watched her beg, watched her gag, watched her take another man and still call herself his. The thought of thousands remembering her face made her pulse pound and her nipples hard under her shirt. They want me. They paid for me. They want more of me. The idea made her breathe faster and smile a little where she had meant to look horrified.

Ryan came in with two coffees and sat down beside her, his presence steadying like an anchor. He read a line over her shoulder, laughed softly, then kissed her temple. “They are obsessed,” he said. “And you were perfect.” His voice was proud, not surprised. He reached for her hand on the table and squeezed, like he was marking this as theirs.

She looked at him, wanting his truth more than anything. “I feel disgusting,” she admitted, voice small. “But I also feel… powerful. It’s like being two people at once.” She brushed a tear away and surprised herself when she let a grin slip. “I’m ashamed, but I also want them to remember me. I want them to want me.”

Ryan’s thumb stroked the back of her hand slow and warm. “That’s exactly it,” he said. “You’re ours. You belong to me, and we share you. That makes it safe and dangerous at the same time. We control when, how, and who. You get to decide how far it goes.” He watched her closely as if she were a live thing he wanted to keep alive and bright. She’ll never be anything less than mine, he thought. But damn if the world won’t worship her too.

Alicia swallowed hard, the mix of shame and pride turning hot in her belly until it felt like a hunger. She looked back at the screen, at the comments that called her filthiest names and the ones that said she was a goddess, and felt something inside her shift. “We built this together,” she said, louder now, like convincing herself made it real. “You set the rules. You keep me safe. And I… I like being the thing they can’t forget.”

Ryan smiled then, the kind that filled his whole face. He leaned in and pressed his mouth to hers, soft and claiming. “Then let them remember,” he whispered. “Let them beg for you. We’ll take care of everything else.” Alicia melted into the kiss, thinking of the camera, the red light, the sound of tips like distant rain. Shame and pride braided into one steady thread, and she let it hold her.

When they pulled back, her cheeks were flushed and her eyes were clear. She closed the laptop on purpose this time and slid her hand into his. “Okay,” she said, voice steady. “We do it together. I’m your slut. We make them remember me.” The words felt dangerous and honest and exactly like the new thing she wanted to be. Ryan’s grip tightened, and for the first time since everything changed, Alicia felt like she had been chosen and protected at once.


CHAPTER 9


The apartment settled into a rhythm. Once a week, twice a week, sometimes three nights in a row when the itch grew too loud, Alicia and Ryan set the red light and let the world lean in. The streams blurred together in a way that felt like a drug. Different men, different rooms, same burning center: her face into the lens, her body giving them what they wanted while Ryan filmed and kept the rules.

Alicia watched the viewer numbers climb on the phone like she was watching a high score board. She would stand, pose, say a few lines and hear the chimes. The sound became a pulse inside her. At first she read the chat with a strange detachment, noticing details like which phrases sent the biggest flood of tips. That analysis lasted only a breath. Pretty soon her breath came quicker because the tips meant touch. Tips meant spanking. Tips meant gagging. Tips meant men in the bed.

One night after a stream that ran long and ragged, she sank onto the couch, face shining with sweat, hair stuck to her neck. Ryan came back from shutting the laptop and sat down beside her, his hand warm and sure on her knee. He said what he always said after: you were perfect. But tonight there was something else in the way he looked at her. Pride was mixed with hunger, and that hunger fed her.

She let the silence hang between them until the urge spilled out. “I did more than I thought I would,” she said, voice raw. Her fingers toyed with the hem of her robe, tracing the place where last night’s proof still stained. “I liked it.” The words felt both like confession and celebration. She saw Ryan’s pupils darken in response. He leaned in and murmured, “You want more.”

Her answer came quick, almost involuntary. “I want to set up another. With two guys this time. I want them both on camera. I want the chat to go insane.” The need in her made her cheeks flush. Inside her head a thousand tiny rehearsals ran at once. I will ask for it. I will make them watch. I will do it for him and because I want it.

Ryan’s laugh was low and pleased. He curled his fingers around hers. “You are asking me to arrange a group stream.” He watched her, reading every tremor. “Are you sure you want to make it bigger? We can go slow. We don’t have to change anything if you don’t want to.” His voice wanted her to step easy but also pushed at her line in the most delicious way.

Her reply was fierce. “No. I want it. I want to feel full. I want them to fight over me. I want to hear that sound when tips pour in.” Her pulse thrummed like a drum. Shame and thrill braided together until she could not tell where one began and the other ended. “Set it up. Please.”

Ryan’s mind ran through logistics even as his body reacted. Who could be trusted. How to vet them. How to keep her safe and make it feel dangerous. He pictured her on her knees between two men while the viewers erupted. He pictured her begging. He pictured himself filming every slick inch. He gave her a careful smile. “Okay. I’ll find the right ones. We’ll do it our way. We stop if you want. Promise.”

She leaned into him and let out a shaky laugh. In the dim light of the living room she felt like a new version of herself, dangerous and luminous. She wanted the world to remember her. She wanted Ryan to remember this exact way she sounded when she asked for more. The addiction was small at first, a whisper of wanting. Now it was louder and cleaner. “Line them up,” she whispered. “Make it happen.”

They kissed then, a quick sealing of a plan and a promise. Outside, the city moved on. Inside, the red light on the tripod waited like a patient animal. The next stream was already beginning to build in both their heads.
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Ryan sat at the desk with his laptop open, scrolling through messages and emails, his brow furrowed in concentration. Hundreds of requests had piled in since Alicia’s last stream—some crude, some laughable, but a few worth reading twice. His cock stirred just knowing how badly men wanted her, but his jaw was tight. Not just anyone gets to touch my wife. Only the ones I choose. Only the ones who can handle it without risking her.

Alicia padded in barefoot, a loose shirt hanging off one shoulder, her hair still damp from her shower. She leaned over his chair, peeking at the inbox. Her pulse quickened at the sheer number of messages. They’re begging to fuck me. Strangers clawing for the chance. And Ryan’s the one who decides who wins. The thought made her wet before she even read a word.

Ryan clicked open a profile. The man was tall, mid-thirties, fit. His photos weren’t shirtless bathroom selfies—just normal pictures, nothing shady. “This one looks real,” Ryan said, tilting the screen toward her. “Name’s Mike. Clean, tested, polite in his messages. What do you think? Hot enough?”

Alicia bit her lip, studying the photo. Mike had dark hair, a lean body, a hungry edge in his eyes that made her stomach tighten. She swallowed hard. “Yeah… he’s hot. He looks like he could… handle me.” The words felt dirty just saying them. Am I really rating strangers like potential lovers? God, I am. And I love it.

Ryan’s cock twitched at her voice. He clicked to the next profile. “And this one—Brent. Younger, cocky. Already said he’d ‘wreck your pussy on cam.’” Ryan smirked. “Bit of a mouth on him, but he tested clean, and he’s got experience. I kind of like the energy. Might make for a wild stream.”

Alicia’s cheeks flushed as she looked at Brent’s photo—muscular, cocky grin, shirt off in one picture. Her thighs pressed together. “He’s cocky,” she admitted softly. “But… he’s hot too. I bet the chat would go insane if he really took charge like that.”

Ryan turned his chair, grabbing her wrist and pulling her into his lap. His voice was low, his breath hot at her ear. “So, Mike and Brent. You want me to line them up? Make them fight over you while thousands of men watch you beg for more?”

Her heart thundered, her pussy clenching at the image. She whispered, almost shaking, “Yes. God, yes. Make it happen.”

Ryan kissed her hard, his cock throbbing under her. She’s ready. She’s begging me for more cock, more chaos, more men. And I’m going to give it to her.

Ryan’s fingers moved over the keyboard, the glow of the laptop screen painting his face in the dim room. Alicia curled on the bed behind him, knees hugged to her chest, watching intently. Her body hummed with nerves and arousal as she waited. He’s really doing it. He’s lining up two men to fuck me while the whole world watches. What kind of wife begs for that? Me. Ryan’s slut. His shared toy.

Ryan typed deliberately, his cock stiff in his jeans. No mistakes. This has to be clean. Safe. Controlled. He shot a message to Mike first:

“You’re in if you’re still interested. Group stream, next weekend. You follow my rules, always. Alicia is the star. Do you understand?”

The reply came in less than a minute. Mike’s eagerness leapt off the screen:

“Yes. I’ll treat her like gold. Just tell me when and where. I can’t stop thinking about her since the last stream.”

Ryan’s lips twitched into a grin. Hungry, respectful. Good.

Alicia’s thighs pressed tight together as she whispered, “He really wants me.” The heat between her legs soaked through her panties. God, he’s probably jerking off just writing that.

Ryan moved to Brent, his fingers tightening slightly on the keys. He kept his tone firm:

“You’ll get your chance to prove it. Alicia’s mine first, but if you want her on stream, you follow my lead. You take what she gives you, nothing more. Understood?”

Brent’s reply came back bold, cocky, almost cock-hard through text:

“Understood. I’ll fuck her like the slut she wants to be. The audience is gonna lose their minds.”

Ryan’s cock jerked hard at the words, even as his jaw tightened. Cocky bastard. Might make good TV. As long as he remembers whose wife she is.

Alicia leaned forward on the bed, breath ragged, her nipples pressing hard against her shirt. “Ryan… they’re both thinking about me right now. Both of them. Imagining my pussy. Imagining being inside me.” She shivered, her voice breaking. “I can’t believe how much that turns me on.”

Ryan turned, his eyes dark with lust. “Good. Because next weekend, they won’t just imagine. They’ll be here. And thousands of men will watch you take both of them while I film.”

Her body shook, her pussy throbbing at the image. Two men. On me. In me. And Ryan guiding it all. God, I’m going to lose myself. I think I’m growing addicted!


CHAPTER 10


The knock came just after nine. Alicia’s stomach twisted into knots as Ryan opened the door. Mike stepped in first—tall, lean, eyes sharp but respectful. Brent followed, younger, cocky grin already plastered on his face, his gaze dropping straight to Alicia’s curves before he even said hello.

She stood in the living room in black lingerie, robe loose around her shoulders. Her heart hammered as both men’s eyes roamed over her. Two of them. In my house. Here to fuck me. And the camera will catch everything.

Ryan kept it smooth, his voice calm but firm, making sure his control was obvious. “Rules are the same as we discussed. You follow my lead, you don’t push her past what she gives. She’s the star. Understood?”

Mike nodded immediately. “Of course.” His eyes flicked to Alicia, heat burning in them, but there was restraint too. Brent smirked, cock already half-hard pressing his jeans, and muttered, “Yeah, I got it. Long as I get a turn.”

Alicia’s pussy clenched at the arrogance in his tone. God, he’s trouble. The chat is going to love him.

Ryan adjusted the tripod, the red light blinking on. The counter jumped immediately—hundreds of viewers pouring in as soon as the notification went live. The chat lit up in all caps:

NO FUCKING WAY.

Two cocks tonight?!

Best wife on the internet!

Ryan pulled Alicia close, his lips brushing her ear as he whispered, “Showtime, baby. Look at the lens and let them know what you’re about to do.”

Her body trembled, but the heat won over the nerves. She turned to the camera, lips parting, voice sultry but shaking. “Do you want to watch me take two men tonight?”

The flood of tips was immediate, the sound a constant chime. The chat turned into chaos—YES YES YES. Slut wife dream come true. Fill her from both ends.

Ryan stepped back, filming wide to catch all three of them as Mike and Brent flanked her, each reaching for her robe. The audience had never seen anything like it, and neither had Alicia. Her knees weakened, her pussy already dripping through the lace. They’re all going to watch me take them both. They’re going to see everything.

Mike’s fingers brushed the edge of Alicia’s robe, gentle but deliberate, sliding the fabric off one shoulder. Brent wasn’t nearly as careful—he tugged the other side down rough, exposing her bare arms. Alicia shivered between them, caught in the heat of two different touches. God, they’re both on me. The camera’s watching, thousands of men are watching, and I’m letting strangers undress me.

The chat went wild—Strip her! Fucking lucky bastards! She’s shaking! Tips poured in like rain, the sound constant.

Ryan kept the camera steady, zooming slowly to catch the robe slipping down her back. His cock ached, his hand twitching at his side. This is my wife. My Alicia. Two men stripping her for the world. She’s mine, but I’m letting them have her because it makes her glow. And they’re losing their minds watching.

Mike eased the robe off completely, letting it fall to the floor. His hand lingered at her waist, steady, reverent. Brent stepped in closer, his palm cupping her breast through the lace, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp.

Alicia moaned softly, her nipples straining against the thin fabric. Oh God, they’re touching me at the same time. My tits, my waist, my whole body—it’s too much. She looked into the camera, her voice breathless. “Do you like watching them undress me? Do you want to see me stripped all the way down?”

The tips surged instantly, the comments a blur. YES! Take it off! Panties next!

Ryan’s cock throbbed, precum wetting the inside of his jeans. His voice was rough as he called out, “Piece by piece, boys. Make them pay for every inch.”

Mike obeyed, sliding a bra strap off her shoulder, kissing the skin he revealed. Brent tugged at the other strap, teeth grazing her collarbone. Alicia gasped, arching into their touches. Two men on me, in front of everyone. They’re paying to see this, begging for more. I’m dripping already.

Ryan zoomed in close, catching her flushed face, her lips parted, her eyes heavy with lust. Fuck, she’s perfect. She’s made for this. My beautiful wife, their perfect slut.

The straps slipped lower, her breasts nearly spilling free, the chat screaming for the reveal. The tips chimed harder, almost nonstop, drowning the room in sound.

The straps slipped from Alicia’s shoulders, slow at first, then pulled down with no mercy. Her bra gave way, her breasts bouncing free under the harsh light. The camera caught the reveal, and the stream erupted.

Holy fuck, perfect tits!

YES YES YES.

Milk those sluts for us!

Tips poured in so fast the chimes blended into one long note. The flood of praise hit Alicia like a rush of heat. Her nipples hardened instantly under the men’s hungry stares. They’re all watching. Thousands of them. Begging. Paying. And they love my body.

Mike leaned in first, his hands reverent as he cupped her breasts, squeezing gently, brushing his thumbs over her swollen nipples. He groaned low in his throat. “God, you’re beautiful.”

Brent wasn’t gentle—he bent his head and sucked a nipple into his mouth, tugging it with his teeth until Alicia gasped. His hand gripped her other breast roughly, kneading, leaving marks.

Alicia moaned, her head falling back, body caught between worship and hunger. One treating me like a goddess. One like I’m his toy. And the audience sees both.

Ryan adjusted the camera, zooming in on the men’s mouths and hands working her chest. His cock pulsed, precum soaking through his jeans. She’s glowing. She’s theirs. And every man watching wishes he could be in their place. My wife, my slut, their fantasy.

“Good,” Ryan rasped from behind the lens. “Touch her harder. Make them pay for every second.”

The men obeyed. Mike pinched and rolled her nipple, savoring her cries, while Brent sucked hard, leaving a bruise across the swell of her breast. Alicia’s cries filled the mic, raw and breathless. She forced her eyes to the camera, her lips parting. “Do you like watching them play with my tits? Do you wish it was you?”

The chat detonated. YES. I’m stroking so hard. Fuck, she’s perfect.

Ryan groaned, stroking himself once with his free hand. “Tell them, baby. Tell them whose slut you are.”

Alicia’s chest heaved, her nipples aching under their mouths and hands. She stared into the lens, her voice shaking but filthy. “I’m your slut. All of yours. Do you want me to keep going?”

The tips exploded again, the sound filling the room like a storm.

Ryan angled the camera lower, the lens glinting in the lamplight. He framed Alicia’s body as she lay back across the bed, flushed and trembling, Mike and Brent on either side of her. His cock ached, but his hands stayed steady. This is it. She’s on the edge. All she needs is permission.

He crouched near her ear, his voice soft so only she caught it. “Breathe, baby. Don’t hold back. Let go for me. Let go for them.”

Her eyes flicked to him, wide and glassy, and then to the red light. The chat blurred too fast to follow—Take her. Slut wife dream. Switch off, fuck her raw. The chimes of tips filled the room, louder than her pulse.

Mike moved first, slow, deliberate. His hands were gentle as he took her, his eyes locked on hers like he was worshipping her body. Alicia’s breath came sharp, broken. He’s inside me. He’s filling me. And Ryan’s filming every second. Her moans poured out, shaky but raw, carrying into the mic.

Ryan zoomed in close, catching her face in the moment her body gave way to it, her lips parted, her eyes rolling back. He whispered again, “Show them how much you love it, baby. Say it.”

Alicia’s voice shook but carried into the lens. “I love it. I love being your slut. I love being filled for you.”

The feed exploded—comments, caps, a storm of tips that nearly crashed the counter.

Then Brent took over. His style was nothing like Mike’s—rough, hungry, pressing her harder into the mattress. His grin was cocky, his rhythm merciless, and Alicia gasped at the shift. For a split second fear spiked, but Ryan’s hand caught hers, grounding her. His low growl steadied her. “You’re safe. You’re mine. Take it, baby. Give it to them.”

Her body broke again, writhing under the pace. Shame and bliss tangled so tight she couldn’t separate them. They’re watching me be used. And I love it. God help me, I love it.

Ryan caught a close shot of her breasts bouncing between their hands, her face streaked with sweat and tears, every inch of her undone. He whispered into her ear, voice raw with pride. “That’s it. That’s my girl. Give them everything.”

Alicia cried out, voice ragged, the orgasm ripping through her as the two men took turns pushing her further than she thought she could go. The audience’s roar was deafening, tipping so fast the chimes turned into a storm.

Ryan never stopped filming, never stopped whispering. She’s theirs, she’s mine, and she’s perfect.

Mike was thrusting deep, slow, holding her hips like she was a sacred offering, his cock grinding into her soaked pussy with reverence. Brent was at her throat now, fingers tangled in her hair, his cock slick with precum as he tapped it against her lips. “Open that mouth, slut. Let the fans see how much you want it.”

Alicia obeyed, tongue out, lips parted. The camera caught every detail—the spit glistening on her chin, the sheen of sweat glowing on her breasts, the pure, aching need in her eyes. Thousands were watching. She didn’t care. She wanted them watching. She needed it.

She gagged as Brent slid in, her throat taking him deeper with every push. Behind her, Mike groaned, cock pulsing, his hands tightening around her waist as he pounded her harder now, faster, chasing his edge. “God, you’re perfect,” he growled. “You were made for this.”

Her voice was a garbled moan around Brent’s cock, eyes watering, fingers clawing at the sheets. Ryan stayed steady behind the lens, voice thick, low, feral. “Let them see, Alicia. Let them see what kind of slut you’ve become.”

Brent pulled back just long enough to slap his cock across her cum-slicked lips. “Beg for it. Beg for our cum, you fucking cum slut.”

She gasped, spit and drool trailing down her chin as she cried out, “Please—please cum for me, in my mouth, on my face. I want it, I want all of it⁠—”

Mike grunted behind her, pace breaking, and with a deep growl he shoved in to the hilt. “Fuck—take it,” he spat as his cock jerked, unloading thick, hot ropes inside her pussy. She screamed, her body convulsing from the shock of it—his cum leaking out around him, dripping down her thighs.

Brent wasn’t far behind. He stroked his cock with a snarl, standing over her kneeling form as Ryan pulled the camera close—tight on her flushed, ruined face.

“I’m gonna paint you,” Brent growled. “Open wider, slut.”

Alicia stuck her tongue out, eyes wide, pupils blown. Brent grunted as he exploded—hot streaks landing across her cheeks, her nose, her mouth. He aimed again, another splash hitting her forehead, her tongue.

She moaned like she was being fed salvation.

The chat detonated—TIP TIP TIP. Holy fuck. That’s the hottest shit I’ve ever seen. She’s perfect. Marry me next.

Ryan moved in close, voice calm, firm, his. “Look at them, Alicia.”

She looked straight into the lens, face a complete mess—cum smeared, lips swollen, tears streaking mascara down her cheeks. Her body trembled, raw and undone.

Ryan let the silence hang. Then his voice cut through like gospel.

“She’s ours…”

He moved the lens in tighter, zooming until only her cum-covered face filled the frame.

“…and she’s yours too.”

The room erupted in tip sounds so loud they blurred into a siren. Alicia broke—her mouth open in a choked sob as the orgasm hit her again, harder, her body collapsing onto the bed, twitching, leaking, spent.

She was gone. Owned. Offered. Worshiped.

And the whole fucking world just watched.


CHAPTER 11


The stream ended with a final chime. The red light blinked off. Silence hit like a thunderclap.

Alicia lay there, face still sticky, thighs spread, breath coming in slow, ragged pulls. The taste of cum clung to her lips. Brent’s. The heat of Mike’s seed was still thick between her legs, leaking out onto the sheets. Her body twitched, nerves fried, brain floating somewhere above her own body like smoke after a fire.

Ryan was quiet behind the camera. She felt him watching. Not the way the audience had—hungry, greedy, faceless—but the way a man watches something that belongs to him. Something he’s just witnessed being wrecked and remade.

She blinked slowly. “They’re gone?”

He nodded. “They left five minutes ago.”

Time had slipped sideways. She hadn’t even heard the door.

The silence swelled again.

Alicia sat up slowly. Every muscle ached. Her arms were shaking. She looked down at herself, at her stained chest, at the cum cooling on her skin like war paint. Her reflection caught in the mirror across the room, and she froze.

She didn’t recognize herself.

Eyes wide. Makeup smeared. Mouth red and raw. Her body—used. Owned. Fucked into something new.

“I look…” She trailed off, unable to finish.

Ryan came closer. “Beautiful.”

She gave him a broken laugh. “No. No, I look like…” Her voice cracked. “Like a slut. A real one. Not a fantasy. Not a roleplay. This was real.”

“It was,” he said, sitting beside her on the bed, “and you loved it.”

Her breath hitched. That word sat in her throat like a blade. Loved.

Did I?

She remembered the taste. The weight of two men. The ache in her jaw. The burn in her pussy. The twitch of her clit after the camera cut.

Her thighs clenched involuntarily.

“I don’t know what’s happening to me,” she whispered, not looking at him. “That girl… the one on camera… I don’t know if she’s me anymore or someone else I let loose.”

Ryan reached over, fingers curling around her chin, tilting her face to meet his.

“She’s both,” he said, voice low. “She’s you. Amplified. Freed.”

Alicia’s breath shuddered. “She scares me.”

“She arouses you,” Ryan corrected, leaning in, brushing his lips over her ear. “You came harder than I’ve ever seen you tonight. You begged. You sobbed. And you looked at that camera like it was your god.”

Tears welled in her eyes, but they didn’t fall.

“I feel like I disappeared,” she whispered. “Like I’m being eaten alive by this… thing we created.”

Ryan’s grip tightened, just a little. “No. You’re not disappearing. You’re becoming.”

She shook her head. “I’m not a wife anymore.”

His lips found hers, soft and firm. When he pulled away, his voice dropped to a growl. “You’re my wife. You’re also their dream. And you’re the only woman who could be both.”

The tears finally came—but not from sadness. From the weight of truth.

“I want to be hers again,” she said, voice shaking. “The woman from the stream. I want her back. I want to feel that again… that power. That filth. That freedom.”

Ryan’s cock twitched at her confession. He kissed her forehead, slow and reverent.

“She never left,” he whispered. “We’ll bring her back. Stronger.”

Alicia looked at herself one more time in the mirror. She didn’t flinch now.

And when she spoke, her voice was calm.

“Next time, I want more.”

Ryan smiled. “Good.”

The house was quiet. Ryan was out. The bed still smelled like cum and sweat and strangers.

Alicia sat cross-legged in his chair, one of his old hoodies draped over her bare skin, no panties, no bra—just her and the echo of what she’d become. The room was dim, blinds closed, the only light coming from the glow of the monitor. She had the stream queued up, paused at the exact moment Brent came on her face.

Her finger hovered over the spacebar.

She pressed it.

The moan hit first—her moan. Wrecked, raw, trembling with need. She watched herself in 4K, eyes wide, tongue out, face already glazed and waiting for more. The cum hit her lips, her cheek, her fucking forehead—and her body jolted like she’d been blessed.

Alicia’s hand slid between her thighs before she even realized it. She was wet. Soaking. Just from watching.

She dragged her fingers slow over her slick folds, eyes locked on the screen. Mike was still fucking her from behind in the video, groaning her name. Brent was wiping the head of his cock across her face, grinning. Ryan’s voice echoed just after:

“She’s ours… and she’s yours too.”

Alicia gasped aloud. Her hips rocked. Her other hand gripped the chair’s arm like she was holding herself down.

She scrolled through the comments. They were still coming. New ones, hours later.

“I’d pay my mortgage just to lick her used cunt.”

“God, I bet she stinks like sweat and spit and shame.”

“Look at the way she opens her mouth for it. She needs it.”

“I came six times. Show her this comment. Tell her she made me ruin my sheets.”

“That’s not a wife. That’s public property now.”

She moaned, fingers circling her clit, the filthy praise striking her like electricity. Her thighs trembled.

She opened the tip logs. Her highest tippers had left notes.

[image: money bag] $200 – “Next time make her swallow both loads, then spit it on the lens.”

[image: money bag] $150 – “Fuck her with a camera inside her cunt. We want POV of her breaking.”

[image: money bag] $500 – “Invite three more. I want to see her airtight and crying.”

Alicia’s cunt clenched around nothing. She was whimpering now. Desperate. Pathetic.

She clicked back thirty seconds. Brent’s cum shot again. Her face jerked from the impact. She moaned watching it hit.

And then she saw it: her own smile. Just for a second. Cum in her lashes, mouth still open, and she fucking smiled. A smile of joy.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “Fuck, fuck, fuck⁠—”

She rubbed harder, furious circles, one hand clutching her tit, nails digging into soft skin. Her body was burning. Her thighs slick. She kept reading.

“She’s addicted now. She’ll never stop.”

“You broke her open and made her perfect.”

“She’s going to beg next time. I want to see it.”

“Let her gag on three cocks at once. She can take it. She needs to.”

“Tell her I jerk off to her every morning before work.”

She shattered. Back arched, her mouth fell open, but no sound came out. Her body convulsed, and her slick flooded her fingers. She came to the sound of her own voice begging for cum, to her own face being defiled, to men she didn’t know calling her their perfect little fucktoy.

It was unbearable.

It was divine.

She collapsed in the chair, hoodie half off, her pussy still twitching, fingers dripping. Her breath was ragged. The video played on in the background, her own moans echoing through the speakers. She didn’t stop it. She didn’t close the window. She didn’t clean her hand.

She clicked “replay.”

And whispered:

“Next time, I want more loads.”

The front door clicked shut softly. Keys hit the bowl.

Alicia didn’t move.

She was still slumped in the chair, legs spread shamelessly wide, fingers glistening with her own slick, hoodie pushed up past her waist, one breast fully exposed—red from where she'd clawed at it while watching herself get wrecked.

The screen still played the replay on loop. Brent's cum hitting her face. Her moaning. Ryan's voice—“She’s ours, and she’s yours too.” The moment she'd given herself away.

Ryan stood in the hallway. Silent. Watching.

He said nothing at first.

The air between them buzzed with heat.

Her head turned slowly, shame and defiance warring in her eyes. "I⁠—"

He walked forward.

"You watched it."

She nodded, breath shaky. “Twice.”

“You read the comments?”

“Yes.”

His eyes dropped to her hand still buried between her thighs. “Did you edge?”

She blinked. “No.”

“You came.”

Her lips parted. She didn’t answer. He didn’t need her to.

Ryan moved to the desk, leaned over her, one hand on the back of the chair, the other brushing her tear-smeared cheek.

“I should be angry,” he whispered.

She swallowed hard. “Are you?”

He brushed his thumb through the streak of cum still drying at the corner of her mouth. “No.”

He kissed her. Slow. Tasting sweat, salt, need. She whimpered into it.

When he pulled back, his eyes were molten. “I’m proud.”

Her whole body jolted.

“I came watching myself,” she admitted, voice cracking. “Watching them—use me. Watching you give me to them.”

Ryan’s cock hardened instantly beneath his jeans. “You weren’t just used. You were offered. And they fucking worshipped you.”

Alicia trembled. “I want to do it again.”

His hand gripped her jaw tight. “You want more?”

She nodded fast. “More cocks. More viewers. More everything.”

He growled. “You want them to cum on you again? Watch you gag, get stretched, take every drop?”

She moaned. “Yes. I want them to ruin me.”

Ryan reached down, spreading her pussy wider with his fingers, inspecting the mess she'd made of herself. “They won’t ruin you. We will. Together.”

She gasped. Her body shook.

“You’re mine,” he said, fingers slick with her arousal. “But you belong to them too now. Every filthy second. Every orgasm. Every whimper.”

Alicia met his gaze, breathless. “Then make me worse.”

He grinned darkly, already pulling the camera from the shelf.

“Oh, baby. You have no idea what I’ve got planned for next time.”


CHAPTER 12


The room pulsed with low amber light. The camera was already live.

The red glow on the lens stared back at Alicia like a god she’d learned to kneel for.

Only it didn’t make her kneel now.

She stood in front of it.

Naked.

Hair curled and wild down her back. Lip gloss smeared already from biting it raw. A thin black collar wrapped around her throat, but no leash. No gag. No hands on her body but her own.

Thousands watched. The viewer count ticked like a heartbeat: 12,104. 12,227. 12,341.

She licked her lips, slow and deliberate, and stepped closer.

“Do you know what I did before the stream?” she said into the mic, voice silk and heat and smoke. “I read every filthy thing you typed last time.”

The chat exploded.

“SHE’S BACK.”

“QUEEN SLUT RETURNS.”

“Did she swallow this time?”

“Yes, goddess. Fucking ruin us.”

“I jerked off three times waiting.”

“Say our names, you perfect bitch.”

She smiled.

Ryan sat off-camera, one hand stroking himself slowly, the other gripping the rig. He was hard already. Aching. But silent. This was her opening. Her rules.

Alicia turned, giving the camera a full view of her ass as she walked to the bed—hips swaying like temptation’s final form. She climbed up, spreading her legs, fingers dragging up her thighs until they reached the slick heat between them.

“Last time, I begged them to fill me,” she whispered. “Tonight…”

Her breath caught. Her eyes fluttered.

“…I want you to beg.”

The chat lost it—caps, hearts, fire emojis, cum emojis, tip chimes ringing so fast it sounded like applause.

She slid two fingers through her soaked folds, the mic catching every filthy sound.

“Let’s make a deal,” she said, breathless. “I won’t cum until the tips get high enough. And you? You don’t cum until I tell you to.”

The chat erupted.

“YES MA’AM.”

“LOCKED AND EDGE READY.”

“She’s gonna torture us.”

“I’m begging already.”

“Don’t stop touching yourself.”

“Make us fucking ache.”

Ryan let out a ragged breath. She didn’t look at him.

Her fingers circled her clit—slow, cruel. Her thighs trembled. She arched her back so the camera could see everything.

“You don’t get to see me cum until I know you’ve earned it. Until I feel it.”

More tips.

$20. $40. $100.

She moaned.

“Harder,” she gasped, to herself, to them, to everyone. “Harder, or I stop.”

They obeyed. The chimes got louder. The flood of money hit like a wave. Her fingers moved faster, her mouth parted in soft cries, breathless, beautiful, ruined.

“Fuck, you’re desperate,” she moaned. “I can feel it. I can smell it.”

The chat blurred.

“I’m so close—please.”

“Tell me I’m nothing. Tell me to cum.”

“Use us. Use our cocks. Fucking ruin us, Alicia.”

“Call us your cum slaves.”

“YOU’RE A GODDESS.”

Alicia laughed—low, husky, dirty. “Is that what you are? My little cum slaves?”

She spat on her fingers and slid them back down. “Then fucking earn it.”

She edged herself again. And again. Until her body shook.

Ryan’s voice cracked from behind the camera. “Baby, you’re gonna cum. Don’t hold it.”

She turned to him now—finally. Her eyes gleamed. “Not yet.”

He groaned. “Jesus fuck.”

The viewer count passed 15,000.

She licked her fingers, the taste of herself coating her tongue, then shoved them back in deep, fucking herself while staring straight into the lens.

“Tell me how badly you want to see me cum,” she panted. “Tell me what you’ll do for it.”

“I’ll beg.”

“I’ll pay.”

“I’ll crawl.”

“I’ll worship you.”

“I’ll eat your pussy after every man finishes in it.”

“I’ll ruin my cock for you.”

“Fucking PLEASE.”

Alicia broke.

Her fingers plunged deep. Her body convulsed, her cry sharp and desperate and free. She collapsed onto her side, twitching, hand still buried inside her, mouth parted in a dazed, ruined smile.

The stream flooded with tips, howls of praise, desperate declarations.

Ryan walked onto camera, finally, kneeling behind her, stroking her soaked cunt with reverence.

He kissed her shoulder. “That was yours.”

She moaned softly.

He whispered loud enough for the mic to catch:

“Now let’s make the next one ours.”

She was still twitching when Ryan grabbed her by the hips.

No warning. No words. Just strong hands pulling her ass into the air, her face buried in the pillows, cunt soaked and open and still dripping from her self-inflicted orgasm. The chat exploded the second he stepped fully into frame.

“HE’S HERE.”

“FINALLY.”

“TAKE HER.”

“Breed her in front of us.”

“This is the moment.”

“FUCK YOUR SLUT.”

Ryan didn’t speak to the camera.

He didn’t have to.

His cock was rock hard, angry, wet with precum. He lined it up against her entrance, slapped it against her pussy once—loud, wet, obscene. Alicia whimpered, already lifting her hips higher for him.

“You think you run the stream now?” he growled, just loud enough for both her and the mic. “You edge yourself in front of thousands?”

Her only answer was a broken moan and the soft backward press of her ass against his cock.

He sank into her in one brutal thrust.

She screamed.

No buildup. No tease. Just full, raw possession. The sound of her getting filled echoed through the mic—wet, filthy, carnal. The chat caught fire.

“FUCK YES.”

“Tear her up.”

“She’s so full.”

“That’s the sound I needed.”

“Faster, Ryan. HARDER.”

Ryan gripped her waist tighter, digging his fingers into her hips like he wanted to leave bruises there forever. His thrusts were merciless—desperate, like he’d been holding back all night and finally snapped. Alicia sobbed into the pillows, face contorted in raw bliss, body pushed forward with every thrust like she was just a doll made to take it.

But his voice—his voice stayed low, reverent.

“My perfect girl,” he panted, cock slamming into her again. “Let them see what you’re made for.”

She choked out a cry as he grabbed her hair, yanked her up, arching her spine as he railed her from behind. Her tits bounced wildly, sweat dripping from her skin, and she looked straight into the camera—face wrecked, lips trembling.

“Tell them,” Ryan hissed. “Tell them who you belong to.”

She screamed it. “You!”

“Louder.”

“I’m yours. I’m yours—I’m your fucktoy, your slut—fuck!”

The tips were flooding in again, unrelenting. A new stream of comments scrolled like lightning:

“Breed her.”

“Fucking mark her.”

“You broke her open.”

“Make her say she loves it.”

“Pull her hair. Use her throat next.”

Ryan spit on her back and shoved in deeper. “Say you love this.”

She was crying now. Shaking. “I love it—I love it!”

The camera caught it all. Every tear. Every drip of sweat. Every savage thrust of cock into pussy.

Ryan leaned forward, one arm wrapped around her throat, the other between her legs, fingers rubbing her clit ruthlessly.

Her scream came like thunder—body snapping, cunt clenching so hard it milked him.

And Ryan—fucking Ryan—growled deep in his throat as he buried himself to the root.

“I’m gonna fill you,” he snarled, biting her shoulder. “Gonna cum in my wife for the whole fucking world.”

Alicia’s face was wild. She looked into the lens like she was praying to it. “Do it. Fill me in front of them. Let them see your cum leak out of me.”

The viewer count shot past 18,000.

Tips blurred the screen.

Ryan groaned like a beast and jerked once—twice—and then shoved deep, his cock twitching as he emptied inside her. Alicia wailed, collapsing under him, twitching around his pulsing cock, ruined and glowing.

But he didn’t pull out.

He stayed in.

Breathing hard.

Sweat dripping onto her back.

He looked at the camera.

“Next stream,” he panted, “she’ll take more.”

He smirked.

“Way more.”

The feed cut to black.


CHAPTER 13


The room was dark except for the glow of the monitor.

Ryan sat alone.

Alicia was asleep in the other room, her body curled under the sheets, still raw and wrecked from the last stream—his stream. The one that broke records. The one that left her pussy wrecked, her body trembling like a ragged doll, her voice cracking as she begged to be filled on cam.

And now… the audience wanted more.

He scrolled through the private messages—hundreds of them. No, thousands. DMs. Emails. Tips with attached notes. The kind of filth that didn’t get posted in chat, but whispered in digital shadows. These weren’t random perverts.

They were invested.

The first message glowed in the inbox.

“If she can take two, she can take more. Make her gag for real. Gag her until she cries.”

Ryan leaned back in the chair, a slow grin spreading.

“Jesus,” he muttered. “They don’t just want to fuck her. They want to break her.”

Click.

Next message.

“Give us control. Let the chat decide how long she edges. We’ll turn her into a mess before she earns a single drop.”

Click.

“No more mercy. Spank her until she forgets her name. Paddle her pussy. Deny her even after she begs.”

Click.

“Gag her, tie her, use her. Every moan should be ours.”

He exhaled slowly.

“Fuck.”

His cock twitched under his jeans. He didn’t reach for it. Not yet.

He leaned forward instead, elbows on his knees, eyes locked on the screen like he was praying to it.

“You want her gagged,” he murmured. “Muffled. Unable to speak. You want to take away her voice unless it’s to cry. You want to hear her try to thank you with tears on her cheeks.”

He clicked into a spreadsheet he’d been building—viewer requests sorted by kink, by frequency, by price point.

“Spankings for every tip. Edging with no permission. Live denial countdowns. Fuck…”

He grinned.

“You fucking animals.”

He scrolled further—some had attached photos. Toys. Gags. Paddle collections. Collars they wanted to see around her throat. One guy had built a custom gag with her name etched into the leather.

Ryan laughed, low and dark.

“She’s not just ours anymore,” he whispered. “She’s the internet’s obsession. And they’re not just jerking off now. They’re training her.”

His tone shifted, voice lower, reverent now.

“They don’t want her to perform. They want her to submit. To obey.”

He clicked open the streaming platform’s dashboard.

New follower count: +28,112.

Tips from last stream: $24,743.

Average viewer watch time: 97 minutes. No one looked away.

He rubbed his jaw, staring at the numbers. The raw power of it. Alicia’s body. His lens. Their hunger.

They wanted more than a show. They wanted ownership.

He spoke to the monitor like it could hear him.

“You want to see her gag on the gag, not a cock. You want her dripping wet while she’s being denied. You want tears. You want obedience. You want to break her—slowly, lovingly, in front of an audience that paid for every second.”

He stood now, pacing slowly, holding the paper in one hand. Reading the punishments again.

Each one darker. More creative. More specific.

“Every tip over twenty… a spanking.”

“Every denied orgasm… ten minutes gagged.”

“No begging allowed until she’s at the edge.”

“Let us watch her fall apart.”

He stopped in front of the mirror, staring at his own reflection. His cock was hard now. Thick.

He spoke to himself like a general to his army.

“She begged to be ruined. They want to be the ones who ruin her. And I get to stand behind the camera and let it happen.”

He turned slowly, looking toward the bedroom. Alicia still sleeping, still spent. Ryan’s wheels started to turn.

[image: ]


The red light blinked on. Live.

The stream surged instantly—21,872 and rising. The chat ignited like fire licking gasoline.

“FUCK SHE’S BACK.”

“LOOK AT THAT LINGERIE.”

“CAME IN THE FIRST TEN SECONDS.”

“TELL US WHAT WE’RE DOING TONIGHT, SLUT.”

“DO YOU MISS OUR CUM?”

Alicia knelt on the bed, soft black lace stretched tight over her chest, nipples visibly hard beneath it. Her lips were already wet—lip gloss or spit, no one could tell. Her eyes were heavy. No collar tonight. No gag. Just submission in her posture, and the unknown waiting to unfold.

She looked into the camera and smiled.

“Did you miss me?”

The chat howled.

Ryan stood behind the camera, silent. Hands steady. Voice absent.

That alone made her nervous.

He always started the stream with a whisper. A command. A praise or threat.

Not tonight.

Alicia shifted, thighs parting slightly as she leaned forward on her elbows, presenting more, letting the lace ride higher. “I don’t know what Ryan has planned,” she purred, voice dripping heat. “He won’t tell me. Not even a hint.”

The chat responded instantly:

“GOOD.”

“HE’S GONNA DESTROY YOU.”

“YOU NEED IT.”

“WE DECIDED, SLUT.”

“LET US PUNISH YOU.”

Alicia laughed softly. “You’re all so greedy,” she whispered, licking her lips. “I can feel how desperate you are.”

She turned, looked over her shoulder toward Ryan. “Are they getting what they want?”

That’s when he stepped into frame.

Paper in hand.

She froze.

The second she saw the page, her thighs clenched.

Ryan didn’t smile. He didn’t touch her.

He read.

“Tonight’s punishments,” he said, voice calm, deep, final. “Submitted by the people watching. You didn’t get to vote, Alicia. You just get to obey.”

Her mouth dropped open.

The chat exploded:

“YESSSS.”

“FUCKING PERFECT.”

“SHE LOOKS SCARED.”

“EDGE HER TIL SHE BREAKS.”

“PUT THE GAG ON.”

He crouched next to her, slowly unfolding the page. Her breath trembled. The mic picked it up, caught every shaky inhale.

Ryan read aloud.

“Punishment one,” he said. “Spankings for every tip over $25. Bare ass. Counted out loud. If you mess up the count—double.”

Alicia gasped softly, eyes wide. The first tip came in immediately.

DING — $50.

Then another.

DING — $75.

DING — $100.

She moaned softly. “Fuck…”

Ryan kept reading.

“Punishment two. Edging. You’ll edge yourself, gagged. You do not get to ask to cum. The viewers will decide when you’ve earned it.”

The sound she made wasn’t quite fear. Wasn’t quite arousal. It was both, tangled and raw.

She looked into the camera, breathless, her voice trembling but filthy.

“So this is what you wanted?” she whispered. “You want to gag me so I can’t beg… while I fuck myself in front of you? While I cry for it?”

The chat detonated.

“YESSSS.”

“FUCKING GAG HER NOW.”

“TAPE HER MOUTH SHUT.”

“MAKE HER CUM WITHOUT A VOICE.”

“EDGE THE SLUT.”

Ryan handed her the gag.

Black leather. Ball strapped. No softness. No warning.

She took it in shaking hands.

Then looked back to the camera, that flicker of wicked heat catching in her eyes like a spark finding dry wood.

Her voice dropped to a sultry growl.

“You want to gag your little slut wife?” She licked the ball slowly. “You want me whimpering and drooling while I edge myself like a desperate fuck doll?”

The chat went rabid.

“YESSSSSSSS.”

“SAY IT AGAIN.”

“YOU BELONG TO US.”

“YOU’RE OUR FUCK DOLL.”

She smiled.

“Then I accept your punishments,” she said. “All of them. I want them.”

A pause.

Then she whispered, eyes locked on the lens:

“Use me. Edge me. Deny me. Hurt me.”

She slid the gag between her lips, strapping it tight behind her head.

Muffled moans filled the mic.

The tips started flooding in.

Ryan stood over her, paddle in hand, stroking himself with the other.

“Let’s begin.”

The room went still. Only the camera watched now.

Alicia knelt on all fours, bare ass high, gag strapped tight across her lips. The leather pushed her cheeks open in a perfect O, drool already slipping down her chin. Her eyes were wide, glassy. Afraid. Needy.

And then the first DING hit.

$100.

Ryan stepped behind her, paddle in one hand, the sheet of viewer-submitted punishments in the other.

“Four swats,” he said. “Hard. Counted. If the count’s wrong, we start over.”

Alicia whimpered through the gag, nodding fast, knees spread wide to brace herself.

CRACK.

The sound ripped through the room.

She screamed behind the gag, body jolting, spit flinging from her lips as the sting bloomed across her flesh.

“Mmmph—uhhnnn—Wuhnn!”

Ryan paused. “One.”

CRACK.

She writhed. The camera caught her whole body trembling—tits swinging, her cunt already slick and throbbing.

“Tuhhhooohhhnnnn—”

“Two.”

The chat screamed with her.

“HARDER.”

“MAKE HER COUNT RIGHT.”

“SHE’S DROOLING.”

“GOD YES.”

“EDGE HER WHILE YOU BEAT HER.”

CRACK. CRACK.

The final two landed back to back. Alicia howled around the gag, her body jerking forward on the bed, tears finally breaking from her eyes.

“Three.”

“Four.”

Ryan leaned close, brushing her hair from her face, his voice a low growl. “That was just warm-up.”

He tossed the paddle aside.

“Next punishment,” he said to the camera, reading the sheet again. “Edge her. Multiple times. She doesn’t get to cum until you say so.”

The tips kept flooding in. Edge. Edge. Edge. Denial. Control.

Ryan knelt behind her, spreading her open for the lens. Her pussy was soaked, clenching around nothing, twitching in desperate spasms.

He slipped two fingers in without warning.

She screamed.

Her hips bucked, thighs shaking as he curled deep, grinding slow.

“You’re dripping,” he said. “The gag turns you on, doesn’t it?”

She nodded frantically, sobbing through the leather, tears mixing with drool as her body betrayed her.

He pulled his fingers out, soaked.

“Edge one,” he said.

He rubbed her clit mercilessly. Fast. Unrelenting.

She thrashed under him. Moaning, begging through the gag, eyes wild.

And then—he stopped.

Right before she tipped.

Her whole body convulsed. Her scream was muffled but piercing.

“Shhhh,” he whispered. “Not yet.”

The chat:

“EDGE HER AGAIN.”

“DON’T LET HER CUM.”

“I’M STROKING SO HARD.”

“I’LL TIP $200 IF SHE CRIES.”

Edge two.

He fucked her with three fingers this time, slow and deep while rubbing her clit again, watching her unravel.

She sobbed through the gag, spit trailing down to her breasts, eyes squeezed shut as her hips tried to chase the high.

And again—he pulled away.

Right at the edge.

Her scream broke around the gag, a helpless, animal sound. She collapsed forward, fists clenched tight in the sheets, body shaking.

“She’s close again,” Ryan told the camera. “But she doesn’t get to cum unless you tell her.”

He turned the screen so she could see the chat—blinding, savage, full of power.

“KEEP HER THERE.”

“DON’T LET THE WHORE CUM.”

“NOT YET.”

“MAKE HER BEG THROUGH THE GAG.”

“FUCK SHE’S SO CLOSE.”

Ryan climbed onto the bed, kneeling behind her, rubbing her clit again with slow, cruel pressure. “You want it, slut?” he whispered in her ear. “You want to cum for them?”

She nodded violently, gag muffling her cries, spit flying.

He looked into the lens. “It’s up to them now.”

She writhed.

Two more edges.

Two more denials.

She was shaking. Twitching. Destroyed. The sounds coming from her weren’t words anymore—just guttural, desperate cries, drowned in tears and drool.

Her thighs glistened with slick.

And then⁠—

One word in the chat.

“Let her.”

Then another.

“CUM.”

Then ten more.

“Let her cum.”

“CUM FOR US.”

“SHE EARNED IT.”

“NOW.”

“MAKE HER BREAK.”

Ryan grinned.

He pushed two fingers back inside, rubbed her clit with his thumb. “You heard them, baby.”

Alicia screamed.

The orgasm tore through her like a grenade. Her legs gave out. Her back arched violently. Her mouth hung open in a silent cry, drool pouring down her chest as her body convulsed.

Tears streamed from her eyes as she collapsed in a soaked, twitching, gasping heap.

Ryan knelt behind her, kissing the nape of her neck, the gag still in her mouth, the viewers losing their fucking minds.

“THAT WAS INSANE.”

“SHE’S DESTROYED.”

“FUCKING ART.”

“I CAME WITH HER.”

“DO IT AGAIN NEXT STREAM.”

Ryan looked into the lens.

“She begged without words. You made her earn it.”

Then he smiled.

“And next time…”

The stream cut.

The silence was a weightless thing.

No tips. No commands. No blinking red eye staring her down. Just the low hum of electronics cooling and the soft, wet sound of Alicia's trembling breath as Ryan eased the gag from her mouth.

She whimpered. Her lips were red, raw, shining with spit. Her whole body was shaking—limp across the mattress, arms barely supporting her, thighs splayed, drenched in her own slick and tears.

Ryan didn’t speak at first. He didn’t need to.

He moved with reverence.

His hands stroked her shoulders, slow and warm, smoothing damp hair away from her face. He kissed her cheek—soft, careful. Her skin was hot. Her eyes were swollen. But she looked at him with something purer than lust now.

Trust.

“Come here,” he whispered, pulling her into his lap.

She climbed into him like she belonged there. Because she did. Her body collapsed against his chest, her arms trembling as they wrapped around his neck. He held her tight, one hand on her back, the other stroking slow circles over her hip.

“You did so fucking well,” he murmured, lips brushing her temple. “God, baby. You were perfect.”

She let out a broken breath that was almost a laugh. “That was… intense.”

He chuckled softly. “You were gagged and edged until you cried, and still followed every fucking command.”

His voice dropped into something softer. “You’re the strongest woman I’ve ever seen.”

She didn’t answer right away. Just curled in closer, letting her head rest against his shoulder.

After a long silence: “I didn’t know I could take that much.”

Ryan cupped her jaw, guiding her gaze up to his.

“You didn’t just take it,” he said. “You gave it. You offered your body to them—to me—to their fantasies… and you never lost yourself.”

Her eyes welled again, but not from pain this time.

“Even when it got scary…” she whispered, “I never felt unsafe. Not once.”

His thumb brushed her lower lip. “Because I’d never let you be.”

She nodded.

“I could feel it,” she said. “Even when I was gagged… crying… shaking… I could feel you.”

His arms tightened around her. “I was there, baby. Every second. Watching. Guiding. Making sure they never got more than what you wanted to give.”

Alicia blinked slowly, lips parting like she wanted to say something… but then he kissed her. Not rough. Not greedy.

Gentle. Worshipful.

His lips found the corners of her mouth, her cheeks, the tip of her nose. Each kiss a small devotion.

“You’re mine,” he whispered between them. “Not just in the bedroom. Not just on camera. You’re mine in this. All of this.”

She moaned softly, breath catching.

“And you’re so strong,” he murmured against her throat. “So fucking strong. Letting them see you like that? Vulnerable, gagged, edged to tears? Baby… that takes more strength than anything.”

She trembled in his arms, body still warm, still wrung out.

“I wanted to give it to them,” she whispered. “But only because you were behind me. Holding the leash, even if they were pulling it.”

He smiled against her skin.

“Good girl.”

Her eyes fluttered closed.

“I feel… emptied,” she said. “But not broken. Not used. Just…” She struggled for the word. “Open.”

Ryan kissed her forehead.

“That’s because you are,” he whispered. “Open. Brave. Mine. And the world’s.”

She breathed in deep. Let it out in a sigh that came from her core.

“I feel safe,” she said. “Even when I’m gagged. Even when I’m begging. Even when I’m about to fall apart… I feel safe.”

Ryan leaned his forehead to hers.

“Because I’ll always be there to catch you,” he said. “Every time.”


CHAPTER 14


It started with a tweet.

Not from a porn account. Not from some faceless OnlyFans burner.

But from a blue-check tech journalist with two million followers and a reputation for catching early internet firestorms.

“Who the fuck is ‘The Wife on Cam’ and why is my entire feed obsessed with her gagged orgasm meltdown last night?”

That tweet was at 7:04 AM.

By 8:00, the clip had five million views.

By noon, #GaggedWife was trending worldwide.

By nightfall, Alicia's inbox had collapsed.

Her body had already gone viral before. But now?

Her face was everywhere.

She sat at the kitchen island in nothing but Ryan’s old hoodie, her phone glowing in her hand, unread notifications flooding like a breached dam. Her own lips stared back at her on the screen—glossy, parted around the gag, wet and twitching as she cried through the edge denial. A still frame from the moment before she shattered.

Every account had watermarked it.

Reddit. 4chan. Twitter. Discord. Private porn groups. Even fucking TikTok had found ways to keep the clip alive in edited form.

"That face," one post read. "She’s not faking. That’s the look of a real woman giving in."

Her throat felt tight. Not with shame. Not exactly.

More like pressure.

Like the entire internet had grabbed her by the collar and said: We saw you.

And we’re not letting you go.

Ryan stepped behind her, phone in hand, a smirk in his voice. “Did you see the Gawker article?”

Her eyes snapped up. “No—what?”

He tossed his phone onto the counter. Headline bold and unholy:

"The Porn Wife America’s Jerking Off To: How 'Live Stream Slut' Became the Internet’s Queen of Submission."

Alicia stared.

The header image was a still of her on her knees, cum trailing down her chin, her eyes glossy and wild, the red cam light glowing behind her like a halo.

Her lips parted. “Oh my god…”

Ryan leaned in behind her, arms slipping around her waist, mouth at her ear.

“They’ve named you.”

Her voice cracked. “It’s not just viewers anymore.”

“No,” he said. “It’s a fucking movement.”

She laughed—staggered, disbelieving. “This was supposed to be just for us. Just a kink.”

Ryan grinned against her neck. “Now you’re a kink for millions.”

The email inbox dinged. Again. And again. Her fan mail had gone from a trickle to a torrential downpour—some begging to worship her feet, others offering five-figure tips just for a one-on-one cam session. Production companies. Podcast invites. Interview requests. Brand deals.

And in the middle of it all: comments.

Everywhere.

“She’s the realest slut on the internet.”

“I don’t even like porn but I’d die for this woman.”

“She’s gone from wife to deity.”

“This is the first woman who’s ever made me want to submit while she’s the one submitting.”

“I came so hard I saw god.”

Alicia scrolled, lips trembling. “Ryan, they worship me.”

He turned her chair slowly to face him, his gaze soft but burning. “Of course they do.”

“But they know my face now. My real face. If I went to the grocery store tomorrow⁠—”

“They’d drop to their knees in the cereal aisle.”

She choked on a laugh.

“I’m scared,” she whispered.

He cupped her cheek, kissed her once—deep, grounding, possessive. “And wet.”

Her thighs clenched.

He was right.

“Tell me what you want,” he murmured. “I’ll turn it all off. We’ll walk away. Or⁠—”

She looked into his eyes.

“Or I own it,” she said. “I let them keep watching. I give them more.”

Ryan’s breath caught. “You’re serious?”

She stood.

Pulled off the hoodie.

Naked now in front of the kitchen window, letting the morning light touch her skin. She raised her arms slowly, presenting herself to the sky, to the world, to the millions of hungry eyes that would never stop wanting her.

“They’ve seen me gag. They’ve seen me cum. They’ve seen me cry.”

She turned back to him.

“Let’s see how far they’re willing to go.”
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The lights were off in the bedroom. Not because they were hiding—but because he was building.

Ryan moved like a man possessed, silent and focused, shirtless, the low golden lamp on the dresser casting shadows across his back as he tightened the last bolt on the rig. A second camera mounted overhead. The ring light calibrated for sweat and tears. Tripod in the corner, just low enough to catch her spread thighs from below.

Alicia watched from the bed.

Blanket around her shoulders. Nothing underneath.

She didn’t speak. Just watched—breathing shallow, thighs pressed together, fingers curling in the fabric as he prepared her altar.

“What’s all this?” she finally asked, voice low.

Ryan didn’t look back. “A new setup.”

“For?”

His voice dropped. “The next chapter.”

Alicia exhaled slowly.

He turned to face her now. Eyes hungry, full of reverence and obsession in equal measure.

“They want more,” he said. “And they don’t just want to see anymore. They want to own.”

She swallowed. “So what happens?”

Ryan stepped forward, crouched at the edge of the bed. His hands found her legs, slowly pulling the blanket down, baring her inch by inch. “We give them control.”

Her breath hitched.

“Live voting.” He kissed the inside of her knee. “Real-time decisions.” His lips traveled higher. “Punishments they choose.” Another kiss. “No pre-set rules. Just surrender.”

She trembled.

“You’d let them decide what I do?” she whispered. “What I take?”

He met her eyes, expression deadly serious. “Only if you give it to them.”

She nodded slowly. “What else?”

His fingers trailed up her thighs. “We add the countdown timer. Every time it hits zero without a tip, you lose something—your voice, your freedom, your ability to cum.”

Her pussy clenched.

“And the final vote?”

He leaned in close, voice like a promise. “They get to choose how you finish. How you break. Where they watch me cum—your mouth, your pussy, your face. Their choice.”

Alicia’s whole body responded.

She reached out, touched his cheek. “You’re really going to let them do that?”

“I’m not letting them,” he said. “We are. Because they don’t get to own you without permission.”

Her lips parted.

“And I want to see what they do with that power.”

She exhaled a shaking breath, heart pounding. “You trust them?”

Ryan kissed her softly. “No. I trust you.”

Silence stretched between them, hot and heavy.

Then Alicia slid her blanket off completely, exposing her flushed, naked body to the shadows and the soft click of the new lens overhead.

“When do we go live?” she asked, voice low, hungry.

Ryan smiled.

“When you’re ready to lose yourself.”
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The stream blinked on.

But this time, Alicia didn’t crawl into frame.

She didn’t kneel.

She walked.

Bare. Barefoot. Bare-souled.

The light caught her skin just right—soft and gold, glistening slightly, as if her whole body was still radiating the heat of her last orgasm. Her hair was tousled, damp at the ends. No collar. No leash. Just her. All of her.

She walked straight up to the camera, stared into the lens like it was a lover she hadn’t seen in weeks, and smiled slow.

CHAT:

“OH MY FUCKING GOD.”

“SHE’S STANDING??”

“QUEEN ENERGY.”

“LOOK AT THAT BODY.”

“I’M ALREADY HARD.”

She leaned close—lips parted, voice low, rich with satisfaction and something just a little dangerous.

“Did you miss me?”

CHAT:

“YES.”

“FUCK YES.”

“DON’T EVER LEAVE AGAIN.”

“I’D KILL TO TASTE YOU.”

“I’D SELL MY CAR FOR A USED GAG.”

She chuckled, biting her lip as her eyes flicked over to the viewer count.

32,413.

She exhaled, slow, controlled. Her nipples stiffened as the numbers ticked up again.

“Thirty thousand of you,” she said. “Watching. Waiting. Stroking your cocks like I owe you something.”

She smiled. Not sweet.

Predatory.

“I don’t.”

She leaned in closer. Her breath kissed the mic.

“I didn’t come back to be your toy. I’m here because I want it. I want the attention. The power. The hunger in your eyes when I’m gagged and drooling. That’s not for you. That’s for me.”

The chat flooded instantly.

“USE ME.”

“RUIN ME.”

“YOU FUCKING OWN ME.”

“YES MISTRESS.”

“GAG YOURSELF AGAIN, PLEASE.”

She read, scanning, then paused. One caught her eye.

“‘I want to edge you until your clit forgets how to cum.’”

She let out a slow, filthy moan.

“Ohh… fuck, that one’s poetic.”

Another:

“‘You were made for tears. You look like heaven when you cry.’”

She tilted her head. “That’s... disturbingly beautiful. You should write me love letters.”

She kept scrolling, biting her bottom lip, flushed with the filth she saw piling into the chat.

“‘Please let me pay to gag you. I want to hear you sob into leather.’”

“Mmm. You’ll have to get in line for that.”

“‘I watched your last orgasm thirty times. I stroked until I bled.’”

Her eyebrows rose. “Now that’s devotion.”

She stepped back then, slowly, letting them see her full body—every curve, every scar, every delicious flaw the camera turned into myth.

“You made me go viral,” she whispered. “Not because I fucked harder. Not because I cried. But because I let you see me break. And you loved it.”

The camera stayed steady as she turned, walked across the room—slow, naked, ethereal.

Then she reached for it.

Lifted the rig off its mount, turned it in her hands, and panned across the space like she was showing off the throne room of a goddess.

The viewers saw it all.

—The new overhead rig, mounted directly above the bed.

—The new custom ring light with variable dimming and red hue controls for orgasm contrast.

—The second tripod at waist height—aimed for close-ups, for tears, for gag dripping detail.

—A custom-painted paddle with her name carved into the handle: “Alicia.”

—Three new gags hanging neatly from silver hooks. Black leather. One red ball. One ring. One silicone molded like a cockhead.

She brought the camera back to her face.

Her smile was pure sin.

“You’ll see me on this bed again soon,” she said. “You’ll see me gagged. Tied. Shaking. But not because you deserve it.”

A pause.

“It’ll be because I do.”

CHAT:

“PLEASE JUST ONE EDGE.”

“FUCK, TEASE US.”

“SIT ON THE BED.”

“SHOW US YOU’RE WET.”

“I’LL PAY $300 JUST TO WATCH YOU SPIT.”

Alicia smiled. “No.”

CHAT:

“WHAT??”

“NOOOO.”

“DON’T TEASE US LIKE THIS.”

“FUCK PLEASE.”

“CUM ONE TIME.”

“I’LL TIP YOU INTO ORBIT.”

She lowered her voice to a whisper.

“You’ll get it all.”

Another pause.

“But not tonight.”

And then—before anyone could type another plea—she smiled directly into the lens, eyes full of cruel affection, and whispered:

“Beg harder.”

Click.

Stream offline.


CHAPTER 15


They came in ones and twos, shoes whispering on the hardwood, hands folded like gifts. Ryan met them at the door with the same calm gravity he reserved for rituals; Alicia sat on the sofa in a robe, legs crossed, the camera off but the hush of possibility thick as perfume. This wasn’t a party. This was an audition for permission.

“IDs and test results first,” Ryan said, voice level and clinical, sliding a tablet across the console with a checklist pulsing on the screen. “No exceptions. We don’t play with risk here.”

Each man—some nervous, some overconfident, some reverent—presented the documents like contrite parishioners. Ryan scanned, nodded, made notes. Alicia watched each face catalogued beneath her gaze: the way a man’s grin trembled, whether his eyes lingered on her throat or her mouth, how quickly his posture shifted at the word boundaries.

“You know the rules,” Ryan said to the small group circled in the living room, his tone flat and final. “No penetration without vocal confirmation on camera. No surprise moves. No photos off the stream. You obey my direction, you obey her limits. You follow the punishments only as they’re given. You hurt only what she has agreed to be hurt.”

A ripple of assent swept the room. Some swallowed. Some grinned; others looked at Alicia as if waiting for a command.

Alicia stood, the robe falling open like a curtain. She walked among them slow as a benediction, bare feet soundless. The men’s breaths shortened. Up close she smelled like sex and detergent and something personal: the clean, wicked scent of someone who had given herself away and chosen to return.

“I’m not a toy,” she said, voice low. “I’m not a challenge. I’m not a test of your courage. If you can’t keep your hands to what’s allowed, you leave. If you can’t follow Ryan or if you disrespect me, you leave. If you try to take from me what I didn’t promise, everyone loses what they came for.”

Several men nodded so hard their Adam’s apples bobbed.

Ryan waited a beat, then tilted his head toward a thin man with a nervous smile. “Why us? Why tonight?”

The man—Corey, a local who’d been both caller and tipper for months—cleared his throat. “Because… because we want to fucking worship her. We want to be chosen. We want to be part of it. I’ve watched every stream. I know the rules. I know she—” his voice broke on the last word, raw with the kind of reverence that made Alicia’s heart twist “—I know she gives herself for real.”

Ryan looked at him, unblinking. “You understand the punishments? You understand the gag rule, the spanking counts, the edging protocol? If the chat requests them and the tip threshold is met, you will perform them exactly as instructed. You will not improvise. You will not ask for mercy on camera.”

Corey’s fingers tightened on his note card. “Yes. I understand. I agree.”

Ryan tapped the tablet. “Good. You have one strike. Any breach and the livestream ends for everyone. You get one chance in this room. That one chance is a privilege.”

A taller man with a steady jaw stepped forward—Shawn—familiar from the tip logs and late-night comments. Ryan asked a sharper question: “Have you been vaccinated? STI panel? Negative?”

Shawn nodded, producing the lab printout like a talisman. “Clean,” he said. “All of it. I know what we signed up for.”

Ryan scanned the prints, thumbed the boxes. “Good.”

Alicia watched him read—watched the small smile that flickered when Ryan saw the donation history. She let herself feel proud in a way that surprised her: proud not only of the numbers but of the ritual—this pruning of strangers into something safer, more intimate.

“Tell me about limits,” Ryan said, turning to the room as a whole. “Not mine. Not Alicia’s. Yours. Speak them out loud. If you don’t say them, assume you consent to everything we list.”

A murmur of discomfort ran through the circle. One by one they named their lines—no choking, no blood, no branding, no drug use, no photos—each declaration like a vow. Ryan nodded, fingers tapping his tablet. He checked them off, recorded them, and then said the thing that made the room breathe harder:

“All physical punishments will be administered at our count. You will take them as instructed. You will not attempt to exceed the count. You will stop if she taps thrice on my leg. She will not be asked to vocalize a safe-word while gagged—she will use the tap. If she taps, you stop. If she shows any sign of distress beyond the agreed play, we stop and end the stream. You will not argue. You will not bargain.”

Silence except for the faint hum of the refrigerator.

Alicia stepped into the center then, razor sharp and soft at once. Her voice dropped to an intimate cadence meant for the lens even though the cameras were muted.

“You’re here because you wanted to see me fall apart and rise again,” she said. “You wanted to be part of taking and giving. You’re not here to be heroes. You’re here to be careful hands. You’re here to obey.”

She looked each man in the eye and, leaning forward, let a tiny, dangerous smile slip: “Say it.”

The men, flushed and trembly, spoke in a chorus—breathless vows of restraint and devotion. “We obey.” “We won’t go past.” “We’ll stop if she taps.”

Ryan’s shoulders eased minutely. He walked around them like a judge inspecting coats; satisfied, he snapped the tablet closed.

“Two of you will be chosen tonight,” he announced, calm as a guillotine. “You will be briefed on the order. You will be mic’d, checked, and cleared. You will change into what we provide.” He tapped a folder. “You will not bring toys. You will not bring cameras. Anything you want used must be cleared and sanitized by us.”

A man at the back swallowed.

“Are you sure about this?” Ryan’s look could have melted steel.

“We’re sure. She’s sure. She asked for this.”

Alicia’s fingers found his from where she stood beside him, and she interlaced the small of her hand through his. The contact grounded her—this was their choreography, their strange worship. “We’ll make sure you understand,” she said, low and gentle. “And if you do, you’ll thank us later.”

The two chosen were finally named: Corey and Shawn—cordially forward, both with histories in the tip logs. They stepped forward and accepted Ryan’s instructions with a kind of pious hunger. Ryan handed them a printed copy of the punishments—exact counts, gag methods, edging protocols, denial windows, post-play aftercare steps. Corey’s hand trembled as he signed the acknowledgment. Shawn’s jaw clamped hard as he read the emergency stop procedures.

“Any questions?” Ryan asked, looking at each man.

Silence. Only the sound of a ceiling fan.

“Good,” he said. “You’ve been vetted. You’ve been warned. You’ve been chosen. When the red light goes on, you will remember that you are only what we allow you to be: worshipers. You will obey. You will be careful. You won’t touch the camera. You won’t touch each other unless we say so. You won’t try to take her home.”

They repeated the phrase—privilege, not a right—like penitents.

Ryan’s eyes met Alicia’s for a long second. Both of them smiled, the smile of people standing at the brink together. He raised a hand. The men’s faces brightened with adrenaline and fear. Alicia stepped forward and, in a whisper meant for no camera but for the power of a few hungry men, she said, “Make me remember why I asked for this.”

Ryan nodded once, the motion precise.

“Microphones on,” he said. “Sanitizer only. Clothes in the bag. One hour until lights. Be ready.”

As they changed in the small room off the back, Ryan guided Alicia to the bed. He handed her a soft robe and pressed a palm to her belly, then to her heart.

“You did this well,” he murmured, voice low and certain. “You picked them. You told them the rules. You chose the terms.”

She let out a breath like a laugh. “Together,” she corrected.

He kissed the top of her head. “Together.”

They checked the cameras one last time. The new overhead rig hummed like a promise. The paddle with her name caught the light and threw it back.

Outside, voices shuffled—men preparing, polishing themselves into worshippers. Inside, Alicia let her fingers trail over the paddle with her name, feeling the carved letters under her skin like a brand she’d earned for herself.

She breathed in. She breathed out.

They would start soon.
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The red light bled steady and the single feed carried everything: the men in the room, the thousands online, the small apartment turned stage. One stream. One audience. One memory being made.

Alicia stood in the doorway in black lace that clung like a promise. The robe slid from her shoulders in a slow, practiced reveal; the cameras drank her down—overhead for ceremony, waist-level for the intimate angles, the main lens locked on her face. The viewer counter ticked upward and the chat spilled into life the instant she stepped fully into frame.

“SHE’S BACK.”

“OH MY GOD.”

“QUEEN.”

“I’M SO HARD RIGHT NOW.”

“SHOW US EVERYTHING.”

Ryan stepped forward, measured and calm. He addressed the room—first the men beside him, then the digital crowd behind the lens.

“Tonight is one live feed,” he said. “Everything you do here is on camera. No private clips, no side feeds. We follow the flow I call. We follow Alicia’s limits. We honor what’s agreed. The audience watches and they’ll push thresholds, but the flow is kept here—on camera, in this room.”

The chat exploded again, rapid-fire tips and caps, hearts and fire emojis. The live energy made Alicia’s skin prickle.

Corey shifted in his seat—lean, earnest, eyes bright. He’d been a regular donor for months, the kind who wrote ridiculous, breathless little notes between tips. He smiled, awkward and sincere. “I’ve watched every stream,” he said, voice thin with excitement. “This is the chance to actually be here—honored doesn’t start to cover it.”

Shawn was a quieter presence—solid, controlled, the kind of man who looked like he’d read the rules and measured himself against them. He cracked a brief, confident smile. “I’m not here to improvise. I’m here to show up and do what’s asked,” he said, voice steady. “I know how to follow direction.”

Ryan catalogued them with a glance—history, posture, the way they treated Alicia when she entered the room—and then moved through the practicalities so the cameras would catch each line.

“Physical acts are by count,” he said, tapping the tablet so the on-screen checklist came up for the viewers: spanking counts, tipping thresholds tied to punishments, approved gag types, the order of turns. “If a count is missed, we pause and repeat. We won’t do anything outside the list. We sanitize. We mic you. No phones out during the stream.”

The chat went wild as the rules appeared on the side display—viewers loving the theater of process.

Ryan’s voice dropped softer. “There’s a private signal between Alicia and me—nonverbal, so we can manage safety quietly. If that signal happens, we stop immediately. That’s the only thing you need to know about how we call time.”

Corey nodded, grin quickening. “Got it.”

Shawn’s jaw tightened, a line of concentration. “Understood.”

Alicia walked the space between them, lace whispering, gaze steady. Up close she smelled like sex and soft soap; she smelled like the choice she’d made.

“You watched me break,” she said, turning to the camera and the men both. “You saw me give it away. Tonight you get to watch me give something back. I choose who touches me. I choose how far I go. You follow direction. Respect the pace. Respect the ritual.”

Corey’s excitement softened into a reverent focus. “We’ll be careful hands. We’re here to worship, not to push past what we’re told.”

Shawn offered a small, controlled nod. “We’ll follow the flow.”

Ryan handed them printed pages—counts, responsibilities, the order of worship—and clipped microphones into place. He checked the mics on both men with a quick professional motion, then snapped the sanitization pack shut and set it where cameras could see it.

“One feed. One record,” he said, looking at the lens. “Alicia and I manage how things go. The audience watches; they shout; they tip. We incorporate that energy. We do not let it turn into chaos. You two will take turns, starting with worship—gentle hands, reverence—and then we escalate per the thresholds you’ve seen on that list. You will respect her. You will follow direction. If you can’t, you leave. This is a privilege.”

Corey’s hands tightened on the edge of his chair. “I won’t waste it,” he said.

Shawn’s calm voice cut in: “We’re ready.”

Alicia slid gracefully to the bed and knelt, lace clinging to the curve of her hips. She looked straight into the camera, into the thousands of faces and into the two men who would touch her first.

“You made me viral,” she said softly, and the chat filled with howls and praise. “You made me into something bigger than our little secret. I’ll give you more. But remember—I’m giving this, not being taken. That is mine to choose.”

Ryan stepped close and laid a single, public hand on her shoulder—possessive and protective, a small claim for the cameras. “We start when I say. One feed. One flow. Let’s make this something they don’t forget.”

The men moved to change into what had been specified on their pages. The camera lingered on Alicia—her throat, the small scar at the base of her spine, the taut line of her hips—then widened to include the room, the ritual, the hum of anticipation that vibrated through the live chat.

“FUCK.”

“MAKE HER SCREAM.”

“BEST WIFE.”

“I’LL TIP $500 IF SHE BEGS.”

Ryan checked angles one last time, thumbed the tablet, and met Alicia’s eye.

“You ready?” he asked—quiet, private, even as the viewers screamed in the chat.

She smiled, steady and sharp. “Yes.”

He raised his hand to cue the beginning—and the red light burned brighter as the audience began to go crazy.

The first notification chimed sharp as a bell—$100 streaking across the feed, the message pulsing in caps: SPANK HER. FIVE SWATS.

Ryan’s smile was a blade. He turned from the tablet to the men. “A generous patron wants to see her ass marked. Five swats. Who takes the first strike?”

Corey half-rose, nerves and hunger braided tight. Alicia bent over the mattress, lace pulled taut over her ass, her voice husky for the mic. “I want to hear it.”

The chat howled approval. Corey raised his hand and brought it down in a sharp crack. Alicia’s gasp filled the room, and the counter climbed again. Ryan counted each swat out loud, clinical, ceremonial. By the fifth, Alicia’s hips were rocking forward, her breath uneven, the lace damp between her thighs.

Another tip flashed: GAG HER. BALL GAG. KEEP HER MOANING. The donation number glowed heavy enough to draw a whistle from Ryan. He reached for the black gag laid out beside the sanitizer. “Who’s fitting her?” he asked, voice smooth but edged.

Shawn stepped forward, steady, deliberate. He held the gag up for the camera, then pressed it to Alicia’s lips. She opened without protest, moaning as the ball slid behind her teeth, the strap buckled snug at the base of her skull. Her eyes gleamed with wet fire; her muffled sounds were instantly swallowed by the feed, driving the chat into chaos.

Tips kept pouring—EDGE HER FOR TEN MINUTES—and Ryan relayed the command with the same calm authority. “You heard them. Ten minutes. Slow her down. Keep her begging through the gag.”

Corey and Shawn traded positions like obedient servants, one stroking her clit in agonizing circles while the other slid two fingers inside, holding her just on the cusp. Alicia writhed, whimpering into the gag, the sound broken and desperate. The chat was a storm of “YES,” “MORE,” “KEEP HER THERE.”

Ryan crouched near her head, stroking her damp hair back so the camera caught the devotion in his touch. “They own your edges tonight,” he murmured, pitched low for her ear but clear for the microphones. “Every dollar is another second you don’t get to cum until they decide.”

Alicia’s eyes fluttered shut, a tear slipping free. She moaned through the gag, a muffled plea that the audience instantly translated into power, tipping higher, shouting louder.

The tips came in like rain against glass, constant, pounding, impossible to ignore. Ryan’s calm voice translated each one into touch—Corey’s trembling palm leaving red on her ass, Shawn’s steady hands holding her open while she sobbed around the gag. The room was a tsunami of commands and obedience, every sound Alicia made turned into currency, every flinch and moan purchased and replayed.

The chat blurred into a frenzy, caps spilling over one another: “HARDER.” “KEEP HER GAGGED.” “MAKE HER BEG.”

And then the phrase began repeating, a chant the feed seemed to breathe with:

“She’s the ultimate hotwife slut.”

“ULTIMATE HOTWIFE SLUT.”

“OUR SLUT, OUR QUEEN.”

The viewer counter ticked higher and higher, surging into numbers Ryan hadn’t expected to hit tonight. Alicia’s eyes were glassy, her body trembling, tears and spit shining under the lights as the tips poured in.

Ryan leaned close to the camera, his voice low but certain: “They’re not done with you yet.”

The red light burned hotter, the chat a tidal wave of hunger, her writhing body caught between careful hands and a faceless, roaring crowd that only wanted more.


CHAPTER 16


The red light stayed on, and the chat was already a storm. Tips kept rolling across the screen, piling up faster than Ryan could read them out. Alicia knelt on the bed, still gagged, lace clinging to her body. Her chest rose and fell fast, her eyes wet but shining with excitement. She glanced toward the main camera, lips stretched around the ball, and gave a muffled moan that made the crowd of comments surge again.

Ryan stood at the foot of the bed, tablet in hand, his voice calm but heavy with heat. “Our audience has been generous,” he said. “They want more. They’ve paid for more. Alicia, they want to see how far their slut can go tonight.”

Alicia whimpered through the gag, nodding her head quickly, her thighs pressing together. Shawn leaned forward on the chair, jaw tight, waiting for direction. Corey’s hand shook on his lap, his cock straining against the thin fabric Ryan had told him to wear.

Ryan looked at the tablet and read aloud. “Five hundred dollars. That’s enough for a gag punishment. She’s already gagged, but they want more—they want to see her pushed. Who’s taking the first spanking while she’s gagged?”

Corey shot up from the chair. “I’ll do it,” he said, voice rough. He walked to the bed and looked at Ryan for approval.

“Good,” Ryan said. “Five swats. Count them loud so they can hear you.”

Corey placed his palm on Alicia’s lower back, guiding her forward until her ass was high in the air. He raised his hand and brought it down with a loud crack. Alicia jolted and moaned into the gag.

“One!” Corey said, his voice shaking.

The second swat landed harder. Alicia’s body trembled, but she pressed her face into the bed and wiggled her hips back like she wanted more.

“Two!”

The chat went wild, lines of text exploding across the screen. Ryan stepped closer, leaning over Alicia so the camera caught his face beside hers. “Look at you,” he murmured for her and the audience both. “You’re gagged, you’re taking every swat, and you’re still pushing that ass back. You look like the perfect little slut.”

Alicia’s muffled cry was raw and needy, her eyes rolling up to him. Her body shook with each strike until Corey counted the last, his hand red and his breath fast.

“Five!”

Ryan nodded. “Well done. That was for them. They bought every one of those hits. And she took them all because she belongs here, doesn’t she?”

Alicia moaned and nodded hard, drool slipping down her chin. Shawn’s eyes locked on her, steady and hungry.

Another chime hit the tablet, brighter and louder this time. Ryan read it aloud, his grin sharp. “A thousand dollars. Our biggest tip yet tonight. They want her edged. Ten full minutes. No orgasm until I say. Shawn, that’s yours. Don’t let her finish.”

Shawn stood and walked to the bed. He climbed behind her, one hand steadying her hip while the other slid between her thighs. His fingers moved slow, exact, circling her clit while the camera caught every twitch of Alicia’s body.

She screamed into the gag, muffled but wild, her hips rocking against his hand. Shawn kept his pace, slow and steady, while Ryan’s voice narrated. “They bought this control, Alicia. Every dollar is another second you don’t get to cum. Every stranger out there owns the way your body shakes right now.”

Her eyes squeezed shut, a tear slipping free. She writhed against Shawn’s hand, begging with muffled cries. Ryan leaned close to the mic. “Look at her, audience. Look at the way she’s drooling, crying, desperate. You paid for this. You’re making her your slut one second at a time.”

The timer on the tablet ticked down. Shawn worked her clit slow, careful, never giving enough for release. Corey stood to the side, stroking himself as the chat kept screaming for more.

When the timer hit zero, Ryan held up his hand. “Stop.”

Shawn pulled back at once, his fingers glistening. Alicia collapsed forward on the bed, shaking, her thighs wet. Her muffled sob was equal parts pain and need. Ryan stroked her hair, his voice soft but heavy with pride. “You’re so beautiful like this. On edge, gagged, trembling for strangers who just bought your orgasm. You love it, don’t you?”

Alicia nodded fast, her muffled moan clear even through the gag.

Ryan turned back to the camera, eyes hard, smile slow. “They’re not finished. Keep tipping. Keep commanding. We’ll push her until she can’t take anymore.”

The chimes kept ringing, the chat exploding into capital letters and dollar signs. Alicia’s body shook as she looked from Ryan to the camera, her eyes glassy and wet, her moans broken and desperate. The room pulsed with the crowd’s hunger, and the night was just starting.

The next chime nearly shook the speakers. Ryan glanced at the tablet, and his eyebrows lifted. “Two thousand dollars,” he said slowly, letting the weight of it hang in the air. “Our patrons want her spanked again, harder this time. Ten swats. Gagged. On her knees so they can see her face while it happens.”

Alicia whimpered through the gag, her eyes darting from Ryan to the lens. She knew every word was being carried to thousands of strangers. Her chest heaved as Ryan pulled her up from the bed and guided her to kneel on the mattress, her hands behind her head. Drool slipped down her chin, and the camera zoomed close on the wet shine across her lips.

“Which of you will give them what they bought?” Ryan asked.

Shawn stepped forward, his face steady but tight with hunger. “I will,” he said.

Ryan nodded. “Then count each strike. Make them hear it.”

The first swat landed across her ass, loud and sharp. Alicia’s head snapped back, a muffled scream punching through the gag.

“One,” Shawn said, voice firm.

The second landed harder, and Alicia shook, thighs spreading wider without her meaning to.

“Two.”

The chat lit up in fire emojis and endless caps. “HARDER.” “MAKE HER CRY.” “FUCKING SLUT.” Ryan moved behind the camera so the viewers saw her flushed face as each strike fell. He spoke in a low, steady tone that made her melt even while she cried. “Look at you, baby. On your knees, gagged, drooling, taking it all for them. Every swat they bought is another reason you’re their perfect little slut.”

The fifth strike broke something in her. Alicia’s eyes filled, tears spilling hot down her cheeks. She sobbed through the gag, her body shaking as Shawn’s hand kept rising and falling.

“Five,” he said, his jaw set.

Her humiliation burned through her chest like fire, but underneath it something else grew—thicker, hotter. Every strike made her wetter. Every sob brought the chat into a frenzy that only pushed her further. She was trembling, crying, and yet aching for more.

By the tenth strike she collapsed forward, forehead to the bed, ass high in the air. Her cries were messy and raw, spit stringing from her gag. Shawn’s hand hovered, red from the impact.

“Ten,” he said, breath ragged.

Ryan crouched beside her, stroking the hair back from her wet face so the camera could see her clearly. His voice was low but strong enough for the microphone. “You’re so beautiful like this. They’re calling you their slut, their whore, and you love it. Don’t you?”

Alicia’s head lifted, her eyes wild and wet. She nodded, hard, moaning brokenly into the gag.

Ryan smiled, turning the tablet toward the lens. “Look at her. You’ve humiliated her, and she’s dripping for you. You’ve made her cry, and she’s begging for more. This is your doing. Every dollar, every command, it all belongs to you.”

The chat exploded with the same chant over and over: “SLUT. SLUT. SLUT.” The words scrolled across the screen so fast they blurred. Alicia’s tears mixed with drool, her face wet and red, her body trembling, but her hips were rocking forward against the mattress in desperate little thrusts.

Shawn whispered from behind her, still on his knees. “She’s loving it. Look at her. She’s soaking the sheets.”

Ryan’s hand pressed firm on the small of her back. “Yes, she is. This is humiliation turned into pleasure. This is our slut showing you how much she belongs to your control.”

Alicia screamed into the gag, the sound a raw mixture of sobbing and ecstasy. The room filled with the noise of her surrender, and the chat swelled like a storm.

The chat rolled like thunder, words flying so fast the screen could barely hold them. Alicia stayed on her knees, gagged, drool shining on her chin, tears wetting her cheeks. Corey and Shawn stood back now, both of them breathing hard, both of them waiting for Ryan’s next order. But Ryan didn’t look at them. His eyes were only on her.

He crouched down so the camera could catch the two of them together. His hand slid over her jaw, holding her face steady, the gag stretching her lips wide. “Listen to me,” he said, voice low enough to shake in her bones. “They can spank you, they can edge you, they can make you cry for them. But don’t ever forget who you belong to.”

Alicia’s eyes locked on his. Her body trembled, her breasts rising fast, her whole form wet and red from the punishments. The men had touched her, the crowd had bought her screams, but Ryan’s words cut through the noise until nothing else mattered.

He leaned close, his mouth brushing her ear so the mic picked up every word. “Show them who you belong to.”

Her head snapped in a frantic nod. She tried to scream the words through the gag, broken cries that made no shape at all, but every sound was aimed at him. The audience saw her thrash, saw her moan, saw the wet desperation pour out of her. The comments exploded, tips firing one after another, a sea of capital letters praising what they thought was theirs. But Alicia’s wide, ruined eyes were locked only on Ryan as she begged, gag muffling her devotion, body shivering with need.

The feed surged, the counter climbing past numbers they had never hit before. Viewers filled the chat with one thought, one chant, hungry and wild. Ryan tightened his grip on her jaw, steady and sure, holding her there as the storm raged and Alicia broke herself open trying to cry his name.


CHAPTER 17


The feed was running hotter than ever. Tips and comments blurred into a wall of noise that scrolled faster than Ryan could track. The counter at the top corner kept climbing higher, pulling in viewers by the hundreds. Alicia knelt on the bed with her face wet, chest rising fast, body trembling from the gag and the spanking. Her eyes were fixed on Ryan, but her ears were filled with the sound of thousands shouting at once.

Ryan turned the tablet so the lens could see the poll that had just opened. The screen split into three flashing choices: “Spanking Round 2”, “Double Penetration”, “Gagged Edging.” He spoke clearly, his voice calm even as the chat went wild. “Our audience has bought the right to choose her next act. You’ve seen the poll. You vote. You pay. Alicia takes what you demand.”

Corey looked from the screen back to Alicia, his face pale with adrenaline. “They get to choose? Right now?”

“They always choose,” Ryan said. His hand smoothed over Alicia’s damp hair before gripping the back of her neck so the camera caught the possessive touch. “She belongs to me, but tonight, they guide what happens to her. That’s the game.”

Shawn folded his arms, jaw tight as he stared at the options on the screen. “They’re all going for it at once,” he muttered.

The chat screamed in caps, the vote count slamming upward. Alicia whined into the gag, rocking her hips against the mattress, eyes wide as she tried to read the choices on the feed. Ryan leaned close to her ear, voice low enough for her and the mic both. “Look at them fighting over you. Thousands of men spending money to control your next move. Do you feel how powerful that makes you?”

Alicia moaned hard through the gag, nodding with wet cheeks, her thighs clenching. Ryan stroked her hair again, then lifted his chin toward the lens. “Ten seconds left on the poll. Make it count.”

The numbers jumped, one choice climbing higher than the rest until it slammed into the top spot. The tablet chimed, and Ryan read it aloud, his voice sharp with authority. “Double Penetration. That’s what they’ve chosen.”

The chat exploded with fire emojis, money symbols, and filthy commands. Corey swore under his breath, his cock jerking in his hand. Shawn’s eyes burned steady, his jaw set in focus.

Ryan tightened his grip on Alicia’s neck, turning her face toward the camera. “You heard them. They want to see you opened for them. They bought this, they voted, and now you’ll show them how far their slut can go. You ready?”

Alicia gave a muffled cry, nodding so hard her hair whipped her cheeks, spit shining at the corners of the gag. The crowd howled approval through the feed, drowning the room in noise.

Ryan smiled, cold and proud. “Then let’s give them what they paid for.”

Shawn stripped out of his thin shorts, his cock hard and heavy, the camera catching every detail. Corey followed, clumsy in his hurry, his eyes fixed on Alicia’s trembling body. Ryan guided them with the same calm he’d had since the start, his voice making it clear the scene was his to command.

“Condoms on. Sanitized. Audience is watching,” he said, tossing packets to each man. They rolled them on fast, hands shaking. Ryan turned to the camera so the thousands could see him take a disinfectant wipe to each shaft, a ritual for safety that looked almost ceremonial.

Alicia stayed on all fours, her face to the side so the audience could watch every moan that pushed past her gag. Her body was slick, her thighs trembling, her ass already red from the spanking. Ryan placed his hand flat on her lower back. “They voted for this, Alicia. Strangers with no faces told us what to do, and now you’ll show them how well you obey.”

She whimpered and nodded, tears shining as she pressed her hips back toward the men. Corey moved behind her, lining himself up with her pussy. Shawn knelt beside the bed, his hand cupping the back of her head, steadying her while his other hand stroked his cock for the lens.

Ryan’s voice cut through the noise. “Corey, take her slow. Let them watch her open for you.”

Corey pushed forward, groaning as the head of his cock slipped into her wet heat. Alicia screamed into the gag, her fingers clutching the sheets, her whole body rocking back to take more. The chat exploded in all caps. “YESSSS.” “OPEN HER.” “FUCKING PERFECT.”

When Corey was fully inside, Ryan tapped Shawn’s shoulder. “Now you. In her ass. Do it steady. Let the camera drink it in.”

Shawn climbed onto the bed, positioning himself behind her. He spat into his hand, worked it over his shaft, then pressed against her tight hole. Alicia’s eyes went wide, muffled cries spilling as Ryan stroked her hair, whispering in her ear. “Breathe, baby. Show them how strong you are. Show them how good it feels to be theirs while you’re still mine.”

The pressure built until Shawn slid inside, stretching her slowly, inch by inch. Alicia shook under them, her whole body trembling as she was filled in both holes. Corey groaned, Shawn hissed, and the chat went wild, filling the screen with money signs and filthy chants.

Alicia’s muffled scream broke into sobs, her face red, drool soaking her gag strap. But her hips pushed back against both men, meeting their thrusts as they started to move together. Ryan crouched by her head, stroking her face for the camera. “Look at her. Strangers told her to take two cocks at once, and she’s giving it to them. She’s crying for you, she’s moaning for you, and she loves every second.”

Her body rocked with the rhythm of their thrusts, sweat shining on her back. Her fingers clawed the sheets as she shook with raw arousal, every nerve burning. Alicia’s muffled cries turned into steady, broken moans, her body quaking as she submitted to the faceless tide that owned her for the night.

The comments blurred into a single chant: “CUMSLUT. CUMSLUT. CUMSLUT.” The tips poured in so fast the alerts stacked over each other, filling the screen. Alicia’s eyes rolled back, her whole body convulsing as the ecstasy tore through her, humiliation and pleasure crashing together until she was lost inside both.

Ryan held her hair tight, pulling her face toward the lens so every viewer could see her gagged, drooling, crying, and cumming while strangers used her. His voice was steady and sharp, cutting through the chaos. “This is what you bought. This is your slut. And she’ll keep taking what you demand.”

Corey and Shawn moved in rhythm, one pounding her pussy, the other stretching her ass, both groaning as sweat dripped down their bodies. The camera caught every thrust, every tremor of her shaking frame. The chat exploded in unreadable bursts of capital letters and filthy commands, the tide of words moving too fast to separate. Alicia’s eyes fluttered open, red and wet, staring at the screen but no longer seeing names—just the roar of thousands swallowing her whole.

Ryan crouched low, his lips brushing her ear, steady voice cutting into the chaos. “Talk to them, baby. They need to hear you. They need to know what this feels like.”

Her voice cracked around the gag, raw and muffled, but she forced the words out between sobs. “I… I’m so full… so stretched… I can’t stop shaking… please don’t stop.” Drool poured down her chin, her mascara streaked black across her cheeks. Her muffled cries bled into the mic, making the chat explode with another rush of money and praise.

“They’re buying your moans,” Ryan whispered. “Every sound, every tear, every second you stay on your knees, they own it. Tell them what you are.”

Alicia sobbed and nodded, her voice breaking through the gag, words slurred but desperate. “I’m… your slut… I’m his wife… I’m Ryan’s slut… and you’re watching me give it away.”

The men groaned, thrusting harder, her body jerking between them. She looked straight into the main lens, her eyes glassy, lips stretched around the ball, and let the truth spill out in a scream that shredded her voice. “I’m Ryan’s slut! I belong to him! You can use me but I’m his!”

The comments blurred faster, a faceless ocean of hunger, drowning her in the chant of ownership, humiliation, and lust. She shook violently, her climax ripping through her like lightning. Alicia screamed into the camera, tears streaking down her cheeks, her whole body convulsing as both men filled her at once. The gag muffled her cry but couldn’t hide the truth of it: she was sobbing, begging, cumming harder than she ever had, breaking for strangers who didn’t even have names.

Ryan held her face steady for the camera, his thumb wiping spit and tears away in one stroke. His voice was low, calm, almost tender. “Look at her. She belongs to me. And tonight, you’re only here because I allow it.”

Alicia’s body trembled as she nodded, her voice still muffled but her eyes wild and sure. She pushed the words out one more time for the audience, broken and soaked in sweat. “I’m his. Always his.”

The feed swelled with tips, the counter climbing higher, and the faceless tide roared its approval as Alicia sagged between the men, shaking with aftershocks, owned and displayed all at once.

Alicia collapsed forward onto the sheets, her chest heaving, her body trembling from the violent orgasm still running through her. Corey and Shawn pulled out, both of them gasping for breath, their hands shaking from the intensity of the moment. The camera zoomed in close on her face, wet with tears and spit, then widened to take in the whole room.

Ryan stroked the back of her head, his voice soft but steady. “That’s enough for tonight. You’ve seen what you paid for. You’ve seen her pushed to the edge and beyond. This is the end of the feed.” He tapped the tablet, and the bright red light dimmed. The roar of the chat fell silent, leaving only the sound of heavy breathing in the room.

Shawn was the first to speak. He grabbed his shorts and pulled them on, still flushed from the scene. “That was… unreal,” he said, his voice low and serious. He looked at Alicia, who was still sprawled on the bed, and then at Ryan. “You two weren’t exaggerating. She really is the world’s favorite online hotwife. Being here, being part of that… it was an honor.”

Corey nodded quickly, his face pink, his hands fidgeting with the waistband of his clothes. “I’ve watched her on every stream,” he said. “But this? Being in the same room, touching her, watching Ryan guide her like that? I’ll never forget it. Thank you for letting me be here. Thank you for letting me touch her.”

Ryan gave them both a measured nod. “You followed the rules. You respected her. You’ll be welcome again.”

Alicia lifted her head, hair messy and face wet, and gave a tired smile. Her voice cracked, but she managed the words. “Thank you… for treating me like what I am. Ryan’s slut. Your hotwife. I’ll remember this too.”

The men gathered their things, offering more thanks before slipping out into the night. The door shut softly behind them, leaving the room quiet except for the faint hum of the cooling cameras. Ryan sat on the edge of the bed, pulling Alicia into his arms. She melted against him, still shaking, still catching her breath.

“You gave them everything tonight,” he whispered into her hair. “And you showed them that even when they vote, even when they pay, you’re still mine.”

Alicia nodded against his chest, her voice small but certain. “Always yours.”

Ryan kissed the top of her head, holding her tight while the house fell still. Tonight had been a victory, and both of them knew it.


CHAPTER 18


Ryan sat back against the headboard, tablet in hand, scrolling through the flood of messages left in the wake of the last stream. Alicia lay with her head on his chest, her skin still warm, her body loose from being wrung out. Every time she closed her eyes she saw the faceless tide of comments, the blur of commands, the flood of money. She had cried, screamed, begged through her gag, and now she felt a dangerous new hunger buzzing under her skin.

Ryan tilted the tablet so she could see. “They’re already asking what’s next,” he said. “Half the chat wants to see you taken outside these four walls. Balcony. Car. Hotel. They want the risk of you being caught.”

Alicia’s stomach fluttered. “Out there? Where someone could see?” She licked her lips, her voice soft and shaky, but there was no hiding the spark in her eyes. “That’s… insane. What if we really get caught?”

“That’s the thrill,” Ryan said, his voice calm and certain. He stroked her hair and kissed the top of her head. “We’ll plan it. We’ll make it safe. But they want it, and you know you want it too. I can feel you trembling just thinking about it.”

Her thighs pressed together, her cheeks flushing. “I do want it,” she whispered. “I want them watching while I know someone else might be too. I want them to see me risk everything. I want to feel that rush.”

Ryan grinned and tapped the tablet. “Then we’ll give them a choice. A poll again. Balcony, car, or hotel. The highest vote wins. We’ll set it up, and you’ll show them what kind of slut risks it all for her husband and her audience.”

Alicia sat up straighter, her heart pounding. “When?”

“Soon,” Ryan said. “Very soon. The sooner we do it, the hotter the payoff will be. And when the red light goes on, you’ll step outside with me holding the camera, and the whole world will see how far you’ve fallen for them… and for me.”

Her body shook, but her voice came steady. “Do it. Set the poll. I’ll give them whatever they want.”

Ryan kissed her hard, sealing the promise. “Good girl.”

The red light flicked on again, and the counter shot upward. Within seconds, thousands were back in the room, flooding the chat with greetings, tips, and filthy demands. The feed widened, showing Alicia perched on the edge of the bed in black silk and lace that clung to every curve. The robe slipped off her shoulders, her legs crossed slow, teasing, her hair brushed out so it fell around her face. She smiled, soft and wicked, licking her lips as if she could already taste the energy pouring in from the screen.

Ryan stood behind the camera, his hand resting on her shoulder, his voice steady but charged. “You’ve seen what she’s done here. You’ve made her gag, cry, beg, and submit. But tonight, you get to decide how far she goes outside these walls. Balcony. Car. Hotel. You vote, you pay, she obeys.”

The chat blew up, comments racing past. “BALCONY OR BUST.” “CAR TEASE, WINDOWS DOWN.” “HOTEL STREAM.” The tip alerts chimed like a slot machine. Alicia leaned toward the camera, silk falling open just enough to show lace underneath.

“You really want to watch me risk it, don’t you?” she said, her voice low and dirty. “You want to see me step outside where anyone could catch me. You want me to show strangers I’m Ryan’s slut. I can see it in the way you’re voting. I can feel it in how fast you’re tipping.”

Ryan chuckled, his hand sliding down to cup her throat, tilting her chin so the camera caught her face perfectly. “Look at her. She’s trembling already, and we haven’t even left the room. She’s wet just thinking about being caught. Tell them what’s running through your head, baby.”

Alicia’s breath shook as she looked straight into the lens. “I want you to see me like that. I want the rush of someone walking by, looking up, and knowing I’m being used for you. I want the fear in my chest when a car passes or when a door opens down the hall. I want you to watch me fall apart where I’m not supposed to. I want you to own that with me.”

The poll numbers climbed on the side of the feed. Balcony and hotel were fighting for the lead while car trailed behind. Ryan read the tally aloud like a referee. “Balcony’s winning. Hotel’s close. You’ve got one minute left. Vote harder if you want to see her somewhere else.”

The chat screamed in caps. “BALCONY SLUT.” “DO THE HOTEL, MAKE HER SCREAM THROUGH THE WALLS.” “PUT HER IN THE CAR, WINDOWS DOWN.” Tips poured in, pushing the numbers higher. Alicia laughed breathlessly, her hand stroking down her silk-covered thigh.

“You’re making me crazy,” she moaned into the mic. “You’re fighting over me like you own me. But you don’t. He owns me.” She tilted her head back against Ryan’s stomach, eyes wet, lips parted. “You just get to watch him share me.”

The timer ran down, the final count freezing on the screen. Balcony won, the margin wide enough to silence the hotel diehards in the chat. Ryan smirked, squeezing Alicia’s jaw so she faced the camera. “There it is. You’ve spoken. Balcony it is. Next time, you’ll see her outside with nothing but a camera and your money keeping her on her knees.”

Alicia blew a kiss to the lens, her voice sultry and shaking with nerves. “You’d better be ready. Because I am.”
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The feed flicked back on, this time aimed at the sliding glass doors that led to the balcony. The chat went wild before Alicia even stepped into frame. The camera caught the faint glow of streetlights below, the blur of headlights moving along the avenue, the occasional sound of a horn drifting up. Their apartment was high enough to feel safe but low enough that anyone passing could look up and see.

Ryan adjusted the camera, then turned to Alicia. She wore the same silk robe, loose over the lace, the fabric whispering against her skin as she moved. Her hands shook as she touched the curtain, glancing back at him with wide eyes. “They’re really going to see me, Ryan,” she whispered, her voice trembling between fear and arousal. “Not just them. Anyone.”

“That’s the point,” he said, calm and steady. He stepped behind her, kissed her shoulder, and guided her forward. “They’ve voted. They’ve paid. Now you show them what they bought. But you do it knowing that no matter how many eyes are out there, you belong to me.”

The chat lit up: “BALCONY SLUT!” “OPEN THE DOORS.” “MAKE HER SHOW THE CITY.” Tips chimed in like rainfall.

Ryan slid the glass door open, and cool night air rushed in. Alicia shivered as she stepped onto the balcony. The silk clung to her body, her bare legs glowing under the city lights. She gripped the railing, looking down at the street below, her breath coming quick. “Oh my god,” she whispered, glancing back at the camera. “They could see. Anyone could just look up and see me like this.”

“That’s why you’re shaking,” Ryan murmured, his hand smoothing over her hip. “Because it’s dangerous. Because it’s dirty. Because thousands are watching you stand here knowing a stranger in a car could catch the same view they have right now. Tell them how that feels.”

Alicia turned back toward the lens, her silk robe slipping just enough to reveal the lace beneath. Her voice shook, but she pushed through it, every word for the audience. “I feel like I shouldn’t be doing this. Like someone’s going to see me and know I’m not just his wife—I’m his slut. And you’re all here watching me risk it. I’m so wet from it I can barely breathe.”

The chat exploded: “PULL IT OPEN.” “LET US SEE.” “STRIP HER!” Ryan chuckled, his fingers sliding along the sash of her robe. He didn’t untie it, just tugged it so the silk parted slightly. “They don’t get everything yet,” he told the audience. “They get the tease. She’s ours, not yours. But you can watch her tremble on the edge of being caught.”

Alicia leaned over the railing, her silk falling open another inch. Her eyes were glassy as she stared down at the cars passing below. A pedestrian walked along the sidewalk, and she gasped, jerking back. “Ryan, they’ll see me,” she hissed, her pulse racing.

“Good,” Ryan said simply, steadying her with a hand at her back. “Let them. Let the whole world see you’re mine.”

She turned back to the camera, breathless, cheeks flushed. “You hear that?” she said, voice cracking into a laugh. “He wants me to let them see. And I want it too. I want the city to know I’m standing here dressed like a slut for him while thousands of you watch.”

The chat flooded with tips, the counter spiking higher. Ryan kissed the back of her neck, his voice low and rough. “They’re eating it up. And you’re shaking like you’re about to cum just from standing here. Say it, Alicia. Tell them what you are.”

Her lips trembled, her voice breaking but strong enough to cut through. “I’m Ryan’s slut. I’m his wife, his hotwife, his whore. And you’re watching me show it to the whole city.”

Ryan’s hand tightened on her hip, pulling her close as the feed zoomed in on her flushed face and trembling body. The audience poured money and filth into the chat, the tide pulling her deeper. Below, headlights swept across the street, and Alicia froze, certain someone had looked up. Her body shook harder, caught between fear and ecstasy, and the camera drank in every second.

The chat screamed for more. “FUCK HER OUT THERE!” “ON THE RAILING.” “SPANK HER ASS!” The tips stacked so fast the alerts sounded like a broken bell. Ryan glanced at the tablet, then at Alicia, who was gripping the balcony rail, her chest heaving.

“You hear them,” he said, sliding the silk robe off her shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. “They’ve paid for you to be more than a tease. They want you used where the whole city can see.”

Alicia’s knees shook, but she didn’t pull back. “Ryan… someone really might see us.” Her voice wavered, caught between fear and excitement. “I’m standing here in lace, shaking like a slut, and the street’s right there.”

“That’s what they paid for,” Ryan said, his hand stroking down her back. He pressed her forward, bending her over the railing, her ass lifted toward the night air. Cars hissed past below, headlights cutting streaks across the street. “They want to see you fucked out here, and you’re going to give it to them. But don’t forget who you’re doing it for.”

“For you,” she whispered, voice breaking as she spread her legs. “Always you.”

Ryan freed himself, stroking his cock once before lining up with her slick pussy. He looked into the camera, his eyes sharp, and said, “This is what you bought. But she’s mine.” Then he thrust forward, burying himself inside her with one smooth stroke. Alicia cried out, the sound carrying into the night, her fingers white-knuckled on the rail.

The chat went berserk. “YESSSSSSS.” “PUBLIC WHORE.” “SPANK HER OUT THERE.” Another flood of tips rolled in, the biggest of the night. Ryan smirked at the tablet and raised his voice. “They’ve paid for it. Ten swats. Out here, where anyone can hear. Count them, Alicia.”

She moaned, face pressed against the cold metal, body rocking with his thrusts. “One!” she gasped when the first slap landed, sharp and echoing. The sound cut through the traffic below, a crack that could carry to anyone listening.

Ryan spanked her again, harder. “Two!” she cried, her voice ragged but clear for the mic.

By the fifth, she was sobbing, tears streaking her cheeks, but her hips pushed back for more. The audience roared their approval, comments pouring so fast the screen blurred. Ryan spanked her through the count, each strike leaving her skin redder, each cry spilling out over the city.

At ten, he grabbed her hair, pulling her head up so the camera caught her face. “Tell them what you are.”

Alicia’s voice shook, her words a raw scream into the night. “I’m Ryan’s slut! His wife, his hotwife, his whore! And you’re watching me get fucked where the whole city can see!”

Ryan thrust harder, the camera catching every movement, every sound, every tear. The tips poured in like water, the counter soaring higher, the chat chanting the same filthy names. Below them, a car slowed at the curb, headlights lingering a little too long before moving on. Alicia screamed louder, trembling with the thrill of being watched, her body giving in completely.

Ryan’s thrusts grew harder, his body driving her into the railing until the metal creaked under the force. Alicia’s moans were raw, spilling past her lips into the night. She gripped the rail tight, her body trembling as her orgasm built fast and hot. The chat kept screaming for it, the tips exploding in rapid fire.

“Look at them, baby,” Ryan growled, smacking her ass again for the crowd. “They’re begging for you to cum. Give it to them. Give it to me.”

Her head snapped back, tears streaking her cheeks as her body convulsed. “Ryan!” she screamed into the night, her voice cracking. “Ryan, I’m cumming for you!” The orgasm tore through her, her body shaking uncontrollably, her cries echoing into the city below.

That was when it happened.

A voice rose from the street, carried up from a man leaning against a lamppost. Slow, mocking claps cut through the traffic noise. “Yeah!” the man shouted, his laugh sharp and wild. “Fuck yeah!”

Alicia froze, then screamed again, harder, the humiliation ripping through her and tipping her orgasm into something explosive. Her body convulsed as she sobbed Ryan’s name, knowing she’d been heard not just by faceless strangers online, but by a real man on the street.

The feed captured it all—the clapping, the shout, Alicia’s trembling body, and Ryan holding her tight against the railing as she came undone. The chat went feral, flooding with disbelief and hunger: “SOMEONE HEARD HER!” “THEY SAW!” “WORLD’S SLUT!” The tips skyrocketed past anything they’d hit before.

Ryan pulled her back into his arms, his voice steady even as the feed burned with chaos. “That’s it. You gave them everything. You gave the city a show. And you gave me proof that you’ll risk it all just to be mine.”

Alicia clung to him, tears streaking her cheeks, her body still shuddering from the climax. She buried her face in his chest, but her voice carried for the mic, broken and certain. “Always yours. No matter who sees.”

Ryan kissed the top of her head, then turned to the lens, his expression calm and final. “Feed’s over.” He cut the stream, leaving the screen dark as the night carried on outside.


CHAPTER 19


The living room had been rearranged like a studio. Cameras stood in every corner, the overhead rig polished and humming, the main feed framed tight on the bed. Bottles of water lined the console beside sanitizing wipes and gloves, every detail laid out like Ryan was directing a professional shoot. Alicia sat at the edge of the mattress in a red lace set that barely covered her, her robe loose around her shoulders. Her pulse hammered in her throat as she watched Ryan prepare.

He turned to her, tablet in hand, and gave a small smile that was more command than comfort. “Tonight’s the biggest yet. The polls have been answered, the tips already poured in. They want to see you taken by more than one man at once, and that’s what they’ll get. A gangbang, live, with thousands watching. Our ultimate stream.”

Alicia’s lips parted, her breath shaky. “How many?”

Ryan glanced at the door, then back at her. “Five. Every one of them vetted. Every one tested, cleared, and signed off. They’ve been waiting for this moment as much as the audience has.”

Her stomach flipped. She had taken strangers before, had been filled on camera, but five at once felt like something impossible. She whispered, “They’ll destroy me.”

Ryan leaned down, cupping her jaw so the camera caught the intimacy of the moment. “They’ll use you, yes. But only because I allow it. And while the audience chants and tips, you remember one thing: no matter how many cocks you take, you belong to me.”

Her eyes burned, her thighs pressing together. “Always yours,” she said, her voice catching.

Ryan nodded, then straightened and turned to the main camera. His voice shifted, steady and commanding for the thousands already tuned in. “Welcome back. Tonight is the night you’ve been waiting for. Alicia will give herself to not one, not two, but five men, live, in front of you all. This is the ultimate stream. You voted, you tipped, you demanded, and now you’ll watch her get filled, stretched, and broken for your pleasure.”

The chat went insane, tips exploding across the screen in bright colors. Alicia glanced at the scrolling flood and swallowed hard. Ryan’s hand pressed firm to her shoulder, grounding her as he spoke again. “But remember this. No matter how many of you watch, no matter how many men touch her, she is my wife, my slut, and my gift to you. You will see her take them all, but you will never own her. Only I do.”

The door knocked, low and heavy, and Alicia’s heart leapt into her throat. Ryan looked back at her, his eyes steady. “Showtime.”

The knock came again, harder this time. Ryan crossed the room and pulled the door open. One by one the men filed in, the camera following every step.

Mike was first, broad shouldered, tattoos running down both arms. He looked straight into the main lens and grinned. “You already know me. I’m Mike. I’ve had her before, and tonight I’m back for more. I plan on making the world’s hottest hotwife scream my name until she can’t anymore.”

Brent stepped in behind him, taller, leaner, with a steady calm in his eyes. “Brent here. I’ve dreamed about this stream since the first time she went live. Tonight I’m going to bury myself in her and let every one of you watch her fall apart on my cock.”

Shawn followed, his jaw tight, his voice even. “You’ve seen me already. You know I don’t play around. I’m here to take my turn, no games, no mercy, just giving her what you’ve all paid to see.”

Corey came next, still carrying that nervous grin that the audience had come to know. He swallowed hard, looked at Alicia, then turned to the camera. “Corey. I still can’t believe I get to do this. I’m going to treat her like the goddess she is, and I’ll make sure every one of you out there feels like you’re right here inside her with me.”

The last man was new. He stepped into frame with a cocky smirk, his eyes sweeping over Alicia’s body like he was already inside her. “Name’s Jason. First time here, but not the last. I’ve been waiting for this stream since the second I saw her go viral. Tonight, I’m going to fuck her harder than she’s ever been fucked, and you’re all going to watch every second of it.”

The chat exploded. “Fuck her for all of us!” “Let us know what she feels like!” “Lucky fucking bastards, wish I was there!”

The men spread across the room, circling Alicia where she sat on the edge of the bed in her red lace. She looked up at them with wide eyes, her chest rising and falling fast, her robe slipping lower down her arms. The chat went berserk, comments and tips flooding in as viewers recognized familiar faces and raged with excitement over the new one.

Ryan stepped behind her, one hand on her shoulder, steady and proud. He looked into the lens, his voice smooth and commanding. “You’ve met them. You know what they want. And you know who she belongs to. Tonight, you’ll see her give herself to all five, right here, live. This is the stream you’ve been waiting for.”

The counter climbed higher, the alerts never stopping, the roar of the chat filling the room. Alicia trembled under the weight of so many eyes—five men in the room, thousands more behind the screen. Her lips parted, her voice low but clear. “I’m ready.”

The camera caught Alicia surrounded, red lace clinging to her body, silk robe sliding down her arms. Five cocks hung in front of her, hard and waiting, each man hungry, each one staring down at her like she was already theirs. The chat filled the screen with chants: “GET ON YOUR KNEES.” “USE ALL THEIR DICKS.” “WORLD’S HOTTEST SLUT.”

Ryan adjusted the rig for a wide shot, then crouched low with the handheld to capture her face. “Look at her,” he told the viewers, his voice steady. “Five men around her. Five cocks for my wife to worship while you watch. This is what you voted for. This is the ultimate stream.”

Alicia sank to her knees, hands reaching up. She grabbed Corey with her left and Jason with her right, stroking them both while she leaned forward to suck Mike into her mouth. Her lips stretched wide around him, her eyes glassy and locked on the camera. Shawn and Brent pressed close on either side, their hands tugging at her lace, squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples until she moaned around Mike’s cock.

Ryan moved in with the lens, close enough to catch the shine of spit running down her chin. “That’s it, baby,” he murmured, loud enough for the feed. “Stroke them, suck them, let them see how perfect you look with a mouthful of cock.”

She gagged softly, pulling back to gasp before switching to Brent, her tongue swirling, her hands still stroking Corey and Jason. The chat went wild, tips crashing in like a storm. “SPIT ON THEM.” “DOUBLE HANDJOBS.” “SHE’S THE QUEEN.”

Ryan pulled back, widening the shot to take in all five men surrounding her, each one touching, stroking, guiding her head from one cock to another. Mike groaned, his hand gripping her hair. “Fuck, she’s perfect. She’s really the internet’s hotwife.”

Brent leaned down, his voice low but caught by the mic. “I’ve never seen anyone take this many cocks at once. You’re a fucking dream.”

Jason smirked, thrusting against her hand. “First time in the room, and I already know I’ll be back. This slut’s built for this.”

Ryan’s voice cut through, steady and sharp. “Remember who she belongs to.” His hand pressed to the back of her head, forcing her deeper onto Brent’s cock until she gagged. The camera zoomed in tight on her wet lips stretched wide, her eyes watering. Then he pulled back to show Corey sliding behind her, pressing his cock against her pussy.

“Fuck her,” Ryan ordered. “Give them the angle they paid for.”

Corey eased into her, groaning as Alicia moaned around the cock in her mouth. Shawn knelt beside her, squeezing her tits while Jason shoved his cock against her cheek, smearing pre-cum across her face. She was drowning in them, every hole full, every inch of her body touched and claimed.

The chat blurred into one chant: “SLUT. SLUT. SLUT.” The tips never stopped, the screen glowing with the storm of money and praise. Ryan’s handheld caught her face, spit and tears running, her body rocking between Corey’s thrusts and the cocks in her hands and mouth.

“Look at her,” Ryan told the feed, his voice proud. “Five men using her. Every inch of her worshiping cock. And she loves it because she’s mine.”

Alicia pulled back just enough to cry out, her voice hoarse and raw. “I’m Ryan’s slut! Always his! Use me, all of you, but I belong to him!”

The room erupted with groans, the men gripping her tighter, the chat going feral. She jerked cocks with both hands, sucked until her throat ached, moaned as Corey fucked her from behind. Her body shook with the overload, humiliation and ecstasy blurring until she could only scream into the cocks filling her.

Corey slammed into her pussy from behind, his groans raw and unsteady. Alicia’s body rocked forward, her throat stuffed with Brent’s cock, her hands still pumping Jason and Mike. Shawn knelt close, squeezing her tits, twisting her nipples until she squealed around Brent’s shaft. She was surrounded, drowning in cocks, her whole body used while thousands of strangers watched.

Ryan crouched low with the handheld, zooming on her face. Spit and pre-cum smeared her chin and cheeks, tears streaking black down her face. He held the lens close as Brent pulled free and slapped his cock across her lips. “Open wider,” Ryan ordered. “Show them what your mouth looks like ruined.”

She obeyed, lips stretching, tongue out, gasping for air before sucking him back down. The chat went feral, the alerts crashing nonstop. “MAKE HER SWALLOW.” “COVER HER FACE.” “FILL HER UP.”

Mike grabbed her hair, groaning loud. “I’m close. Fuck, she’s perfect.” His hips thrust faster, and with a deep growl he pulled free, stroking his cock hard until ropes of cum painted her cheek and lips. The camera caught every drop sliding down her face.

Jason grinned and shoved his cock between her lips, fucking her throat while cum still dripped off her chin. “Take it, slut. Take it for all of them.” Alicia gagged, moaning around him, her eyes rolling. He pulled out last second, pumping thick white streams across her tits, coating the red lace until it clung wet to her skin.

Behind her, Corey cried out, slamming deep. His cock jerked inside her, filling her pussy with hot cum that spilled down her thighs as he collapsed against her back. Alicia screamed, her voice breaking, her body convulsing from the overload.

Shawn moved next, his cock sliding against her spit-slick lips. “Swallow it,” he demanded. He stroked hard until he exploded, shooting straight into her open mouth. She gulped, gagged, and swallowed again, thick white dripping from the corners of her lips. Ryan zoomed in close, the lens catching every messy detail.

Brent was last, stroking furiously, his face twisted with pleasure. He aimed high, covering her face in long streaks of cum, her cheeks, forehead, even her hair. Alicia’s hands shook as she smeared it down over her own chest, moaning for the camera.

When the last spurt hit her, she collapsed forward, body trembling, covered in cum and sweat, her pussy dripping with Corey’s load. She looked up at the camera, her face a wreck of tears, spit, and cum, and cried out, “I’m Ryan’s slut! Always his! The world can use me, but I belong to him!”

The chat went insane. The counter spiked past records, tips pouring in faster than the alerts could keep up. The feed showed her ruined body from every angle—cum dripping from her mouth, tits glazed, pussy leaking, face shining—and the comments blurred into one chant: “WORLD’S HOTWIFE SLUT.”

Ryan set the handheld down and stroked her hair, pulling her face toward the camera for one last close-up. His voice was calm, proud, unshakable. “You’ve seen it all. You’ve seen her take five cocks, swallow their cum, wear it on her skin, and still beg for more. She belongs to me. Always to me. And I share her with you.”

Alicia whimpered, still shaking, her lips parted, cum running down her chin as she whispered hoarsely, “Thank you… thank you for watching me… thank you for using me.”

The chat roared, money pouring in as Ryan cut the feed, leaving the screen black with the sound of her ragged breathing fading out.


CHAPTER 20


The door clicked shut behind the last of them. The apartment was finally quiet except for the faint hum of the camera rigs cooling down. Alicia sat on the edge of the bed, her body still sticky with cum, her hair a tangled mess, her chest rising and falling in uneven pulls. Her throat ached, her thighs trembled, but her eyes were glassy and alive.

Ryan came up behind her, slipping an arm around her waist. “They’re gone,” he murmured. “It’s just us now.”

She let herself fall back into him, her head resting against his chest. “God, Ryan…” Her voice was hoarse, cracked from screaming. “I can still hear the chat in my head. It’s like they’re still here. All of them. Watching.”

Ryan kissed the top of her head, his hand rubbing circles over her stomach. “They’re not here now. Just me. Just you. And you were incredible.”

Alicia laughed softly, almost delirious, tears slipping down her cheeks. “I can’t believe I did that. Five at once. All of them using me while thousands watched.” Her hand lifted to wipe her face, smearing dried cum across her cheek. She looked at it and shook her head, a shaky smile tugging her lips. “And I loved it. I loved every filthy second of it.”

“You gave them everything,” Ryan said, tilting her chin so she’d look at him. His eyes were steady, proud. “But you gave me more. You gave me proof that no matter how many men touch you, no matter how many strangers watch, you’re mine. Always mine.”

She nodded, her lip trembling. “Always. I screamed your name, Ryan. Even when I was drowning in them, I wanted them to know I belong to you.”

Ryan’s hand slid up to cradle her jaw, his thumb brushing her cheek. “You’re my wife, my slut, and now the world’s fantasy. And tonight, you made me prouder than I’ve ever been.”

Her body shook with fresh tears, not from pain, not from shame, but from the raw intimacy of the moment. She leaned forward, kissing him, tasting salt and sweat and the faint trace of cum still on her lips. The kiss was messy, deep, their mouths clinging like they needed to prove the bond all over again.

When they pulled back, Alicia pressed her forehead to his. “I’ve never felt more alive than I do right now. Used, ruined, worshipped… but alive. Like I finally know who I am.”

Ryan smiled, small and certain. “And who’s that?”

“Your slut,” she whispered, her voice breaking but sure. “Always yours.”

Ryan eased her down onto the bed, the sheets damp and wrinkled from the night’s chaos. He brushed her hair back, kissed her softly, and whispered, “Let me take care of you.”

Alicia melted into the kiss, her body still trembling, her skin sticky with cum. “I want you, Ryan,” she breathed, her voice raw. “Only you.”

He moved over her, pressing kisses along her throat, down her chest, pausing to suck gently at her nipple. His touch was tender, careful, like he was piecing her back together after everything she had given away. She sighed, her hands threading into his hair, her body arching up to meet him. “Feels so good when it’s you,” she murmured, her eyes fluttering shut.

Ryan slid between her legs, his cock brushing against her soaked folds. “I’m not going to share this part,” he said, his voice low and certain. “This is mine alone.” He pushed inside her slowly, stretching her with a steady thrust. Alicia gasped, her nails biting into his shoulders. “God, Ryan… you feel so different. So perfect. Like my body only belongs to you.”

He started slow, rocking his hips, kissing her deeply as his cock filled her. Every movement was intimate, grounding, a reminder that after the chaos, she was still his wife, still his. She clung to him, whispering between gasps, “I love you… I’m yours… always yours.”

But the sight of her—her tits streaked with cum, her face messy with spit and tears, her thighs still wet from Corey’s load—drove him wild. The tenderness began to slip, his thrusts growing harder, faster. His hands gripped her hips tight, dragging her against him.

Alicia moaned, her voice breaking. “Ryan—oh God—yes. Fuck me harder. Show me I’m yours.”

His chest pressed to hers, sweat mixing with the slick sheen on her skin. He growled against her ear, pounding into her now with raw hunger. “Look at you, baby. Covered in their cum, dripping for them… and still, you’re only mine. Only I get to fuck you like this.”

Her cries filled the room, high and desperate, every thrust shaking the bed. “Yes! Yours! Always yours!” She wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper, her body surrendering completely.

Ryan’s control snapped, his hips slamming into her, his teeth biting at her neck. The sounds of flesh meeting flesh filled the air, mixed with Alicia’s sobbing moans. He growled again, his voice rough. “Say it louder. Let the world hear it, even if the cameras are off.”

“I’m Ryan’s slut!” she screamed, her body convulsing beneath him. “I’m his wife, his whore, his everything!”

Her climax tore through her, her back arching off the bed, her nails digging into his skin. Ryan followed, groaning loud, burying himself deep as he came inside her, spilling into the same pussy that had been used by five men just an hour before.

When it was over, he collapsed against her, both of them slick with sweat and cum, their bodies heaving. He kissed her face, her neck, her lips, whispering between breaths. “Mine. Always mine.”

Alicia smiled through her tears, holding him close. “Always.”

Morning light crept through the curtains, soft and golden, spilling across the wreck of the bedroom. The sheets were twisted, the robe lay crumpled on the floor, and the faint smell of sex still clung to the air. Alicia sat cross-legged on the bed with Ryan’s shirt hanging loose over her body, the tablet balanced in her lap. Her hair was messy, her skin still marked with bruises and faint handprints, but her eyes were wide awake.

She scrolled through the comments, thousands of them stacked on top of each other. Praise and filth, worship and insults, money pledges and fantasies. “She’s the queen.” “Ultimate hotwife slut.” “No one else will ever come close.” Some called her a whore, others a goddess, and most begged for more.

Her fingers trembled as she read, her thighs clenching without her meaning to. Shame and pride twisted together inside her chest until she couldn’t tell them apart. “Ryan,” she whispered, her voice shaking. “They can’t stop talking about me. They… they love me. Even when they call me names, even when they say I’m ruined. It turns me on so much I can barely breathe.”

Ryan stirred beside her, pulling her into his side, his hand smoothing over her hip. “That’s because they saw the truth,” he said. “You’re not just their fantasy. You’re the one who risked everything to give them more than they ever dreamed. And you’re mine.”

Alicia leaned against him, eyes still locked on the flood of words streaming across the screen. Her lips parted, and a small, dangerous smile tugged at the corners. “I’ve never felt more alive. I’m Ryan’s slut, but I’m also the world’s. And I want more.”

Ryan kissed the side of her head, his voice calm but charged. “Then we’ll give them more.”

The tablet buzzed in her hands as new comments poured in, the counter still climbing. Alicia stared at the screen, her pulse quickening again. Shame. Pride. Desire. All tangled together, all hers now.


BY INVITATION ONLY


CHAPTER 1


Bridget Chambers held the ivory envelope like it might burn her fingers. Heavy cardstock, embossed seal, her name in elegant black script. Nothing in their modest suburban life had ever looked this expensive. She turned it over again, heart beating faster, and looked at her husband.

“Frank,” she said, her voice tight with nerves. “This is… from them. The Country Club.”

Frank smirked, tugging off his tie as he leaned against the kitchen counter. “Open it. Let’s see what the rich bastards want with us.”

Bridget slid a nail under the flap, careful not to tear it, as if the paper itself was too good for them. The card inside gleamed white and gold. Her eyes skimmed the words, mouth falling open. “We’ve been accepted. We’re in.”

For a moment, they just stared at each other. This wasn’t just a membership. It was a key. The kind of place where politicians, doctors, and judges played golf. Where CEOs struck deals over cigars. Where new families got fast-tracked into the city’s inner circle.

Frank’s grin widened as he slipped the invitation from her fingers. “This changes everything. Being in that clubhouse? It’s business, it’s status, it’s every connection we’ve ever wanted.”

Bridget set the envelope down, wiping her damp palms against her skirt. “And it’s… everything else too.”

She didn’t have to say it out loud. The rumors had been swirling for years. A neighbor once whispered over wine that women were seen sneaking home at sunrise, hair messy, heels dangling from their hands. A man from Frank’s office claimed his cousin left the club because his wife “couldn’t keep her legs closed after cocktails.” Everyone laughed when stories spread, but no one outright denied them.

“You don’t actually think those stories are true, do you?” Bridget asked, though her voice wavered.

Frank leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. “You’ve seen the way those guys look at you. The poolside dresses, the cocktail gowns. You really think that’s just golf and tennis? They want beauty. They want temptation. That’s why they wanted us. That’s why they wanted you.”

Her cheeks burned, but her thighs pressed together. She had noticed. The way certain men at charity dinners let their gaze drop too low, linger too long. The way their wives pretended not to notice.

“God, Frank.” She tried to sound offended, but it came out breathless. “You’re saying I’m bait.”

“I’m saying you’re the reason they said yes.” He kissed her cheek, then her neck. “And maybe the rumors aren’t rumors.”

Her heart thudded, a mix of fear and a hot, guilty thrill. The club wasn’t just a gate into high society. It was an invitation to be looked at, desired, maybe even claimed.

The envelope lay on the counter between them, bright as a promise. Or maybe a dare.

Bridget stood in front of the mirror, holding two dresses against her body. One was a safe navy sheath that hit just below her knees. The other was red, silk, cut low in the front and scandalously high in the back. She bit her lip, staring at her reflection.

“Frank?” she called, her voice softer than she intended.

He stepped out of the bathroom in slacks and an open-collar shirt, toweling his hair. His eyes landed on the dresses and, without hesitation, he pointed at the red. “That one. No question.”

Bridget frowned. “It’s too much. These women are all… pearls and cardigans. I’ll look like I’m trying too hard.”

“You’ll look like yourself,” he countered, tossing the towel aside. “And trust me, they want women who turn heads. Do you know how many wives are just background noise at those cocktail parties? You won’t be. You’ll be the one they can’t stop watching.”

Heat crept up her throat. She set the navy dress aside and let the red one slide over her shoulders, smoothing the silk down her hips. The fabric clung in a way that made her feel naked.

That night, in bed, she lay staring at the ceiling, restless. Frank’s arm draped across her stomach, his hand idly tracing circles over her skin.

“You’re nervous,” he murmured.

“Of course I’m nervous. It feels like we’re stepping into another world. Like… like it’s not even ours.”

He propped himself on an elbow, looking down at her. “That’s exactly the point. It’s a world we’ve been kept out of until now. We walk in, we play by their rules, and we rise with them. And I swear, Bridget, once they see you—” His hand slid lower, over her thigh. “—they’ll know we belong.”

Her breath hitched. “You say that like you want them to stare at me.”

“I do,” he admitted without shame. “I want them jealous. I want them imagining what it’s like to have you. And I want you knowing you’re mine while they do.”

She turned her face toward him, cheeks flushed, thighs pressing together under the sheet. “You sound like those rumors are true.”

He leaned in, his lips brushing hers. “If they are, you’ll be ready.”

Bridget’s pulse hammered in her chest. She couldn’t tell if she was dreading the first night at the club or aching for it. Maybe both.

Bridget rolled onto her side, trying to calm her racing mind, but Frank’s hand didn’t stop roaming. His palm slid over her hip, fingers dipping beneath the elastic of her panties. She gasped softly, catching his wrist.

“Frank…”

“You’re wound up,” he whispered, his lips brushing her ear. “Let me help.”

Her body betrayed her before her voice did. She was already wet, the red dress still hanging on the closet door like a dare. She let go of his wrist, and he cupped her mound through damp fabric, rubbing slow circles that made her toes curl.

“You kept that dress on for me,” he murmured, kissing down her neck. “But tomorrow, it’s for them.”

Her thighs clenched, a spark of shame flooding her chest. “Don’t⁠—”

“Don’t what? Don’t admit the truth?” He tugged her panties down her legs, tossing them aside. “You know what they’ll do, Bridget. They’ll stare at you the way I am now. Their cocks will get hard just looking.”

“Stop,” she whispered, though her hips tilted up into his hand.

“I won’t stop. Because you’re already wet thinking about it.” He slid two fingers inside her, curling them just right. She moaned into the pillow, clutching the sheets.

“Frank—”

“You want them to want you. You want to walk into that club and feel every pair of eyes burning through your dress.” His thumb pressed hard on her clit, his fingers pumping faster. “And you’ll come knowing I’m the one letting them look. Letting them dream.”

Her protest dissolved into a choked cry. She arched against his hand, the dirty picture he painted too much to resist. She imagined standing at the bar, men in tailored suits circling her, their hands brushing her bare back. Frank watching, smiling, letting it happen. The thought made her gush around his fingers, her body shuddering as orgasm ripped through her.

Frank pulled his fingers free, slick with her arousal, and stroked himself. “That’s my girl. Tomorrow, when they see you, I’ll know what you’re hiding under that dress. And I’ll know you’re dripping just like this.”

Bridget reached for him, her face hot, her body still trembling. “Fuck me, Frank. Please.”

He pushed into her with one hard thrust, groaning in her ear. “Tomorrow, Bridget. Tomorrow they’ll want what’s mine. Tonight, I take it all.”

The bed rocked, their moans filling the room, the envelope still on the kitchen counter like a ticking clock.


CHAPTER 2


Bridget stood in front of the vanity, the red silk clinging to her body like it had been poured on. She smoothed her hands down her hips for the tenth time, checking the way the dress hugged her curves. The neckline plunged low, the back dipped scandalously, and the hemline rode higher than anything she’d ever worn to a “respectable” place. Her heart beat fast, part nerves, part thrill.

“Christ, Bridget,” Frank said from the doorway, adjusting his cufflinks. His voice was low, husky. “They’re not going to know what hit them when you walk in.”

“Or they’ll think I’m trash,” she countered, though she couldn’t stop the small smile tugging at her lips.

He crossed the room, slipping behind her, meeting her eyes in the mirror as his hands rested on her bare shoulders. “You look like money. And sex. That’s exactly what they want. We’ll fit right in.”

She let out a shaky laugh, her stomach twisting with butterflies. “I’ve never been this nervous to walk into a room.”

“Good.” He kissed her bare shoulder, his lips hot against her skin. “That means you’ll remember every second of tonight.”

By the time they pulled into the club’s gated entrance, Bridget’s palms were damp again. The manicured hedges glowed under lantern light, the building rising ahead in stately white columns and glass. The parking lot was dotted with luxury cars—sleek European machines that looked like they’d never seen a drop of rain.

Inside, the lobby was all polished marble and hushed elegance. The air smelled faintly of cigars and expensive perfume. Bridget clutched her clutch bag a little tighter, trying not to stare like a tourist.

“Mr. and Mrs. Chambers?” A smooth male voice greeted them. A tall man in a dark suit extended a hand. “Welcome. I’m Martin Graves, and this is my wife, Clarissa.”

Clarissa was striking—blonde hair swept into a perfect chignon, diamond studs at her ears, her dress a shimmering emerald that hugged her curves in a way that spoke of both wealth and confidence. She looked Bridget up and down with a smile that was equal parts warm and appraising.

“First night?” Clarissa asked, looping her arm through Bridget’s before she could answer. “Come. I’ll show you around.”

Bridget shot Frank a nervous glance as she was led off, but he only grinned, clearly pleased to see her swept under the wing of someone who belonged here.

Clarissa’s heels clicked against the marble as she walked Bridget past a row of oil paintings. “You’ll love it here. Daytime is all tennis and golf and poolside cocktails. Everyone plays their part. It’s very civilized.”

“And at night?” Bridget asked, surprised by her own boldness.

Clarissa’s smile widened, a glint of mischief in her eyes. “At night, it’s different. Outfits are different. Rules are… different.” She gave Bridget’s arm a playful squeeze. “Don’t worry. You’ll learn quickly.”

Bridget swallowed hard, her chest tight with both curiosity and dread. She wasn’t sure if Clarissa meant shorter dresses or no dresses at all.

Behind them, Frank laughed at something Martin said, his eyes flicking to Bridget every chance he got. He looked proud, almost smug, watching her drift deeper into the polished world they’d only dreamed about.
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The second invitation came a week later, handwritten and slipped into their mailbox: Cocktails at Eight. Club Attire Required.

Bridget stood in their bedroom with half her closet scattered across the bed. Dresses in safe shades—navy, beige, black—lay discarded. Tonight wasn’t about blending in. Clarissa’s words echoed in her head: At night, outfits are different.

She finally held up the one Frank had bought her months ago, a dress she’d never dared to wear. Short, scarlet, with a plunging back that dipped all the way to the curve of her ass. The straps were thin, the hem barely reached mid-thigh, and there was no way to wear a bra without ruining the line.

Frank walked in, fresh from the shower, his shirt unbuttoned at the collar. His eyes stopped on the dress and his mouth curved into a slow grin. “Now that’s club night.”

Bridget hesitated, the silk trembling in her hands. “It’s too much. They’ll think I’m desperate.”

“No,” Frank said, stepping closer, taking the dress from her and holding it up against her body. “They’ll think you’re delicious. And they’ll be right.”

Her cheeks burned, but when she slipped the dress over her head and let it settle on her skin, she couldn’t deny the thrill. The fabric clung, cool and weightless, showing every curve. Her bare back felt scandalous, exposed.

She turned in front of the mirror, tugging at the hem. “I can’t believe I’m wearing this.”

Frank came up behind her, his hand sliding up the back of her thigh, stopping just under the hem. “Believe it. Because when you walk in tonight, every man in that room will want you.” His eyes met hers in the mirror. “And you’ll know I want them to.”

Her stomach tightened, her pulse hammering. The thought of strangers’ eyes on her, of Frank smiling while they stared, made her thighs clench. She looked away from the mirror, pretending not to notice how wet she already was.

Frank brushed a kiss over her shoulder. “Ready to play by their rules, Bridget?”

She drew a shaky breath, fingers smoothing the silk over her hips. “God help me, I think I am.”

The leather seat felt slick beneath Bridget’s bare thighs as Frank steered the car toward the club gates. She tugged at the hem of her dress again, the silk sliding right back up. Every stoplight seemed to make the fabric climb higher, exposing more of her legs.

“Quit fidgeting,” Frank said, his eyes on the road but his mouth curved in a knowing grin. “You’re perfect.”

“I feel half-naked,” she muttered, crossing her arms over her chest. The neckline dipped so low that even the seatbelt pressed between her breasts in a way that made her feel indecent.

“That’s the point,” he said. “They’re going to see you walk in and know you’re not like their boring wives. They’ll stare. They won’t be able to stop.”

She shot him a nervous glance, her pulse racing. “And you’re okay with that?”

His hand left the steering wheel, sliding onto her bare thigh, squeezing just above her knee. “More than okay. I want them drooling. I want them imagining what it’s like to peel this dress off you. And I want you knowing that you’re mine the whole time.”

Her breath caught, heat pooling between her legs. She wanted to argue, to tell him it was too much, but the words tangled in her throat.

Frank’s hand slid higher, just brushing the edge of her panties before he pulled back, casual as ever, putting both hands on the wheel again. “See? You’re already wet for them.”

She gasped softly, cheeks flaming. “Frank…”

“Admit it,” he teased, his voice low and rough. “You’re turned on thinking about walking in there, every man’s eyes on you. Thinking about which one will ask first.”

Her thighs pressed together, her heartbeat pounding in her ears. She stared out the window, the glowing club gates coming into view, and whispered, “Maybe I am.”

Frank’s smile was smug as he slowed the car, nodding at the guard who waved them through. “Good girl. Let’s give them a show.”

The massive clubhouse loomed ahead, its white columns glowing under the lanterns, a palace waiting to swallow them whole.

The moment Bridget stepped through the wide glass doors, she knew this wasn’t the same country club she’d toured a week ago.

Gone was the polite chatter of golfers and the faint chlorine smell of the pool. Tonight the air was warm with perfume and whiskey, alive with low music and laughter that carried like smoke. The marble floor gleamed under the light of crystal chandeliers, and the crowd was sharper, sexier—men in perfectly tailored suits, women in dresses that clung, shimmered, and revealed.

Bridget felt every eye shift toward her at once.

The red silk hugged her body, baring her back, the hem teasing the tops of her thighs. She froze, clutching her clutch bag tighter, cheeks heating under the weight of stares. For a heartbeat, she wanted to turn and run.

Then Frank’s hand pressed to the small of her back, steady and claiming. “Breathe,” he whispered near her ear, his lips brushing her skin. “They can’t take their eyes off you. Exactly like I said.”

Bridget glanced around, her pulse hammering. A man at the bar leaned back in his chair, eyes locked on her legs as if he’d forgotten his drink entirely. A pair of women whispered behind manicured hands, their gazes flicking between Bridget and Frank. Another man, older, silver hair gleaming under the light, raised his glass to her in silent acknowledgment, his smile unapologetically hungry.

Her throat went dry. She tried to tell herself this was about wealth and status, about Frank’s career, but her body betrayed her. Her nipples tightened against the silk, her thighs pressing together as a hot ache grew low in her belly.

Frank leaned down, his voice low, meant only for her. “Every one of them is imagining you bent over right now.”

Her breath hitched. She swallowed hard, forcing her legs to move forward, heels clicking against marble. The lobby wasn’t just an entryway anymore. It was a stage. And she was the show.

“Bridget!”

The voice cut through the hum of conversation, and Bridget turned to see Clarissa gliding across the lobby like she owned the place. The emerald dress she’d worn last week was replaced tonight with something even more daring—black silk with a slit up the thigh that revealed endless leg. Her smile was wide and knowing, as if she’d been waiting for this moment.

“Darling, you made it.” Clarissa slipped her arm through Bridget’s without hesitation, drawing her close like an old friend. Her perfume was sharp and expensive, her grip firm. “I knew you’d choose something daring for tonight. Red suits you. You look…” She tilted her head, her eyes running over Bridget’s body, “…delicious.”

Bridget’s face heated, unsure how to respond. Before she could speak, Frank chuckled, shaking Martin’s hand across the room. “Told you she’d steal the show,” he said, loud enough for Bridget to hear.

Clarissa leaned closer, her voice dropping into a conspiratorial whisper. “You’ll find it’s different once the sun goes down. People notice more. They touch more. The dress code changes… and so do the rules.”

Bridget’s heart thudded at the words. She thought of the way men had already been staring, of Frank’s hand warm against her back. She opened her mouth to ask what Clarissa meant, but the woman only smiled slyly and pulled her toward the grand double doors at the end of the lobby.

“Come. Cocktails are just beginning. You’ll understand soon enough.”

Bridget glanced over her shoulder at Frank. He raised his glass in a silent toast, pride gleaming in his eyes, as if this had been his plan all along.

She let Clarissa lead her into the glow of the ballroom, her pulse racing. Tonight was no longer about acceptance. Tonight was about discovery.


CHAPTER 3


The cocktail lounge glowed in amber light, shadows soft against polished wood and velvet drapes. Jazz hummed low from a corner, the kind of music that invited leaning close and speaking in whispers. Waiters in crisp black vests glided between clusters of members, balancing silver trays of champagne flutes and crystal tumblers.

Bridget stepped through the doorway, her heels sinking into plush carpet, the red silk clinging to her every step. The air was thick with perfume, cologne, and the faint burn of cigars. She felt the shift immediately—the room was hungrier than the genteel lobby, the smiles sharper, the laughter looser.

Women perched on leather armchairs in gowns that revealed more skin than they covered, heads tipped back as men bent close to speak in their ears. A couple stood near the bar, the man’s hand brazenly low on his wife’s hip, his thumb brushing the edge of her slit dress while she laughed at another man’s joke. Everywhere Bridget looked, lines blurred—friendship, flirting, marriage, desire.

Frank guided her toward the bar with a hand at the small of her back. His palm was steady, possessive, but his eyes gleamed as he scanned the crowd. “Relax,” he murmured, lips close to her ear. “This is what we came for. Watch how they look at you.”

He was right. Eyes followed her across the room. Some subtle, some bold, lingering openly on the low back of her dress, the sway of her legs. A group of men near the billiards table paused their game, their gazes tracking her until she and Frank reached the bar.

Clarissa appeared again with two champagne glasses, handing one to Bridget with a wink. “First club night always feels like a performance,” she said lightly, sipping her drink. “But you’ll get used to being the main attraction.”

Bridget tried to smile, her hand trembling as she lifted the glass. The bubbles fizzed against her lips, sharp and cool, but nothing could soothe the heat rising inside her. She glanced around the room again, her stomach tight with nerves, her body betraying her with a wet, insistent ache.

Tonight was only beginning, and already she felt like prey in a room full of hunters.

Bridget had barely taken her first sip of champagne when the first man appeared. Tall, broad shoulders, dark suit perfectly tailored—his smile was polished but his eyes went straight to the plunge of her dress.

“Martin was right,” he said smoothly, holding out his hand. “You are the most beautiful woman here tonight. I’m David.”

Bridget hesitated, glancing at Frank, but he only raised his glass and gave the slightest nod. She placed her hand in David’s, the warmth of his grip lingering longer than polite.

Another man joined them, silver at his temples, whiskey in his hand. “Don’t let him hog her,” he said with a low chuckle. “Name’s Charles. And I’ve been dying to meet the new Mrs. Chambers ever since I saw her at the pool last week.” His eyes flicked down, slow and deliberate, to where her hemline skimmed her thighs. “You clean up even better at night.”

Her cheeks burned hot, but her body betrayed her with a rush of heat low in her belly. She tried to laugh it off, clutching her glass tighter, but their eyes—hungry, unashamed—made her skin prickle.

Frank stepped closer, his hand at the small of her back, steady as ever. “Told you she’d turn heads,” he said, his voice edged with pride.

Clarissa smirked, sipping her champagne. “And it’s only just beginning.”

Another man leaned in from behind, his breath warm against Bridget’s ear as he spoke. “Careful, Frank. If you keep showing her off like this, you might not get her back tonight.”

Bridget gasped softly, her knees threatening to buckle. She turned her head, but he’d already stepped away into the crowd, leaving the words hanging like a challenge.

Her chest rose and fell fast. She wanted to protest, to say this was too much, too fast. But when she looked at Frank, she found him watching her with a hunger she’d never seen before, his eyes dark, his jaw tight.

And in that moment, Bridget realized—he wasn’t afraid of losing her. He wanted them to want her.

“Frank, you’re a lucky man,” David said, his gaze still fixed on Bridget’s cleavage. “I can’t remember the last time a new member walked in and… stopped the room like that.”

Frank chuckled, his hand sliding lower on Bridget’s back until his fingers brushed the curve of her ass. “I know exactly how lucky I am.” He turned his head, his lips close to Bridget’s ear. “Say thank you.”

Her cheeks flamed, but she managed a breathy, “Thank you.”

Charles stepped closer, his whiskey glass swirling lazily in his hand. “That dress,” he murmured, his eyes traveling up and down her body. “It’s almost unfair. You’re making the rest of the wives look overdressed.”

Bridget let out a nervous laugh, shifting her weight from one heel to the other. “I’m not used to this kind of attention.”

“That’s the best part,” Frank cut in smoothly. “You should get used to it.”

A younger man she hadn’t noticed before slid into the circle, his smile easy, his gaze wicked. “If she doesn’t, I’ll be happy to help. My wife calls me a very… attentive teacher.” He raised his glass to Frank. “I’d take good care of her.”

Bridget’s breath caught, her heart hammering. She wanted to deny him, to say it was just a joke, but when she turned her head Frank was smiling—broad, relaxed, as though he was exactly where he wanted to be.

“Bridget,” he said softly, “you could at least flirt back. Don’t make me look like I’m keeping you on a leash.”

Her pulse roared in her ears. She took a sip of champagne, wetting her lips, and turned back to David. “So… do you always greet new members this way?”

David’s grin widened, his eyes sparkling. “Only when they’re worth it.” His gaze swept her body again, slow and deliberate. “And you’re worth every second.”

Charles leaned in, lowering his voice. “Wait until after dinner, sweetheart. That’s when things get… interesting.”

Frank laughed, loud and genuine, and kissed Bridget on the cheek in front of them all. “See? They’re already fighting over you.”

Bridget swallowed hard, the heat between her thighs growing unbearable. She was surrounded, cornered by smiles that promised things she wasn’t sure she was ready for—but part of her wanted it. God help her, she wanted it.

A hand slid around Bridget’s arm, tugging her gently out of the circle of men. Clarissa’s voice purred in her ear. “Careful, darling. If you stand there much longer, they’ll eat you alive before dessert.”

Bridget let herself be led toward the edge of the lounge, her breath shaky, her skin prickling with heat. She glanced back—Frank was still with the men, laughing easily, as if nothing about this unnerved him. As if he wanted her surrounded.

Clarissa pressed a fresh glass of champagne into her hand and tilted her head. “How does it feel? Knowing half the room is hard for you already?”

Bridget nearly choked on her drink. “Clarissa⁠—”

“Oh, don’t play coy.” Clarissa’s eyes glittered. “It’s what the club is. Men want to take. Wives want to be taken. We dress for it, we drink for it, and after dark…” She paused, a smile curving her lips, “…we stop pretending.”

Bridget’s stomach flipped. She looked down at her glass, her pulse hammering, unsure whether she should laugh, deny, or confess how the words made her ache.

Clarissa leaned closer, her perfume sharp and dizzying. “You’ll see soon enough. Just don’t be surprised when Frank hands you over with a smile. That’s how it works here.”

Bridget’s knees trembled. She turned her head, eyes finding Frank across the room. He was already watching her, gaze dark and unreadable. When he raised his glass in a slow, deliberate toast, her breath caught in her throat.

Clarissa’s fingers squeezed her arm. “Breathe, darling. It’s only the beginning.”


CHAPTER 4


Bridget slipped into the shadowed corner near a tall window, the cool glass against her back grounding her for the first time all evening. Her heart still thumped from Clarissa’s words, and her skin buzzed as if every stare had left a fingerprint.

Frank found her there, two fresh drinks in hand. He passed her one, then leaned against the wall beside her, casual, at ease, as if this were their living room instead of a den of wolves.

“You disappeared,” he said, his voice low, warm. “Couldn’t take all the staring?”

She took a quick sip, avoiding his eyes. “It’s… overwhelming.”

“Overwhelming,” he repeated, as though tasting the word. He angled toward her, close enough that his breath brushed her cheek. “Tell me the truth. You like it.”

Her stomach knotted. “Frank…”

“You do,” he pressed. His hand found her hip, thumb stroking the thin silk there. “The way your nipples are hard through that dress? The way your thighs keep pressing together? You love it. You love them wanting you.”

Heat shot straight between her legs. She tried to look away, but his fingers slid higher, teasing just below her ribs.

“Say it,” he murmured, eyes locked on hers. “Say you like it.”

Her chest rose and fell too fast, her drink trembling in her hand. She thought of David’s polished grin, Charles’s low voice, the younger man who promised to “take care of her.” She thought of how her body had answered every look.

Finally, she whispered, “I… like it.”

Frank’s grin spread slow and satisfied. He brushed his lips against her ear. “Good girl. Then let’s give them more to look at.”

He took her hand, tugging her back toward the crowd, her pulse hammering, her body already betraying her with how wet she was.

The band in the corner shifted into a sultry swing number, couples drifting toward the dance floor. Dresses shimmered, heels clicked, men’s hands found the smalls of their wives’ backs. The air thickened with the pulse of music and the warm hum of alcohol.

“Dance with me,” Frank said, already tugging her glass away and setting it on a passing tray.

Bridget shook her head, heat rushing to her cheeks. “Not here. Everyone’s⁠—”

“Watching?” He grinned. “Exactly.”

Before she could protest, his hand caught hers and pulled her onto the polished floor. The red silk clung to her thighs as he spun her beneath the chandelier light. The neckline plunged dangerously as her body turned, and she swore she heard a murmur ripple through the crowd.

Frank pulled her close, his hand firm against the bare skin of her back, guiding her in time with the music. “You feel that?” he whispered against her temple. “Every eye in this room is on you right now.”

She dared a glance over his shoulder. He wasn’t exaggerating. Men at the bar had turned to watch. A pair of wives whispered, glancing at her dress with a mix of envy and judgment. One man on the sidelines—Charles—lifted his whiskey glass toward her in a subtle salute, his gaze locked on her ass as Frank dipped her low.

Her breath caught as the hem of her dress slid scandalously high, baring the tops of her thighs. She clung to Frank, dizzy with nerves, but her body thrummed with a rush that was part fear, part need.

Frank straightened her, his hand slipping down her spine to the very edge of silk. “Smile,” he murmured. “They’re already imagining what I see every night.”

Her cheeks burned, but her lips curved without permission. She swayed against him, the music carrying her, the weight of every gaze making her wetter than she wanted to admit.

When the song ended, applause scattered lightly across the floor, but Bridget knew it wasn’t for the band. It was for the show she’d just given.

Frank kissed her cheek and whispered, “Now let’s see who’s bold enough to come claim you first.”

The band barely struck the first notes of the next song when a hand tapped Frank’s shoulder.

“Mind if I cut in?” David asked, his smile all charm, his eyes locked firmly on Bridget.

Frank didn’t hesitate. He slipped his hand from Bridget’s back and gestured with mock gallantry. “She’s all yours.”

Bridget’s stomach flipped. She opened her mouth to protest, but David was already sliding into place, his palm warm at her waist, drawing her close.

“You dance beautifully,” he murmured, steering her in smooth circles. His cologne wrapped around her, heady and masculine. “But I’ll bet you look even better pressed against glass.”

Her knees weakened. “David…”

He only smiled, his grip firm, guiding her in a slow turn that exposed her back fully to the room. She felt every pair of eyes searing into her bare skin, her hem riding higher with each step.

Across the floor, Frank leaned against the bar, relaxed, sipping his drink. His eyes gleamed with approval as he watched her in another man’s arms. He raised his glass in a lazy salute that said, I told you this is what I wanted.

The song shifted and another hand brushed her elbow. Charles, silver hair gleaming, slipped smoothly between her and David with a grin. “My turn.”

David relinquished her without fuss, but not without a lingering stroke down her arm.

Charles’s touch was heavier, more possessive. “I’ve been waiting for this all night,” he rumbled, his hand daringly low on her back. “Your husband has no idea how dangerous it is to let you out of his arms.”

Her breath hitched. “He knows exactly.”

Charles’s grin widened, teeth flashing. “Even better.” He spun her, the movement sending her hemline up so high she gasped, clutching the fabric down as men around the floor chuckled knowingly.

When the song ended, Charles kissed her hand with old-fashioned flair, but his eyes were anything but gentlemanly. “Save me another dance, sweetheart. I’ll make it worth your while.”

Before she could answer, yet another man stepped in, younger this time, his gaze hot and direct. He didn’t bother asking Frank—just took her hand and pulled her close.

And Bridget realized with a rush of heat that she wasn’t being asked anymore. She was being claimed.

The music shifted again, and Bridget found herself breathless, cheeks flushed, her body still humming from one pair of hands after another. She barely had time to catch her breath before Frank was there, sliding in smooth as if he’d been waiting for the perfect beat.

His hand wrapped around her waist, pulling her close, reclaiming her in front of the crowd. His mouth dipped to her ear. “You’re shaking,” he murmured, his voice thick with heat. “And it’s not from the dancing.”

Bridget’s lips parted, but no words came. She was trembling—every nerve raw, every muscle tight with a hunger she couldn’t admit aloud.

Frank’s thumb stroked her hip, just beneath the dip of silk. “Do you know how wet you are right now?”

She gasped softly, glancing around, terrified someone had heard him. “Frank…”

“Don’t pretend.” His lips grazed her ear, his breath hot. “I saw your face when David pressed against you. When Charles spun you. When that kid pulled you close without even asking. You loved it. Every second.”

Her thighs pressed together, her core aching, slick with need. She tried to shake her head, but Frank tilted her chin up with a finger, forcing her to meet his gaze.

“Say it,” he demanded, low enough that only she could hear. “Say you liked being passed from man to man. Say you liked being theirs, even for a song.”

Her heart pounded against her ribs. She should deny it. She should laugh it off. But her lips trembled, the truth slipping free in a whisper.

“I… liked it.”

Frank’s grin spread slow and dark, pride and hunger all in one. He kissed her cheek, deliberately in full view of the men watching, and whispered, “Good girl. And this is only the beginning.”

As the song ended, applause rippled again across the dance floor, but Bridget barely heard it. Her entire body was already begging for more.


CHAPTER 5


The music faded into background hum as Bridget stepped off the dance floor, her legs shaky, her body still tingling from being passed from hand to hand. She was reaching for another glass of champagne when Clarissa appeared at her side again, eyes glinting like she knew exactly what Bridget was feeling.

“Careful, darling,” Clarissa purred, looping her arm through Bridget’s. “You keep letting them spin you around like that, and someone’s going to make a claim before dessert.”

Bridget’s cheeks flamed. “They’re just dancing.”

Clarissa laughed softly, the sound rich and knowing. “That’s what you tell yourself the first time. But around here, the dance is just foreplay.”

Bridget’s breath caught. She glanced toward Frank—he was still at the bar, chatting easily with Martin and Charles, his eyes flicking to her now and then, always calm, always approving.

Clarissa leaned closer, her perfume dizzying. “You’ve heard the rumors, haven’t you? What happens after the sun goes down.”

Bridget swallowed hard, her throat dry. “Rumors.”

“Not rumors.” Clarissa’s smile widened. “Tradition. The club has its own little… after-hours etiquette. Wives become community property. Husbands share, men circle, women choose. And everyone wakes up the next morning with a new secret and a bigger smile.”

Bridget’s heart thudded. “That can’t be⁠—”

“Oh, but it is.” Clarissa’s eyes sparkled as she lifted Bridget’s hand, brushing her fingers over the thin silk of her skirt. “That’s why the dresses are shorter after dark. That’s why no one minds if a hand lingers too long. This isn’t golf and tea, sweetheart. It’s a feast. And tonight, you’re on the menu.”

Bridget’s knees weakened, a rush of heat flooding between her thighs. She wanted to deny it, to laugh, to call Clarissa outrageous—but her body already knew the truth. She’d felt it in every hand on her waist, every bold stare, every whispered promise.

Frank appeared then, sliding smoothly back into place at her side. He pressed a kiss to her cheek, his eyes gleaming with dark satisfaction. “She’s catching on,” he murmured to Clarissa. “Aren’t you, Bridget?”

Bridget’s lips trembled, but no words came. Her body answered for her, the silk of her dress sticking damp against her thighs.
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The drive home was a blur of headlights and silence. Bridget sat pressed against the cool leather, her thighs tight together, her clutch clutched in her lap like a shield. Clarissa’s words echoed with every heartbeat. Wives become community property. Tonight, you’re on the menu.

Frank drove with one hand on the wheel, the other resting lazily on her bare thigh. His touch wasn’t demanding, just there, heavy, reminding her of everything she couldn’t forget.

Finally, Bridget broke. “Frank… is it true? What she said?”

He didn’t look at her, just smirked at the road ahead. “You tell me. Didn’t it feel true?”

Her throat went dry. She shifted in her seat, the silk of her dress damp and clinging between her legs.

“You liked it,” he pressed, his thumb stroking her skin. “Being passed from man to man. Knowing they wanted you. Hearing them whisper what they’d do to you if I let them.”

Bridget gasped softly, her chest rising and falling too fast. “It was just dancing.”

Frank finally turned his head, his eyes dark, gleaming. “No. It was the beginning.”

She swallowed hard, heat flooding her cheeks, her body betraying her all over again. She turned her face to the window, desperate for cool air, but the truth burned inside her. She wanted more. She wanted to know what came after the dancing.

When Frank’s hand slid higher, brushing the edge of her panties, she didn’t stop him. She couldn’t.

The car was dark except for the glow of the dash lights. Bridget turned toward him, her voice unsteady. “You knew.”

Frank’s lips curved into the faintest smile. He didn’t answer right away, just shifted gears, his hand sliding back to her thigh.

“Frank.” Her voice sharpened, half a whisper, half a plea. “You knew about the… the rules. The wives. All of it.”

His eyes flicked to hers, steady and calm. “Of course I knew.”

Her stomach twisted. She pressed back against the seat, staring at him. “And you didn’t tell me?”

“I wanted you to feel it for yourself,” he said simply, as if it were obvious. “To see their eyes on you. To hear the way they talked. If I told you, you’d have brushed it off. You had to feel it.”

Her pulse hammered. Anger flared—sharp, hot—but it tangled with something else, something heavier. The memory of David’s hand at her waist. Charles’s low voice. The younger man’s brazen grin. The look in Frank’s eyes when he watched her from the bar.

“You let me walk in there blind,” she whispered, her throat tight. “You let me be… prey.”

Frank’s hand squeezed her thigh, firm. “I let you be wanted. And you loved it.”

Her breath caught, fury and arousal colliding so hard it made her dizzy. She hated that he was right. She hated that her body was soaking through her panties just remembering it.

“You bastard,” she whispered, her voice breaking.

His grin widened, slow and dark. “Maybe. But you’re wet because of it.”

Her face burned, her thighs pressing tighter, the silk of her dress sticking to her skin. She turned to the window, trying to breathe, trying to calm the ache building low in her belly. But there was no calming it. She was furious, humiliated, and desperately, unbearably turned on.

They barely made it through the front door before Frank had her pressed against it, his mouth on her throat, his hands tugging up her dress. Bridget gasped, clutching at him, her body already trembling with need.

“You’re mine,” he growled against her skin. “Even when they dance with you. Even when they circle you. You belong to me.”

His hand shoved her panties aside, fingers plunging into her wetness. She cried out, her head falling back against the door. “Oh God—Frank⁠—”

“Tell me what you were thinking,” he demanded, his voice low, rough. “When David had his hand on your back. When Charles spun you and lifted your dress. When that boy pulled you in so close you could feel his cock.”

Her nails dug into his shoulders, her body bucking against his hand. “I—” Her words broke into a moan as his thumb rubbed hard against her clit. “I thought about them touching me.”

He bit her lip, then shoved inside her in one hard thrust, making her cry out. “Say it again.”

She clung to him, panting, her body burning. “I thought about them touching me. I wanted it—God, I wanted it.”

Frank groaned, driving into her harder, faster, each thrust sending shockwaves through her. “That’s my slut. Getting wet from their eyes, begging for their hands.”

Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and raw. She screamed against his shoulder, her body shaking as he pounded into her. And as the climax tore her apart, her mind betrayed her completely—she didn’t see Frank’s face. She saw strangers’ hands. Strangers’ eyes. Strangers’ cocks.

When Frank came with a guttural groan, filling her, she was still shuddering, still clutching him like a lifeline, her body wrecked and her mind spinning.

They collapsed onto the couch, sweaty and gasping, the red dress tangled around her waist.

Bridget buried her face in his chest, her voice a broken whisper. “What are we doing?”

Frank stroked her hair, his chest still heaving. “Exactly what we’re supposed to.”


CHAPTER 6


The following evening, Bridget’s heels clicked against the marble floor as she and Frank walked into the lounge once more. The moment she stepped inside, conversation seemed to pause, eyes locking on her like a spotlight had hit. Tonight she wore black—short, backless, the silk clinging to every curve. Her nerves buzzed, but beneath them was a throb of excitement that hadn’t let up since last night’s frantic sex.

“Round two,” Frank murmured at her ear, his hand firm on her back. “Look at them already circling.”

He wasn’t wrong. Before they even reached the bar, David was there, cutting across the room like he’d been waiting all night. “Mrs. Chambers,” he greeted smoothly, his eyes dragging down her body. “If I say you look even more sinful than last night, will your husband hit me?”

Frank chuckled, lifting his glass in salute. “Not a chance. He’ll probably thank you.”

Bridget’s cheeks flamed, but David’s grin only widened. He leaned closer, his voice dropping. “Then I’ll say it. You look fuckable.”

Her breath caught. She should have been offended, but her thighs pressed together at the rawness of it.

Charles appeared at her other side, whiskey in hand. “Careful, David, I called her first. Told her I’d make it worth her while.” He turned his gaze to Frank. “You’re a generous man, letting us talk to her like this.”

Frank’s smile didn’t falter. “She deserves the attention.”

Bridget’s stomach knotted, half with nerves, half with a hot, guilty thrill. Men were gathering—Martin, the silver-haired elder, the young one from the night before—all of them circling, glasses raised, smiles too sharp. Compliments layered over one another, each bolder than the last:

“You’d look better on my lap.”

“I’ve got a room upstairs that needs christening.”

“Bet that dress is begging to be ruined.”

Her head spun, her body heating under the weight of their words. She looked at Frank, desperate for rescue, but his eyes only gleamed darker, prouder.

“Which one makes you the wettest, Bridget?” he asked softly, his lips brushing her ear.

Her knees trembled. She couldn’t answer. But her body already had.

Bridget’s pulse hammered in her ears. The men’s voices blended into a low, hungry hum, their eyes devouring her, their words sharper than champagne bubbles on her tongue. She gripped her glass tighter, desperate for something solid.

Frank leaned in, his hand brushing the curve of her ass through silk. “Don’t just stand there, baby. Say something back. Show them what I already know.”

Her breath caught. “Frank, I⁠—”

“Trust me.” His lips grazed her ear, his voice steady and low. “You’ll like it.”

Her body was trembling, but when she lifted her eyes to David’s, she felt a flicker of something hot and dangerous. Her lips curved in a shaky smile.

“Maybe you’re right,” she murmured, her voice soft but carrying enough for the circle to hear. “Maybe this dress does need ruining.”

A ripple of laughter and groans passed through the men, sharp and approving. David’s grin turned wicked, his hand flexing like he wanted to reach for her.

“Careful,” Charles said with a low chuckle, stepping closer, his gaze sliding over Bridget’s thighs. “Say things like that and one of us might just take you up on it right here.”

Bridget’s cheeks burned, but her body throbbed, slick and eager. She turned her head toward Frank, expecting him to stop it. Instead, he smirked into his drink, his eyes locked on her.

“Go on,” he urged, his voice a low rumble just for her. “Give them another.”

Her chest rose and fell too fast. She looked at the younger man, the one who had danced with her last night without permission. His eyes were wide, hungry, waiting.

“Maybe I should let one of you take me for a spin upstairs,” she said, her voice trembling but clear. “Just to see what the rooms are like.”

The circle erupted—low whistles, murmurs, hands brushing her arm, her back. Heat pressed in from every direction.

Frank kissed her temple, his smile broad and proud. “That’s my girl,” he whispered. “Now they know what I already do—you like being wanted.”

Bridget’s knees threatened to buckle, the ache between her legs unbearable. She was terrified and drunk on it all at once.

The laughter and murmurs swirled around her, men leaning closer, brushing her arms, their eyes openly devouring her. Bridget felt like the center of gravity in the room, every gaze pulling at her, every word making her pulse throb harder.

Frank stood tall at her side, calm as ever, sipping his drink like this was exactly what he’d come for. His hand stayed firm on her back, steady and claiming, yet never pulling her away.

David broke the hum of voices, his grin sharper than ever. He leaned in, eyes locked on Bridget, then flicked them toward Frank. “She’s incredible. You can’t blame us for circling. But I’ll ask what the rest of them are too cowardly to—” He paused, letting the weight of his words settle, then said it clearly. “Can I be the first?”

The air shifted. The men stilled, their eyes darting between Frank and Bridget, waiting.

Bridget froze, her breath caught in her throat, the world tilting beneath her heels. She wanted to speak, to deny, to laugh—but her mouth stayed dry, her body slick and trembling.

Frank’s lips curved into the faintest smile as he set his empty glass on the bar. His hand slid lower on her back, his thumb brushing the edge of her ass.

He didn’t answer. Not yet.

And that silence was enough to make Bridget’s whole body shudder.


CHAPTER 7


The air was thick with tension, the hum of conversation from the rest of the lounge fading to nothing. David’s words still hung between them like smoke: Can I be the first?

Bridget’s heart hammered against her ribs. She couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe. Every man in the circle was watching Frank now, waiting to see if he would laugh it off, get angry, or⁠—

Frank’s lips curved into a slow, deliberate smile. He slipped his arm more firmly around Bridget’s waist, tugging her close until the red heat of her blush burned against his shoulder. Then he said clearly, his voice steady and proud, “Yes.”

The sound seemed to echo, louder than music, louder than laughter. Bridget gasped, her body trembling from head to toe.

David’s grin widened, wicked and triumphant. “Then let’s find someplace more comfortable.” His hand brushed down Bridget’s bare arm, lingering. “The billiards room?”

Charles let out a low chuckle. “Good choice. Velvet always looks better when it’s wet.”

A ripple of laughter passed through the men, sharp and knowing. Bridget’s knees nearly buckled, her body so hot she felt like she might combust. She turned to Frank, desperate, silently begging for rescue.

But Frank only brushed his lips against her temple and whispered, “Go on, baby. Let them see what I see every night.”

Her chest rose and fell in quick, shallow gasps as David took her hand. The crowd parted as he led her toward the dark double doors at the back of the lounge. Frank followed, his stride relaxed, his eyes gleaming. The other men trailed after, anticipation thick in the air.

The billiards room was dimly lit, the heavy green velvet table glowing beneath the brass lamps. Cues rested against the wall, the faint smell of whiskey and chalk hanging in the air. David turned her toward it, his grin sharp as he pressed her against the table’s edge.

Bridget’s palms splayed against the velvet, her body trembling. The fabric was cool under her skin, but between her thighs, she was dripping heat. Behind her, she felt Frank’s presence—steady, watching, approving.

David leaned close, his lips brushing her ear. “You ready to give us a real show?”

Bridget’s fingers curled into the velvet, the fabric rough beneath her palms. Her dress rode high as she bent forward, the cool air of the room brushing the bare skin of her thighs. She tried to breathe, but the silence was thick, every sound amplified: the clink of ice in a glass, the shuffle of shoes against the floor, the low hum of men breathing harder than they should.

David’s hand slid up her back, slow and possessive, until his palm pressed between her shoulder blades, holding her down. “Look at her,” he murmured, his voice carrying. “She’s already shaking.”

Behind her, a chorus of low chuckles and groans answered.

Charles stepped closer, circling like a predator, his whiskey still in hand. “Christ, that ass,” he muttered, his eyes raking over her curves. “You bend her over like that, Frank, and you really expect us to keep our hands to ourselves?”

Frank leaned against the wall, relaxed, his eyes never leaving Bridget. “I expect you to enjoy her,” he said smoothly. “That’s why we’re here.”

A younger man let out a rough laugh, his hand already stroking himself through his slacks. “Fuck, I can’t wait. Look at how wet she is already—she’s soaking the velvet.”

Bridget’s face burned hot. She could feel it, the slickness dripping down her thighs, the humiliating proof of her arousal plain for them all to see. Her breath hitched when another man moved closer, his hand brushing along her calf, fingers teasing just under her hem before pulling back.

“Can I be next?” he asked, his voice thick.

“Not until I’ve had her,” David growled, sliding his hand lower, cupping Bridget’s ass. He gave it a sharp squeeze that made her gasp. “But don’t worry—you’ll all get a turn.”

The words sent a shiver through her so intense she nearly collapsed against the table. The sound of zippers filled the room now, low groans as men freed themselves, cocks thick and heavy in their hands, stroking as they watched her bent over and waiting.

Frank pushed off the wall and came up behind her, his hand sliding into her hair. He leaned down, his mouth hot at her ear. “Listen to them, Bridget. Stroking their cocks while they stare at you. They’re not imagining it anymore. They’re about to take you. And I’m going to watch every second.”

Her knees trembled, her pussy clenching around nothing, aching to be filled. She whimpered, a sound low and desperate, and the room erupted with dark laughter and groans.

David’s zipper rasped open, the sound final, inevitable.

“Time to see how sweet she tastes,” he said, nudging her legs wider with his knee.

Bridget’s pulse thundered so loud she thought it might drown out everything else. Her breath came in shallow gasps, her cheek pressed to the velvet, the faint smell of chalk and whiskey filling her lungs. The men’s voices swirled around her, deep and eager, their laughter edged with hunger. Every sound—the wet slap of hands stroking cocks, the zip of trousers falling open—shot sparks straight to her core.

Her mind screamed that this was insane, that she should pull her dress down, push David away, run straight out of the room. But her body betrayed her at every turn. Her nipples ached against the thin silk, her pussy so wet she could feel it dripping down her thighs.

They’re going to use me. The thought hit her with a force that made her shudder. They’re going to use me while Frank watches.

Heat coiled in her belly, sharp and undeniable. She should have been ashamed, humiliated, terrified—but all she felt was dizzying arousal.

She dared a glance over her shoulder. The sight stole her breath: men ringed the table, suits undone, cocks out, fists pumping slow and steady as their eyes devoured her bent, exposed body. Their faces gleamed with lust, with anticipation. Not a single one of them was pretending this was polite society anymore.

Her gaze locked on Frank. He stood just beyond them, glass in hand, calm as ever, his eyes burning into hers. No shame, no hesitation—just pride, possession, hunger.

And that was the moment it clicked.

She wasn’t a victim here. She was the prize. The feast Clarissa had promised.

Her thighs trembled, her pussy clenched, and she let her forehead rest against the velvet with a soft, broken moan.

I’m going to let them fuck me. And I’m going to love it.

David’s cock brushed against her inner thigh, heavy and hard, slick with his own precum. His hand spread her wider, his voice low and certain. “She’s ready.”

The room answered with a chorus of groans.

David positioned himself behind her, his hand gripping her hip tight enough to bruise. Bridget’s breath hitched as the swollen head of his cock pressed against her slick folds, nudging, teasing, dragging through her wetness. The velvet beneath her palms grew damp with her own arousal, her body betraying her as much as her mind.

“Beg for it,” David murmured, his voice low and rough, his cock sliding just at her entrance.

Her throat clenched. The words stuck.

Frank’s hand fisted in her hair, tugging her head back until she gasped. His lips brushed her ear, his voice a dark growl. “Do it, Bridget. Beg him. Show them all how much you want this.”

Her eyes squeezed shut, her body trembling, and the confession slipped out, raw and breathless. “Please. Please fuck me.”

The room erupted with groans, hands stroking faster, voices muttering filth as David thrust forward, burying himself inside her in one hard, claiming stroke.

Bridget cried out, her body arching against the table, the stretch burning and blinding with pleasure. She clenched around him, her walls gripping his cock as he sank deep, filling her in ways she hadn’t expected.

“God, she’s tight,” David groaned, his hips slamming forward again. His pace was relentless, each thrust pushing her harder into the velvet, the sound of wet skin and muffled moans filling the room.

Bridget’s nails dug into the felt, her moans spilling freely now, raw and unrestrained. The shame of being used in front of them all only fed her arousal. Each gasp, each cry, only made the men stroke faster, their groans echoing around her.

Frank leaned down, his mouth hot against her ear, whispering filth she’d never thought she’d hear from her husband. “That’s it, baby. Take his cock. Show them how good you fuck. Let them see you’re my perfect slut.”

Her climax built sharp and fast, unstoppable. Her body shook, cunt clenching hard around David as she screamed against the velvet, her orgasm ripping through her like fire.

David grunted, slamming deep, filling her with heat before pulling out, her pussy gaping and dripping as he stepped back.

The next man was already moving forward.

Bridget’s body was still quaking from the shock of release, her breath ragged against the velvet. David’s heat still dripped from her as he stepped back, his grin satisfied, his cock glistening in his hand.

Before she could catch her breath, another shadow loomed.

“Scott,” someone muttered with approval. “Your turn.”

A tall man stepped forward, his tie loosened, his cock already hard in his fist. His eyes locked on Bridget, dark and hungry.

She whimpered, her thighs trembling, but Frank was there—his hand slipping into hers, steady and firm, grounding her even as she shook.

“Panties off,” Scott said, his voice low and certain.

Bridget felt Frank’s fingers brush at her hip, tugging the damp silk aside, baring her completely. The cool air hit her soaked cunt, making her gasp.

Frank leaned down, his lips brushing her ear, his hand still locked in hers. “Take a breath, baby. The night isn’t over.”

Her pulse thundered, her body clenching with fresh need, and as Scott stepped closer, cock in hand, the room fell silent in anticipation.


CHAPTER 8


The room pulsed with heat and silence, every man’s attention locked on Bridget’s trembling body draped over the velvet table. Her panties were tugged aside, her cunt glistening in the low light. She gripped Frank’s hand, her knuckles white, her body quivering with anticipation and fear.

Scott didn’t rush. He stroked himself as he circled closer, his eyes dragging over her curves like he was savoring every inch. “Goddamn,” he muttered, his voice husky, “she’s dripping for me already.”

A low chorus of groans rose around the table, men stroking faster at the sight of her exposed and wet.

Scott pressed the swollen head of his cock against her folds, dragging it slow from her clit to her soaked entrance, smearing her arousal along his length. Bridget whimpered, jerking her hips despite herself, her body aching for more.

“Patience,” Scott murmured, teasing her slit, pushing just enough to part her but not sink in. “I want to hear her beg first.”

Her thighs shook, the velvet rough under her cheek as she gasped, “Please. Please don’t make me wait.”

Frank’s grip on her hand tightened, his lips brushing her ear. “That’s it, baby. Tell him what you want. Say you want his cock inside you.”

Her face burned, but the ache between her legs tore the words free. “I want it. I want your cock. Now.”

Scott groaned low, satisfied, and thrust forward, burying himself inside her in one hard, claiming stroke.

Bridget cried out, her body arching, walls clenching around his thickness as the room erupted with groans of approval.

Scott sank deep inside her and stilled, his hips pressed flush against her ass. He let out a low groan, savoring the tight clutch of her pussy, and stayed there, buried, making her wait.

“God, she’s squeezing the life out of me,” he muttered, his hand spreading across her lower back, holding her in place. “You feel that, Frank? She’s milking my cock already.”

Bridget whimpered, her walls fluttering around him, desperate for more. She tried to rock back, to grind against him, but Scott only chuckled and pulled out slowly, dragging every inch of himself from her slick heat before pushing in again, deeper this time.

Around the table, the men groaned, hands stroking their cocks as they watched her squirm.

“Look at her—can’t even wait for it,” Charles taunted, his fist working faster. “She’s begging with her whole body.”

David leaned on the edge of the table, eyes locked on where Scott’s cock disappeared inside her. “Told you she was a slut the second I saw her. Just needed the right push.”

Bridget’s face burned, humiliation and arousal tangling in her chest. Each slow thrust wrung another moan from her lips, the velvet muffling her cries.

Frank crouched beside her, brushing her hair from her damp forehead. His voice was soft but firm. “Let them hear you, baby. Don’t hide it. Tell them how good it feels.”

Her voice cracked, trembling. “It… it feels so good.”

Scott groaned, dragging his cock almost all the way out, then sliding back in inch by inch. “Tighter than I ever imagined. She’s going to make me lose it if I don’t pace myself.”

The men laughed, filthy and eager, their voices a chorus of taunts.

“Stretch her wide, Scott.”

“Don’t go easy on her—make her scream.”

“Save some for the rest of us.”

Every word poured over Bridget, every thrust building her higher, her body betraying her shame with slick, hungry sounds that filled the room.

Scott’s control frayed with every squeeze of Bridget’s cunt around him. His groans grew louder, rougher, his hands tightening on her hips until his fingers dug deep into her skin.

“Fuck it,” he growled, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, hard enough to make the table jolt beneath her.

Bridget cried out, her voice breaking, the sharp slap of his hips against her ass echoing through the room. Scott set a brutal rhythm, each thrust fast and deep, filling her again and again until she was gasping into the velvet, her body bucking helplessly beneath him.

“Jesus Christ,” David muttered, stroking himself as he leaned closer for a better view. “Listen to her—she’s losing it.”

“Take it, Bridget,” Frank urged, still clutching her hand, his voice hot and fierce at her ear. “Take his cock. Show them how hungry you are.”

“I—oh God—I can’t—” Her words splintered into a desperate moan as Scott pounded her harder, the sound of wet, relentless thrusts filling the air.

Charles laughed, his cock slick in his fist. “She’s fucking dripping. Scott’s going to drown in her.”

Scott grunted, his pace savage now, driving into her with abandon. “You’re mine for this moment, sweetheart. And I’m going to make sure they all remember the sounds you make.”

Bridget’s nails clawed at the velvet as her body broke open, orgasm tearing through her like lightning. She screamed, raw and shameless, her pussy clenching tight around Scott’s cock. The room erupted with groans, fists stroking faster, men muttering curses and promises as they watched her unravel.

“Good girl,” Frank whispered, pride thick in his voice, kissing her damp temple as she shook beneath Scott’s thrusts. “That’s my perfect fucking slut.”

Scott gave a final, shuddering groan, slamming deep as his release flooded her. He lingered inside for a beat, his chest heaving, then pulled out, leaving her dripping, open, her body still convulsing with aftershocks.

Before she could collapse, another voice cut through the haze.

“My turn.”

Bridget’s body was still trembling, her thighs quaking, her pussy slick and gaping from Scott’s release when another shadow loomed over her.

“Move aside,” a younger voice said, husky with want. “She’s ready for me now.”

Scott chuckled, stepping back, his cock still wet in his hand as he gave her ass a parting slap. “Don’t take too long, Bobby. She’s a goddamn feast.”

Bobby was younger than the others, his tie hanging loose, his sleeves rolled, his cock already hard and dripping. His eyes burned as he looked down at her, and for a fleeting second, Bridget thought she saw something softer in them—excitement mixed with awe.

He stroked himself as he stepped closer, lining up behind her. “I’ve dreamed about something like this,” he admitted under his breath. “But I never thought it would be this good. You’re perfect, Bridget.”

Her cheeks flamed at hearing her name on his lips, but her body clenched in eager anticipation. She wanted to deny it, to pretend she wasn’t soaking wet and begging for more—but the truth burst out before she could stop it.

“I never thought it would feel this good either,” she whispered hoarsely. “But I love it.”

The men groaned at her confession, fists pumping faster.

Frank squeezed her hand, his voice proud and rough in her ear. “That’s it, baby. Admit it. Tell them how much you love being used.”

Her voice cracked with a moan as Bobby pressed into her, stretching her open again, filling her inch by inch until she cried out. “I love it. God, I love it!”

Bobby’s rhythm started fast, desperate, his hips slapping against her ass as he drove into her again and again. He groaned with every thrust, his voice thick with awe. “So fucking wet. So tight. You were made for this.”

Bridget’s nails tore at the velvet as pleasure surged through her, stronger than ever. She’d thought she might feel shame. She’d thought she might break. But instead, she was flying—her body alive in a way she’d never dreamed, every thrust, every taunt, every hand stroking in the shadows feeding her hunger.

Her cries grew louder, shameless, echoing through the billiards room. She didn’t care who heard. She didn’t care who watched. She wanted it—wanted them—wanted all of it.

And for the first time, she admitted it fully to herself: she was enjoying every filthy second.

Bobby’s thrusts came fast and hungry, his hands gripping Bridget’s hips as though he couldn’t get close enough. Every stroke hit deeper, harder, the sound of wet flesh slapping echoing against the paneled walls.

Bridget’s breath came in ragged cries, her body already raw from Scott’s pounding, yet Bobby drove her higher with every desperate push. His cock dragged through her slickness, filling her, stretching her, making her quake.

“Jesus, she’s gripping me like she doesn’t want to let go,” Bobby groaned, his voice hoarse with need. “She’s gonna make me lose it.”

Bridget’s forehead pressed to the velvet, her nails clawing deep grooves into the fabric. Her moans were loud now, shameless, echoing with every thrust. She couldn’t hold back, not with Frank’s voice low and hot in her ear.

“Come for him, baby,” Frank urged, his hand tight around hers. “Let them all hear how much you love it. Show them you were made for this.”

Her whole body arched, the heat in her belly snapping all at once. She screamed, raw and unrestrained, as her orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy clamped down around Bobby’s cock, milking him, squeezing every thrust as he slammed into her harder.

“Fuck!” Bobby groaned, pounding through her climax, his own voice breaking as he spilled into her, his cock jerking deep inside.

Bridget convulsed beneath him, gasping, shaking, her thighs slick with cum and sweat. Every nerve burned, every muscle trembled, her orgasm rolling in waves until she was left limp against the table, her dress bunched at her waist, her body glistening under the low lights.

The men groaned around her, stroking themselves harder at the sight, muttering curses and promises.

And through the haze of release, Bridget realized she wasn’t finished. Not even close. She wanted more. She wanted every cock in the room.

Bobby slipped out of her with a groan, his cum spilling warm down her thighs. He gave her ass a sharp slap, admiration thick in his voice. “Best fuck I’ve had in years.”

Bridget collapsed forward for a beat, her cheek pressed to the velvet, her body buzzing, slick and open. She was certain she couldn’t move, that her legs wouldn’t hold her, when the low sound of a zipper rasped nearby.

Another man stepped closer, stroking himself slow, thick in his hand. His eyes raked her trembling body. “She’s still hungry,” he said, voice husky with lust. “Look at her dripping, waiting.”

The others laughed and muttered their agreement, fists pumping faster, their cocks slick in the lamplight.

Bridget shuddered, a whimper escaping her lips. She wanted to deny it, to say she’d had enough—but her pussy clenched around nothing, aching, greedy for more. Her voice broke as she confessed, “I… I want it.”

Frank leaned down, kissing the sweat from her temple. His voice was low, proud. “That’s my girl. Tell them louder.”

Her cheeks burned, but her body overruled her shame. She lifted her head just enough, her voice trembling but clear. “I want another cock. Please.”

The room erupted—groans, curses, rough laughter. Hands reached for her, fingers brushing her hips, her back, her hair.

Frank squeezed her hand, steadying her as the next man pressed into position. “Open wider, baby,” he whispered. “The night’s only getting started.”

Bridget obeyed, spreading her legs as another thick cock nudged at her entrance, slick and ready.

And when he thrust into her, filling her again, she moaned loud and shameless, her body arching to welcome him.

he newest man hammered into her, his rhythm rough, his groans ragged as he used her soaked pussy. Each thrust jolted her forward against the velvet, her cries spilling louder, shameless, the sound mixing with the grunts and taunts of the circle.

Hands brushed her shoulders, her hair, her back. A cock slapped against her cheek, smearing precum across her flushed skin before pulling away again. Everywhere she turned, there were hard cocks, hungry eyes, eager voices.

“Take him deeper, sweetheart.”

“God, listen to her—she’s a born whore.”

“She wants us all. Can see it in her eyes.”

And the worst part—the part that made her clench tight around the cock driving into her—was that it was true.

Bridget moaned, arching back, every nerve on fire. She wasn’t just letting this happen. She was desperate for it. Hungry for it. She didn’t just want Frank’s permission. She didn’t just want to please him.

She wanted them. All of them.

The realization hit her like another climax, tearing a gasp from her throat as her body convulsed with the force of it. She buried her face in the velvet, shaking, trembling, as the truth burned hot inside her:

She craved being filled, used, passed around, claimed by every man in the room.

And nothing had ever felt so right.


CHAPTER 9


Sunlight filtered through the blinds, soft and golden, cutting across the rumpled sheets. Bridget stirred, her body aching in places she didn’t know could ache, every muscle tender, her thighs still sticky from the night before. She shifted with a wince, a low groan escaping her throat.

Frank’s arm slid around her waist, pulling her back against his chest. His voice was rough with sleep but full of satisfaction. “Morning, baby.”

She buried her face in the pillow, heat creeping up her cheeks. “I can’t move.”

His chuckle rumbled against her back. “That’s because you were fucked half the night. You should’ve seen yourself. Begging, screaming, taking every inch they gave you.”

Her breath caught. Memories flashed in fragments—her body bent over the billiards table, cum dripping down her thighs, hands stroking her hair, voices praising her, cocks filling her one after another. She squeezed her eyes shut, shame and arousal colliding in her chest.

“I can’t believe I…” She swallowed hard. “I wanted them all.”

Frank’s hand slid lower, resting on her hip. “I know. I saw it. The way your eyes lit up. The way your pussy got tighter every time another man stepped up. You loved it.”

Her voice trembled. “Doesn’t it bother you? Watching them… watching me like that?”

He kissed her shoulder, his lips warm against her skin. “It makes me harder than anything else ever has. Knowing they want you. Knowing you take them while I watch. And knowing that no matter how many cocks are inside you, you’ll still come home to me.”

Bridget’s heart raced, her throat tight. She turned her head just enough to look at him, his eyes dark and steady. “I didn’t just like it, Frank. I needed it. I’ve never felt like that in my life.”

He smirked, pride gleaming. “Then we’ve only just started.”

Her body shivered at the promise, the ache between her thighs stirring again despite how sore she was. And for the first time, she admitted the truth out loud:

“I want more.”
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By mid-afternoon, the house was quiet. Frank had gone into his office to catch up on calls, and Bridget lingered in the kitchen, turning a half-empty coffee mug between her hands. The sunlight was too bright, almost accusing, spilling across the spotless counters and polished floors.

She’d showered—twice—but still felt marked. Her skin tingled where hands had held her down, her thighs tender where cocks had pounded into her. The bruises on her hips were proof she couldn’t scrub away. Every step made her body ache, and yet beneath the soreness lurked something worse: a restless throb of arousal that hadn’t faded.

She pressed the mug to her lips, but the taste of coffee did nothing to settle her stomach. Her reflection in the kitchen window caught her off guard—her own flushed face staring back at her, the ghost of the woman who’d moaned and begged in front of strangers.

She gripped the counter, her voice a whisper only she could hear. “What am I turning into?”

The memory of last night’s moans echoed in her ears. The way her body had clenched around Scott, how she’d screamed for Bobby, how she’d admitted—out loud—that she wanted them all. The shame burned hot, but underneath it was something worse: longing.

Her pussy clenched at the thought, dampness already slicking her panties. She hated herself for it, but she couldn’t deny it.

The sound of Frank’s footsteps broke her trance. He appeared in the doorway, sleeves rolled up, tie loose, a lazy smile on his lips. “You’ve been quiet.”

Bridget swallowed, her cheeks hot. “I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Frank leaned against the doorframe, watching her with steady eyes. “Good. That’s how it should be.”

Her voice cracked. “I don’t recognize myself, Frank. I’ve never wanted something so… filthy.”

He crossed the kitchen, cupping her chin, tilting her face up until she met his gaze. “You’re not broken, Bridget. You’re finally free. Last night wasn’t the end of something. It was the beginning.”

Her chest rose and fell fast, her stomach twisting with fear and desire. And deep down, she knew he was right.

Bridget pulled away from his touch and turned toward the sink, gripping the counter so hard her knuckles went white. “Frank, I should be disgusted with myself. With us. But I’m not. I can’t stop replaying it—every face, every cock, every filthy word they said to me. I close my eyes, and I’m right back there.”

Her voice trembled, but the ache between her thighs betrayed her. Shame prickled her skin, yet her nipples were hard under her blouse, her panties damp all over again.

Frank moved behind her, his arms slipping around her waist, his mouth brushing the side of her neck. “Why fight it? You loved it. That’s not weakness—it’s truth. You’ve been starving without even knowing it.”

Tears burned her eyes, though she wasn’t sure if they were from shame or relief. “What if I can’t stop? What if wanting more ruins us?”

His lips curved against her skin. “Bridget, it won’t ruin us. It’ll make us stronger. Because no matter how many men you take, you’re still mine.”

Her chest hitched, her throat tight. Part of her wanted to collapse into him, to believe him. Another part whispered that she was playing with fire—that this couldn’t end cleanly.

Frank’s hands slid lower, brushing her hips, his voice low and teasing. “And next time, it won’t just be the billiards room.”

She stiffened, her pulse spiking. “Frank…”

He grinned against her ear, savoring her reaction. “Imagine the dining room after hours. The locker room showers. Even the golf course at night, under the lights. Somewhere they can all see you, not just a handful of men.”

Her knees weakened, a flush racing over her body at the thought. The shame twisted tighter—but so did the arousal.

Frank kissed her shoulder, his voice soft but certain. “You’re not done, Bridget. You’re just getting started.”

She closed her eyes, trembling, her body betraying her once again with how wet she already was.

Bridget leaned against the counter, her body tense, her mind a storm. Frank’s words about locker rooms and golf courses still echoed in her head, equal parts terrifying and thrilling.

But then he turned her gently in his arms, cupping her face, forcing her to meet his eyes. The smirk was gone. What she saw now was steady, raw, unguarded.

“You think I want this because I don’t love you,” he said softly. “But it’s the opposite. I’ve never loved you more. Watching you come apart like that, hearing you moan for them… it wasn’t about losing you. It was about seeing all of you—every piece you’ve been hiding. That’s what makes me proud. That’s what makes me want you even more.”

Her throat tightened. Tears slipped free before she could stop them. “Frank…”

He kissed her, slow and deep, his thumb brushing away the tears on her cheek. “You’re mine, Bridget. Not because I keep you locked up, but because no matter how many men touch you, no one will ever own your heart but me.”

Her chest ached as relief and desire tangled inside her. She pressed into his kiss, trembling, letting herself believe him.

When they pulled apart, he rested his forehead against hers, his voice a whisper. “I love you. That’s why I can share you. Because nothing could ever take you away from me.”

Bridget shivered, the last of her resistance unraveling. For the first time since stepping into the club, she felt the truth of it settle deep inside her—this wasn’t just about lust. It was about trust, and love, and a hunger that belonged to them both.

And she realized she was ready for wherever it would take them next.


CHAPTER 10


Bridget stood in front of the closet, dresses scattered across the bed in a riot of silk and sequins. Her fingers hovered over a midnight-blue slip dress—short, nearly backless, the kind of thing she’d once sworn she’d never wear outside a bedroom. Now, it didn’t feel like enough. Not for the country club. Not after what had happened in the billiards room.

Her stomach twisted as she picked it up, holding it against her body. The fabric was cool and sleek, but her palms were damp. She could still feel hands roaming her skin, hear the low groans of men stroking themselves, smell the mix of whiskey and sweat that had clung to the air. The memories made her thighs press together, heat flooding low in her belly.

She bit her lip and glanced at the mirror. Her reflection stared back: flushed cheeks, wide eyes, nipples already tightening against her camisole just from the thought of being back there.

What’s wrong with me? she thought, shame prickling across her skin. I should be horrified. But all I want is more.

Frank leaned against the doorway, arms folded, watching her with that steady, unreadable gaze. His tie was loose, his smile slow and warm.

“You’re overthinking,” he said. “Pick the dress that makes you wet just looking at it.”

Her cheeks burned. “They’ll stare at me no matter what I wear.”

“Good.” He stepped into the room, his hand trailing over the pile of discarded dresses before plucking up one—a daring emerald green with a plunging neckline that would bare most of her breasts. “Wear this. Let them see how much of you I get to claim every night.”

Bridget swallowed hard, her body betraying her as her pussy clenched at his words. She took the dress from his hands, her fingers trembling.

“Frank…” Her voice cracked. “I’m scared. But I’m so excited I can’t breathe.”

He brushed his knuckles along her cheek, his smile soft. “That’s exactly where I want you. Scared, excited, dripping for them.” His hand slid lower, cupping her ass through the thin fabric of her slip. “You’ll walk in there tonight, and every man will want you. And you’ll know you’re mine while they do.”

Bridget shivered, clutching the emerald silk to her chest. Her nerves and her arousal were hopelessly tangled, but one thing was certain: she was going back.

Bridget clutched the emerald dress to her chest, her pulse racing. She meant to turn and hang it on the hook, but Frank was already behind her, his hands slipping around her waist, pulling her back against his body.

“You’re trembling,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. “That’s not fear—it’s your body begging me to get you ready.”

Before she could reply, his hand slid beneath her camisole, cupping her breast. She gasped, the fabric slipping from her hands to the floor as his thumb rolled over her nipple. Her knees weakened instantly.

“Frank, we’ll be late,” she whispered, though her voice was shaky.

He pressed his cock against her ass, already hard through his slacks. “They can wait. I’m not letting you walk in there this wet without reminding you who you belong to.”

Her protest died in a moan as he pushed her forward onto the bed, the pile of dresses soft beneath her palms. He tugged her shorts and panties down in one motion, baring her slick heat.

“Already soaked,” he growled, dragging his fingers through her folds, spreading her arousal. “All from the thought of them watching you again.”

She whimpered, burying her face in the dresses as he slid two fingers inside her, pumping fast, relentless. “Frank—oh God⁠—”

“Say it,” he demanded, his voice sharp with hunger. “Say you’re wet for the club.”

Her pussy clenched around his fingers, her body arching. “I—I’m wet for the club. For them.”

He pulled his fingers free, unzipped his slacks, and in one hard thrust he was inside her, making her cry out against the silk. His rhythm was fast, punishing, hips slapping against her ass as he drove her forward into the mound of expensive fabric.

“You’re mine,” he groaned, fucking her harder. “But tonight, I’ll let them use you. Fill you. Watch you scream for them. And when they’re done, you’ll still crawl back into my bed.”

Her climax ripped through her, raw and violent, her moans muffled by the pile of dresses. Her pussy clenched hard around him, milking his cock until he groaned, spilling deep inside her.

When he pulled out, Bridget collapsed against the bed, panting, her thighs trembling.

Frank kissed the back of her neck, his voice low and steady. “Now put that dress on, baby. Let’s show them how irresistible you are when you’re already dripping with my cum.”

Bridget shivered, reaching for the emerald silk with trembling hands, her nerves replaced with burning arousal.

The drive felt shorter this time, Bridget’s legs pressed tight together in the passenger seat, every bump in the road reminding her of the warm, slick fullness still inside her. She shifted, trying not to think about how the emerald dress clung to her, how the thin fabric brushed her bare skin with every movement. Her panties lay abandoned at home.

Frank glanced over, smirking at the flush in her cheeks. “Every step you take tonight, you’ll feel me dripping out of you. And they’ll have no idea what a mess you already are.”

Her face burned hotter, her thighs clenching harder. She tried to catch her breath, but her body betrayed her with every pulse between her legs.

When they pulled up to the entrance, the valet’s eyes flicked to her bare back, his gaze lingering just a beat too long. Bridget felt it like a spark, her chest tightening as she slid out of the car. Already, she was being watched.

Inside, the lounge was alive—low music, glasses clinking, voices raised in laughter. The air was heavier tonight, thick with anticipation, as if everyone knew what had happened in the billiards room and wanted to see how far she’d go now.

Heads turned as she entered, emerald silk hugging her hips, the neckline baring so much cleavage she wanted to cover herself—yet the thought of all those eyes made her nipples tighten against the fabric.

Frank’s hand pressed firmly to the small of her back, guiding her forward. His voice was calm, proud. “They can’t wait to touch you again. And tonight, you’ll let them.”

Bridget’s pulse raced. Every stare made her wetter, slick heat sliding down her thighs as she crossed the room. She prayed no one noticed, even as part of her wanted them to.

And when the first man stepped forward, his smile sharp, his eyes raking over her body, she realized she wasn’t nervous anymore. She was starving.


CHAPTER 11


Dinner had ended hours ago, the long mahogany tables cleared, the chandeliers dimmed to a warm glow. The dining room was empty, or so it seemed. Bridget’s heels echoed against polished floors as Frank guided her through the silent space, his hand firm on the small of her back.

“Frank…” she whispered, glancing at the tall windows, the rows of chairs still perfectly aligned. “Someone could walk in.”

“Exactly,” he murmured, leading her toward the center of the room. His grin was sharp, his voice low. “The billiards room was for them. This—” he stopped, turning her so she faced him, “—is for us.”

Her heart hammered, nerves tangling with the restless ache between her thighs. She could still feel the slick warmth of him inside her from earlier, her body primed, her skin hypersensitive. The thought of being bent over one of these tables where half the club had dined just hours before made her dizzy with shame—and wet with need.

“Frank…” She swallowed hard. “What if they see?”

He leaned down, brushing his lips against her ear. “Then they’ll see how beautiful you are when you’re fucked. And you’ll know you gave them a show they’ll never forget.”

Her breath hitched. She glanced at the door, wide open, anyone free to stroll past and catch her. The risk sent a shock through her, sharp as lightning.

Frank stepped back, his eyes gleaming as he gestured toward the long, polished table. “Bend over.”

Her knees nearly buckled. For a long moment, she couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe. But then her body obeyed before her mind could stop it. She leaned forward, palms flat on the gleaming wood, the emerald silk riding scandalously high up her thighs.

The room was too quiet, her breaths too loud. And when Frank tugged the dress higher, baring her ass completely, she whimpered, shame and arousal warring as the chandeliers cast golden light across her naked skin.

Frank stood behind her, his hands sliding up her thighs, pushing the emerald dress higher until it bunched at her waist. He spread her cheeks, baring her glistening cunt to the cool air of the cavernous dining room. Bridget whimpered, her palms flat against the polished table, her nipples hard beneath silk.

“God, look at you,” he murmured, stroking her folds with slow, teasing fingers. “Dripping for me, right here where they serve prime rib.”

Her face burned. “Frank, someone could walk in⁠—”

“That’s what makes it perfect,” he cut in, pressing the thick head of his cock against her entrance. “Knowing they could see you like this. Knowing I’m the one who gets to take you first.”

He slid into her in one smooth thrust, stretching her open, filling her deep. Bridget gasped, her body jolting against the table, the polished wood cold beneath her breasts as she arched her back.

The sound of him fucking her echoed in the empty room—wet, filthy, relentless. Every slap of his hips against her ass carried across the walls, louder, sharper than it ever had in the privacy of their bedroom.

“Oh my God,” she moaned, her voice high and breathless. “It sounds so—so loud.”

“Good,” Frank groaned, gripping her hips tighter, driving harder. “Let the whole damn building hear how wet you are for me.”

Her nails scratched the glossy surface as pleasure ripped through her, magnified by the risk. Every creak of the table, every moan from her throat, every slam of his body into hers felt like a flare begging to be noticed.

Frank leaned over her, his chest hot against her back, his lips at her ear. “Does it make you wetter, knowing anyone could walk in? Knowing you’re spread out for me on the same table they’ll eat off tomorrow?”

“Yes,” she gasped, her body clenching around him, slickness gushing down her thighs. “Yes, God, yes!”

Frank groaned, fucking her harder, pounding into her until she screamed against the wood, her orgasm tearing through her with brutal force. She shook, trembling beneath him, but he didn’t stop—his hips pistoning, his cock thick and relentless.

He spilled into her with a guttural sound, pressing her flat against the table as his release filled her, hot and deep.

For a moment, there was only their ragged breathing, the scent of sex thick in the air, the gleam of sweat under the chandelier.

Then a sound—low laughter, footsteps—echoed from the doorway.

Frank didn’t pull out. He only smiled, his cock still buried in her, as voices grew closer.

The heavy door swung open, the creak of its hinges loud in the cavernous room. Bridget froze, her whole body stiff, but Frank held her in place, still buried deep inside her.

“Well, well,” a familiar voice drawled. Charles. His low chuckle carried across the empty tables. “I wondered where you two slipped off to.”

Bridget’s cheeks flamed. She tried to push up, to cover herself, but Frank’s hand pressed firmly between her shoulder blades, holding her down against the polished wood.

“Stay,” he murmured in her ear, his tone dark with command. “Let them see you.”

Her pussy clenched around him, betraying her with another gush of wetness.

Footsteps approached, slow and unhurried. “Christ,” David muttered, his voice thick. “On the dining table. That’s a first.”

Another set of shoes clicked closer—Bobby’s eager tone cut in. “She looks even better like this. Fucking hell.”

Bridget moaned into the table, mortified and burning with arousal. Every word, every gaze made her wetter, made her body throb with desperate need.

Frank thrust into her once, hard, making her cry out loud enough to echo through the room. “See how she loves it?” he said casually, looking over his shoulder at the men gathering. “Couldn’t wait until we got home. Needed her right here.”

Laughter and groans filled the room as more men stepped closer, cocks already in their fists, stroking at the sight of Bridget spread out, dripping, her dress bunched at her waist.

“Fuck her harder, Chambers,” Charles growled. “Make her scream for us.”

Frank smirked and slammed into her, the sound sharp, wet, filthy. Bridget gasped, her nails clawing at the table as her body convulsed with pleasure.

“Look at her,” David muttered, jerking his cock faster. “She’s made for this. She wants us watching.”

And God help her—he was right. Every stare, every filthy word, every groan as men stroked themselves to her made her body spiral higher. She moaned shamelessly, louder than ever, because she wasn’t just being fucked by Frank anymore. She was being fucked for them.

Bridget’s cries rang out, bouncing off the walls of the empty dining hall. The polished table shook beneath her as Frank drove into her, hard and relentless, but it wasn’t just his thrusts that had her unraveling. It was the eyes.

Dozens of them. Hungry. Fixated. Hands pumping cocks, lips wet with groans, voices muttering filth as they watched her bend and take it.

Her face burned with shame, but the heat between her thighs was stronger, fiercer. She wasn’t just being fucked anymore. She was on display. Every gasp, every scream, every drip of her arousal belonged to them as much as it did to Frank.

Her nails scratched across the glossy surface, her body trembling as another moan tore from her throat. She should have wanted to hide. She should have begged Frank to stop. Instead, she arched her back and cried out louder, her voice echoing across the cavernous room.

I’m performing for them.

The thought hit her like a strike of lightning. Humiliating. Terrifying. And unbearably hot.

And as Frank growled against her ear, pounding into her with brutal pride, Bridget realized she didn’t just want their eyes on her. She craved it.


CHAPTER 12


Frank slowed, pulling out of her with a wet sound that echoed through the cavernous room. Bridget whimpered at the sudden emptiness, her pussy clenching around nothing, her slickness dripping down her thighs onto the polished table.

The men didn’t wait. Charles was the first to step forward, his cock thick and glistening in his hand. “My turn,” he growled, his eyes locked on the mess between her legs.

Bridget’s head lifted, her lips parted, panic and need twisting together in her chest. She looked back at Frank, searching his face.

He only smirked, his hand brushing over her damp hair as he stepped aside. “She’s ready. Fill her.”

Charles gripped her hips in his strong hands and pushed into her with one long, forceful thrust. Bridget cried out, her body jerking forward, the stretch sharp but glorious. He didn’t tease, didn’t pause—he set a brutal rhythm from the start, slamming into her so hard the table legs squeaked against the floor.

“Christ,” he groaned, his head falling back. “So fucking tight, even after the others have used you.”

The men around them grunted and stroked faster, their voices a chorus.

“Listen to her moan—she loves it.”

“Spread her wider, Charles.”

“She’s dripping all over the damn table.”

Bridget clawed at the polished surface, her voice spilling high and broken with every thrust. Shame burned her cheeks, but her body betrayed her, clenching and gushing for the crowd.

Frank crouched beside her, brushing her hair from her face so she couldn’t look away from him. His voice was low, filled with pride. “Tell them you love it, Bridget. Say it.”

Her moan broke into words. “I love it—I love being fucked in front of you all.”

The room erupted with groans, fists pumping harder. Charles growled, thrusting deeper, harder, as Bridget’s body spiraled toward another climax.

Charles hammered into her, every thrust sharp and punishing, his grip bruising on her hips. Bridget’s cries filled the dining room, bouncing off the walls, mixing with the sound of skin slapping, cocks being stroked, and low, hungry groans.

Her body was on fire, slickness gushing down her thighs, her clit throbbing with every brutal slam of his cock. She was so close—so unbearably close—that her nails screeched against the polished wood, her breath breaking into ragged gasps.

“Charles—please—I’m going to⁠—”

He groaned, his thrusts rougher, faster, pushing her to the brink. But just as her body clenched, trembling on the edge of release, he pulled out with a wet slap, leaving her cunt fluttering empty and desperate.

Bridget screamed, half in frustration, half in need, her forehead pressed to the table as slickness dripped freely from her open pussy.

Charles chuckled darkly, stroking his cock as he stepped aside. “Not yet, sweetheart. Let someone else take you over.”

The men groaned, circling tighter, cocks slick in their fists. One stepped forward immediately—Bobby, his grin eager, his cock flushed and ready.

“Guess it’s my turn,” he said, eyes locked on her trembling body. “And I’m not letting her wait another second.”

Frank squeezed her hand, his voice low and steady in her ear. “Hold on, baby. You’re not done yet.”

Bridget moaned, her body aching, her pussy clenching at the air, begging to be filled again.

Bobby didn’t waste a second. The moment Charles stepped aside, he grabbed Bridget’s hips, lined himself up, and drove into her in one hard, hungry thrust.

Bridget screamed, her body jolting forward, the sudden stretch ripping a cry straight from her throat. Slickness splashed down her thighs as he slammed deep, filling her to the hilt before pulling back and pounding into her again.

“Fuck, yes,” Bobby groaned, his hands gripping her waist tight. “So wet—she was begging for this cock.”

The men erupted with approval, stroking themselves harder at the sight.

“Take her faster, Bobby.”

“She’s dripping all over the table.”

“Listen to her—she can’t get enough.”

Bridget’s moans spilled uncontrollably, her body shaking under the brutal rhythm. Bobby’s thrusts were frantic, almost desperate, hips slamming against her ass again and again, the sound filthy and raw in the echoing dining room.

Her hands clawed at the polished wood, her breasts dragging against its smooth surface as her cries rose higher. She was beyond thought, beyond shame—her body only knew need.

Frank crouched low at her side, gripping her hand tight, his lips brushing her ear. “That’s it, baby. Let him use you. Let them all see how much you need it.”

Her head lifted just enough, eyes wide and glassy, her voice broken and shameless. “I need it—I need all of you.”

Bobby growled, pounding her harder, his cock slamming into her slick heat as she screamed for him.

Bobby’s thrusts came hard and fast, his groans low and frantic as he pounded into her, sweat dripping from his brow. Bridget’s cries rose higher and higher, her body convulsing, her pussy fluttering around him as she tumbled toward release.

“God—yes—Bobby—I’m going to⁠—”

But just as her body clenched, trembling on the brink, he yanked free with a wet slap, his cock gleaming in the low light. Bridget screamed in frustration, her nails digging into the polished table, her slick heat gaping, desperate, dripping onto the wood.

Bobby stroked himself furiously, groaning as he stepped aside. “Could’ve stayed buried in that sweet cunt all night. She’s unreal.”

Her whole body quaked, aching for completion, her thighs trembling. “Please,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “Please, don’t stop⁠—”

The circle of men chuckled darkly, fists pumping faster as another stepped forward, cock already in his grip. David’s grin was sharp as he moved in, his eyes fixed on her ruined, needy pussy.

“My turn,” he said smoothly. “And I think it’s time someone finished what the others started.”

Frank brushed Bridget’s damp hair from her face, his voice a low whisper in her ear. “Hear that, baby? He’s going to give you what you’ve been begging for.”

Bridget moaned, her body trembling, every nerve on fire as David pressed the thick head of his cock against her soaked entrance.

David didn’t tease. He gripped Bridget’s hips, spread her wide, and shoved himself inside her in one long, brutal stroke. She cried out, her body jolting forward, the wet slap of his cock sinking deep echoing through the vast dining hall.

“Fuck, yes,” he groaned, setting a hard rhythm from the start, his hips slamming against her ass with sharp, relentless thrusts. “Tight as hell. Clenching like you’ve been waiting just for me.”

Bridget’s scream tore through the room, her whole body convulsing as pleasure slammed into her. She couldn’t hold it back—her pussy gripped David’s cock like a fist, her slickness gushing down her thighs as her orgasm ripped through her.

“Yes!” she cried, shameless, wild. “Yes, yes, yes—fuck, I’m coming!”

The men groaned around them, stroking themselves faster, muttering curses as they watched her unravel.

“Christ, look at her go.”

“She’s soaking him.”

“Louder, Bridget—let us hear it all.”

David grunted, pounding harder, pushing her climax higher and higher. “That’s it, sweetheart—come all over my cock. Let every man here see how much you fucking love it.”

Her cries filled the dining hall, echoing, filthy, beautiful. She shook, her orgasm stretching out, wave after wave wracking her body until she was limp against the polished table, her thighs trembling, her cunt still spasming around David’s cock.

Frank crouched low beside her, his hand stroking her damp hair, his lips at her ear. “That’s my perfect girl. Screaming for them, dripping for them. And I’ll never get enough of it.”

David groaned, shoving deep one last time before pulling out, his cock slick, his grin satisfied. He stepped back, giving her ass a sharp smack that made her moan weakly, still shuddering from the force of her release.

And before she could catch her breath, another man was already moving closer.

Bridget collapsed forward, her cheek pressed to the polished wood, her body still trembling from the violence of her orgasm. Slickness dripped between her thighs, pooling onto the table beneath her. The room was alive with low groans, the wet sound of fists stroking faster as the men fed off the sight of her wrecked body.

She wanted to hide. She wanted to scream. But most of all, she wanted more.

Frank kissed her damp temple, his voice low but steady, full of pride. “Look at you. My beautiful wife. Their perfect slut. And you’ve only just begun.”

Bridget moaned weakly, her chest heaving, her body shaking—but there was no denying it. She loved this country club, it was more than she had bargained for.


CHAPTER 13


The Sunday brunch spread gleamed like something out of a magazine—silver coffee pots catching the morning light, bowls of fresh berries, stacks of china plates lined neatly at the buffet. The low murmur of laughter and polite conversation filled the dining room.

Bridget sat beside Frank at a long table draped in white linen, a mimosa glass sweating in her hand. She smoothed her emerald skirt over her thighs, trying to ignore the lingering ache between them. Every shift in her seat sent a reminder through her body, her skin tender, her muscles sore in ways she hadn’t known they could be.

Across the room, men in pressed polos and crisp jackets sipped their coffee, nodded at their wives, laughed at tame jokes. But Bridget’s stomach twisted because she knew—knew—how many of those same men had been buried inside her only hours ago.

Charles caught her eye over the rim of his glass. The faintest smirk curved his lips, the kind that said I remember the way you screamed my name while I fucked you on that table. Heat rushed to her cheeks, and she tore her gaze away, focusing instead on the fruit salad she hadn’t touched.

Frank leaned closer, his breath warm at her ear. “You’re blushing.”

She pressed the cold glass to her lips. “It’s hot in here.”

“No,” he said softly, his voice a dark thread under the clatter of silverware. “It’s because you’re remembering. Them watching. You bent over, dripping. Their cocks fighting for turns inside you.”

Her hand trembled, the mimosa sloshing dangerously close to the rim. “Frank…” she hissed under her breath, glancing nervously at the wives sitting down the table, talking about golf scores and travel plans.

He only smiled, pouring himself more coffee like nothing was amiss. “Relax. They can’t hear me. But I can see it in your eyes. You’re not just sitting here eating brunch. You’re feeling their hands still on you.”

Bridget’s thighs pressed tight beneath the tablecloth. She prayed no one could see how flushed she was, how hard her nipples pressed against her blouse.

She was supposed to be the polished wife, the perfect picture of grace. But under the soft light of the chandeliers, all she could feel was the memory of last night dripping between her thighs.

Bridget dabbed at her lips with the linen napkin, smiling politely as she overheard Clarissa recount some story about her daughter’s college applications at the table next to them. Clarissa wasn’t speaking directly to them but she caught that the couple could overhear her conversation and continued, somewhat including them in it. She nodded at all the right moments, added a soft laugh when expected, but her chest was tight, her pulse uneven.

The words barely reached her. All Bridget could hear were echoes—the filthy growl of Charles calling her a slut, the slap of Bobby’s hips against her ass, the chorus of groans when she screamed for more.

Her fork hovered above her plate, the eggs cooling untouched. I shouldn’t even be sitting here. Not like nothing happened. Not like I’m just another wife sipping coffee after church.

She glanced down the table. Wives with pearls at their throats, manicured nails tapping at phones, laughter light and effortless. Did they know? Had they seen the looks exchanged?

Her gaze caught again on Charles. He was leaning back in his chair, laughing at something Martin said, but his eyes flicked to her every so often, burning with that same knowing heat. And David—polite as ever, chatting with his wife—but his hand flexed around his coffee cup, a twitch that looked almost like he wanted to grab her the way he had in the billiards room.

Bridget’s throat tightened. If anyone else notices… if one of the wives sees…

Her stomach flipped, equal parts dread and arousal. The fear made her clench, the shame made her wet.

She shifted in her seat, her thighs pressing together beneath the tablecloth, her voice caught in her chest. She was both women at once—Bridget Chambers, polished wife in pearls, and Bridget Chambers, panting slut spread open for the club. And the line between them was blurring fast.

Bridget’s hand trembled as she set her fork down, her gaze darting between the men across the table and the wives seated neatly beside them. Her pulse raced too fast, her palms damp against the linen.

Frank’s hand slid under the table, settling on her knee. The warmth of his touch steadied her just enough to keep her from bolting. He leaned closer, his voice soft and steady against the noise of clinking glasses.

“You’re spinning,” he murmured.

Her throat tightened. “Frank, what if they know? What if one of the wives notices how they look at me?”

His thumb traced lazy circles on her thigh, soothing, claiming. “They won’t. They don’t see what we see. That’s the beauty of it. To them, you’re just Bridget Chambers—poised, perfect, everything a country club wife should be.”

She swallowed hard, her chest aching. “But I feel like they can see through me. Like everyone in this room knows I bent over that table last night and begged⁠—”

Frank squeezed her thigh, stopping her spiral. His eyes locked onto hers, steady and unwavering. “They don’t know, baby. Only the ones meant to. That’s the game. That’s the thrill. Two worlds, one face. By day, you’re their equal. By night…” His lips curved, dark and proud. “You’re their obsession.”

Her breath hitched, her thighs clenching around the heat building between them. Fear still lingered, but his words slid through her like fire, soothing and arousing all at once.

Frank brushed his lips close to her ear, his whisper darker now. “And the more you feel like you’re hiding something, the wetter you get, don’t you?”

Her cheeks flamed, her body betraying her with a slick ache that made her thighs press tighter beneath the tablecloth.

Frank’s hand stayed steady on her thigh, his voice low and certain. “This is what the club is built on, Bridget. The split. The polish and the filth. It’s not an accident—it’s the tradition. The husbands want wives who shine in the daylight and burn in the dark. That’s the game. That’s the life.”

She stared at him, her chest rising and falling too fast, her mimosa untouched. “You make it sound so simple.”

“It is,” he said, his tone calm as if he were discussing golf or real estate. “In here, with the pearls and the brunch menus, you’re perfect. No one suspects a thing. And when the doors close, when the lights dim, you’re the woman they can’t get out of their heads. Both selves are real. Both belong to you.”

Her throat tightened. Fear prickled along her skin, but it tangled with the heat between her thighs, the vivid memory of hands pulling her open, voices praising her moans.

“Frank…” Her voice cracked. She looked down at the linen, ashamed of the tears threatening her eyes. “I’m scared. I don’t recognize myself anymore. I never thought I’d want this, but—” She swallowed hard, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I do. God help me, I want both. I want to be the perfect wife everyone admires. And I want to be the slut they pass around behind closed doors.”

Frank’s grip on her thigh tightened, his eyes gleaming with dark pride. “That’s exactly why you belong here. You don’t have to choose, Bridget. You get to be both. And that’s what makes you irresistible.”

Her pulse hammered, her fear not gone but softened by the truth of his words. Maybe she didn’t have to decide who she was. Maybe being both was the point.

The hum of brunch carried on—silverware clinking, napkins unfolding, polite laughter rising and falling like background music. Bridget forced herself to smile, to sip at her drink, to play the part.

But then her gaze drifted, unbidden, across the room. Charles was watching her again. Not openly, not in a way anyone else would notice. His head was tipped toward Martin, his mouth moving with some offhand comment, but his eyes—those sharp, hungry eyes—were locked on her.

And then it came. The smirk. Small, fleeting, but laced with memory. I’ve seen you polished in pearls. I’ve seen you dripping and begging. You can’t hide either from me.

Bridget’s breath hitched, her fingers tightening around the stem of her glass. For a moment, she felt split wide open again—not by hands or cocks, but by that single look.

Around her, conversation continued like nothing was amiss. Wives debated vacation spots. Men discussed tee times. But Bridget sat frozen in the quiet knowledge that her secret life wasn’t buried at all. It was simmering, alive, right beneath the surface.

And Charles—he already saw her as both women. The perfect wife and the shameless slut. And he wanted them both.


CHAPTER 14


The invitation arrived not by letter or formal message, but with a smile across a glass of champagne. Clarissa leaned in close during cocktail hour, her hand brushing Bridget’s arm as she whispered, “You two should come by next weekend. Just a small gathering. More… intimate than the usual club chaos.”

Frank’s eyes lit with interest. Bridget’s stomach fluttered with nerves. Clarissa didn’t elaborate, and she didn’t need to. The way her lips curved when she said “intimate” carried enough weight.

Now, a week later, Bridget stood in front of her mirror at home, staring at the outfit Clarissa had picked for her. A black silk slip clung to her hips, the neckline plunging scandalously low, sheer lace at the sides exposing more than it covered. It wasn’t the kind of dress Bridget would have chosen herself—too revealing, too brazen—but Clarissa had insisted, her polished nails trailing along the fabric as she’d whispered, Trust me. The men will love it. And so will I.

Her thighs pressed together at the memory.

Frank adjusted his cufflinks behind her, his eyes catching hers in the mirror. “You’ve never looked more dangerous,” he said, his voice low with pride.

Bridget swallowed, heat crawling up her neck. Dangerous was the right word. She didn’t just look like someone else—she felt like someone else.

The Chambers pulled up to a sprawling colonial tucked behind tall hedges, its driveway glowing with lantern light. Unlike the bustle of the main clubhouse, Clarissa’s home was hushed, intimate. Only a handful of cars lined the circular drive.

Inside, the air smelled of expensive perfume and aged whiskey. A fire burned low in the hearth, casting golden light across the living room where only a few couples mingled—laughter softer here, eyes sharper, the undertones less hidden.

Clarissa glided forward, dressed in deep red silk that clung like liquid to her body. She kissed Bridget on the cheek, her lips lingering just a beat too long. “You came,” she purred, her hand sliding down Bridget’s bare arm, fingertips grazing her skin. “And you wore exactly what I hoped you would.”

Bridget’s pulse raced. The compliment was intimate, weighted. She managed a shaky smile, feeling Frank’s hand warm and steady at the small of her back.

Then Clarissa’s husband, Nathan, appeared—a tall man with silvering temples and a smile that spoke of practiced confidence. He shook Frank’s hand firmly, his gaze flicking toward Bridget with open admiration. “Welcome. Tonight is about pleasure and freedom. I trust you’ll enjoy yourselves.”

Glasses of champagne were pressed into their hands. The music was low, the kind meant to melt the edges of conversation. Bridget felt Clarissa’s eyes on her constantly, the kind of attention that made her nipples tighten beneath the silk slip.

When Clarissa leaned in again, her voice was low, meant only for Bridget. “Don’t worry, darling. I’ll show you exactly how to relax.”

Bridget shivered, heat pooling low in her belly.

Clarissa’s hand brushed Bridget’s as they lingered near the fireplace, the men deep in conversation behind them. The touch was light, deliberate, sending a spark up Bridget’s arm.

“You look nervous,” Clarissa murmured, her lips so close Bridget could feel the warmth of her breath.

Bridget swallowed, her champagne glass trembling slightly in her hand. “I… I’ve never been to something like this.”

Clarissa smiled knowingly, her eyes shimmering in the firelight. “That’s the beauty of first times. You don’t have to know what to do. You just let yourself feel.”

Her fingers trailed up Bridget’s arm, slipping over her bare shoulder, lingering at the delicate strap of her slip. Bridget’s breath caught, her skin alive under the slow, teasing touch.

“Frank loves watching you with other men,” Clarissa whispered, her voice husky. “But tonight, he’ll love watching you with me.”

Bridget’s eyes darted toward Frank. He was standing with Nathan, drink in hand, but his gaze was locked on her, steady and unreadable. The heat in his eyes told her everything—permission, encouragement, desire.

Clarissa took the glass from Bridget’s hand, setting it on the mantle. Then she tilted Bridget’s chin with two fingers, her smile soft, patient. “Don’t think. Just let me.”

And then her lips were on Bridget’s—soft at first, coaxing rather than demanding. The kiss was warm, sweet, electric. Bridget’s body jolted at the intimacy, her pulse pounding, her eyes fluttering closed as Clarissa deepened the kiss, her tongue teasing past Bridget’s lips.

Bridget whimpered, her knees weak, her hands gripping the silk at Clarissa’s waist to steady herself.

Behind them, she heard the low sound of male voices falling silent. The men were watching.

Clarissa’s mouth moved against hers with a patience Bridget wasn’t used to—slow, savoring, coaxing every ounce of surrender from her trembling body. Bridget whimpered softly into the kiss, her chest tight, her pulse hammering in her throat.

Clarissa’s hands slid down, palms gliding over Bridget’s sides until they settled at her waist. Fingers traced the edge of silk, slipping lower, brushing the curve of her hips. Bridget shivered, heat flooding her core, her breath catching when Clarissa pressed closer, breasts soft and full against hers.

“You taste so sweet,” Clarissa whispered, lips brushing hers before kissing her again, deeper this time, her tongue teasing, claiming. Bridget moaned, her hands clutching at Clarissa’s waist, helpless, her body aching as if this was something she’d always wanted but never dared to imagine.

The fire crackled behind them, but all Bridget could feel was Clarissa—her scent, her warmth, the intoxicating mix of softness and command. Clarissa’s hand drifted higher, fingers skimming the swell of Bridget’s breast through the thin slip, brushing her nipple just enough to make Bridget gasp into her mouth.

Clarissa smiled against her lips, murmuring, “You like that, don’t you?”

Bridget’s cheeks burned. “Yes…” The word escaped before she could stop it, raw and breathless.

Clarissa’s lips curved in approval. She kissed her again, slower this time, as her hand slid beneath the fabric of Bridget’s slip, palm warm against bare skin. Bridget trembled, torn between shame and need, her thighs pressing together as slickness dampened her panties.

Behind them, the men were silent, watching, their eyes heavy with hunger. Bridget could feel Frank’s gaze most of all—hot, steady, unflinching.

And when Clarissa’s fingers brushed just under the hem of her slip, teasing the inside of her thigh, Bridget nearly collapsed from the ache.

Clarissa kissed Bridget again, slow and hungry, as her hand slipped higher beneath the thin slip. Bridget gasped into her mouth when Clarissa’s fingers brushed over the damp silk of her panties, stroking the heat already seeping through.

“Mmm,” Clarissa murmured against her lips, her touch deliberate, teasing. “Already soaked. And I haven’t even started.”

Bridget whimpered, clutching at Clarissa’s shoulders as her knees threatened to buckle. The older woman guided her backward until the back of Bridget’s thighs pressed against the arm of a velvet chair. Clarissa urged her down gently, easing her onto the seat like a lover, not a predator.

Kneeling between her legs, Clarissa pushed the silk higher, baring Bridget’s thighs. The firelight flickered across Bridget’s flushed skin, the sheer intimacy of the moment overwhelming.

“Relax, darling,” Clarissa whispered, her hands spreading Bridget’s legs apart. “Let me taste you.”

Bridget’s breath caught as Clarissa pressed a soft kiss to her inner thigh, then another, each one inching closer to the damp fabric clinging to her sex. When Clarissa’s tongue flicked over the soaked lace, Bridget cried out, her hips jerking.

With a wicked smile, Clarissa hooked her fingers into the panties and tugged them aside. Then her mouth was on Bridget’s pussy, tongue stroking firmly over her clit, lips sealing around her with greedy precision.

Bridget’s head fell back against the chair, a raw moan ripping from her throat. “Oh God—Clarissa⁠—”

The woman hummed in satisfaction, the vibration pulsing straight through Bridget’s body. Her tongue circled, licked, pressed, each movement practiced and devastating. Fingers joined in, sliding easily into Bridget’s dripping heat, curling to find the spot that made her scream.

Her thighs quivered, her hands flying to Clarissa’s hair, gripping tight as wave after wave of pleasure tore through her. She’d never imagined this—another woman’s mouth, the perfect rhythm, the sheer hunger in Clarissa’s every move.

Behind them, the silence was thick, broken only by the ragged sound of male breathing, the faint wet slap of fists stroking cocks. Frank and Nathan hadn’t stepped in yet—but they were watching, savoring, stroking themselves as their wives writhed and moaned.

Bridget bucked against Clarissa’s mouth, her orgasm building sharp and fast, closer than she could stand. She cried out again, desperate, on the brink.

Bridget’s body trembled, her thighs clamping helplessly around Clarissa’s head as the woman’s tongue flicked mercilessly over her clit. The pressure built until Bridget was teetering at the edge, her cries echoing through the room, her hips grinding shamelessly against Clarissa’s mouth.

“Yes—please—don’t stop, I’m going to⁠—”

And just when the orgasm was about to crash through her, Clarissa pulled back. Her mouth slipped away, her fingers sliding free, leaving Bridget aching, clenching, her pussy dripping and unsatisfied.

“No!” Bridget gasped, her voice breaking, hips thrusting into the air as if reaching for the touch that had been stolen.

Clarissa licked her lips slowly, her smile wicked. “Patience, darling. That climax isn’t mine to give.”

Bridget blinked through the haze of need, her eyes widening as she followed Clarissa’s gaze. The men had stepped closer.

Frank stood at the edge of the chair, his cock out, thick and hard in his hand as he stroked himself slowly, eyes blazing with hunger. Beside him, Nathan mirrored the motion, his expression controlled but his body taut with need.

Bridget’s chest rose and fell too fast, her whole body trembling. She’d been kissed, teased, tasted—and now she was open, ready, desperate.

Frank’s voice was low, rough, his gaze locked on hers. “You’ve had her mouth. Now you’re going to take us.”

Frank stepped closer, his cock thick and dripping in his fist. He pressed the head against Bridget’s lips, brushing them slowly, smearing precum over her mouth.

“Open,” he murmured.

Her lips parted, and she took him in, her tongue swirling instinctively. Frank groaned, his head tipping back for a moment before his gaze snapped down again, possessive and hungry.

Beside them, Nathan knelt between her legs, his large hands spreading her thighs wide. His breath was hot against her slick folds. “God, she’s gorgeous up close,” he muttered, and before Bridget could even prepare herself, his mouth was on her, tongue driving deep, lips wrapping around her clit with practiced hunger.

Bridget moaned around Frank’s cock, her muffled cries vibrating along his shaft.

“That’s it, baby,” Frank growled, gripping the back of her head as he thrust shallowly into her mouth. “Take me deep while he eats you.”

Nathan devoured her like a man starved, his tongue relentless, fingers pressing into her wet heat. His eagerness bordered on worship, groaning into her pussy as if he couldn’t get enough.

Bridget’s body quaked, the dual sensations overwhelming. She tried to focus on Frank, on the pride in his eyes, but Nathan’s mouth was merciless, his hands gripping her thighs tight as if she were his alone.

Clarissa lounged against the arm of the chair, sipping champagne, her eyes alight with satisfaction.

Bridget’s orgasm came fast and hard, tearing through her with brutal force. She cried out, Frank’s cock sliding from her lips as her head tipped back, her body arching. Nathan didn’t stop—he pressed deeper, moaning into her pussy, licking her through every wave until she was shaking uncontrollably.

“Easy, baby,” Frank murmured, stroking her damp hair. But his eyes flicked down to Nathan, narrowing just slightly at how intently the man’s mouth stayed buried in her.

Even as Bridget collapsed against the chair, trembling, Nathan finally pulled back, his chin slick, his grin smug. “She tastes even better than she looks.”

Frank’s jaw tightened, his hand resting possessively on Bridget’s shoulder. “And she still belongs to me.”

Bridget slumped back against the chair, her chest heaving, her thighs still trembling from the force of her orgasm. Her lips were swollen from Frank, her pussy still quivering from Nathan, every nerve in her body raw and alive.

But even through the haze, she noticed it—the way Frank’s smile didn’t quite reach his eyes, the way Nathan lingered a second too long before stepping back, his gaze sliding over her with something closer to possession than admiration.

It was subtle. Polite. The kind of tension no one else in the room might notice. But Bridget felt it like static in the air, crawling over her skin.

For the first time since stepping into this secret world, she realized it wasn’t just about lust. Desire carried weight. And attention—especially Nathan’s—could shift the balance in dangerous ways.

She glanced at Frank, searching his face. He caught her look, squeezed her shoulder reassuringly, but the tightness in his jaw told her everything.

There was more than heat simmering here. There was a storm coming.


CHAPTER 15


The hum of the engine filled the quiet between them. Bridget smoothed the hem of her short, silver dress over her thighs, her nerves already prickling with the thought of stepping back into the country club. But tonight, it wasn’t just excitement churning in her stomach.

Frank’s jaw was tight as he drove, his hands gripping the wheel harder than usual. His gaze stayed on the road, but Bridget could feel the tension radiating from him.

Finally, she broke the silence. “You’re quiet.”

Frank exhaled slowly, his voice low. “I didn’t like the way Nathan had his mouth on you. The way he wouldn’t let go.”

Bridget’s breath caught. She hadn’t expected him to say it out loud. “Frank… it was just part of⁠—”

His hand flexed on the wheel. “I know. I told myself that. But the way he looked at you afterward? Like he owned you? That’s not part of the game.”

Heat rushed to her chest, guilt and arousal mixing in equal measure. “You know I’m yours.”

“I know,” he said quickly, his voice softer now. His hand slid across the console, resting on her thigh, squeezing gently. “But I need you to remember that while we’re there tonight. You’re mine. They can touch you, fuck you, worship you—but no one takes what’s mine.”

Bridget shivered at the steel in his voice, her pussy clenching with need even as her chest ached with his jealousy.

The country club was alive with soft music and the low hum of conversation, glasses clinking beneath the chandelier light. Couples mingled in clusters, silk dresses and tailored jackets gleaming under the warm glow.

Bridget felt Frank’s hand at the small of her back, firm, grounding, as they stepped inside. His touch was steady, but she could still feel the tension from the drive coiled in his body.

And then Nathan was there.

He appeared with a practiced smile, his arm draped casually around Clarissa’s waist. His eyes swept over Bridget in her silver dress, lingering just a beat too long at the deep neckline.

“Well, look at you,” he said smoothly, his voice carrying just enough for Frank to hear. “That dress was made for you, Bridget. You wear it better than anyone in this room.”

Bridget flushed, shifting under the weight of his gaze. Frank’s hand pressed harder against her back, a subtle reminder of his presence.

Clarissa leaned in with a conspiratorial smile. “Doesn’t she look perfect? I told her silver would drive the men wild.”

Nathan chuckled, his eyes never leaving Bridget. “Wild is the right word.” His hand brushed hers briefly, an innocent touch on the surface, but there was nothing innocent in the way his thumb lingered against her skin.

Bridget’s pulse spiked. The contact was fleeting, but bold—especially with Frank standing inches away. She stole a glance at her husband, saw the flicker of tightness in his jaw before his expression smoothed again.

Frank’s voice was calm, even pleasant, but his hand never left her. “Careful, Nathan. You’ll give my wife the wrong idea.”

Nathan’s grin widened, sharp. “I think she already has the right idea.”

The four of them drifted toward a cluster of couples near the bar, champagne flutes catching the low light. Conversation rose and fell around them—stocks, vacation plans, the upcoming charity auction—but Bridget barely heard any of it.

Nathan positioned himself just close enough that his arm brushed hers whenever he gestured. His voice was smooth, practiced, but the undercurrent was unmistakable.

“You must tell me where you found that dress,” he said, his eyes sliding over her body as if memorizing every curve. “It deserves to be framed when you’re done wearing it.”

Clarissa laughed lightly, sipping her champagne. “You flatter her, Nathan.”

But Nathan’s gaze didn’t shift. “I never flatter. I state facts.”

Bridget’s cheeks burned. She lifted her glass to her lips to mask the flush, her pulse skipping at the intensity of his stare.

Frank shifted beside her, his thumb tracing a steady line across her lower back. His smile was polite, even warm to the group around them, but Bridget felt the quiet stiffness in his touch.

When the waiter passed, Nathan leaned closer, plucking a canapé from the tray. He held it just in front of Bridget’s lips. “You should try this. Trust me, it’s divine.”

The gesture was innocent enough, playful even—but when she opened her mouth and took it from his fingers, Nathan’s eyes darkened, his gaze fixed on her lips as though he were imagining them wrapped around something else entirely.

Bridget’s stomach flipped. She chewed, swallowed, her heart racing. Frank’s hand tightened at her back, a subtle claim.

Nathan only smiled, sipping his drink, the picture of composure. But every word, every glance, every brush of his hand against hers was a needle, deliberate, testing.

And Bridget felt caught between them—her husband’s quiet, controlled jealousy, and Nathan’s smooth, insistent attention.

Bridget stood between them, the silver slip clinging to her body, her champagne glass sweating in her hand. To anyone else, they looked like old friends making polite conversation. To her, every word felt loaded.

Nathan asked about her tennis game, leaning just a little too close, his breath warm at her ear when he told her he’d “love to see her form up close sometime.”

Frank’s smile didn’t waver, but his hand slid lower on her back, his thumb brushing the swell of her ass in a move so subtle only Bridget could register it.

Clarissa chimed in with anecdotes, all warmth and ease, as if unaware of the undercurrent between their husbands. But Bridget caught the sparkle in her eye, the way she glanced at her husband now and then, knowingly.

Nathan offered Bridget another canapé, holding it up like before. This time, his finger brushed her bottom lip as she took it, lingering just long enough to make her throat tighten.

Her eyes darted to Frank. He was still smiling at the group, still the picture of calm control—but the muscle in his jaw twitched.

Then Nathan lifted his glass. “A toast,” he said smoothly, eyes never leaving Bridget. “To beauty. To temptation. To… indulgence.”

The words landed heavy, wrapped in charm but sharpened with intent. He clinked glasses with the circle, but when Bridget’s flute touched his, he let the contact linger, his thumb brushing over her fingers on the stem of the glass.

Her stomach knotted. Her pussy clenched. She swallowed hard, feeling Frank’s hand stiffen against her back.

“Careful, Nathan,” Frank said at last, his tone quiet but cutting. “You’re close to overplaying your hand.”

The air stilled for a heartbeat. Then Nathan’s smile widened, smooth as ever. “Forgive me, Frank. I’ve always admired a man who knows the value of what he has.”

He tipped his glass toward Bridget, his eyes gleaming. “And you have something extraordinary.”

Bridget’s pulse thundered in her ears. She knew then that this was no longer subtle. Nathan was circling openly, and Frank’s patience wouldn’t hold forever.

Frank’s hand slid from Bridget’s back to her wrist. His grip was gentle but firm, brooking no argument.

“We’re leaving,” he said quietly, his eyes locked on hers, not on Nathan. His smile was still in place for the crowd, but Bridget felt the coldness beneath it.

Her breath caught. “Frank⁠—”

“Now,” he murmured.

He set down his glass, excused them with the ease of a practiced gentleman, and steered her through the lounge toward the doors. Bridget’s pulse raced, her skin hot, her thighs trembling as the cool night air hit them outside. The valet hurried for their car, but the silence between husband and wife burned hotter than any look Nathan had given her all night.

The drive was wordless. Frank’s jaw was set, his hands gripping the wheel. Bridget stared at him, her chest tight, until they pulled into their driveway.

Inside, the door had barely closed when Frank pressed her back against it, his mouth crushing hers in a kiss that was all teeth and hunger.

“You’re mine,” he growled against her lips, his hands gripping her waist hard. “Not Nathan’s. Not anyone’s. Mine.”

Bridget moaned, her body arching into him, the force of his jealousy sparking something primal in her. “Yes—always yours⁠—”

He lifted her, her legs wrapping around his waist as he carried her down the hall, not stopping until he had her sprawled on their bed. Her silver dress rode up, baring her thighs as he shoved it higher, his cock already thick in his hand.

He pushed inside her in one rough thrust, making her cry out, her pussy clenching around him.

“Say it,” he demanded, his hips slamming into hers. “Say you’re only mine.”

Bridget clawed at the sheets, her voice breaking as he drove into her. “I’m yours—only yours, Frank!”

He fucked her harder, reclaiming her with every brutal thrust, every groan torn from his chest. His jealousy wasn’t cold now—it was fire, burning away every trace of Nathan’s smug smile, filling her with proof of his claim.

Bridget’s climax tore through her, violent and raw, her screams echoing in their bedroom as Frank emptied himself deep inside her, holding her down, marking her as his in the only way that mattered.

When it was over, he collapsed against her, his breath harsh, his hand cupping her cheek. His voice was softer now, rough but certain. “No one will ever take you from me. Not in this life. Not ever.”

And in that moment, trembling and filled, Bridget believed him.


CHAPTER 16


The sunlight was soft and pale when Bridget stirred awake, the sheets tangled around her legs, her body sore in ways that left no doubt about how Frank had claimed her last night. Every muscle ached, her throat raw from screaming, her thighs tender from being held wide as he fucked her until she couldn’t beg anymore.

She rolled onto her side, watching him sleep. His chest rose and fell steadily, his jawline shadowed with stubble, his arm draped possessively across her waist as if he hadn’t let go of her even in his dreams.

Her lips parted as memories flooded back—the rough edge in his voice, the steel in his eyes, the way he’d told her over and over, You’re mine. No one else’s. Only mine.

A shiver raced down her spine. She should have been frightened by how fierce he’d been, how jealous. Instead, it made her wet just thinking about it.

He wasn’t just angry, she realized, her thighs pressing together under the sheets. He was claiming me. And God help me, I loved it.

She touched her lips, remembering the force of his kiss, the way his cock had filled her so completely she could still feel him now. Nathan had looked at her like he wanted to own her—but Frank had proved in no uncertain terms that she already belonged to someone.

Her body betrayed her with a soft ache of need even as she lay there, watching him. She should have been satisfied, exhausted. Instead, she was already restless, hungry, desperate to feel that same possessive fire again.

Careful not to wake him, Bridget slipped closer, her head resting on his chest, her hand brushing across the warm skin of his stomach. His arm tightened instinctively around her, even in sleep, as though reminding her without words who she belonged to.

Bridget closed her eyes, her lips curving into a small, secret smile. She loved every part of this double life—the polished country club wife, the shameless slut bent over tables, the woman other men couldn’t resist. But maybe, just maybe, the part she loved most was this: belonging to a man who would fight the whole world to keep her his.

Bridget lay with her cheek against Frank’s chest, listening to the steady thump of his heartbeat. The morning light painted the room in soft gold, but the silence between them felt heavy. She toyed with the edge of the sheet, nerves building in her chest until the words tumbled out.

“Frank… sometimes I think about them during the day.”

His breath hitched, his hand stilling on her hip. For a long moment, he said nothing. Then his voice came low, rough. “I know you do. I can see it in your eyes sometimes. You drift off, and I know you’re remembering.”

Her stomach knotted, shame pressing hot against her chest. “It scares me, though. What if you think I… prefer them?”

His arm tightened around her, pulling her closer, but his voice was raw. “That’s what terrifies me, Bridget. That one day it won’t just be play. That one day you’ll realize you’d rather have them than me.”

She pushed up on her elbow, her hand cupping his jaw so he couldn’t look away. His eyes were darker than usual, vulnerable beneath the steel.

“No,” she said fiercely. “Don’t you ever think that. It’s only hot because you’re there. Because you give it to me. Without you, it’s nothing. I don’t want them, Frank—I want us. Always us.”

His breath came fast, his chest rising and falling beneath her hand. Then she kissed him, hard, pouring every ounce of truth into it. He groaned, rolling her beneath him, his cock already thickening against her thigh.

Bridget spread her legs for him, needing to prove it with her body as much as her words. “Show me,” she whispered against his lips. “Let me show you.”

He thrust into her in one long stroke, burying himself deep, and Bridget cried out, her arms wrapping tight around him. Their sex wasn’t about jealousy now. It wasn’t about being watched, or being shared. It was about claiming and being claimed, about sealing the truth with sweat and moans and frantic, hungry love.

Frank’s forehead pressed to hers as his hips drove into her, his voice ragged. “Mine. Always mine.”

“Yours,” she gasped, her nails digging into his back. “Only yours.”

Her climax tore through her, raw and consuming, as his followed, filling her deep, their bodies trembling together.

When it was over, he collapsed against her, their breaths mingling, their hearts still racing.

And in that fragile, perfect moment, the tension was gone—burned away by the fire of intimacy that belonged to no one else but them.

Frank lay on his side, one arm wrapped tight around Bridget’s waist, their bodies still sticky with the heat of their lovemaking. She was curled against his chest, breathing steady now, her hair damp against his skin. He held her as if loosening his grip might let something slip away.

But inside, his thoughts were anything but calm.

He couldn’t stop replaying last night at the club—Nathan’s grin, Nathan’s hands, the way his mouth stayed buried between Bridget’s thighs like he had some claim. Frank’s jaw tightened at the memory. He hated the way it burned in him, the raw flash of jealousy that made his chest ache.

And then this morning, Bridget’s confession. Sometimes I think about them during the day.

It had cut him deeper than he’d expected. He’d always known—of course he had. He’d seen the far-off look in her eyes when she drifted, the way her thighs pressed together when her mind wandered. She was remembering them. Reliving them. And he’d told himself it was part of the thrill, part of what made her crave him even more at night.

But hearing her say it out loud… God, it was like pressing salt into an open wound.

What if Nathan was right there in her head when he wasn’t? What if she wanted that more than she wanted him?

Frank tightened his hold around her, burying his face in her hair. No. He wouldn’t let himself spiral. She’d said the words he needed—It’s only hot because it’s ours. Always us.

And he believed her.

That was what made this dangerous, what made it addictive. She wasn’t some stranger playing a game. She was his wife. His Bridget. Every moan she gave another man was because he allowed it, because he encouraged it, because he was the one who handed her over and then took her back, trembling and wrecked, when it was done.

The jealousy didn’t mean weakness. It meant she mattered too much.

And maybe, he thought as he kissed her temple, maybe that edge of fear was what kept the fire burning hotter than anything else they’d ever known.

Bridget shifted in her sleep, murmuring his name. He closed his eyes, holding her tighter, his heart raw, his cock already stirring again just from the sound of her voice.

“Always my girl,” he whispered into her hair, and promised himself he’d never let Nathan—or anyone else—forget it.

Bridget stirred against him, her lashes fluttering as her eyes blinked open. Frank’s chest tightened at the sight—his wife, warm and flushed in his arms, their sheets tangled around her naked body.

Before she could even murmur good morning, he tilted her face up and kissed her deeply, slow and lingering, pouring everything he’d just whispered into her mouth.

She sighed against him, her hand sliding to his chest. “Frank…”

“Mine,” he said softly, his forehead resting against hers. “No matter what we do, no matter who watches, no matter who touches you—you’re mine. Only mine.”

Her eyes shimmered, her lips parting in a trembling smile. “Always.”

He eased her onto her back, moving between her thighs, sliding into her with a gentleness that still carried the weight of possession. Her breath hitched, her hands clutching his shoulders as he filled her.

This wasn’t the frantic, jealous claiming of last night. It was slower, deeper, a reaffirmation of everything they’d promised. His hips rolled into hers, steady and sure, his gaze locked on her face as she moaned his name.

Every thrust whispered what words couldn’t: that he would never stop wanting her, never stop fighting for her, never stop needing her to belong to him.

And when they both climaxed together, tangled and trembling in the morning light, Frank held her close, his voice a raw whisper in her ear.

“Forever mine.”


CHAPTER 17


The Clubhouse glittered beneath strings of crystal chandeliers, every corner humming with polished laughter and the clink of champagne flutes for the annual Gala. Couples in gowns and tuxedos filled the grand ballroom, the polished parquet floor alive with swirling dancers.

Bridget stood at the edge of it all, her sapphire dress hugging her curves, the slit flashing glimpses of her thigh with every step. Tonight she wasn’t just another wife in pearls—she was radiant, magnetic, the center of attention. Men were already drifting toward her like moths to flame.

Frank stood nearby, whiskey glass in hand, watching with steady pride as the line began to form. A golf buddy asked first, bowing playfully as he offered his hand. Bridget laughed and let him lead her onto the floor, her hips swaying with the music, her smile radiant.

Frank’s chest tightened—not with jealousy, but with heat. Seeing her admired, seeing her move with grace that belonged to him even when her hand rested in another man’s, was intoxicating.

When she returned, another man was ready, offering her a turn. Then another. One after the other, they queued like suitors at a debutante ball, eager for a piece of her attention.

Frank’s smirk deepened. Look at them. All of them wanting what I have every night.

But then Nathan stepped out of the shadows.

He didn’t wait his turn. He didn’t ask. He cut straight through the line of men, bold as sin, and took Bridget’s arm, pulling her flush against him.

“My dance,” Nathan said smoothly, his hand already sliding to the small of her back. His tone carried no question—only possession.

Bridget stiffened in his grip, her eyes darting to Frank. The men waiting frowned, muttering, but none dared challenge Nathan outright.

Frank’s glass hit the bar with a sharp clink as he set it down. His smile was gone. He moved forward, slow but deliberate, every inch of his body humming with controlled fury.

The air around them shifted. Conversation dimmed. People began to notice.

“Nathan,” Frank said, his voice calm but edged with steel, “you’ve overstepped.”

Nathan smirked, pulling Bridget closer, his hand resting boldly on her hip. “I’m only doing what every man in this room wants to do. You can’t keep her to yourself forever.”

Bridget’s breath hitched. Frank’s jaw tightened, his fists clenching at his sides. The ballroom waited, tense, for his response.

Frank’s stride cut clean through the line of men, his gaze locked on Nathan. Before another note of the waltz could pass, his hand closed around Bridget’s arm, pulling her firmly from Nathan’s grip.

She gasped, stumbling against his chest, and he caught her, holding her tight against his side. His arm wrapped around her waist possessively, his body a wall between her and Nathan.

The ballroom hushed. Conversations faltered. The string quartet’s melody floated on as though nothing had changed, but the dancers nearest them slowed, eyes snapping toward the sudden tension.

Frank’s voice came low and cutting, each word sharp as glass. “You don’t lay hands on my wife without asking. Not here. Not anywhere.”

Nathan lifted his chin, his smirk lingering though his eyes gleamed with challenge. “Come now, Frank. We all share here. Isn’t that the point of the club?”

Frank’s arm tightened around Bridget’s waist, pulling her closer, his stance radiating possession. “Sharing is a privilege. One I decide on. And don’t mistake my generosity for weakness.”

Gasps whispered through the crowd. Clarissa appeared at Nathan’s side, her hand on his arm, her polished smile a thin veil over the storm brewing beneath it.

“Gentlemen,” she said smoothly, her voice trying to ease the air. “Surely we don’t need to make a scene at the Gala.”

But the scene had already been made. Every eye in the room was on them—on Bridget, pressed tight to Frank’s side, her cheeks flushed, her chest heaving, her sapphire dress shimmering under the lights.

Nathan’s smirk faded, his gaze locked on Bridget as if the fight wasn’t over—only postponed.

Frank’s jaw clenched, his eyes hard. “Remember your place, Nathan. My wife is mine. You don’t get to forget that.”

The words landed heavy, final.

Frank didn’t wait for the music to end. With his arm firm around Bridget’s waist, he steered her through the hushed crowd and out of the ballroom, his stride sharp, his expression unreadable. The murmurs rose behind them as the doors swung shut, the weight of a hundred eyes still clinging to Bridget’s flushed skin.

Her heart thundered in her chest. She couldn’t tell if she was trembling from humiliation or arousal—maybe both. Every step she took in her husband’s grip, she felt the burn of his possessiveness, the way he had yanked her from Nathan like a lion tearing his mate from another’s jaws.

And God help her, it made her wet.

The car ride was heavy with silence, the kind that pressed against her ribs and made her pulse skip. Finally, Bridget found her voice, soft but unsteady. “Frank… everyone saw.”

His hands tightened on the wheel. “Good.” His jaw flexed. “Let them see. Let them know you’re mine.”

Her stomach flipped, heat pooling low. But his next words carried something darker.

“I don’t like the way Nathan looks at you. I don’t like how Clarissa hovers. It’s not sharing anymore—it’s them trying to claim us.” He shot her a glance, his eyes hard. “That’s not what we signed up for.”

Bridget’s chest ached, torn between fear and hunger. “Do you want to stop going?”

Frank exhaled, his grip loosening just slightly. “Maybe not forever. But a break. From Nathan. From Clarissa. From all of it.”

She nodded, relief washing over her. The games were thrilling, intoxicating, but last night had felt different—like they weren’t in control anymore. And control, she realized, was what made it safe.

“I want that too,” she whispered.

They pulled into their driveway, the night still clinging to them like a storm cloud. Inside, the door barely clicked shut before Frank had her pinned against it, his mouth crushing hers, his hands tearing at the sapphire dress.

Buttons popped, silk slid, heels clattered to the floor as they stumbled through the hallway, kissing and clawing at each other, shedding fabric like it was poison.

“Mine,” he growled into her neck, his teeth grazing her skin. “Only mine.”

“Yours,” she moaned, shoving his jacket off his shoulders, her nails raking down his chest. “Always yours.”

By the time they reached the bedroom, they were half-naked, desperate, their bodies already colliding in the rawest, neediest way possible.

This wasn’t about the club. It wasn’t about being watched. It was about reclaiming what was theirs—what had always been theirs.


CHAPTER 18


It had been nearly two weeks since the Gala, and the silence from the clubhouse felt strange—like leaving a party where the music still thumped in the distance, waiting for them to return.

Bridget had spent the days wrapped in a quieter rhythm. Breakfasts at home. Afternoon errands. Long evenings tangled in Frank’s arms, their sex slower, deeper, less frantic. In some ways, it felt like a reset—like rediscovering the marriage beneath the fire.

But the fire never really dimmed.

One afternoon, she found herself lingering over the laundry, her mind drifting unbidden to the way Charles had bent her over the billiards table, to Bobby’s eager thrusts, to Nathan’s mouth on her until she screamed. Her thighs pressed together, heat pooling low, guilt and desire tangled until she nearly dropped the folded towel.

That night, in bed, Frank rolled onto his side, studying her in the low light. His hand slid along her hip, his thumb tracing circles.

“You’ve been restless,” he murmured.

Her breath caught. “You noticed.”

“I always notice.” He kissed her shoulder, his voice low. “You’ve loved these weeks, haven’t you? Just us. But…” His lips curved in a knowing smile. “You miss it. The danger. The eyes. The way they want you.”

Bridget shivered, shame and arousal flooding her chest. “I do.”

His hand slipped lower, between her thighs. “So do I. Watching you. Sharing you. It makes me want you more than anything else ever has.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, her body arching into his touch. “Then maybe… we don’t quit. Maybe we just play smarter. Together.”

He kissed her slow, his hand teasing her wetness. “Exactly. No more letting anyone think they own us. This is our game. No one else’s.”

Bridget moaned softly, her heart racing with relief. The fear from the Gala still lingered, but so did the hunger. And now, with Frank’s words in her ear, she knew they weren’t done. Not yet.
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A few days later, Bridget found an online ad for a local sex club. She presented the idea to Frank.

“Remember how you said we play smarter?” Bridget asked, rubbing Frank’s shoulders as he sat on the edge of their bed.

“Of course,” he cupped his hand over hers. “Why?”

She bit her lip, not sure if he might reject her idea. “I was surfing the web and I came across this local sex club. It looked….intriguing.”

Frank’s brows furrowed. “A sex club?”

“Yeah,” she said, sitting beside him. “Let me show you.”

They scrolled on her phone, clicking through various images of the clientele and links for the amenities that the club had to offer.

“We could give that a try,” he said, pulling her onto his lap. “But no matter what, you have to promise me one thing.”

Bridget leaned close, her breath brushing his lips. “Anything. Name it.”

“If anyone or anything makes either of us feel uncomfortable, we stop and leave immediately.”

There was no doubt that Nathan had a lasting affect on everything.

“Promise,” she swore, kissing him.
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The building looked unassuming from the outside—an old warehouse tucked between a row of auto shops, a discreet red light glowing above the door. No valet. No chandeliers. No polished marble floors.

Bridget clutched Frank’s hand tighter as they stepped inside. The air was heavier here, thick with perfume, sweat, and bass-driven music. Couples and singles mingled openly, bodies pressed together on leather couches, moans already echoing from curtained alcoves. There was nothing subtle about this place. No pearls or cocktails to hide behind.

Bridget’s pulse raced as she took it all in—the way a woman bent over a bar stool, moaning as a stranger took her from behind, the circle of men jerking off to a couple fucking against the mirrored wall. She shifted nervously in her short black dress, the neckline daring, her panties already damp.

Frank leaned close, his hand firm on her lower back. “Different world,” he murmured, his voice low with arousal. “No pretense here. Just pure heat.”

Her body shivered. Part of her missed the elegance of the country club, the illusion of control. But part of her burned at the honesty of this place. No games. No masks. Just raw, unfiltered desire.

And then she froze.

Across the room, past the swirl of bodies and flashing lights, she spotted a familiar face. Charles—tall, confident, his arm draped around his wife’s waist. But here, in the harsh neon glow, the country club polish was stripped away. His wife wore a strappy red harness dress, her eyes already locked on Bridget like a predator.

Charles’s gaze found her next, and his grin spread slow and sharp.

“Well, well,” he said, striding toward them with his wife at his side. “I didn’t expect to see you here.”

Bridget’s heart hammered, her cheeks burning as his eyes swept her dress.

Frank’s hand tightened possessively at her waist, but his smirk was cool. “Seems we have the same taste in… extracurriculars.”

Charles laughed, low and knowing. “Then maybe we should indulge together.”

His wife slipped free of his arm, stepping close to Bridget, her manicured fingers brushing along her bare arm. “I’d like that,” she purred, her eyes glinting with hunger.

Bridget gasped softly, her thighs pressing together, her body betraying her nerves with a hot rush of arousal.

Frank kissed her temple, his whisper in her ear steady, teasing. “Looks like tonight, baby, you’re going to be the star again.”

Charles didn’t waste time. He gestured toward an empty leather couch tucked against the wall, half-hidden but still in plain view of the room. Frank guided Bridget over, his hand steady at her back, while Charles and his wife followed close behind.

The bass-heavy music vibrated through the floor, the air thick with moans and flesh against flesh. Bridget’s pulse pounded in her ears as Charles’s wife leaned in, her lips brushing her ear.

“Let me taste you,” she whispered, her voice low and sure.

Before Bridget could answer, the woman’s hands were on her hips, tugging her dress higher, baring her thighs to the hungry room. Bridget gasped, heat flooding her body as she was eased down onto the couch, her legs guided apart.

Frank sat close, stroking himself slowly, his eyes locked on his wife as always. “That’s it, baby,” he murmured, his voice rough with pride. “Show them how wet you are.”

Charles’s wife knelt between Bridget’s thighs, her tongue finding her clit with ruthless precision. Bridget cried out, her head tipping back, her hand flying to grip Frank’s thigh.

And then Charles was there, towering over her, his hand tilting her chin up. “Look at me while she eats you.”

Bridget’s eyes fluttered open, locking on his. His cock was already out, thick and hard, and he pressed the head against her lips. “Open, sweetheart. Take me.”

Bridget moaned around him as he slid into her mouth, her hips jerking when his wife’s tongue pressed deeper. The sounds of the club blurred into a haze—moans, groans, the slap of bodies all mixing with her own desperate cries.

Frank stroked himself harder, his eyes burning as he watched his wife take Charles’s cock while being devoured by another woman. “God, Bridget… you’re perfect.”

Charles groaned above her, his fingers tangled in her hair. “She’s fucking incredible.”

Her body shook, the dual sensation overwhelming, her pussy clenching desperately around the woman’s tongue and fingers. She was dripping, shameless, her moans muffled around Charles’s cock, her orgasm building sharp and fast.

Frank leaned close, whispering in her ear even as Charles thrust shallowly into her mouth. “Come for them, baby. Let them see how much you love this. Then I’m going to fuck you so hard they’ll never forget you’re mine.”

Bridget’s scream vibrated against Charles’s shaft as her orgasm ripped through her, raw and violent, her body jerking, her thighs squeezing around the woman’s head.

The men groaned, the room buzzing with hunger as Bridget shook, wrecked and dripping, already eager for more.

Bridget was still shuddering from her climax when Charles pulled back, his cock slick with her spit, his eyes gleaming. “On your knees,” he ordered, his voice low but sharp.

Frank’s hand slid along her back, guiding her down. “Do it, baby. Show him how good you are.”

Bridget sank to the floor between Charles’s thighs, her lips wrapping around him again, sucking eagerly, her body still twitching from aftershocks.

Behind her, Charles’s wife rose gracefully from between Bridget’s legs, her lips glistening, her smile wicked. She turned to Frank, her eyes locking on his cock as he stroked it with steady fists. “Now it’s my turn.”

Frank’s smirk was tight, possessive, but he didn’t hesitate. He tugged her forward, pushing her down onto the couch where Bridget had just been. In one smooth motion, he shoved inside her, his groan ripping through the music as her pussy swallowed him whole.

Bridget moaned around Charles’s cock at the sight—her husband fucking another woman hard, his hand gripping her hip, his voice a rough growl in her ear.

Charles’s hand fisted in Bridget’s hair, pulling her deeper. “God, you’re good. She’s a keeper, Frank.”

Bridget gagged around him, her pussy dripping down her thighs at the filthy praise, at the sight of her husband buried in Charles’s wife while she took Charles in her throat.

The four of them moved in tandem—Bridget sucking Charles, Frank pounding into his wife, the sounds of flesh and moans blending with the bass-heavy music and the cheers of other voyeurs watching.

Charles pulled Bridget up suddenly, spinning her, bending her over the arm of the couch. He shoved into her from behind, his cock slick, his thrusts brutal. She screamed, the noise raw and broken, her body slamming forward with each stroke.

Across from her, Frank’s gaze locked on hers, his teeth gritted as he hammered into Charles’s wife. “Look at me, Bridget. Even while he’s inside you—you look at me.”

She did. She couldn’t look away, her moans torn between pain and pleasure, her body burning with the force of it.

Her climax built again, sharp and frantic. Charles groaned behind her, his cock driving deeper, while Frank’s thrusts grew rougher, his hand slapping against Charles’s wife’s ass.

When Bridget came, she screamed Frank’s name—not Charles’s—as her body convulsed, her pussy gripping him tight enough to make Charles curse.

Frank roared his release seconds later, spilling inside Charles’s wife, his eyes still locked on his own.

The four of them collapsed in a tangled, sweaty heap, the club alive with applause and hungry stares from the crowd that had gathered.

Bridget lay trembling, wrecked, her body still pulsing with aftershocks. She was fucked, marked, shared—but even in this chaos, she knew exactly who she belonged to.


CHAPTER 19


The morning was quiet, the kind where sunlight stretched across the kitchen tiles and the smell of coffee lingered warm in the air. Frank was thumbing through the stack of bills and glossy catalogs when Bridget reached for the crisp cream envelope tucked at the bottom.

Her breath caught the moment she saw the embossed crest. The country club.

She slid a finger beneath the seal, heart fluttering with both longing and unease. Their time away had been good—needed, even. The local sex club had scratched an itch, but it hadn’t filled the same space. The club wasn’t just sex; it was belonging, a secret society wrapped in pearls and champagne. And she missed it. God, she missed it.

Bridget unfolded the heavy cardstock, her eyes scanning the words.

Notice of Extraordinary Vote

Members are invited to attend the annual leadership meeting and vote on new staff appointments. Please note that the current committee has been adjusted following concerns raised about recent conduct.

Her eyes snagged on the names listed below. Nathan and Clarissa… removed from the board of directors.

She blinked, reading the line again. A flush crept up her chest.

“Frank.” Her voice was shaky. “They’re out.”

He looked up from his paper, brows furrowed. “What do you mean?”

She handed him the invitation, her finger tapping the line. “Nathan and Clarissa. Voted out. It says other couples came forward about his… possessive tendencies.”

Frank read it slowly, his jaw tightening, then easing as the meaning sank in. He set the letter down, leaning back in his chair with a low whistle. “So it wasn’t just us. Others saw it too.”

Bridget exhaled, relief and hunger mixing in her chest. The shadow that had driven them away was gone. The doors were opening again.

Frank studied her, a slow smile curving his lips. “You miss it, don’t you?”

Her cheeks warmed. She looked down at the letter, then back at him. “Every day.”

He reached across the table, his hand warm around hers. “Then maybe it’s time we go home.”

Her pulse skipped, excitement flooding her veins. The country club wasn’t done with them yet.

The chandeliers glowed just as bright as they remembered, casting golden light across the polished marble floors. The murmur of conversation rose as Bridget and Frank stepped into the grand lobby, arm in arm.

But this time, instead of the usual polite nods and curious glances, they were met with something different—applause.

A handful of members clapped lightly as they crossed the threshold, others offering warm smiles and genuine greetings. Couples they barely knew reached for handshakes, hugs, glasses raised in welcome.

“Bridget! Frank! So glad you’ve come back.”

“We missed you two.”

“It wasn’t the same without you.”

Bridget’s cheeks flushed with warmth, her pulse quickening at the unexpected reception. Frank’s hand stayed steady at her back, guiding her forward, his chest swelling with pride.

At the registration table, a young woman handed them the evening’s agenda—a list of nominees for the new leadership committee. Frank glanced at the paper, then froze.

His eyes narrowed. His lips parted in disbelief.

“Bridget,” he said slowly, handing her the page. “Look.”

Her gaze dropped, scanning down the list. She blinked once, then again, her breath catching in her throat.

Nominees for Committee Leadership:

Franklin Chambers

Bridget Chambers

Her hand trembled as she held the page. “Frank… this can’t be real.”

“It is.” His voice carried something she hadn’t heard in weeks—pure, unshakable pride. His arm wrapped tighter around her waist, pulling her close. “You made an impression, Bridget. More than you realize.”

Her heart fluttered. She thought of the cocktail hours, the dances, the way the men had circled her, the women’s whispers when they thought she wasn’t listening. She had been nervous, ashamed, aroused, but she hadn’t realized what it looked like from the outside.

To them, she wasn’t just a participant. She was unforgettable.

Frank’s eyes gleamed as he kissed her temple, his voice low but certain. “We have a real shot at this. We could lead them. Shape this place into something better than ever.”

Bridget’s stomach flipped, half with nerves, half with excitement. She had walked into the club once as a guest, then as an experiment, then as a fantasy. Now, she stood here as something else entirely—someone they wanted at the helm.

And with Frank beside her, glowing with pride, she wanted it too.

As the initial flurry of greetings softened, Bridget and Frank found themselves drifting through the lobby, the agenda still tucked in Bridget’s trembling hand. A couple approached—a tall, distinguished man and his petite wife in a pearl-studded gown.

The man offered Frank a handshake, firm and deliberate. “It’s about time someone shook things up around here. You two are exactly what the club needs.”

Bridget’s cheeks warmed. “We’re… honored. But what made you think of us?”

The wife leaned in, her voice pitched low. “Because you remind us what this place is supposed to be. Fun. Exciting. Free. Not about power games or… ownership.” Her eyes flicked, ever so briefly, toward where Nathan once used to stand like a king.

Another couple stopped them a few minutes later. The husband gave Frank a clap on the shoulder. “When you pulled her off that dance floor at the Gala? That told me everything. You’re strong enough to protect what’s yours, but smart enough to share it the right way. That balance? That’s leadership.”

Bridget’s stomach fluttered at the words. Balance. She thought of her double life—the pearls, the moans, the secrecy—and how Frank held it all together.

Later, a younger woman in a crimson dress touched Bridget’s arm as she passed. Her smile was shy, but her eyes shone. “You showed us what’s possible here. You don’t even realize how many women you’ve inspired.”

Bridget blinked, her throat tight, unsure what to say. The woman only squeezed her hand before slipping back into the crowd.

Frank caught her gaze, his smile proud and knowing. “They see it, Bridget. They see you.”

Her pulse hammered, the weight of it all sinking in. This wasn’t just about being wanted anymore. This was about being chosen.

The crowd swirled around them—glittering gowns, dark suits, the hum of conversation layered over the piano drifting from the corner. But Frank guided Bridget toward a quieter spot at the bar, where the clink of ice in crystal glasses covered their voices.

He ordered two whiskeys neat, sliding one toward her even though he knew she rarely drank it. Tonight wasn’t about comfort—it was about steel.

Bridget took a sip, wincing at the burn, then set the glass down. “Frank… all of this.” She tapped the folded agenda, still gripped in her hand. “It feels unreal. Like we stepped into something we were never supposed to.”

His eyes softened, but there was a glow beneath them she hadn’t seen before. “No, Bridget. We were always supposed to. Look at us. Look at what we’ve done. They didn’t nominate us because of chance. They did it because they saw something worth following.”

Her chest tightened. “You mean you.”

Frank shook his head, his smile slow and certain. “No. Us. You’re the one they watch. You’re the one who makes men ache and women question what’s possible. And I’m the one who stands beside you, making sure no one ever takes more than we give.”

Her throat caught, emotion rising sharp and sudden. “You really think we could do it?”

He leaned closer, his hand covering hers on the bar, his voice low enough for only her. “I don’t think. I know. Together, we can make this place better than it’s ever been. Cleaner. Safer. Still dirty as hell—but ours.”

Bridget stared at him, her heart racing. For the first time since stepping into this world, she didn’t feel like she was just playing a role. She felt powerful. Desired. Chosen.

She squeezed his hand, her voice trembling but sure. “Then we say yes.”

Frank’s smile widened, pride radiating from him. He lifted his glass, clinking it softly against hers. “To us, Bridget. The future of the club.”

She raised her glass, her pulse humming with equal parts nerves and hunger. “To us.”

The whiskey burned going down, but it was nothing compared to the fire already alive inside her.

The ballroom doors opened, and a hush fell over the crowd as the club secretary stepped up to the podium. Couples turned, glasses in hand, whispers dying away beneath the chime of silver against crystal.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the secretary began, his voice carrying over the polished room, “tonight we gather not only for fellowship, but for the future of our club. As you know, the leadership committee has undergone some… changes.” A ripple of laughter and nods moved through the crowd. “And I am proud to announce your new nominees.”

Bridget’s stomach fluttered. Frank’s hand closed over hers, grounding her as names were read.

“And finally,” the secretary continued, his smile widening, “Franklin and Bridget Chambers.”

Applause erupted. Glasses clinked, hands clapped, voices rose in cheers. Bridget’s cheeks flushed as faces turned toward them—warm, eager, proud. She felt suddenly exposed, like all the eyes she’d once feared were now lifting her up instead of tearing her down.

Frank squeezed her hand. “Come on,” he murmured.

They walked together to the front, the applause growing louder. Frank’s posture was strong, his smile calm, but his eyes shone with pride as he glanced down at her.

Bridget’s heart pounded as she stepped beside him, her sapphire dress gleaming under the chandeliers. The secretary offered the podium, but Frank shook his head gently and leaned close, his lips brushing her ear. “This is yours.”

Her breath caught—but she nodded.

She faced the crowd, her voice shaking at first but growing steadier with each word. “We are honored. Truly. When Frank and I first joined, we weren’t sure what to expect. But what we found here was more than just a club—it was a family. A place where we could be ourselves, explore, and trust that no matter how wild or vulnerable the moment, we were safe in each other’s company.”

A murmur of agreement swept the crowd. Bridget inhaled, her confidence blooming. “We promise to honor that trust. To protect what makes this place special. To keep it safe, exciting, and—” she smiled, heat flickering in her eyes—“as wicked as ever.”

The laughter and cheers that followed nearly drowned out her racing pulse.

Frank slipped an arm around her waist and leaned into the microphone. “And we promise to lead together—as partners, as lovers, and as members who believe this club’s best days are still ahead.”

The applause was thunderous. Bridget’s cheeks flushed hot, her body buzzing as she leaned into Frank’s side.

For the first time, she wasn’t just desired. She was respected. Admired. And wanted for more than her body.

Tonight, she wasn’t just part of the game. She was shaping it.


CHAPTER 20


The chandeliers seemed brighter that night, additional lights were strung around the country club making the marble floors gleaming as if polished just for them. Every head turned when Bridget and Frank entered the grand hall, not with curiosity now, but with expectation. The air carried a hum—anticipation, hunger, and something sharper. Respect.

Bridget wore a gown of deep emerald satin, the neckline daring, the slit baring the length of her leg with each step. Frank, in a perfectly cut tuxedo, kept his hand at her back, his posture steady, his smile sharp but confident. Together, they looked every inch the power couple the club had chosen to lead.

At the front of the room, the secretary struck his glass for attention. “Ladies and gentlemen, tonight marks a new era for our club. Please welcome your new leadership: Franklin and Bridget Chambers.”

Applause rang out, warm and eager. Bridget’s pulse hammered, but she lifted her chin, her smile radiant. This wasn’t the girl who had first stepped into the club shy and uncertain. This was the woman they wanted at the helm.

Frank spoke first, his voice carrying strong and steady. “We stand here tonight as proof that this club isn’t about power plays or control. It’s about freedom. Trust. And the fire that comes from living without shame.”

Bridget stepped forward, her gaze sweeping the crowd. Men leaned forward unconsciously, women whispered to one another, hungry eyes locked on her. “We want every member here to feel what we’ve felt—that this is a place where your desires aren’t just allowed. They’re celebrated.” Her lips curved into a knowing smile. “And tonight, we invite you to do exactly that.”

The room erupted in cheers, glasses raised high. The music swelled, couples moving onto the dance floor, the energy shifting from ceremony to heat. Already, hands were finding hips, mouths finding mouths, the polished gala atmosphere giving way to the pulse of lust.

Frank leaned close, his lips brushing her ear, his voice low but sure. “We did it, Bridget. It’s ours now.”

Her heart pounded, her body alive with the same hunger she saw in every eye staring back at her. “Then let’s show them what their leaders can do.”

The music slowed, a sultry rhythm that seemed to thrum beneath the skin. Couples lingered on the dance floor, hands wandering lower, lips grazing throats, the hum of lust beginning to spread. But eyes kept drifting back to Bridget and Frank, as if waiting for a signal.

Frank saw it, felt it. He took Bridget’s hand, guiding her to the center of the floor. Her emerald satin gown shimmered under the chandelier light as he pulled her close, his lips finding hers in a kiss that was anything but polite.

The room stilled for a heartbeat, then gasps rippled through the crowd as Frank’s hand slid down, gripping her ass possessively through the silk, his tongue sliding into her mouth. Bridget moaned, her body arching into him, her eyes fluttering shut as the kiss deepened.

When they broke apart, her lips were swollen, her breath ragged. She glanced around at the watching crowd, her cheeks flushed but her chin high. Then, with deliberate grace, she slipped the straps of her gown from her shoulders.

The satin pooled at her feet.

A hush fell over the ballroom as Bridget stood in nothing but lace and heels, her body bare to every gaze. Her chest rose and fell, her nipples tight, her skin glowing.

Frank’s voice rang out, rough but proud. “This is what we mean. No shame. No hiding. Desire made visible.”

The dam broke. Around them, couples kissed fiercely, dresses lifted, trousers unzipped. Laughter and moans filled the hall as the gala dissolved into something rawer, wilder, truer to what the club had always been meant to be.

Frank sank to his knees before his wife, his hands sliding up her thighs. Bridget gasped, her fingers flying to his shoulders as he buried his face between her legs, licking her with the hunger of a man claiming and offering her at once.

She cried out, her voice echoing off the walls, the room around them erupting in cheers and groans. Men stroked themselves as they watched, women moaned into their lovers’ mouths, the whole club feeding off Bridget’s shameless display.

Her body trembled, her moans spilling freely, her climax building fast under the weight of so many eyes. When she came, it wasn’t quiet. It was loud, raw, a declaration.

The applause that followed was thunderous, mixed with the sounds of sex and hunger, the club alive in a way Bridget had never felt before.

Frank rose, kissing her deeply, his face slick with her arousal. His voice was low but certain against her lips. “We’ve set the tone and we own tonight.”

And Bridget, still shuddering from her release, knew he was right.

The applause hadn’t even faded when a familiar figure stepped from the crowd. David—broad-shouldered, hungry-eyed—strode toward them, his cock already in his hand, slick with precum as he stroked it eagerly.

“Mr. and Mrs. Chambers,” he said, his voice husky but clear, “may I be the first to honor our new leaders?”

Bridget’s heart pounded. The sight of him, openly stroking himself in front of the entire ballroom, made her pussy clench all over again.

Frank’s arm wrapped around her waist, his smirk sharp. “You heard her,” he said, his voice carrying over the hush that fell. “This club is about freedom. About celebration. Show them, Bridget. Show them what it means to follow us.”

David didn’t wait for more. He dropped to his knees beside them, his hands sliding up Bridget’s thighs as his cock brushed against her slick folds. She moaned, her body already trembling from the orgasm Frank had wrung from her moments before.

“God, you’re dripping,” David groaned, guiding himself to her entrance. “Ready for me. Always ready.”

The crowd leaned closer, gasps and moans spreading as David pushed inside her, his thick shaft filling her inch by inch. Bridget cried out, clutching Frank’s arm as her pussy stretched around him, the sensation sharp and overwhelming.

Frank bent to her ear, his voice low and commanding. “Take him, baby. Show them you can take everything this club has to give—and still come home to me.”

Her scream tore through the hall as David began to thrust, hard and eager, the slap of his hips echoing beneath the chandeliers. Men groaned, women moaned, hands moved to cocks and cunts as the crowd fed off the sight.

And in the corner, Charles watched. His jaw was tight, his cock gripped in his hand as he stroked furiously, his eyes locked on Bridget with a hunger that burned hotter than ever.

He wasn’t waiting for permission. He was waiting for his turn.

David’s thrusts grew erratic, his groans ragged as he pounded into Bridget, sweat dripping down his temples. Her cries filled the ballroom, her body arching, trembling, her pussy gripping him so tight he nearly lost control.

Frank crouched at her side, stroking her hair back from her flushed face, his eyes gleaming. “Look at her,” he said loudly enough for the watching crowd to hear. “Our beautiful Bridget—taking every inch, begging for more. This is what leadership looks like.”

David groaned in agreement, his voice breaking as he pulled free. “She’s… fuck… she’s too good. Can’t hold it back.” He stroked himself quickly, spurting hot ropes across her stomach, his head tipped back in a guttural roar.

The crowd moaned, clapped, voices whispering hungry approval. Bridget lay panting, her body slick and wrecked—but before her pulse could even settle, Charles was there.

He stepped forward with a predator’s grace, his cock thick and veined in his fist, precum glistening as he stroked himself hard. His eyes locked on Frank’s. “My turn.”

Bridget whimpered, her thighs trembling as Charles hauled her upright, pressing her against the cool marble pillar. He spread her legs wide, lifting her easily, his cock already nudging her swollen entrance.

Frank’s jaw clenched, but his eyes burned with dark pride. “Do it. Show them what she’s capable of. Show them why she’s ours.”

Charles shoved into her with a single brutal stroke, burying himself to the hilt. Bridget screamed, her nails raking down his back as her pussy clenched around the thick intrusion.

“Christ,” Charles groaned, slamming her against the pillar, his hips hammering into her. “She’s perfect. So fucking tight. This woman—” he growled, his teeth grazing her neck—“is built to lead. Built to be worshipped.”

Bridget’s cries echoed, her climax building again, her body vibrating with the intensity of being fucked in front of the entire membership.

Frank stepped closer, his hand caressing her cheek even as Charles pistoned into her. His voice was low, steady, commanding. “That’s it, baby. Let them see. Let them see how good you are. How you’ll make this club thrive. Every moan, every orgasm—they’ll remember.”

Charles grunted in agreement, his thrusts harder, rougher. “They’ll follow you. All of them. You and Frank—you’ll own this place.”

Bridget shattered with a scream, her orgasm ripping through her as her body convulsed, her pussy milking Charles’s cock until he roared, spilling deep inside her.

The ballroom erupted in cheers and moans, the club transformed into an orgy around them, but in that moment, Bridget only heard Frank’s voice—steady, proud, unshakable.

“You’re ours, Bridget. And together, we’re theirs.”


THE NEIGHBOR NEXT DOOR


CHAPTER 1


The front door clicked shut with a soft, indifferent finality.

Stacy didn’t move at first. She stood at the top of the stairs in her robe, one hand curled around the railing, listening to the sound of Jason’s suitcase wheels whispering down the walkway. The silence that followed felt thick and heavy, like it settled into the corners of the house the moment he left.

He hadn’t even kissed her properly. Just a rushed peck on the cheek, a distracted "Love you, babe," before he glanced at his phone and disappeared out the door. She’d been half-asleep, but that small moment still left her aching with something deeper than disappointment. It was routine now. Mechanical. And worse, it didn’t feel personal anymore. It was just how things were.

She moved down the stairs slowly, the robe brushing her bare thighs, her feet cold on the hardwood. The living room looked exactly the same as it had yesterday. Perfect throw pillows. Folded blanket on the couch. Framed wedding photo on the wall—her in white, Jason looking at the camera like he was already late to something.

In the kitchen, she started the coffee maker and leaned on the counter, arms folded. Through the window above the sink, the sky was starting to lighten. Pale blue bleeding into orange. Another too-quiet morning.

She stared at her reflection in the dark glass for a long time. Her hair was messy, skin bare, lips dry. The robe had slipped a little on one shoulder. She didn’t fix it.

After a minute, her phone buzzed against the granite counter. A text from Jason.

[5:53 AM]

Jason: “Flight’s on time. Talk tonight.”

No heart emoji. Not even her name.

She sighed and tossed the phone aside, the sound sharper than she meant it to be. She reached for a mug and poured the coffee, black. Jason always took his with a splash of cream. She left his out on the counter like she always did—habit, mostly. Then she laughed quietly at herself and poured it down the drain.

The whole house already felt too big. Too clean. Too still.

Behind her, the silence pressed in again.

The coffee didn’t taste like anything.

Stacy sat at the kitchen table, scrolling through her phone without really seeing it. Her thumb moved, but her eyes were unfocused. News. Recipes. Moms posting about soccer practice and crockpot dinners. She swiped past a reel of a smiling couple dancing in their kitchen. The caption read “Still madly in love after 12 years.” She paused, stared at the woman’s face, then locked the phone and pushed it aside.

Her spoon clinked against the ceramic bowl as she stirred the same bite of oatmeal over and over. She finally took a mouthful, chewed, swallowed without tasting, and let her eyes drift to the window again.

The neighbor’s yard was still empty.

The thought annoyed her, and she didn’t know why. It wasn’t like she was waiting for him. It was just something to look at. Something to break up the monotony of her own pristine backyard, where the grass looked like a catalog page and nothing ever really happened.

She rinsed her bowl in the sink, then started wiping the already clean counters. She moved slowly, carefully, like it mattered. Like there was someone coming home tonight who would notice.

But Jason wouldn’t be home until Sunday. And even when he was, he never commented on the counters.

She moved through the house in that same rhythm—dishes, laundry, a little dusting, some mindless rearranging of pillows. She folded a blanket in the living room, then unfolded it just to have something to do with her hands.

Eventually she wandered back to the kitchen. The coffee was cold. She poured another cup and stood at the sink again, staring through the glass.

And then, finally, movement.

A flicker of color caught her eye. Next door, someone slid open a patio door. Blake, her neighbor, stepped outside shirtless, his arm raised to wipe sweat off his brow.

Stacy froze.

She didn’t step back or hide behind the curtains. She stood there, mug halfway to her lips, staring openly.

The sun had burned through the early haze by now, casting sharp morning light across the neighborhood.

Blake bent over to adjust the cord on the mower, his back flexing under smooth, tanned skin. His shorts hung low on his hips, just barely decent, the waistband damp with sweat already. His muscles shifted like they didn’t belong to someone who spent time inside. There was something effortless about the way he moved—his whole body was built for labor. It showed in the way his shoulders rolled, in the curve of his back, in the way he pulled the mower cord with a firm, one-handed jerk that made Stacy blink.

She stepped a little closer to the window, holding the coffee mug to her chest with both hands now. The glass was clean, no curtains in the way, and she made no effort to move.

He started pushing the mower across the grass, slow, steady rows. The kind of pattern Jason never had time for. Blake’s body glistened under the sun, his chest and arms catching the light with every motion. His face was focused, jaw tight, eyes hidden behind a pair of sunglasses. But there was a presence about him. Like even when he wasn’t looking, he somehow knew when eyes were on him.

Stacy bit the inside of her cheek.

Her heart wasn’t racing, not really. It was more like a slow build—a thick awareness under her skin, a hum low in her stomach. She took a sip of the coffee just to give herself something to do, even though it had gone bitter and lukewarm.

She couldn’t remember the last time she’d seen Jason with his shirt off. Not really. Not like that.

Blake paused, grabbing the edge of his shirt from where it had been draped over the fence. He used it to wipe the sweat off his face, then tossed it back without bothering to put it on. His body was sculpted in the kind of way that said he didn’t just work out—he worked.

Then, for just a second, his head turned. Not quite looking at her, but in her direction.

Stacy didn’t move.

She told herself he probably couldn’t see through the window clearly. The morning sun was behind her. Maybe the glare blocked her. Or maybe he could see her, standing there in her robe, holding her coffee, not even pretending to look away.

Her nipples pressed against the fabric of the robe, tight and obvious. She didn’t shift to hide them.

Outside, Blake smirked. Just a little. Just enough.

Then he pushed the mower forward again.

Stacy let out a slow breath she hadn’t realized she was holding.

She turned away from the window, finally.

The mug clinked as she set it down on the counter, louder than she meant. Her fingers lingered around the handle, her jaw tight. She wasn’t mad—at least not in any way she could explain. The feeling was more like pressure, like something she’d been holding in too long. Something that didn’t have words, just weight.

Her eyes drifted to the hallway, to the stairs, to the space where Jason had stood that morning.

He used to look at her like that. Like the sight of her meant something. Like he wanted her. Not out of habit, not because she was his wife, but because his body couldn’t help it. The hunger used to be real.

Now, it was appointments. Conference calls. Logistics. "Sorry babe, I’m wiped tonight." A kiss on the cheek. A thank-you after sex, as if she’d done him a favor.

She exhaled slowly, feeling heat behind her eyes but refusing to let it show.

Maybe she was being dramatic. He provided. He didn’t cheat. He sent her flowers on her birthday and remembered to call her mom on holidays. But when was the last time he’d pulled her against a wall just because he couldn’t wait? When was the last time he’d left a bruise from grabbing her too hard in bed? When was the last time her body had felt claimed?

Her fingers drifted down without thinking, brushing lightly over the sash of her robe. It wasn’t tied tight. It opened just a little as she shifted. She looked down at her own bare skin, soft and warm and neglected.

She let her fingertips hover just above the waistband of her underwear.

Outside, she heard the low mechanical hum of the mower stop. Silence followed.

She didn’t move.

The image of Blake’s body was still burned behind her eyes—those shoulders, that smirk, the way he didn’t apologize for being looked at. He wanted to be seen. Jason would’ve acted like he didn’t notice. Blake dared her to keep watching.

Her hand lowered a little.

A sharp knock at the front door made her flinch.

She pulled her hand back quickly, robe closed in one smooth motion.

For a second, her heart pounded—not from fear, but something else. Something hot and guilty and electric.

She didn’t move toward the door right away. She stood there, waiting. Listening.

But no one knocked again.

[image: ]


The sheets were cold on Jason’s side of the bed.

Stacy lay still, one leg bent, the covers pulled loosely over her hips. The bedroom was quiet except for the faint ticking of the clock on the nightstand. The kind of silence that wasn’t peaceful—just empty.

She turned her head toward the other side of the bed, her eyes tracing the faint crease in the pillow where Jason had slept the night before. It still held the faintest scent of his cologne, something crisp and neutral that never lingered long. She reached out and touched the edge of it, curling her fingers into the fabric.

Her phone was face down beside her. He hadn’t called again.

He’d probably passed out in a hotel room somewhere, laptop open, half a sandwich on the table. Maybe he’d thought about texting her. Maybe not. Either way, he wasn’t here. He wouldn’t be here for days.

Her hand moved slowly across the bed, skimming her own stomach, then lower.

She didn’t close her eyes right away. She stared at the ceiling, her breath catching as her fingers slipped beneath the waistband of her underwear. Her touch was tentative at first. Searching. Testing. But the ache had been building since that morning. Since the window. Since she saw the way Blake had watched her and hadn’t looked away.

Her other hand gripped the pillow, holding it close to her chest, her hips rising slightly as she began to move against her fingers.

She didn’t think about Jason.

Not once.

She thought about sweat-slicked skin. Rough hands. The sound of a mower being pushed across freshly cut grass. The curve of his smirk. The way he stood tall and unashamed, like his body was there for her to see. Like it belonged in her mind.

Her breath hitched, and her thighs tensed. She came hard, quick, quiet.

Afterward, she lay still, one hand still beneath the waistband, the other still gripping Jason’s pillow. The air felt thick around her, the room darker somehow.

She didn’t feel guilty.

She just felt awake.


CHAPTER 2


The heat had crept in early.

By the time Stacy stepped out the front door, the pavement was already radiating warmth up through the soles of her bare feet. She squinted against the sunlight, shielding her eyes with one hand as she stepped down onto the driveway. Her other hand clutched the knot of her robe—not because it was threatening to fall open, but because part of her liked the feeling of it being barely held together.

The robe was thin. Light gray cotton. Worn soft from too many washes. Beneath it, she wore the shortest pair of shorts she owned—ones she hadn’t put on in months. They clung to her ass in a way that felt obscene for something labeled “sleepwear.” The waistband sat low on her hips, and every step made the hem ride a little higher.

She didn’t really need to get the mail right then. It could’ve waited.

But she needed the air. That was the excuse she gave herself.

As she reached the curb, she glanced to the side instinctively. Blake’s house. Same white paint, same overgrown rosebush by the porch. His truck was parked in the driveway. Her stomach tensed.

She stood in front of the mailbox for a second before opening it. Her heart had already started to speed up, even though she told herself it was just habit. She pulled out a stack of envelopes and a package slip, flipping through them without really reading.

Then, out of the corner of her eye, she saw movement.

High up. Second-floor window.

She didn’t turn right away. She let herself finish sorting the mail slowly, lips slightly parted, mind half-focused and half racing. The robe was gaping open at the thigh now, one leg bare to the hip when the breeze caught it just right.

She could close it. She could go back inside.

But she didn’t.

Instead, she let one of the envelopes slip from her hand, fluttering onto the pavement like an accident.

She looked down at it. Paused. Then bent at the waist, slow.

The robe opened even more. Her shorts rode up tight against the crease of her ass. The curve of her thighs was fully exposed.

She stayed like that for a second longer than she needed to.

Just long enough to make sure he was still watching.

Her fingertips brushed the envelope, but she didn’t pick it up right away.

She let her weight shift slightly, hips angled, one foot stepping back just a little to part her legs as she leaned down. Her thighs stretched against the hem of her shorts, tight enough to dig in. She imagined how it looked from across the street—how the sunlight lit the soft skin at the tops of her legs, how the robe draped lazily to the side, revealing more than it hid.

Her breathing slowed, deepened.

She gripped the envelope, slowly straightened up, smoothing her hand down the back of her robe, pretending to fix it while really pressing the fabric tighter across her ass.

She turned her head then, as if just now remembering her surroundings.

And there he was.

Second-floor window, half-shadowed by blinds pulled lazily to the side. Blake, standing at the glass, shirtless again, one hand resting on the frame. He didn’t flinch when her eyes met his. He didn’t step back.

His other hand was lower.

She stared.

There was no mistaking the slow movement of his wrist. The way his bicep flexed. He was stroking himself, right there at the window, right in front of her. Not hidden. Not subtle. It wasn’t accidental.

Her throat tightened. Heat bloomed low in her belly, spreading fast.

She could have turned away. Pretended not to see. But her feet didn’t move. Her arms didn’t rise to cover anything.

Her nipples pressed hard against the fabric of her robe, instantly aching. Her thighs squeezed together. She felt wetness already forming, quick and deep.

Still, she didn’t look away.

Neither did he.

Stacy didn’t know how long they stood there, staring at each other.

Her pulse thudded in her ears. She could hear the wind move through the trees, the faint hum of a lawn mower three houses down, the distant sound of a dog barking somewhere. But everything else in her world narrowed to that second-floor window.

Blake’s arm moved again. Slow. Rhythmic. Deliberate.

He wasn’t jerking himself off in the frantic, hungry way of someone desperate. It was almost lazy. Confident. Like he was enjoying the idea of her seeing it more than the act itself. Like this wasn’t for him—it was for her.

She felt the weight of his stare. He didn’t smirk this time. His mouth was firm, eyes locked with hers through the glass like he was daring her to break first.

The mail in her hands began to shake.

She stepped back toward the front door, slowly, her gaze never leaving him. Her body felt loose, unsteady, like it didn’t fully belong to her anymore. Like her limbs were buzzing and her skin was too tight.

She couldn’t believe what she’d just seen.

She also couldn’t believe how wet she was.

By the time she reached the door, her thighs were sticky, the inside of her shorts damp in a way that made her bite her lip and pause before turning the handle.

She opened the door slowly, stepped inside, and left it just slightly ajar behind her.

Her fingers still gripped the mail, forgotten in her hand.

She didn’t look back.

But she wanted to.

The house felt cooler the moment she stepped inside.

She closed her eyes for a second and leaned her back against the door, her chest rising and falling faster than it should have. Her skin tingled under the robe. She hadn’t realized how flushed she was until the air hit her. It brushed across the dampness between her thighs, and she swallowed hard.

Her fingers were still curled around the stack of mail, crinkled and half-folded now from how tightly she’d gripped it. She dropped it on the console table by the entryway without looking. Her hand lingered there for a moment, then slowly dragged across the table’s surface as she started to walk deeper into the house.

Each step was slow. Controlled. Her bare feet padded across the floor, but the rest of her body buzzed with tension, like it was straining to hold still.

She thought about the way he’d looked at her. Not like she was a passing distraction. Not like she was doing something wrong.

He looked at her like he’d been waiting for that moment. Like he knew it would come.

She reached the kitchen and set both hands on the counter to steady herself. Her knees felt weak, her thighs still slick with arousal, and she could feel her underwear clinging to her in a way that made her want to strip right there in the kitchen.

Instead, she turned toward the back of the house. The window over the sink gave a clear view of the backyard fence—the one that lined up directly with Blake’s.

She didn’t look away from it as she loosened the tie of her robe, letting it fall open just enough to feel the air on her bare stomach.

Then she turned and walked upstairs.

The door downstairs stayed open. Just a crack.

Just enough.
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The sheets were tangled around her ankles.

She hadn’t bothered with pajamas. She’d crawled into bed after her shower with only a thin tank top and panties, both clinging to her damp skin. The ceiling fan turned in slow, lazy circles above her, stirring the warm air but not cooling her down. Her thighs still felt sticky, her nipples had stayed hard for hours.

She couldn’t stop thinking about the window. About the way Blake had stood there, owning the moment, unashamed. His body. His eyes. The slow, deliberate stroke of his hand as he watched her.

She wondered if he was thinking about her now. She wondered if he was watching again.

She reached down beneath the sheets, already throbbing before her fingers made contact. She pressed two fingers against the soaked fabric, then slid beneath it, stroking herself slowly.

The window was open.

She’d left it that way on purpose. Cracked just enough for the air, for the sound. For the chance.

Her other hand gripped the sheets as she moaned softly into the empty room. Not a whisper this time. Not quiet.

She spread her legs wider and moved faster. Her hips lifted, breath ragged, teeth sinking into her bottom lip before she let the sound out again, louder, raw.

The thought of him hearing it made her wetter.

Her climax rolled through her faster than she expected. Her back arched. She gasped his name in her head, not Jason’s. Never Jason’s.

She lay there afterward, legs still trembling, chest rising and falling with shallow, uneven breaths. The breeze moved across her bare stomach, cooling the sweat as it settled.

Somewhere outside, a door creaked.

She smiled in the dark.


CHAPTER 3


The knock was sharp. Not hurried. Not polite. Just three firm raps—enough to make her heart jump.

Stacy looked up from the couch, blinking like she’d just woken from a dream. She’d been curled under a thin throw, her legs stretched out, phone in hand, scrolling through nothing. The TV was on but muted. The afternoon sun slanted across the hardwood floor, lighting up dust she hadn’t bothered to sweep.

She glanced at the door.

No one was expected.

Jason wouldn’t be back until Sunday. The thought came and went with no particular weight.

She stood slowly, pushing the blanket off her bare legs, adjusting the oversized t-shirt she wore. It hit just below the curve of her ass—nothing underneath. She hesitated for a second, then walked to the door without bothering to check through the peephole.

She opened it.

Blake stood on her porch, shirtless again, his body glistening from the sun. One arm hung relaxed at his side. The other held a small brown box—her name printed in bold black lettering across the front.

He didn’t smile. Didn’t speak.

Just looked at her.

Then he stepped forward.

Not a question. Not a pause. He crossed the threshold with the same confidence he used to push a mower, or work shirtless in the sun like the street belonged to him.

She froze in place, body humming, mouth slightly open.

He walked past her, leaving the door wide open behind him.

Her breath caught.

Blake set a package on the entry table and turned toward her, his expression unreadable. He glanced down at her legs, bare, skin flushed from the heat—or maybe something else.

He didn’t look away.

Neither did she.

She didn’t move right away.

The door was still open behind her, letting in warm air, the soft hum of a neighbor’s sprinkler system, the occasional bird call. But inside the house, the atmosphere had shifted completely. He wasn’t speaking. He wasn’t smiling. He didn’t need to.

Blake’s presence took up the whole entryway. He hadn’t gone far, just a few feet inside, standing with one hand resting on the edge of the console table, eyes on her like he was waiting to see what she’d do next.

Stacy stayed still, back straight, legs tense beneath her thin shirt. Her skin was tingling all over—neck, arms, thighs. Especially thighs.

Blake’s eyes moved over her body again, slower this time. He was looking at her legs, the hem of her t-shirt, the shadow of bare skin underneath.

He tilted his head slightly, voice low when he finally spoke.

“You always smell like that?”

She blinked. “Like what?”

He stepped a little closer.

“Like you’re about to do something you shouldn’t.”

Her breath caught.

The words landed somewhere deep in her chest, then lower. She didn’t answer. She couldn’t—not with her pulse hammering the way it was.

Blake didn’t fill the silence. He just stood there, watching her. Not demanding anything. Not pushing.

But everything about his body said he could, if he wanted to.

He glanced once toward the open door, then back at her face.

“You gonna close that?” he asked.

Stacy turned, slowly, and pushed the door shut.

When it clicked into place, the sound was final. Heavy. Like the last bit of air had been sealed out.

She turned back to face him.

Blake was even closer now.

Stacy didn’t remember taking a step, but somehow they were only a breath apart now.

She could feel the heat coming off him—sun-warmed skin and something earthier, sweat mixed with sawdust. He must’ve been working outside again. There was a faint smudge of dirt near his collarbone, just above the curve of his chest.

Her eyes dropped there before she could stop them.

She cleared her throat. “You didn’t knock yesterday.”

He looked down at her mouth before replying. “You didn’t seem like you’d mind.”

She didn’t answer.

The silence stretched between them, thick with something unspoken. Something obvious. Neither of them moved. Her back was inches from the wall now, and she wasn’t sure when she’d backed up. Her breath came in shallow pulls, and she knew he could see it.

He reached past her slowly—just his arm—and gently pushed the door the rest of the way closed. This time it clicked softer, more deliberately.

The sound felt intimate.

He let his hand rest on the door for a second, inches from her face. Not touching her. Just close enough that she could smell the sweat on his wrist, the sharp scent of the sun on his skin.

He looked down at her again.

Stacy’s lips parted, but nothing came out.

Her heartbeat was loud. Her nipples tightened beneath the thin cotton of her shirt, and her thighs pressed together without thinking. He hadn’t even touched her.

Still, she didn’t move away.

Not an inch.

His hand moved without a word.

Not fast. Not aggressive. Just confident. Like he’d already decided it was going to happen.

His fingers brushed the side of her thigh, then curled gently over her hipbone. The warmth of his touch sank into her skin immediately, sending a jolt through her that made her breath catch. She didn’t flinch. She didn’t stop him. Her hands stayed at her sides, open, useless.

His thumb traced along the top edge of her shorts, where the waistband sat low and soft against her pelvis. The tip of his thumb slipped just under the fabric. Barely. Enough to make her entire body tense and lean forward slightly without meaning to.

She felt her lips part.

Still, she didn’t say anything. Didn’t pull away.

His other hand found her waist, fingers spreading across the curve of her lower back. His palm was large. Heavy. He slid it up slowly until his fingertips brushed the bare skin beneath her shirt.

Every inch of her was aware of him.

She finally looked up at him fully, their eyes locking for the first time since he walked in. There was no question in his expression. No uncertainty. Just heat.

Blake leaned in. Not to kiss her—but close enough that she felt his breath against her lips. Her whole body was wired, every nerve tuned to the smallest sensation.

His hand lingered one second more.

Then he let go.

He stepped back just enough to give her space, then turned without a word.

No lingering look. No smug grin. He walked to the door, pulled it open, and let the sunlight pour in again. His shadow stretched across the floor, long and lean and confident. For a second, Stacy thought he might say something. Anything.

But he didn’t.

He stepped outside and closed the door behind him.

Softly.

No slam. No goodbye. Just silence.

She stood there in the same spot, her back still lightly pressed to the wall, her breath uneven. Her shirt clung to her skin. Her thighs were slick. The places where he’d touched her—her hip, her back, just beneath the waistband—burned like they were marked.

She ran a hand down her side, pressing her palm where his fingers had been, like she could hold the feeling there just a little longer.

Her knees felt weak.

She didn’t know how long she stood there. A full minute maybe. Maybe more. Long enough for the heat from his body to finally fade from the air.

She looked at the door.

She didn’t lock it.


CHAPTER 4


She woke up tangled in the sheets again.

The sun was already climbing high, pouring in through the half-open blinds. It lit the bedroom in thin, hot strips, casting shadows across the white duvet, across her bare thighs, across the pillow beside her that hadn’t been touched in days.

Stacy stared at the ceiling for a long time before moving. She could still feel the pressure of Blake’s hand on her hip. Her body remembered it better than she wanted it to. Not just the shape of his fingers—but the silence in the room when he touched her. The heat between them. The fact that she hadn’t stopped him.

Not even close.

Her thighs pressed together under the covers.

She turned on her side and grabbed her phone from the nightstand. No texts. No missed calls. Just the same message Jason had sent late the night before:

[11:52 PM]

Jason: "Back-to-back meetings tomorrow. I’ll try to call after lunch. Love you."

She reread it, then locked the screen and tossed the phone onto the bed beside her. The ache low in her stomach hadn’t faded overnight. If anything, it had settled deeper.

She got up slowly and walked to the bathroom. Avoided the window. She didn’t want to know if Blake was out there. Or if he wasn’t. Both thoughts did things to her.

She showered, stood under the hot water too long, shaved her legs even though she had nowhere to be, and spent too much time on her makeup for a day she planned to spend entirely at home. When she passed the mirror, she noticed the flush in her cheeks before she turned away.

Downstairs, the house felt too quiet again. But it was a different kind of quiet now.

Not empty.

Waiting.

The phone rang just after one.

Stacy grabbed it before the second ring. Her heart jumped even though she already knew who it was. She cleared her throat before answering, trying to sound casual.

“Hey,” she said, walking toward the back door.

“Hey, babe.” Jason’s voice was warm, a little tired. “I miss you.”

“I miss you too.” Her voice came out softer than she expected.

She slid open the patio door but didn’t step outside. Just stood there, looking at the empty yard, one hand on the glass. No sign of Blake. She didn’t know if that made it better or worse.

Jason talked for a while—client drama, the hotel breakfast, the rental car company charging him twice. She let him speak, answered when she needed to, but mostly just listened. The sound of his voice still brought comfort, but it didn’t fill her. Not the way it used to.

“You okay?” he asked after a long pause. “You’re quiet.”

She hesitated. “I’m fine. Just tired. Didn’t sleep well.”

“Too hot?”

She let a silence stretch between them before answering. “Something like that.”

He chuckled lightly. “I’ll be home soon. We’ll fix that.”

She smiled without meaning to. “You promise?”

“Cross my heart.”

She almost said it then. Almost told him what happened at the door, about the package, about how Blake had touched her, about how she hadn’t done a single thing to stop it. The words danced on the tip of her tongue twice. Her lips even parted.

But she couldn’t do it. Not yet.

Instead, she walked her fingers along the edge of the counter and said, “Can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

“If I told you another guy thought I was sexy… would that bother you?”

There was a pause.

“A guy like who?”

She laughed nervously. “Just hypothetical.”

Another pause. Then Jason’s voice, quieter now.

“Maybe I’d like it.”

The line was quiet for a second. Then Jason laughed, but not like it was a joke. More like he was working something out in his head.

“Wait,” he said slowly. “Is this a real question?”

Stacy leaned against the kitchen counter, her heart thudding in a way that didn’t feel like guilt anymore. It felt closer to adrenaline. Closer to power.

“Maybe,” she said. “I don’t know.”

Jason exhaled through his nose. “So what—some guy was checking you out?”

“Maybe.”

“Where? Like, at the store?”

She ran her finger in circles on the counter. “Closer.”

“How close?”

She smiled, even though he couldn’t see it. “Close enough to see what I was wearing. Maybe even hear me moan.”

Silence.

Not shocked. Not angry. Just still.

Jason cleared his throat. “You’re serious.”

She said nothing.

Then: “Are you mad?”

“No,” he said quickly. “Just… surprised.”

“I thought you might be jealous.”

“I am. But it’s weird. It kind of turned me on.”

Her knees went a little weak.

He continued, voice lower now. “What did you do?”

“Nothing.”

“That doesn’t sound like nothing.”

She waited. “Would you want to know? If something did happen?”

Another pause. Then he answered, slow but sure. “Yeah. I’d want to know. All of it.”

She bit her lip, her thighs tightening.

“Even the dirty parts?”

“Especially the dirty parts.”

She pressed the phone tighter to her ear, her breath shallow now.

“You’ve really thought about that?” she asked. “Other men… wanting me?”

Jason didn’t answer right away. When he did, his voice was quieter than before, a little rough around the edges.

“Yeah. I think I’ve always liked that. Just never said it out loud.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t know. Maybe I didn’t want to admit it. Or maybe I didn’t think you’d ever be into something like that.”

She let that sit for a second.

“I didn’t think I was either,” she said. “Until lately.”

Jason made a low sound in his throat, not quite a moan, but close.

“Is there someone?” he asked. “Like, actually?”

She hesitated, then spoke slowly. “There might be.”

He was silent again. But not with hesitation. It felt like he was picturing it.

“What would you do,” she said, “if I told you I wanted to… flirt with him? Maybe more?”

Jason breathed into the phone. She could tell he was hard just by the tension in his voice.

“I’d want to hear about it,” he said. “Exactly how it happened. Word for word.”

Her skin prickled.

“I’d tell you everything,” she whispered.

The line stayed quiet after that. Neither of them wanted to speak. The air between them, even across states, was thick with something new. Something dangerous.

Something they weren’t going to put back in the box.
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The house was dark, the only light a dull glow spilling in from the hallway.

Stacy lay flat on the bed, one leg bent at the knee, the sheet pulled down past her waist. Her tank top was twisted around her ribs, barely covering her chest. Her panties were soaked through, clinging to her, warm and damp and useless.

She didn’t bother taking them off.

Her hand moved slowly over the fabric, pressing harder than the night before. She already knew what she needed. Her body was humming, hips lifting with every stroke. The heat between her thighs was unbearable.

The phone was on the nightstand, face down. Jason hadn’t texted again, but she could still hear his voice. I’d want to hear about it. Word for word.

She imagined calling him right now. One hand on the phone, the other between her legs. She imagined telling him everything—what Blake’s skin felt like when he touched her, what his breath sounded like near her ear.

Her fingers slipped beneath the fabric. She was already throbbing, soaking wet, her body aching to be filled with something, anything. She spread her legs wider, toes curling into the sheets.

Then, in the dark, her voice came out soft. Barely more than a breath.

“Blake.”

She said it again, quieter this time. Not a moan. Not a fantasy.

A confession.

Her fingers moved faster. Her back arched. She came hard, sharp, everything inside her tightening, clenching, then flooding with release. The name echoed in her head.

Not Jason’s.

Never Jason’s.


CHAPTER 5


The hum of power tools buzzed through the open kitchen window.

Stacy paused, her hands still damp from rinsing a glass, and tilted her head toward the sound. It was low and rhythmic—something grinding against wood. Every few seconds, it stopped, followed by a loud thud, then a pause. Then it started again.

She knew exactly where it was coming from.

Blake’s backyard.

The heat was already pressing in through the open screen door. Midday sun turned the patio into a glowing sheet of light. The air shimmered above the concrete. Somewhere behind the fence, he was working—again. Probably shirtless. Probably sweating.

Her heart started to thump harder just from the thought.

She wiped her hands on a towel and opened the fridge. Her eyes scanned for something, anything. An excuse. A reason to walk over. She found a half-pitcher of lemonade, still cold. She pulled it out and poured a glass, watching the ice clink against the sides.

She stood for a long moment with the glass in her hand, barefoot on the tile floor, staring out at the side gate.

The sound of the tool stopped. Then came the deeper sound of a hammer hitting wood.

Her fingers tightened around the glass.

A few minutes later, she stepped outside, glass in hand, robe tied tighter than necessary. The heat wrapped around her instantly. Her skin already damp from the humidity.

She moved slowly toward the side gate. Then paused. “Blake?” she called.

A moment passed.

Then his voice, from behind the fence—rough, warm, close.

“It’s open.”

She hesitated just long enough to make it look like she might turn back.

Then she didn’t.

The gate creaked as she pushed it open, the hinges stiff from sun and time.

Blake was bent over near the back fence, hammer in one hand, a wooden post propped against his knee. His back flexed with every movement—wide, defined, damp with sweat. He didn’t look up at first, but she knew he’d heard her.

The yard was simple, open. A few tools scattered in the grass, a cooler half-buried in shade, an old folding chair leaning against the side of the house. The sun was unforgiving, pouring down like heat was a punishment.

She stepped closer, her bare feet brushing the edge of the grass.

He stood then, wiping the sweat from his brow with the inside of his arm. Shirtless, of course. His chest glistened, stomach tight and ridged, shorts riding low on his hips. There was sawdust on his arms. A smear of dirt above his waistband. He looked like work. Real work. The kind that left your muscles aching and your skin raw.

His eyes dragged over her body, not fast, not polite.

She held the glass out.

“Thought you might want this,” she said, her voice steadier than she expected.

Blake took it without replying. His fingers brushed hers—warm, rough, heavy. He didn’t look at the glass.

He looked at her mouth.

Then her chest.

Then back up.

He drank the lemonade in three slow gulps, the sound of ice clicking against the glass, his throat moving thickly with each swallow. A drop escaped the rim and rolled down his chin, onto his chest, where it disappeared into the curve between his pecs.

Stacy’s breath caught, and she knew he saw it.

He handed the empty glass back.

“You always walk around in that robe?” he asked.

Her lips curved, barely.

“Only when I know someone’s watching.”

Blake didn’t laugh. He didn’t even smirk.

He just turned and walked to the shaded side of the yard, toward a patched-together section of patio with a folding chair and a plastic cooler. He pulled the chair upright and nodded toward it without speaking.

She followed.

The heat wrapped around her shoulders like a second robe. The lemonade glass felt suddenly too cold in her hand, her skin already damp beneath the thin fabric of her clothes.

He popped the cooler open and pulled out a water bottle. Cracked the seal. Took a long drink. His eyes never left her.

She sat.

Carefully. Slowly. Legs crossed, one ankle swinging gently in the air as she leaned back, robe parting just enough to reveal the edge of her shorts and the skin above her thighs. She could feel him watching. Not pretending to look away. Not acting coy or distracted.

Just watching.

Her body reacted immediately.

She shifted in the chair, subtly adjusting her weight, her thighs pressing tighter together. The sudden awareness of how wet she already was made her swallow hard.

She let her gaze wander across the yard, not speaking. Her heart thudded heavy in her chest. Every breath felt warmer than the one before. Every inch of her skin was aware of the way his body loomed just a few steps away.

And when she finally looked back at him⁠—

He was still staring.

She didn’t flinch when he came closer.

The chair creaked slightly as she shifted, feeling his presence at her back before he even touched her. His shadow fell across her legs, and the heat of his body moved in behind her like a wall. She didn’t breathe.

Then his hands landed on her shoulders.

Large, warm palms. Rough in all the right ways. He didn’t ask. Didn’t speak. Just started to rub—slow, steady circles across the tight muscles near her neck, the edge of his thumbs sliding across her collarbone where the robe had slipped open.

Her head tilted forward without meaning to.

She let out a breath that was almost a moan.

Blake’s hands moved lower. Down her arms, over the short sleeves of the robe, then back up—more pressure this time. He leaned in just slightly, enough that she could feel the air from his mouth near her ear, and the sound of his breath sent a ripple through her belly.

His thumbs slid down the sides of her ribs, just beneath the curve of her breasts.

Stacy’s breath hitched. She was trembling now. Not from fear. Not from surprise.

From permission.

She could stop it.

She didn’t.

His hands paused at her waist. Stayed there. His thumbs dug gently into the soft curve just above the band of her shorts.

They stayed that way—silent, hot, completely aware of how far it had already gone.

How much further it could go.

She reached behind her.

Slowly. Deliberately.

Her fingers found the edge of his shorts, brushed the skin just above the waistband, then slid lower until her palm rested over the thick shape pressing hard beneath the fabric.

He sucked in a breath through his teeth. Didn’t move.

Her hand cupped him fully. She squeezed.

Not hard. Not teasing. Just enough to feel him. To know what she had in her hand. Her thumb dragged along the ridge of his cock, still hidden, but not for long if she kept touching him like that.

Blake leaned forward slightly, one hand gripping the back of the chair. His groan came out low, deep, like it had been waiting behind his teeth for days.

She smiled, even as her thighs clenched together under the robe.

His body was tense above her. Wanting. Waiting.

She turned her head just enough for her mouth to brush the inside of his arm. Then she let go of him, hand falling back to her lap, chest rising fast beneath the robe.

“Not yet,” she whispered.

He didn’t argue.

He stepped back.

Stacy stood slowly, legs shaky, heartbeat pounding in her ears. Her hand was still tingling, her pussy soaked. She walked past him, heading for the gate, not daring to look over her shoulder.

She didn’t have to.

She could feel his eyes on her the whole way out.


CHAPTER 6


The water was almost too hot when she stepped in.

It hit her shoulders like a wall, pouring down her back in a steady, blistering stream that turned the glass foggy within seconds. She tilted her head down and let the spray run through her hair, eyes closed, breathing slow.

She told herself it was to reset.

To rinse him off her.

To get back to normal.

But the second she touched the loofah to her skin, she knew that wasn’t going to happen.

Her body was too aware. Too alive. Every inch of her burned with a leftover charge she couldn’t scrub away. Blake’s hands had barely touched her—just her shoulders, her ribs, her hips—but her body had memorized every second of it. She could feel the weight of him still lingering in her muscles.

She let the loofah drop and pressed both palms to the wall.

The sound of the water echoed against tile. Her chest rose and fell faster now. She tried to stay still, to let the heat work it out of her system. But the moment she closed her eyes again, she saw him.

Standing behind her.

His arms sliding around her waist, pulling her back into him, his chest pressed to her soaked skin. That heat. That smell. That rough breath against her ear.

Stacy bit her lip and exhaled hard through her nose.

She wasn’t supposed to want this. But it didn’t matter.

She wanted it anyway.

And it was getting harder and harder to pretend she didn’t.

Stacy stepped out of the shower dripping and flushed, her skin pink from the heat. She didn’t dry off right away—just stood there in front of the mirror, towel wrapped low around her chest, water beading along her thighs.

Her phone buzzed on the bathroom counter.

It was Jason, calling her on FaceTime.

Her breath caught. She hesitated for a second, glancing at her reflection—wet, flushed, still breathing a little too hard.

She answered.

The screen lit up with Jason’s face. He was in bed, propped up on one elbow, hair messy, bare chest half in shadow.

“Holy shit,” he said, grinning. “Did I catch you at a bad time?”

“That depends,” she said, lips curling. “What exactly are you hoping to catch?”

Jason exhaled slowly. “You’re wrapped in a towel. Your skin’s wet. That’s either the best coincidence of my life or you knew I was about to call.”

“I didn’t know,” she said, moving the phone just slightly, enough to show the curve of her shoulder and the slope of one breast, still damp.

He groaned immediately. “Jesus, baby.”

She smirked, walking to the bed. “What?”

“You’re trying to kill me. That’s what. Do you know what I’ve been thinking about all damn day?”

“I have a few guesses.”

He adjusted the phone in his hand, showing the way his free hand slid down his stomach beneath the sheets. “I miss your mouth. I miss your thighs. I miss that sound you make when I go down on you and don’t let you come right away.”

Stacy’s knees went weak.

She sat on the bed, crossing her legs slowly. “You mean the one where I beg?”

Jason groaned again. “Yeah. That one. I want to hear it.”

She brought the phone closer to her lips. “You’re gonna have to work for it.”

Jason pushed the sheet off his chest, and the camera slipped lower. His hand was already moving beneath the waistband of his briefs, slow and deliberate.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” he said, voice low, tight with need. “I couldn’t focus in meetings. I had to sit there pretending I wasn’t hard the whole damn time.”

Stacy bit her lip. “Poor baby.”

He laughed. “You think it’s funny? My wife’s at home dripping wet and moaning into the phone, and I’m stuck jacking off in a fucking hotel?”

“You’re not jacking off yet,” she said. “I haven’t given you permission.”

Jason’s eyes flared. “Is that how it is now?”

“Maybe.”

He tugged his briefs down, just enough to wrap his hand around his cock. He was already fully hard. Thick. Veins raised.

“You know what gets me off more than anything right now?” he said. “Thinking about someone else seeing you like this. Knowing how bad they’d want you. How desperate they’d be to taste you.”

Her breath hitched.

“Tell me,” he said. “Did someone look at you today? I want to know.”

Stacy smirked, towel slipping a little lower.

“Maybe.”

Jason’s hand moved faster. His voice dropped into a growl. “Tell me what he saw.”

“He saw me standing in the yard,” she said. “In nothing but a robe. He watched me bring him lemonade.”

“That all?”

“He stared at my chest the whole time. Didn’t even pretend not to.”

Jason’s jaw clenched. “Did you like it?”

“Yes.”

His eyes burned into the screen. “Fuck. If I was there, I’d take that same towel you’re wearing and tie your wrists to the bed.”

“Oh yeah?”

“I’d spread your legs, make you drip all over the sheets, and tell him to watch.”

Stacy gasped.

Jason stroked himself harder. “I want him to see what I get to fuck. I want him to jerk off while I eat your pussy.”

She moaned, thighs pressing together.

“I want you to make noise, Stacy. Loud enough for him to hear through the walls. Loud enough that he knows you’re not his.”

She swallowed thickly.

Jason stared straight into the screen. “But I’d let him taste you. Just once. If you begged.”

Stacy’s toes curled.

“You’d let him fuck me?”

Jason didn’t blink. “If you promised to tell me every damn second of it.”

Stacy slid back onto the bed, towel falling open across her stomach, her skin still warm and slick from the shower.

“Show me,” Jason said, his voice husky now, the sound of his stroking audible through the line.

She angled the phone toward her chest, letting him see the curve of her breasts as she dragged one hand slowly down her body, over her stomach, between her thighs.

“You want to watch me fuck myself?” she whispered.

Jason groaned. “Yeah, baby. I want to watch you get messy for me.”

She pulled her panties to the side. The fabric stuck, soaked. Her fingers slipped through the wetness with no resistance. She circled her clit once, slow and lazy, keeping her eyes on the screen—but in her head, it wasn’t Jason watching her.

It was Blake.

She imagined him standing at the edge of the bed, arms crossed, smirking down at her. His rough hands still on her shoulders, his fingers digging into her sides. His voice in her ear, low and filthy.

Jason moaned through the phone. “You’re so fucking wet. Are you thinking about him?”

She hesitated.

Then let out a soft, “Yes.”

He stroked harder. “Good girl.”

She spread her legs wider. “He stood behind me today. Put his hands on my hips.”

Jason’s breathing changed.

“And I let him.”

“Fuck,” he muttered. “Keep going.”

She pushed two fingers inside herself and arched her back, moaning louder now. She tilted the phone just enough for him to see the way her stomach clenched, her legs trembled, her hand worked deeper.

“Did he make you this wet?” Jason asked.

“He didn’t have to,” she gasped. “I already was.”

“Say his name.”

She paused, her voice catching.

“Say it,” Jason said again. “You’re not gonna break me. I want to hear it.”

She pressed her fingers deeper, breath ragged.

“Blake.”

Jason moaned. “That’s it. Keep saying it while you come.”

“Blake—fuck—Blake⁠—”

Her body tensed, back arching, orgasm crashing over her fast and uncontrollable. She was loud. She didn’t hold back. She let Jason hear it all.

And in her mind, Blake never looked away.

Jason came seconds after she did, groaning her name into the speaker, his breath heavy and fast. She watched his body tense on the screen, his stomach muscles pulling tight, hand gripping himself hard as he spilled across his chest.

“Jesus Christ,” he said, eyes fluttering shut for a moment. “I’m not gonna survive this week.”

Stacy let out a soft laugh, still catching her breath, her hand resting between her legs.

On the other end of the line, Jason looked up at her again, his eyes soft now, face flushed.

“I meant what I said,” he murmured. “If it ever happens—if you want it to—I want to hear about it. All of it.”

She nodded, slow and wordless.

“Whatever you do with him,” he added, “I still want to be the one you come home to.”

Her chest ached. But not in a bad way.

“Okay,” she whispered.

They stayed on the line a little longer, the silence this time less charged, more intimate. A shared secret. A promise neither of them quite understood yet.

Eventually, he said he needed to clean up and call it a night.

“Goodnight, baby.”

“Goodnight,” she whispered.

The screen went black.

Stacy set the phone aside and leaned back against the pillows, her towel bunched around her hips, her chest bare, her thighs still open and slick.

The room was quiet again. But it didn’t feel empty.

She wasn’t guilty.

She was still wet.

And she wasn’t done.


CHAPTER 7


The light through the blinds was soft, early, golden.

Stacy rolled over in bed, hair tangled across her face, the sheets twisted around her waist. Her skin was warm with sleep, thighs pressed together under the covers, her body still humming from the night before.

She blinked at the screen of her phone, still glowing dimly on the nightstand.

[6:42 AM] Jason:

Still thinking about last night. Can’t stop.

Her heart fluttered. She opened the message, rereading it, and then saw the second one.

[6:58 AM] Jason:

Don’t wait for me.

She stared at that one longer.

It didn’t come with a winky face or a follow-up. No emoji to soften it. No question mark. Just that—five words that sat heavy in her chest and warm between her legs.

Don’t wait for me.

It wasn’t just permission. It was something else. A push. A challenge. An open door she wasn’t sure either of them could close again.

She lay there for a moment, phone resting on her chest, pulse rising. She thought about calling him. Thought about letting the conversation die where it was.

But then she tapped his name and hit “Call.”

The phone rang twice.

He picked up with no hello.

Jason’s voice was thick with sleep. Or maybe something else.

“I meant it,” he said. No greeting. No hesitation.

Stacy lay back against the pillows, the phone pressed tight to her ear.

“You meant… what exactly?”

“That text,” he said. “All of it. I don’t want you to wait.”

She swallowed. “You want me to fuck him.”

“I want you to fuck him,” he said. “But I don’t want you to sneak around about it. I want you to tell me. In detail. While it’s happening, if you can.”

She breathed out slowly, chest rising.

“You’re serious.”

“Stacy,” he said, his voice low and level, “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you saying his name while your fingers were inside you. You think I can pretend that didn’t happen?”

She said nothing.

He went on. “You think I don’t know where this is heading? You’re gonna fuck him. The only question is whether you tell me when you do it.”

A pause.

“And I want you to.”

Stacy shifted, one hand sliding beneath the sheet, instinctively resting between her thighs. She wasn’t touching herself. Not yet.

But she would be.

“Say it again,” she whispered.

Jason didn’t hesitate.

“I want you to fuck him.”

Her breath caught.

“I want you to let him grab your hips. I want you to let him hear the noises you make for me. I want him to make you come. Hard. Loud.”

She bit her lip. “You want him inside me?”

“Yeah. I want him buried so deep you’re still leaking when I come home.”

Her hand moved lower.

He heard it in her silence.

Jason’s voice dropped another octave. “Touching yourself?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Keep going. Think about him.”

She did.

She already was.

Her fingers slowed, still resting over her panties, breath caught in the back of her throat.

“Jason,” she said, voice softer now, more cautious. “Are you really… okay with this?”

He didn’t answer right away.

The silence stretched just long enough to make her heart twist.

Then he spoke—clear, steady, honest.

“No,” he said. “I’ll never be okay with it.”

Her chest tightened.

“But that’s why I want it,” he added.

Stacy blinked. “What?”

“The fact that it makes my stomach twist? That it makes me want to fight for you, even when you’re already mine? That’s what makes it hot.” His voice was calm, measured. “I’m not turned on because it’s safe. I’m turned on because it’s dangerous.”

She closed her eyes.

He continued. “I want you to let him have you. Because when you come back to me, I want to know that you chose it. That you didn’t need me to be the only one. You just wanted me to be the one you stay with.”

Stacy’s heart was thudding.

“I don’t want rules,” Jason said. “I just want the truth. If you’re going to fuck him, I want you to say it. I want to hear it. I want it to burn a little.”

Her breath hitched.

“You want to suffer?” she asked.

“I want to want it so bad it hurts.”

Her hand moved again, slow and wet beneath the sheets.

“Then you’re gonna get what you want,” she whispered.

Neither of them spoke for a moment.

Stacy’s fingers were still moving, slower now, slick with arousal. Jason’s breath filled the phone again, not frantic, not urgent—just steady. Like he’d finally settled into something he’d been circling for a long time.

“You don’t need to plan it,” he said. “You don’t need to warn me.”

Stacy let out a breath through parted lips. “What do I need to do?”

“Just don’t lie to me. When it happens, I want to know. The truth, all of it.”

She swallowed. “And if it doesn’t happen?”

“It will.”

Her hips lifted slightly at the certainty in his voice. She didn’t argue.

“You’re already halfway there,” Jason continued. “He’s touched you. You’ve thought about him while I was inside you. I’d bet money he’s thinking about you right now.”

She pressed her hand harder, her body tingling.

“You want me to let it happen,” she whispered.

“I want you to enjoy it.”

Her breath hitched.

“I want you to tell me if he makes you come harder than I do.”

“He won’t.”

Jason laughed softly. “He might.”

She moaned.

He heard it. “Don’t come yet.”

“I won’t.”

“When it happens,” he said, “I want you to look him in the eyes and think about me. Think about me watching. Think about what I’m going to do to you after.”

Her body clenched.

“I’ll tell you everything,” she whispered.

“I know.”

He paused, then added, quieter this time. “And afterward… when it’s over… I want to be the one who makes you come again.”

“You will.”
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The sun was high by the time she opened the sliding glass door. Birds were chirping and butterflies fluttered across the rich, green grass.

The heat hit her bare legs first, wrapping around her body like it had been waiting. She wore a tight tank top now, no bra underneath, and a pair of loose cotton shorts that swayed with every step. No underwear. Her skin was still warm from earlier, lips swollen from too much touching, body primed and humming.

She didn’t walk quickly.

She let her bare feet move slow across the stone patio, each step deliberate, each movement meant to be seen.

Blake was out there—same spot as always—holding a garden hose, water arcing lazily across his yard. Shirtless. Sunglasses. The sun glinting off his shoulders. He was glistening with sweat again, his shorts hanging low on his hips.

He saw her the moment she stepped into view.

He didn’t stop what he was doing. Didn’t wave.

Just stared.

She walked to the fence.

He turned off the hose, letting it drop to the ground, and leaned one arm on the top of the wood slats separating their yards.

“Tough to stay cool in weather like this,” he said.

Her lips curled. “Depends what’s heating you up.”

Blake tilted his head. “You offering a solution?”

“Maybe I’m the problem,” she said.

“You are,” he said flatly. “Definitely are.”

She smiled, eyes dancing. “Think you can handle it?”

“I’ve been handling it. That’s the problem.”

Stacy looked him up and down. “You look hot.”

“I am hot.”

“I could help with that.”

Blake didn’t move. “Then help.”

Her heart kicked harder. Her nipples were already hard under her tank, and she knew he could see them. She wasn’t even pretending to be subtle anymore.

“You’re not gonna stop, are you?” she asked, stepping a little closer.

He shook his head. “You don’t want me to.”

Her voice dropped. “What if my husband finds out?”

He leaned in a little closer, voice steady. “What if he already has?”

That sent a rush of heat through her spine. She stood still, blinking, throat dry.

Blake’s gaze didn’t waver.

Then she turned.

Said nothing.

Walked back to the house with her ass swaying, knowing he was watching every step.

This time, she didn’t close the door.

She left it open just a few inches.

Just enough.


CHAPTER 8


She tried folding laundry. Twice.

First the towels, then the shirts. She stacked them neatly, rearranged them, then left them sitting in a basket by the stairs. Every time she touched the soft fabric, her mind drifted. Her hands paused. Her thighs pressed together.

Her whole body felt like it had been turned inside out since she walked back from that fence.

She made herself a cup of tea, forgot it on the counter. Tried to clean the kitchen, ended up just staring out the window. Blake wasn’t in the yard anymore, but his presence still clung to the air like sweat—sticky, hot, impossible to shake off.

The way he said it.

“What if he already has?”

It hadn’t left her head once.

She walked slowly through the house, barefoot, tank top sticking to the small of her back. The coolness of the hardwood wasn’t enough to ground her.

Her phone was on the coffee table. She picked it up just to check the time—then noticed the back door was still slightly open.

Unlocked.

She hadn’t touched it since.

A weird flutter passed through her chest. Not fear. Not excitement, exactly. Something in between. Something hotter. A little darker.

She thought about what she would do if she turned the corner and he was just… there. Inside. Waiting. She imagined that first second—the look in his eyes, the way her breath would catch, the moment her mouth would open but no words would come out.

She didn’t know if she’d stop him.

She didn’t know if she wanted to.

The buzz of her phone made her flinch.

She was still in the living room, one hand resting on the back of the couch, her body humming with leftover tension. Her skin felt too warm. Her mouth was dry. When she turned the phone over, her thumb hesitated before she looked at the screen.

Blake: Now?

Just that.

No punctuation. No emoji. No attempt to dress it up.

Stacy stared at it, a hundred thoughts running through her mind in a single rush.

What if Jason calls?

What if Blake doesn’t stop?

What if she can’t stop?

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard.

She didn’t ask if he was serious. She didn’t ask what he meant. She already knew.

Stacy: Gate’s open.

The second she sent it, her breath caught. She put the phone down. Didn’t double check it. Didn’t walk to the window. Didn’t run upstairs to fix her hair or change her shirt. Her tank top was wrinkled. Her shorts were thin. She didn’t care.

She stood still, heart thudding in her chest like it was trying to tell her something. But her body wasn’t listening.

She walked toward the back hallway and leaned her shoulder lightly against the wall. The house was quiet. Her breath was not.

He was going to come in.

She knew it.

And she wasn’t going to stop him.

The door creaked open.

She heard it from the hallway—slow, deliberate, followed by the sound of the door easing shut again. No slam. No footsteps yet. Just air shifting. Her pulse pounded harder with each second.

Then—footsteps. Soft but heavy.

He didn’t call her name. Didn’t say hello.

Blake walked in like he belonged there.

And when he stepped into the hallway, there she was—waiting for him, tank top clinging to her chest, lips parted, eyes wide. Her back was already close to the wall.

He didn’t ask.

He didn’t say a word.

He crossed the space between them in two steps and pressed her body flat against the wall, his hand sliding around her waist, the other gripping the side of her neck as his mouth crashed into hers.

The kiss was hard. Wet. Like he’d been thinking about it for days—and from the way he groaned when she moaned into his mouth, he had.

He didn’t give her time to catch up. His mouth left hers, dragging down her jaw, teeth scraping lightly over her skin before finding the edge of her neck.

“You answer the door like that for all your neighbors?” he growled against her throat.

Stacy gasped, hips arching into his. “Only the ones I fantasize about.”

Blake laughed, breath hot against her skin. “You fantasize about me?”

Her voice dropped to a whisper. “You have no idea.”

His hand slid lower, gripping her ass hard, pulling her hips against him. She felt his cock through his shorts—thick and already hard—and whimpered before she could stop herself.

“I think I do now,” he said.

She pulled his mouth back to hers, kissing him deeper this time, more control in it. Her hands went to his chest, then down his stomach, fingertips tracing the edge of his waistband.

He grabbed both of her wrists, pinning them lightly against the wall above her head.

“I’ve seen the way you look at me,” he muttered. “I’ve jerked off to it. Right there in my window. Wondering what your pussy tastes like when you’re bent over in that fucking robe.”

She moaned—loud.

“I thought about knocking,” he went on, dragging his mouth over her collarbone. “I almost didn’t. I figured if I waited long enough, you’d come to me.”

“You’re cocky,” she gasped.

He pressed his thigh between hers. “You’re wet.”

Her eyes fluttered closed.

“You want me to stop?” he asked, voice rough, his lips brushing the shell of her ear.

“No,” she breathed.

“You want me to fuck you right here?” His hand moved to her waistband. “Back against the wall? Legs open? You want to drip down my cock while your husband’s in some hotel thinking about you?”

She whimpered. “Fuck.”

“Say it,” Blake growled. “Say you want my cock.”

“I want your cock.”

He kissed her again, deep and filthy, his hands already sliding under the waistband of her shorts.

Blake’s hand slipped beneath the thin fabric of her shorts, dragging the waistband lower until it rested just above the swell of her ass. His fingers pressed into her skin, firm and possessive, not shy about where he wanted to go next.

Stacy’s breath trembled in her throat.

“You’ve been thinking about this?” she asked, voice low, lips brushing his jaw.

Blake’s eyes met hers. Dark. Starving.

“Every fucking day.”

She arched her hips forward, letting her thighs part just enough to feel him between them again.

“Tell me,” she whispered.

He dragged his lips down her throat. “You want to hear it?”

“Yeah.”

“I imagine you on your knees. Wet, messy, looking up at me with that mouth open like you need it.”

Her fingers clawed lightly down his chest, lips parted.

“I imagine bending you over your couch while you’re still on the phone with your husband,” he continued, mouth hot against her ear. “Hearing you moan his name while my cock’s inside you.”

She gasped. “God, that’s filthy.”

“Say you like it.”

“I fucking love it.”

Blake slid his hand lower, until he was cupping her pussy over her shorts. His palm pressed hard—she was soaked.

“You wore these just for me,” he muttered.

“I didn’t wear anything under them,” she whispered.

He groaned.

“Tell me what you’d do if I let you take them off,” she said, voice trembling but steady. “Right now.”

“I’d drop to my knees,” Blake growled, lips against her neck. “I’d eat your pussy until your legs gave out. I’d bury my face between those thighs until you begged me to stop.”

She moaned into his mouth when he kissed her again—sloppier this time, needier.

“I’d make you come,” he said. “Again. And again. And again. Then I’d bend you over this wall and fuck you until your voice broke.”

Stacy couldn’t breathe.

Her mind wasn’t screaming no. Her body wasn’t pulling away.

Everything inside her said: You want this. Take it.

But something still held her back. Not fear. Not guilt.

Control.

Her own.

His fingers found the edge of her panties and slid beneath.

Stacy sucked in a sharp breath, her head falling back against the wall as his hand moved lower, the pads of his fingers gliding over soaked, swollen skin.

“Fuck,” Blake muttered under his breath. “You’re dripping.”

She didn’t deny it. She couldn’t.

His fingertips teased her slit, barely touching, then circled her clit in slow, confident motions that made her knees buckle. She braced herself with one hand on his chest, the other gripping the side of his neck.

Her hips started moving on instinct, grinding against his palm, chasing pressure.

He leaned in closer, his voice tight. “You want me to fuck you right now, don’t you?”

She bit her lip.

“Say it.”

“I want—” Her voice caught. “I want your fingers inside me.”

He didn’t wait. His hand shifted, pressing against her entrance.

But as the tip of his finger started to push in, she stopped him. Her hand wrapped around his wrist—not hard, not rejecting—just enough to hold him there.

He froze.

Their eyes met.

“Not yet,” she said, voice breathless.

It wasn’t a refusal. It was a pause.

Her thighs were trembling. Her pulse was out of control. She was wetter than she’d ever been, her pussy clenching with nothing inside her. And still, she stopped him.

Not to punish.

To savor.

Blake’s jaw was clenched. His cock strained against his shorts, visibly pulsing.

“You’re killing me,” he growled.

She kissed him slow this time—deep, wet, a little cruel.

Then pulled back just enough to whisper against his lips.

“I’m going to let you. Just not yet.”

He groaned, forehead dropping to hers, his breath ragged.

“You better mean that.”

“I do.”

She slipped out from under him slowly, her body still on fire. Her panties stuck between her legs as she pulled her shorts back up.

“You leaving me like this?” he asked, glancing down at the bulge in his shorts.

“Uh-huh.”

She walked away, hips swaying. “And you’re gonna think about it all night.”

“Fucking tease.”

She looked back over her shoulder.

“Next time,” she said, “I won’t stop you.”

Then she disappeared into the hallway, heart still racing.


CHAPTER 9


The house was too quiet, but the outside world wasn’t.

Through the open kitchen window came a layered hum of life—birds chirping in the trees, a neighbor’s sprinkler clicking rhythmically, bees drifting lazily through the air as if even they were drunk on the heat.

It was summer in full bloom, and everything was moving slowly. Except her.

Stacy wiped the same countertop three times in a row. Her feet were bare against the cool tile, her robe loose, slipping off one shoulder. Underneath, just panties. She told herself she was comfortable. That it was too hot for anything else.

That was a lie.

She kept glancing at the back door.

It was closed now. Locked, even. After the last time, she’d turned the bolt just to see how it felt. Whether it made her heart settle.

It didn’t.

Every time she walked past the door, she imagined the handle turning. Imagined him slipping in without a word. Imagined what it would feel like to be caught mid-motion—bending over the sink, reaching for the floor, unaware until she felt him behind her.

Her stomach tightened.

She picked up the sponge again and started scrubbing nothing in particular. The breeze pushed through the screen and fluttered the hem of her robe against the backs of her thighs. The scent of outside drifted in—fresh-cut grass, sun-warmed wood, a faint trace of something smoky from a grill two houses down.

And then she heard it.

The door opening.

Not knocking. Not tapping. Not a call of her name.

Just the creak of the handle, the quiet shudder of the screen door easing inward, and then the unmistakable sound of it clicking shut behind someone.

Her spine straightened.

She didn’t turn around.

Her fingers gripped the counter. Her breathing changed.

She didn’t need to look.

She already knew it was him.

The ceiling fan turned slowly overhead, stirring the air just enough to lift the edge of her robe.

Stacy stood at the sink, pretending to rinse a glass she didn’t need to wash. Her heart thudded. Her breath caught. The second the door clicked shut, the entire temperature of the room changed. Not colder. Heavier. Thicker.

She didn’t turn around. She didn’t have to.

She could smell him.

Blake’s scent was always the same—sun, sweat, sawdust, something deeper under it all. Leather maybe. Or cedar. It was the kind of smell that didn’t come from a bottle. It came from his skin, from whatever life he lived outside her walls. It made her thighs tense.

He moved quietly behind her, but his presence filled the space completely. Her pulse kicked faster when she heard the soft scuff of his boots on the tile. She closed her eyes.

Her nipples hardened under the thin fabric of her robe.

He didn’t speak. Not yet.

He stepped close enough for her to feel the heat of his chest behind her back. His breath touched the edge of her shoulder. Her skin prickled.

Then his hand—light, firm—slid around her waist and rested just above her hip.

She exhaled, shaky. Her body melted into the counter, into him.

“Smells like sugar in here,” he murmured against her ear. “Or maybe that’s just you.”

She swallowed hard.

“You always smell this sweet in the morning, or is it because you know I’m coming over?”

She found her voice, barely.

“I was trying to distract myself.”

“Didn’t work.”

“No,” she whispered.

He lowered his mouth to her neck and breathed her in.

“You smell like skin and sex,” he muttered. “And maybe a little guilt.”

Her whole body clenched at that.

He leaned closer, his chest brushing the thin layer of fabric across her back. She felt the soft cotton of his shirt. The rough texture of his jeans. The hard press of his cock, already straining against the front of them.

Her mouth went dry.

“You thinking about me again?” he asked.

“I haven’t stopped.”

He brushed her hair away from her shoulder and kissed the back of her neck.

“Good,” he said. “Because I don’t stop thinking about you. Every time I close my eyes, I see you standing at that fucking fence.”

Her hand clenched around the edge of the counter.

His other hand slid lower, fingers drifting toward the curve of her ass.

“I wanted to push you down in the grass,” he growled, lips against her ear. “Hike that robe up and make you scream for me.”

Stacy moaned softly, biting her lip to keep the sound inside.

He pressed a kiss behind her ear.

“You gonna let me touch you this time?”

She nodded, almost desperate.

But she still didn’t turn around.

She didn’t need to see him.

She needed to feel him.

His hands moved like he already knew the layout of her body.

He slid them over her waist, down the gentle swell of her hips, slow and greedy. Her robe had loosened, and the warm fan-stirred air made the gap at her back widen just enough. His thumbs slipped beneath the fabric, tracing the bare skin beneath.

“Fuck, your skin,” he whispered. “You’re soft everywhere.”

His breath was hotter now, heavier. It landed on her shoulder and rolled down her spine. She could smell him—stronger now. A mix of sweat from the walk over, the faded remnants of some masculine cologne—spice and earth and something cheap but raw. Honest. It clung to his chest and neck and filled her senses as he leaned in.

He kissed the space just below her ear, then dragged his mouth lower, letting his tongue flick once across the top of her shoulder.

“You smell like warm sugar,” he muttered. “Like something I want to ruin.”

She whimpered.

“You like that?” he said.

She nodded, her hands still braced against the counter.

“Good girl.”

His right hand slipped down between her thighs, palming her over the thin fabric of her panties. She was soaked. He groaned against her ear.

“Jesus,” he breathed. “I haven’t even touched you yet and you’re dripping.”

“You keep talking like that,” she managed, “and I’m gonna come without you even getting inside me.”

His teeth grazed her neck.

“You want me inside you?”

She nodded again, barely able to speak.

He slipped his hand beneath her panties and dragged his fingers along her slit, slow and firm, dipping just enough to feel the heat inside.

“You’re throbbing,” he said. “Your pussy’s fucking begging for it.”

She gasped, her knees buckling slightly.

He caught her with his other hand, held her steady.

“I could bend you over right now,” he whispered. “Slide my cock inside you. Make you come so hard your husband hears it from three states away.”

She moaned loudly, unable to stop it.

“I want you to,” she said. “God, I want you to.”

But she didn’t move.

She didn’t open her legs wider.

And he didn’t push.

Not yet.

Blake’s fingers dipped deeper.

Two of them slid through her folds, slow and hot, spreading her wetness. The sound of it—slick, obscene—filled the silence between them, mixing with the distant chirping of birds and the low hum of the ceiling fan spinning above.

Stacy’s thighs trembled.

“I thought about this last night,” he murmured, lips dragging along her neck. “Lying in bed, hand on my cock, imagining your legs shaking just like this. You touching yourself. Right here. In this kitchen.”

“I did,” she gasped, pressing back into him. “I touched myself right here.”

That made him growl.

“Fuck. You thinking about me while your fingers were inside you?”

She nodded, eyes squeezed shut, lips parted.

He pulled his hand away suddenly. Her breath caught.

“Turn around.”

She turned, back to the counter now, her chest rising and falling in fast, shallow pulls.

Blake stared at her—hair a mess, cheeks flushed, robe clinging to damp skin. She was wrecked, and he hadn’t even fucked her yet.

He gripped her hips and lifted her effortlessly, setting her up on the cool granite countertop with her legs spread wide.

The tile stung the back of her thighs.

He didn’t care.

Neither did she.

He dropped to his knees in front of her, hands dragging her panties down, inch by inch. He kept his eyes on hers the whole time.

“These need to go,” he said. “I want to taste you.”

Her breath shuddered.

“Gonna have you moaning so loud the whole fucking neighborhood knows who this pussy belongs to.”

Her panties hit the floor.

He leaned in, mouth so close she could feel the heat of it against her soaked slit.

“You want that?” he whispered. “You want me to bury my tongue in you until you can’t fucking see straight?”

“Yes,” she panted. “Yes—yes, please.”

He growled and gripped her thighs, spreading them wider, about to dive in.

But something pulled at her.

The pressure. The moment. The edge of something real and irreversible.

Her hand found his hair—and tugged.

“Wait.”

His head snapped up. Lips parted. Chest heaving.

“You stopping me again?” he asked, voice tight with restraint.

She didn’t answer at first. Just looked down at him. The sight of him between her legs, jaw clenched, ready to devour her—it made her wetter than she could stand.

But still… she nodded.

“Not yet.”

His nostrils flared. His hands tightened on her thighs.

“You keep saying that like it’s a game.”

“It’s not,” she whispered. “It’s torture.”

“For both of us,” he growled.

“I know.”

He exhaled hard through his nose, then kissed her inner thigh—slow and hungry.

“You’re gonna break soon,” he said. “I can feel it.”

She looked down at him, barely able to breathe. “Maybe I want to.”

Blake didn’t move right away.

Still on his knees, still between her open thighs, he looked up at her with a heat that felt almost punishing. His hands stayed on her legs—firm, unmoving—thumbs dragging slow circles against her inner thighs, right above the place she ached the most.

“I can smell you,” he said, voice low, nearly guttural. “You’re fucking leaking, Stacy.”

She shivered.

The cool air from the ceiling fan above mixed with the heat of his breath below, her robe now useless, fallen open across her body like she’d been peeled. Her nipples stood tight, flushed and sensitive, brushing lightly against the humid air every time her chest rose.

He leaned in—close enough for his lips to hover just above her slit.

Close enough for his breath to ghost over slick, swollen skin.

She gasped.

He didn’t kiss her there. Not yet.

Instead, he moved his mouth to her thigh, dragged his tongue slowly up her skin, letting the tip circle just below the crease of her hip.

She whimpered.

“You want my mouth, don’t you?” he whispered, lips brushing the edge of where she needed him most.

“Yes,” she breathed.

“I want to bury my face in you. Lick you until your voice cracks. Hold your thighs wide open and make you come with your pussy on my tongue.”

Her hips jerked forward.

“I’ll fucking taste your soul, Stacy.”

His words hit like a jolt between her legs.

And still, he didn’t go lower.

He kissed her inner thigh again—then again, higher this time—tongue teasing, lips pulling at her skin.

She could feel the edge of his stubble scraping gently, sending electric shocks through her as he hovered just centimeters from her clit.

Her breath trembled.

“You feel that?” he asked, his voice so low it was almost dangerous. “That ache building up in your belly?”

“Yes,” she whispered. Her thighs tensed around him, instinctively trying to pull him closer.

“That’s mine,” he said. “You gave it to me the second you left that fucking door unlocked.”

Then he kissed her—hard—on the mound just above her slit, slow and possessive, open-mouthed and hungry. She moaned and rocked her hips into his face, nearly losing balance on the counter.

But he pulled away before his tongue touched her properly.

She cried out. “Blake⁠—”

He stood. Slowly.

His body filled her vision again—tall, sweating, cock visibly straining against his jeans. He was breathing hard now too, jaw clenched tight, eyes locked on hers like she was the only goddamn thing in the world.

He grabbed her chin and held her gaze.

“Next time,” he growled, “you’re not stopping me.”

Stacy blinked, chest heaving, her pussy pulsing and soaked.

She didn’t say no.

She couldn’t.

Blake leaned in and kissed her—messy, wet, filled with heat and promise.

Then he stepped back.

And walked out the door without another word.

The screen door creaked shut behind him.

Stacy sat on the counter, legs open, heart pounding, breath shaking.

She didn’t move.

Her fingers trembled as they slid between her thighs.

She needed to come.

Now.


CHAPTER 10


She didn’t even dry off.

Her skin was still damp—inner thighs sticky, lips swollen, her body humming with everything Blake had almost done to her.

The kitchen counter behind her was still warm from where she’d been sitting, legs spread. The air smelled like sweat, like summer, like him. The scent of Blake was still on her—the salt of his skin, the musk of his sweat, that faint trace of leather and cedar that clung to her chest from where his mouth had pressed.

She grabbed her phone off the floor where it had fallen and hit Jason’s name without thinking.

It rang once.

Twice.

Then he picked up. “Hey.”

Her voice was already shaking. “I need to tell you something.”

There was a pause—long enough for her heart to kick.

He didn’t ask what.

He didn’t ask why now.

He just said, “Tell me everything. Don’t lie.”

Her breath hitched.

She slid down the wall, landing on the floor, robe loose, chest rising and falling. Her legs were still parted. Her panties still gone.

“He came over,” she whispered. “Today.”

Jason didn’t speak.

“He opened the door,” she went on, voice trembling. “He didn’t knock. He just… walked in.”

“Did you stop him?” Jason asked, voice tight.

“No.”

Her fingers brushed between her legs—she was still soaked.

“He came up behind me in the kitchen,” she said. “He didn’t say a word. He just pressed against me. I could feel how hard he was.”

Jason let out a breath that wasn’t quite a moan.

“And then?”

She swallowed. “He touched me.”

“Where?”

She closed her eyes. “Everywhere.”

Jason exhaled again. “Fuck, Stacy…”

“I didn’t stop him,” she whispered. “I didn’t even want to.”

“The fan was on,” she said, voice hushed. “That slow whir that barely moves the air. I could hear birds outside and the neighbor’s sprinkler clicking. And then the door just… opened.”

Jason’s breath rasped softly in her ear. “Keep going.”

“I smelled him before I saw him. Warm skin, sweat, wood shavings. He came up behind me at the sink. Didn’t say my name. Didn’t have to.” She swallowed. “He stood so close the back of my robe lifted. I could feel his chest, the heat of him, like the whole room narrowed to his breath on my shoulder.”

A beat of silence. Then, lower: “Did you stop him?”

“No.” Her cheeks burned, and she let the shame and the thrill mingle. “I froze, but not from fear. I wanted to know what he’d do if I didn’t move.”

“What did he do?” Jason asked, voice rougher now.

“He put one hand on my waist. Not gentle. Not mean. Just… like he knew where it belonged.” Her fingers trembled against the phone. “He pushed my hair aside with his knuckles and breathed in my neck. I could hear him smell me, Jase. I could feel it.”

Jason exhaled a curse under his breath. “Where else?”

“He traced the edge of my robe. Palmed my hip. His thumb found that soft spot just above the band. He said I smelled like sugar. Like I’d been thinking bad thoughts.” She closed her eyes, reliving it. “He wasn’t wrong.”

“And then?” Jason’s words came tight, hungry.

“I turned to face him. He looked at me like he’d been waiting all day to do it. He lifted me onto the counter.” The cool memory of stone flashed across her skin. “He went to his knees. Not shy. Like he’d planned it. I could feel his breath right there, hot and maddening, and I—” She stopped, pulse thudding. “I told him to wait.”

Jason groaned softly. “God. Why?”

“Because I wanted to hear you say this with me on the phone,” she whispered. “I wanted this right now. Your voice, while I tell you what I almost let him take.”

He was quiet a second, and she could hear the bed sheets shift, the soft drag of his hand. “Tell me what you wanted him to take.”

“My control,” she said, barely audible. “Just for a minute.”

Jason’s breath hitched. “Did he kiss you?”

“My mouth? Yes. My neck? Yes. Lower?” She shook her head, even though he couldn’t see. “He lingered. Teased. Left me shaking without… finishing anything.”

“Are you shaking now?”

“Yes.”

“What do you smell like right now?” he asked, voice rough velvet.

“Like him and me mixed together,” she said. “Heat. Skin. A little soap. Mostly need.”

Jason swallowed audibly. “Don’t stop. Tell me exactly how you felt when he lifted you up.”

“Small,” she said, surprising herself. “And greedy. Like I could finally breathe if I just let go.” She paused, then added, raw, “I liked how certain he was. I liked that I didn’t have to think.”

Jason’s answer came soft and fierce. “I want all of this. Keep telling me, baby. Don’t spare me a thing.”

“I need you to listen,” she whispered. “Don’t interrupt.”

“I won’t,” Jason said, breath already uneven. “Give me every detail.”

“He set me on the counter,” she said. “My legs were open. The fan was thumping slow above us, and I could feel the cool stone under my thighs. He went to his knees—eyes on me like he’d been starving.”

Jason made a sound—half groan, half plea. “What did he say?”

“He said I smelled sweet. Said I’d left the door open for him on purpose even when I locked it.” She swallowed. “He wasn’t wrong.”

“Did he touch you there?” Jason asked, voice rough.

“Yes.” Her pulse skittered. “At first just through the fabric. Slow. Like he wanted me to feel how patient he could be.”

“And you let him.” Not a question.

“I leaned into it,” she admitted. “I couldn’t help it. He talked the whole time—low, filthy, telling me how he’d keep me right on the edge so I’d remember who did it.”

Jason’s breath snagged. “Keep going.”

“He kissed the inside of my thigh,” she said, heat rising into her face at the memory. “Then higher. I could feel his mouth right where I needed him, his breath hot, the faint scrape of stubble. He told me he was going to make me forget my own name and only remember his.”

“What did you do?” Jason asked.

“I grabbed his hair,” she said, voice shaking, “and I told him to wait.”

Jason let out a helpless laugh. “You’re cruel.”

“I wanted you on the line for this,” she said. “I wanted you to hear what almost happened. He looked up at me—God, Jason—like I’d just put a lit match in his hand and told him not to drop it.”

“What did he look like?” Jason pushed, hungry.

“Wrecked,” she breathed. “Jaw tight. Eyes dark. He said next time I wouldn’t stop him. I believed him. I still do.”

A long exhale. Sheets rustled on his end. “Tell me what it felt like when he—when he had you open like that.”

“Like the room got smaller,” she said. “Like my body was a wire and he had his hand on the switch. I couldn’t think. I didn’t want to.”

“Did you want him to go all the way?” Jason asked, voice barely there.

“Yes,” she said, honest and shaking. “Every part of me. I wanted it too much. That’s why I pulled back.”

Jason groaned. “Say what you wanted him to do.”

“I wanted his mouth,” she whispered. “I wanted him to take his time and ruin me.”

“Jesus,” Jason breathed. “What would you have told me if he had?”

“Everything,” she said. “How it started. The sounds I made. The way I—” She cut herself off, breath catching. “You’d have heard it in my voice. I wouldn’t have hidden it.”

“I don’t want you to hide it,” he said, raw now. “I want you to call me while it’s happening. I want to hear you lose it.”

She went quiet, pressing a trembling hand to her chest.

“Stace?” Jason said softly. “Where are you right now?”

“On the kitchen floor,” she answered. “Back against the cabinet. I still smell him on my skin.”

He swallowed. “I’m in a hotel bed wishing I were the floor under you. Keep talking.”

She closed her eyes. “He kissed me after. Hard. Said next time I wouldn’t stop him. Then he walked out like he owned the place.”

“And do you want next time?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said, no hesitation. “I want it.”

“Then tell me when,” he said, voice breaking. “Promise me you’ll tell me when.”

“I promise.”

Jason’s breathing filled her ear, deep and uneven. She could picture him—hotel lamp on, sheets a mess, eyes dark.

“Listen to me,” he said. “Next time, I want you to let him in. Don’t pretend you don’t want it. Don’t play shy. I want you to open the door and walk him to the couch. Or the kitchen. I don’t care. Somewhere I can imagine perfectly.”

Stacy swallowed. Her back pressed into the cabinet, the cool wood against her spine. “Okay.”

“I want you to tell him I said yes,” Jason went on, voice low and tight. “Say the words. ‘My husband wants this.’ I want him to hear it and look at you like he won a prize.”

Heat rolled through her. “You want me to say it out loud?”

“I want him to know this is ours,” Jason said. “That I’m in your head while he’s in your hands. I want you to keep your phone near you. If you can, call me. If you can’t, hit record. I want proof you didn’t hold back.”

Her breath stuttered. She could still smell Blake on her skin. “What do you want me to wear?”

“Something easy to move,” he said, no hesitation. “That tank you like. Those soft shorts. No bra, no panties. I want him to see how quick you are for him. I want you to be warm and ready before he even touches you.”

Her thighs pressed together. “And you?”

“I’m going to listen,” he said. “I’m going to close my eyes and picture his hands on your hips and your mouth open. I want to hear the small sounds you make when you can’t decide if you should be quiet. Don’t be quiet. I want the neighbors to wonder.”

She let out a shaky laugh. “You’re serious.”

“More than I’ve ever been,” he whispered. “Tell me you want this as much as I do.”

“I do,” she said, honest and breathless. “I want to let go and not think. I want both of you in my head at the same time.”

“Good,” he murmured. “When he looks at you, I want you to look back. Don’t blink. Don’t pretend. I want you to know I’m there with you. And when it’s over, I want you to come home to me and let me take what’s left. All of it.”

Her eyes burned, a sweet ache under her ribs. “What if I’m shaky after?”

“I’ll hold you,” he said. “I’ll put you in the shower and wash your hair and kiss your shoulders and make you feel steady again. Then I’ll pull you to bed and remind you who you belong to.”

She closed her eyes and nodded, the phone slick in her hand. “Say it again.”

“You’re mine,” he said, voice rough. “And I want to hear you give yourself away and then give yourself back.”

The kitchen felt smaller. The fan kept turning. Outside, a sprinkler clicked through its lazy arc.

“I’m close just listening to you,” she whispered.

“Me too,” he said. “But don’t finish yet. Save it for me.”

She smiled, shaky and hot. “Then tell me the last thing.”

“The last thing,” Jason said, “is simple. Next time, don’t stop him.”

“Say it back,” Jason murmured. “Tell me you won’t stop him.”

Her fingers tightened on the phone. “Next time, I won’t stop him.”

He groaned, the sound rough and helpless. Sheets rustled. She could hear his breathing, fast and jagged, the way it always got when he was past the point of pretending. “Touch yourself with me,” he said. “Slow at first. I want to hear it.”

Stacy slid her palm down, the cotton of her robe parting against her belly. Her skin was slick with sweat, pulse kicking everywhere at once. “I’m—” her voice caught, then steadied, “I’m already close.”

“Good. Think about him walking in,” Jason said. “Think about me telling you to open your legs for him. Think about both of us watching your face when you give in.”

Her head tipped back against the cabinet. The fan whirred, the sink dripped, the summer air pressed warm on her chest. She could smell salt on her own skin, the faint trace of his cologne lingering where Blake had held her. “Tell me what you’re doing,” she whispered.

“I’ve got my hand wrapped tight,” he said, breath harsh in her ear. “I’m picturing you on the counter, knees shaking, eyes glazed. I’m right there, baby. I’m telling you to let go.”

Her hips rocked, breath breaking into small, helpless sounds she didn’t try to hide. “Say my name.”

“Stacy.” He said it like a command and a plea. “I want you messy. I want you loud. I want him to know who you’re thinking about when you⁠—”

“Jason,” she gasped, the word ripping out of her. “Don’t stop talking.”

“I’ve got you,” he said. “You’re mine. You’re beautiful. You’re ruined for anyone who doesn’t know how to listen to you breathe. Come for me.”

Her body seized, heat flooding through her like a fuse catching fire. The kitchen blurred, the floor tilted, the slow thump of the fan seemed to stutter with her pulse. She cried out into the phone, open and raw, riding it hard as the wave tore through her.

On the line, Jason broke with her—voice cracking, breath punched out of him, a dragged, desperate, “Oh—God—Stace—” that told her exactly where he was, exactly how hard he’d fallen.

They panted together, neither speaking, air humming between them like a live wire.

“Record next time,” he managed, voice shredded but sure.

Her hand found the edge of the cabinet. “I will.”

“Don’t clean up yet,” he said, softer now but still urgent. “I want you to stay exactly like you are for a minute.”

She nodded even though he couldn’t see, chest lifting fast, the phone hot against her ear. “Tell me what to do next.”


CHAPTER 11


The phone call with Jason was still a pulse under Stacy’s skin when she stood up from the kitchen floor. Her legs were shaky. The house smelled like summer and sex. The fan kept its sleepy whir as if nothing in the world had changed.

“Next time, I won’t stop him,” she had told Jason.

She washed her hands in the sink, splashed cool water on her face, then caught her reflection in the window. Pink cheeks. Pupils blown. The tank top clung to her chest. The soft shorts rode low on her hips. No bra. No panties. Exactly how Jason wanted.

She slid the back door open. Heat wrapped around her like a hand. Birds talked in the trees. A lawnmower droned a block away. The air smelled like cut grass and hot wood. She padded across the patio, through the gate, and onto the strip of lawn that separated her yard from his.

Blake was already at his side door, propped open with a shoe. He stood in the shade, shirtless, his chest flashing gold where the sunlight found him. Sweat beaded along his collarbone. A bottle of water dangled from two fingers. When he saw her, his mouth curved like he had been expecting her right about now.

“You left your door unlocked,” he said.

“You left yours open,” she answered.

He took a slow drink, then tipped the bottle toward his kitchen. “You coming in, or are we gonna make the neighbors a show at noon?”

She stopped at the threshold. The tile inside was a darker gray, scuffed where boots had dragged. The kitchen smelled like citrus cleaner and something that was just him. Warm skin. Faint cologne. A hint of sawdust even now.

“Say it,” he murmured.

“What?”

“That you want to be here.”

She lifted her chin. “I want to be here.”

His eyes darkened. “And your husband?”

“He told me to tell you this is ours,” she said. “He wants me to enjoy it. He wants the truth.”

Blake’s jaw flexed. “Then we’re going to give him one hell of a truth.”

She stepped over the shoe, onto the cool tile. Goosebumps raced up her calves. He didn’t touch her yet. He let the air between them do the work, thick and sweet, like the moment the storm decides whether to break.

“Tell me your yes,” he said, voice steady.

“My yes is you can touch me,” she said. “You can kiss me. You can undress me. If I say stop, you stop.”

His nod was immediate. “I stop. And my yes is you can touch me anywhere, you can tell me what you want, and if you say stop, I stop.”

“Good,” she whispered.

He smiled like a promise. “Good.”

A fly bumped the screen and buzzed off. From somewhere out back, a neighbor’s chimes tinkled. The fridge kicked on with a soft hum. He stepped closer. She could see the drops of water on his throat now, the way one traced the cut of his chest and lost itself against his stomach.

“Close the door,” he said.

She swung it in with her hip. The latch clicked. The sound made something low in her belly clench.

He leaned one hand on the counter beside her, close enough to feel the warmth of him, not close enough to touch. His eyes dropped to the thin cotton stretched over her nipples and climbed back to her face.

“You wore this for me,” he said.

“I wore it for us.”

“Turn around,” he said softly. “I want to look.”

She turned. The kitchen window over his sink looked straight at her backyard fence. Sun shimmered off the grass. Her reflection stared back at her in the glass, flushed and breathing fast. Blake’s heat settled at her back.

“Hands on the counter,” he said.

She braced her palms on the cool laminate. His fingers gathered the hem of her tank, skimming the skin at her waist. He didn’t lift it yet. He made a low sound in his throat, somewhere between approval and hunger.

“You smell like you’ve been thinking about this all morning.”

“Afternoon,” she said, trying to sound steady.

He laughed once. “Afternoon, then.”

He traced her spine through the thin fabric, slow as if he were memorizing. She felt his breath near her shoulder. The scent of him crowded in. Sun-warmed skin. A whisper of pine. Clean sweat. He kissed the back of her neck, gentle, then again, not gentle.

“Tell me you want me to keep going.”

“I want you to keep going.”

“Turn back around.”

She faced him. His eyes were focused on her mouth. Her lips parted without her permission.

He lifted the edge of her tank an inch. Then another. His knuckles brushed her ribs. Her stomach fluttered. He paused just under her breasts and waited. She nodded. He slid the shirt up and off, slow, like unwrapping something you’ve wanted for a long time. The air kissed her skin. Her nipples tightened hard.

“Beautiful,” he said, no swagger in it, just fact.

“Take yours off,” she said, then caught herself. “I mean… you’re already…”

He stepped closer until they were chest to chest, heat to heat. “You can tell me what to do.”

“Then put your hands on me,” she said. “Everywhere.”

He did. Palms full of her waist. The span of his fingers made her feel small and held. His thumbs dragged up and found her nipples. He rolled them once, testing, and the small, raw sound that fell out of her made his breath hitch.

“Again,” she said.

He did it again, slower, eyes on her face. “You make the best sounds,” he said, voice gone rough. “You sag on your knees for me right here and I’ll spend ten minutes learning every one of them.”

“You want me to kneel?”

His smile tipped cocky again. “I want a lot of things. But first I want your mouth.”

She rose to him. The kiss wasn’t polite. It tasted like cold water and heat and the little noise she made when he nipped her bottom lip. He backed her into the fridge and it clicked against the wall. His hands mapped her back, her hips, the small curve just above the waistband of her shorts. She dragged her nails lightly over his shoulders, down his chest, following the line of hair to the button of his jeans.

“You going to blush if I talk dirty?” he asked against her mouth.

“I want you filthy.”

“Good. Then here’s filthy,” he breathed. “I’ve been hard for you since the mailbox. I dreamed about you putting your fingers in your mouth and making me watch. I want to hear you beg me to use my tongue like I’m starving and you’re the only thing that feeds me.”

Her legs went weak. “Blake.”

“Say yes to that.”

“Yes.”

He kissed her again, then eased back, eyes flicking to the shorts. “Last chance to change your mind.”

“I’m not changing it.”

“Say it for me,” he pressed, soft but firm.

“I want you to undress me.”

He hooked his thumbs in the waistband and tugged them low, slow enough for the hem to scrape the fronts of her thighs. The fabric slid over her hips and down her legs. She stepped out, bare and warm and already breathing like she’d been running.

His pupils blew wide. He swallowed, then kissed the hollow below her ear. “Look at me.”

She did.

“This is us,” he said. “You can stop me any second.”

“I know.”

Water tapped once in the sink. A bee thudded the screen and wandered off. Blake’s fingers laced with hers and drew her forward, out of the kitchen and down the short hall toward the living room, where the light fell in long gold bars across a scuffed wood floor and a couch that had seen better days.

He stopped at the edge of the rug and turned her to face him, still holding her hands.

“Tell me what you want first,” he said.

Her mouth went dry and then wet all at once. “I want your mouth,” she said, voice steady now. “On me. Until I grab your hair and forget my own name.”

He smiled like a man who had just been given keys. “Then get on the couch and open those pretty thighs.”

She did.

The living room felt like a held breath—bars of warm light across the floor, dust motes drifting like slow sparks. The faint tick of an old wall clock. Outside, a lawnmower faded away and wind bells chimed once, twice, then went quiet.

“Last check,” Blake said, standing close enough that his heat softened her knees. “You still want this?”

Her mouth was dry and sweet at the same time. “Yes. If I say stop⁠—”

“I stop,” he finished, steady. “Every time.”

She nodded. “Then don’t make me say it.”

His laugh was a low scrape of pleasure. He smelled like sun and cedar and something salt-warm that made her skin hum. When he cupped her face, callused thumbs at her jaw, the world narrowed to the sound of both of them breathing.

“Dirty or sweet?” he asked.

“Both,” she said. “But start dirty.”

“Thought so.”

He kissed her slow and deep, tasting like cold water and summer. Her back sank into the couch and the cushion exhaled under her shoulder blades. When his mouth moved to her throat, her pulse jumped against his lips and she heard herself gasp—too loud—and didn’t care.

“Tell me what you want to hear,” he murmured against her skin.

“That you’ve been thinking about me since the mailbox,” she whispered.

His answer was a smile against her collarbone. “Haven’t stopped.” Then, rougher: “Want you needy. Want you to forget how to be quiet.”

The room answered with its small sounds—clock, chime, the soft drag of fabric as her tank slipped up and over her head. The air kissed her bare skin and her body answered with a tight, aching pull low in her belly. He looked—really looked—and the hunger in his eyes made her feel claimed without a single mark.

“Jason,” she said suddenly, breath thin. “We promised him.”

Blake’s gaze flicked to her phone on the coffee table. “How much?”

“Pics,” she said, cheeks burning. “Maybe a short clip. Nothing… you know.”

He nodded once, practical and hot. “You hold it. You frame it. You set the rules.”

Her fingers shook as she unlocked the screen. The camera opened to her face—flushed, eyes wide—and then she flipped it, angling from her shoulder down: bare skin, his hands on her waist, the warm wash of afternoon light painting her in honey. She snapped a photo; the shutter sound felt loud as a clap.

“Send it,” Blake said, voice low. “Tell him you’re not pretending anymore.”

She typed with clumsy thumbs: For you. No more pretend.

Delivered. Three dots. Then Jason: I’m here. Give me one more.

She swallowed. “One more,” she repeated, to herself as much as to Blake.

“Come here,” he said, settling her back, guiding her knees with a careful pressure that felt like both worship and promise. He didn’t rush. He knew what rushing would cost. The scent of him deepened as he leaned in, cedar and sweat and a little citrus from his kitchen soap. She wanted him everywhere.

“Look at me,” he said.

She did. He kissed her again, filth-soft and patient-rough, whispering things that made her toes curl—how he’d wanted her mouth at the fence, how her little sounds made him lose good sense, how he wanted to hear her forget her own name. The words landed like sparks. Her head fell back against the cushion.

“Phone,” he reminded gently.

She lifted it, thumbed to video, and framed tight: just his fingers clasped with hers, the rise of her breathing, the gleam of gold light on bare skin, the curve of his shoulder, his mouth at her throat—no more than a suggestion, no less than a promise. Ten seconds. She hit stop, heart pounding, and sent it.

Jason: Perfect. I can hear you breathing. Don’t hold back.

Her chest trembled. “He heard me,” she said, voice breaking in a way that made Blake swear softly, approving.

“Good,” Blake murmured. “He should.” Then, filth-warm at her ear, “You smell wrecked already.”

“Keep me there,” she whispered.

He did—by inches. The couch creaked. The clock ticked. A car rolled by outside and the light shifted a shade darker, turning her skin to amber. He talked her through it, low and mercilessly sweet: how he wanted her thighs open for him, how she’d ride his pace, how she’d let the sounds happen. She answered him in pieces, tiny honest syllables, the kind you can’t fake.

“Say yes,” he breathed.

“Yes,” she said, and didn’t recognize her own voice.

He kissed the corner of her mouth and smiled like he’d been handed proof of a rumor he’d always believed. “No more pretend.”

The dim air tasted like salt and summer. Somewhere in the kitchen, the fridge hummed. She felt the world tilt toward the next inevitable thing, and, for a heartbeat, fear flared—sharp and bright. Not of him. Of how much she wanted to be seen wanting.

“Stay with me,” Blake said softly, reading her. “Eyes on mine.”

She locked there, and the fear dissolved into heat.

“Good girl,” he said. “We’ll take our time.”

Her phone buzzed again, weak in her palm.

Jason: I’m still here.

Stacy smiled, dizzy and certain. “We all are,” she whispered, and let the light slide lower on her skin.

Late-day light poured across the rug in warm stripes. Dust floated like lazy sparks. The wall clock kept its patient tick, and from somewhere down the block came the soft thrum of a motorcycle passing and fading.

“Come here,” Blake said, settling on the edge of the couch with his knees wide, drawing her between them. His palms bracketed her hips, thumbs pressing little half-moons into her skin. He smelled like heat and cedar and rain that hadn’t fallen yet.

“Tell me what you’re going to do to me,” she said, breath thin.

“Everything you’ve been imagining since the mailbox,” he answered, gaze climbing from her stomach to her mouth. “Slow enough that you can count the seconds, dirty enough that you forget how.”

Her laugh fell apart into a gasp when his mouth met the soft spot above her collarbone. He kissed there like it mattered, tongue tasting, lips owning. Her head tipped back and a sound escaped her—the kind she usually swallows. She didn’t swallow it now.

“More,” she whispered.

“Good girl,” he murmured into her skin. “Don’t be shy. I want every sound.”

His hands mapped her ribs, the curve of her waist, the shallow scoop of her back. The couch sighed beneath their shifting weight. The old vents gave a quiet breath of cool air that raised goosebumps across her stomach. He chased each patch of chill with heat from his mouth until she was all shiver and spark.

“Put your hands on me,” he said.

She did—palms flat to his chest, then a slow rake of nails that made him grunt. He was warm and solid and just a little damp, the kind of damp that smelled alive. She leaned in and tasted his shoulder—salt and summer—and he swore softly, surprised.

“Sweet and mean,” he said, smiling against her neck. “I like that.”

“I know,” she said, and tugged his belt free with a small, confident snap.

He laughed, rough with want. “Bossy.”

“Hungry,” she corrected, and slid onto his lap, straddling him. His whole body answered—heat through denim, the shock of it making her breath stutter. He held her there with one hand cradling the back of her head, the other steady on her lower back.

“Eyes on me,” he said.

She locked there. The room narrowed to his gaze, his breath, the slow grind of their bodies finding a rhythm that made the clock disappear. He talked her through it, low and filthy-sweet.

“That’s it. Take what you want. Make the noise you make when you stop thinking. There—right there. You feel how you fit? How I fit? Say yes.”

“Yes,” she breathed, dizzy with it.

Her phone buzzed weakly on the cushion beside them—Jason: Still here. The words lit a fuse low in her belly.

“Hold it up,” Blake whispered. “Your rules. Ten seconds.”

She angled the camera close: tight frame of their faces, her lips parted, his mouth at her jaw; the honeyed light across their shoulders; the rise and fall of her breathing as she rocked once—slow, shameless. No more than a suggestion. No less than a promise. She hit stop and sent it.

Jason: Breathe into the mic. I want to hear you.

She brought the phone near her mouth and exhaled. Blake heard the message tone send and chuckled, pleased and possessive.

“He’s listening to how you sound for me,” he murmured. “Good. Let him.”

“Talk to me,” she said.

“I’m thinking about putting you on your back,” he said, voice gone gravel-warm, “and taking my time until you forget the word later. I’m thinking about how you’re already shaking for something I haven’t even given you yet.”

Lightning skittered through her spine. “Keep going.”

“I want you open and honest. I want you messy,” he said, thumbs marking slow circles at the hinge of her hips. “I want you to ride my pace until you beg to change it. You’re going to let me make you loud. You’re going to let me see you want it.”

She rolled her hips—not fast, just enough to feel the promise of him through worn denim. Her moan spilled out helpless and real; the sound felt like stepping off a ledge and flying instead of falling.

“Stacy,” he said, her name a dark vow. “You feel what you do to me?”

“Uh-huh.”

“What do you want from me?”

“All of it,” she said, surprised by her own certainty. “I want to stop pretending and I want you to hear me when I stop.”

“Say please.”

She smiled, breathless and wicked. “Please.”

He kissed her again, deeper, dirtier, the kind that left her lips tingling and her head light. When he pulled back, both of them were breathing like they’d outrun something.

“On the couch,” he said, guiding her down with a pressure that felt like worship more than control. “Let me take my time.”

She went, easing onto the cushions, the fabric warm against her skin, the light striping her belly in gold. The house smelled like heat and citrus cleaner and his skin. The only sounds were their breathing, the clock, a distant dog complaining to the evening.

“Stay with me,” he said, hovering above, eyes locked. “If anything’s too much, you say it.”

“I will,” she promised, and believed herself.

“Good.” His smile turned vicious and tender at once. “Then I’m about to ruin your good sense.”

Her laugh dissolved into a gasp as he began to do exactly that—by inches, by breath, by words that left marks without leaving a mark. She let it happen. She wanted it to happen. And for the first time all day, she didn’t think. She just burned.

The light had slipped lower, turning the room to honey and shadow. The wall clock ticked like a metronome for their breathing.

“Tell me one more time,” Blake said, hovering above her, voice gone gravel-smooth. “Your yes.”

“My yes is now,” she whispered. “If I say stop⁠—”

“I stop,” he said, immediate. “Every time.”

“Good,” she breathed. “Don’t make me say it.”

He smiled, and the smile was wicked and careful at once. His stubble scraped her jaw as he kissed her—deeper, rougher—like he’d been starving and finally decided to eat with both hands. The couch gave a soft, surprised creak. His scent—sun, cedar, clean sweat—closed around her until she could taste it at the back of her tongue.

“Look at me,” he said.

She did, and the heat in his eyes, that sure, hungry heat, rolled through her like summer thunder. His hands framed her hips; his grip wasn’t gentle, wasn’t cruel—just claiming. When she arched to meet him, the air left both their chests in the same hard breath.

“Words,” he rasped.

“Yes,” she said, the word breaking into a sound that wasn’t a word at all.

He cursed softly, praise and want tangled. The couch thudded once against the wall; the old springs answered with a low, embarrassed groan. Somewhere outside, a dog barked and wind bells chimed like somebody’s breath catching.

“Phone,” he murmured, a reminder not a command.

She fumbled it up from the cushion. The camera framed tight: a spill of amber light across her shoulder; his throat working as he swallowed; their mouths meeting again. No more than suggestion. No less than promise. Ten seconds. She hit stop and sent it.

Jason: Audio? Breathe for me.

She brought the mic close to her lips, exhaled slow, then let the next sound slip out—raw and honest—right into the speaker. The message whooshed away. She felt the answer land in her chest before the text arrived.

“Stay here,” Blake said, eyes locked on hers, pace rougher now, the rhythm of it stealing the end of her name. “With me. Don’t drift.”

“I’m here,” she said, and meant it.

He talked to her in a low, filthy sweetness that made her dizzy: how good she felt, how he wanted every sound, how the neighbors could learn her name for all he cared. The words hit like sparks; her body lit. The world shrank to the hiss of their breaths and the soft thump-thump of the couch against the wall.

“More,” she said, surprising herself with how greedy her voice sounded.

“Yeah,” he growled, pace answering, grip tightening at her hips, the line between careful and ravenous pulled taut. “Take it. That’s it. Right there. Don’t hide it from me.”

She didn’t. The light slid lower across her ribs; the room went gold, then copper. His scent got darker, saltier, and her name in his mouth lost its edges, turned into something like worship spoken through teeth.

The clock ticked, the couch complained, her breath turned to small, bright cries she couldn’t swallow, and when he told her to keep her eyes on him, she did—wide open, burning—until everything in her pitched toward the edge and the room tilted with her.

“Say yes,” he said again, voice a torn thread.

“Yes,” she gasped, and the word flew out of her like a match catching.

The couch thumped the wall and her voice rose into the honeyed air—and held there.

The room kept its honeyed hush, the wall clock ticking like it had been counting down to this. The couch sighed under her, warm where her back met the cushion. She could smell sun and cedar and the salt of both their skin, thick in the air like summer itself had pressed its cheek to the room.

Blake’s forehead rested against hers. Both of them breathing too hard. His thumb stroked once at her hip—a steadying pass that said stay with me without words.

“Call him,” he murmured, voice rough silk. “Give him the truth.”

Her fingers found the phone by feel more than sight. The screen lit her face in pale gold. Jason’s name. She hit it.

He answered on the first ring. “Stacy?”

Her breath wavered. “I’m here.”

The line went quiet except for his breathing. “Tell me.”

Her voice trembled and she didn’t try to fix it. “We did it,” she said. “I’m still shaking.”

Blake’s hand tightened at her hip—approval, possession, a little pride. She felt the echo of it in her chest.

Jason’s exhale came like he’d been holding it for hours. “Don’t spare me.”

“The room smells like him and me,” she said, staring at the amber light striping her stomach. “The couch creaked. The clock wouldn’t shut up. I couldn’t be quiet either.” She swallowed. “I didn’t want to be.”

Jason made a low sound, helpless and hungry. “Did you look at him like we talked about?”

“I didn’t look away,” she said. “Not once.”

“Good girl,” Jason breathed, then steadier, “Are you okay?”

“I’m… here,” she said honestly. “I feel full and electric and not sorry.”

Blake’s mouth brushed her temple; she felt the rumble of his chuckle against her skin. “Tell him you liked how I handled you,” he said, low enough for the mic to kiss the words.

She did. “He was careful and he took what I offered. He made me loud.” Her laugh caught. “You said not to hold back.”

“I did,” Jason said. “I meant it.” A rustle on his end. “Can I hear you? Just… breathe for me?”

She lifted the phone to her mouth and exhaled. It came out shaky, threaded with aftershocks she couldn’t hide.

“More,” he whispered.

She breathed again, a little sound catching at the end, and Blake murmured “That’s it,” like a coach and a sinner in the same sentence. The room seemed to lean in and listen with Jason.

“What are you wearing?” Jason asked, voice wrecked-soft.

“Nothing,” she said, heat touching her cheeks. “Light on my skin. That’s it.”

“Where is he?” Jason asked.

“Right here,” she said, eyes on Blake. “He’s not letting go.”

“Good,” Jason said, the word breaking a little. “Tell him I said good.”

She did. Blake smiled, satisfied and wicked, and kissed her cheek slow, like a claim and a thank-you at once.

“I want one short clip,” Jason said, breath tightening. “No show. Just sound. Your voice. His voice. Let me keep it.”

Stacy looked at Blake; he nodded. She thumbed to audio, hit record, and held the mic near her mouth. “We crossed the line,” she whispered, the words quivering. “I didn’t stop him. I didn’t want to.” She lowered the phone, let Blake’s voice pour warm and low into it: “She’s glowing.” A faint kiss at her jaw, the soft creak of the couch, her breath stuttering—click. She sent it.

Jason’s reply landed like a hand over hers: Perfect. I’m with you.

She closed her eyes, relief and heat pooling together. “Are you okay?” she asked him.

“I’m gone,” he said, honest and hoarse. “And I’ve never felt closer to you.”

Her throat tightened. “Come home to me,” she said softly.

“I will,” he promised. “And you—stay there a little longer. Memorize everything. Bring it back to me.”

She nodded, even though he couldn’t see it. “I will.”

“Good girl,” he said, the praise hitting sweet and sharp. “I love you.”

“I love you,” she whispered, and ended the call with her heartbeat loud in her ears.

Blake rested his palm flat over her stomach, warm and steady. “You okay?”

She looked at him, at the gold light softening the hard edges of the room, at the way his eyes held her without question. “Yeah,” she said. “I’m exactly where I’m supposed to be.”

He grinned, slow and certain. “Then we’re not done.”

The wall clock kept time, patient as a drum.


CHAPTER 12


The sheets were cool against her back, and that alone felt unfair. She was overheated, chest still heaving, thighs trembling—and the bed had the nerve to feel crisp and clean while her whole body felt ruined.

Blake stretched out beside her, propped on one elbow, watching her like a man admiring his own work. His hand dragged idly across her stomach, down to her hip, then back up again. He didn’t need to do more. The way she twitched under his touch said enough.

“You look fucked,” he said, grinning. “In the best way.”

“I am fucked,” she muttered, throwing an arm over her face.

“Not enough.” His fingers pinched lightly at her thigh, making her jolt. “Say it.”

“Say what?” she asked, peeking out from under her arm.

“That you liked it.”

She scoffed. “Liked it?”

“Loved it,” he corrected, leaning closer. “Say it.”

Her cheeks burned, but she was too far gone to pretend. “I loved it.”

He smirked, satisfied. “Good girl.”

She groaned, dragging the pillow over her head. He pulled it away and tossed it to the floor. “Nah, you don’t get to hide. Not after the way you screamed my name.”

Her pulse stuttered. He was right. She had screamed. She had let it out, unashamed, and the memory of it rolled through her belly all over again.

“Say that too,” he murmured. “Say you screamed for me.”

Her lips parted, and for a second she couldn’t. The heat of admitting it stuck in her throat.

His fingers slid down her thigh again, teasing. “You want me to make you scream again until you say it?”

She swallowed. “I screamed for you.”

“That’s better.” His grin was lazy, cocky, but not cruel. He kissed her shoulder, biting gently. “I like when you’re honest.”

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. Both their heads turned. The screen lit up: Jason.

Her stomach flipped.

Blake raised an eyebrow. “Perfect timing.”

Her hands shook a little as she picked it up, thumb hovering over accept. She glanced at Blake. He was smirking, eyes dark, nodding slowly. “Answer him.”

She did.

“Stace?” Jason’s voice came through the line, low, rougher than usual. She could hear sheets shifting in the background. “You there?”

“Yes,” she whispered, glancing at Blake. He was still lounging on his elbow, watching her like she was a live show put on just for him.

Jason’s breathing hitched. “Tell me what he did first.”

Her cheeks burned. The words stuck in her throat. But Blake leaned in, close enough that his shoulder brushed hers, his voice a low, taunting growl. “Go on. Tell him.”

Stacy swallowed. “He came up behind me. In the kitchen. He didn’t knock.”

Jason groaned. “And?”

“He… pressed against me. Hard. I could feel him.”

Blake chuckled, dragging his fingers down her stomach just to make her breath catch louder for the phone. “She liked it.”

Jason’s voice sharpened. “Did you?”

“Yes,” Stacy whispered. “I liked it.”

Jason’s exhale was shaky. “Where did he touch you?”

Blake raised his brows at her, smirking, then slid his hand higher, palming her breast. “Here,” Stacy gasped.

“She’s not lying,” Blake said, giving a slow squeeze. “She begged for more.”

“I didn’t beg,” she protested, heat rushing to her cheeks.

“Not with words,” Blake countered. “Her body begged.”

Jason groaned again. “Fuck. Keep going.”

“He put me on the counter,” Stacy said, the words tumbling out now. “He went to his knees. He almost—” Her voice broke. “He almost used his mouth.”

Jason’s voice came tight, almost desperate. “Almost?”

Blake kissed her shoulder, biting lightly. “She stopped me. Said she wanted to save it for you.”

“That true?” Jason demanded.

“Yes,” she breathed. “I wanted to tell you myself. I wanted you to hear it.”

The line went quiet except for Jason’s ragged breathing. She knew that sound. He was touching himself. Fast.

Blake smirked and pressed the phone tighter against her ear. “He wants details. Give them to him.”

Jason’s breathing came ragged through the line. “Tell me everything, Stacy. No holding back. What did he say to you?”

Her face burned. She glanced at Blake—he was watching her with that same sharp hunger, like he wanted to see if she’d actually say it. His hand still rested low on her stomach, fingers tracing lazy circles.

“He… he said I smelled sweet,” she whispered, eyes shut. “Said he wanted to ruin me.”

Jason groaned. “Fuck. What else?”

Blake smirked, leaning close to the phone. “Tell him how wet you were.”

Stacy’s voice caught. “I was dripping. Before he even touched me.”

Jason swore under his breath. She could hear the faint, rhythmic sound of his hand moving. “And when he touched you—what happened?”

“He—” her throat tightened, but she pushed it out, “he spread me open with his fingers. He teased me until I couldn’t breathe.”

Blake’s laugh was low, dark. “She was grinding against my hand. Couldn’t stay still.”

Jason groaned louder. “God, Stacy. Did you moan for him?”

Her cheeks flamed hotter. “Yes.”

“Louder,” Jason pressed.

“Yes,” she said again, voice breaking. “I moaned for him. Loud.”

Blake kissed her neck, biting just enough to make her gasp for the phone. “She screamed, man. Kitchen walls probably still echoing.”

Jason’s breath hitched hard. “Did you say his name?”

Her pulse hammered. She hadn’t told Jason that part yet. She bit her lip.

Blake’s voice dipped lower. “She did. More than once.”

Jason’s groan came ragged. “Say it, Stacy. I want to hear it.”

She shut her eyes, heart in her throat. “I said his name.”

Jason’s voice cracked. “Say it now.”

She swallowed hard. “Blake.”

“Again,” Jason demanded, rougher this time.

Her body trembled, every nerve firing. “Blake.”

The line went silent for a second except for Jason’s broken breathing. Then: “Fuck. You have no idea what that does to me.”

Blake grinned, pleased, his mouth at her ear. “He’s not the only one.”

Blake plucked the phone from Stacy’s hand before she could stop him. He pressed it to his ear, eyes locked on hers, his grin wicked.

“You want the truth?” he said, voice low and certain.

Jason’s reply came ragged. “Yes. Don’t spare me.”

Blake’s gaze dragged down Stacy’s body, taking in her flushed chest, the way her thighs still trembled. “She’s spread out on my bed right now, skin still glowing. She came undone for me on that couch—loud, messy, beautiful. You should’ve heard her.”

Jason groaned, the sound guttural. “I can hear her now. Keep going.”

“She said my name,” Blake went on, voice darker. “Screamed it. Clawed at me like she’d die if I stopped. You know what that does to a man? To hear your wife fall apart and give me every sound?”

Stacy whimpered, covering her face with both hands. Blake tugged them down. “Don’t hide. He needs to hear you squirm.”

Jason’s breath caught. “Is she wet again?”

Blake smirked. “Look at her—hips shifting, thighs tight. Yeah, she’s dripping. Just from us talking about her like this.”

“Jesus,” Jason gasped. “Don’t stop.”

“She begged for my mouth,” Blake said, eyes locked on Stacy. “Told me she wanted me to ruin her until she forgot her name. I had her right there, begging, and you know what she did?”

Jason’s voice was tight. “What?”

“She pulled me back. Said she wanted to save it for you. Thought you’d like to hear it first.” Blake chuckled. “Your wife’s greedy and thoughtful at the same time.”

Jason let out a strangled laugh. “Fuck. That’s her.”

Blake’s hand traced down Stacy’s thigh, squeezing hard. “You should see her now. Hair a mess. Lips swollen. Breathing like she ran a mile. She’s perfect. You’re a lucky man.”

Jason groaned louder, rhythm breaking in the background. “I know I am. Don’t stop talking.”

Blake leaned close to Stacy, still holding the phone. “Tell him what you want next,” he said, whispering against her ear. “Make him say it too.”

Blake pressed the phone back to Stacy’s ear, his eyes holding hers like he wanted to see every reaction. Jason’s breathing was ragged, uneven, but his voice came through sharp with need.

“Listen to me, Stace,” Jason said, every word heavy. “Next time, you don’t stop him.”

Her pulse jumped. “You want me to⁠—”

“Yes,” Jason cut in, voice breaking. “Let him finish inside you. I want every second of it. Don’t pull away. Don’t hold back.”

Blake’s hand slid up her thigh, squeezing, making her shiver. “Tell him you’ll do it,” he murmured.

Stacy’s breath caught. “Jason…”

“Say it,” Jason demanded, raw. “Say you’ll take him and keep it. Say you’ll let me hear you when it happens.”

Her whole body trembled. Shame, heat, hunger—everything tangled until she couldn’t tell them apart. Her voice came out soft, but sure. “I’ll do it. I’ll let him finish inside me.”

Jason groaned, almost a growl. “Good girl. And you’re going to record it for me. Just sound if that’s all you can manage. I don’t care—just proof. I want to hear it.”

Her eyes squeezed shut. “Yes.”

Blake kissed her neck, biting down just enough to make her gasp into the phone. “She’s not lying,” he told Jason, his mouth hot against her skin. “She’s already dripping just from saying it.”

Jason let out a broken laugh, half wild. “Fuck. I can’t—Stacy, I love you. I want this more than I’ve ever wanted anything. Promise me.”

“I promise,” she whispered. “I’ll give it to you.”

The line went quiet except for Jason’s rough breathing, then a low, helpless groan that told her he’d come apart completely. She lay back against Blake’s sheets, phone still hot in her hand, chest rising and falling.

Jason’s voice returned, softer now, almost tender. “Stay with him tonight. I want you wrecked when you come back to me.”

Her throat tightened. “I will.”

“I love you,” he said again.

“I love you too,” she whispered, and the call ended.

Blake plucked the phone from her hand and set it aside, then leaned over her with a wolfish grin. “Well,” he said, fingers already tracing her skin. “You heard him. We’re just getting started.”

The clock ticked steady in the next room, but inside Blake’s bed, time felt like it had no say at all.


CHAPTER 13


The afternoon sun was hotter than yesterday, pressing against her bare skin like a dare. Stacy wore what Jason asked for: thin shorts, tank top, nothing underneath. Each step across the yard made her pulse climb higher.

Her phone was pressed to her ear, Jason’s voice steady but rough on the other end.

“You’re walking over right now?”

“Yes,” she whispered, glancing at Blake’s open side door. The screen door swayed in the breeze, creaking. “I’m almost there.”

Jason’s breath hissed out. “Good girl. Don’t knock this time. Just walk in.”

Her cheeks burned. “What if he’s not ready?”

Jason laughed under his breath. “He’s ready. He’s been waiting since you left his bed.”

The sound of kids playing down the street carried on the wind, but it felt like another world. Her whole world narrowed to the path between their houses, the screen door ahead, Jason’s voice in her ear.

“What are you going to do when you get inside?” Jason asked.

Her mouth went dry. “Let him touch me.”

“Where?”

“Everywhere.”

Jason groaned softly. “Say it dirtier.”

She swallowed. “I’m going to let him put his hands on my tits, my ass, my pussy.” The word came out shaky, but she didn’t take it back.

“Fuck,” Jason muttered, low and raw. “You sound perfect already. Tell me more.”

She hesitated at the steps, the screen door inches from her hand. “I’m going to let him push me down, spread me open, make me loud for you.”

Jason’s breath hitched. “Yes. That’s exactly what you’re going to do. And you’re going to call me again after, no excuses.”

Her fingers curled around the screen door handle. She looked through the mesh and saw Blake inside, shirtless, leaning against the counter with a glass of water, like he’d known she was coming. His eyes lifted, locking on hers instantly.

He grinned.

Jason’s voice was sharp in her ear. “Go in. Now.”

The screen door groaned as she pushed it open. Heat from outside bled into the cooler air of Blake’s kitchen. The smell hit her immediately—citrus cleaner and something heavier underneath: sweat, cedar, the ghost of last night still clinging to him.

Blake leaned against the counter, one hand braced on the edge, water glass sweating rings on the laminate. He didn’t move right away, just looked her up and down, slow, like he was savoring the sight.

“Look at you,” he said, grinning. “Came dressed for trouble.”

Her chest rose and fell too fast. “Jason told me what to wear.”

Blake’s smirk widened. “Good man.” He tilted his chin toward her phone. “He listening right now?”

“Yes,” she said softly.

Blake stepped closer, close enough that she felt his body heat. His voice dropped, lazy and filthy. “You hear that, Wright? Your wife just walked in here with her little shorts on and nothing under. You know what that does to me?”

Jason’s groan came through the speaker, raw. “Tell me.”

Blake’s hand brushed Stacy’s hip, knuckles grazing bare skin where her tank had ridden up. “Makes me want to bend her over the counter and make her scream your name while I use her.”

Stacy gasped, heat flooding her belly. Jason swore under his breath. “Fuck. Say that again.”

Blake leaned to her ear, letting his stubble scrape her cheek. “I said I want her bent over, taking every inch, moaning so loud you can’t tell if she’s calling for you or me.”

Stacy trembled, her grip tightening on the phone. Jason’s voice came desperate, jagged. “Do it. Don’t make her wait this time.”

Blake chuckled darkly, his hand sliding lower, cupping her ass through the thin fabric. “You hear that, sweetheart? Your husband’s giving me the green light.”

Her head tipped back, her voice barely a whisper. “I know.”

“Then say it for both of us,” Blake pressed. “Say you want me to take you right now.”

She swallowed, her whole body alive with it. “I want you to take me right now.”

Jason groaned in her ear, wrecked. “Good girl. Don’t hold back.”

Blake smiled, wicked and certain, and tugged at the waistband of her shorts. “Then let’s see if you’re as ready as you sound.”

Blake hooked his thumbs into her shorts and tugged them down slow, the fabric scraping over her thighs. She stepped out of them, bare now except for the thin tank clinging to her chest.

Jason’s voice crackled in her ear, tight with need. “Tell me what he’s doing.”

Stacy’s breath shuddered. “He—he just took my shorts off. I’m naked under my tank.”

Blake grinned, running his hands up her thighs, palms spreading wide. “Tell him how wet you are.”

Her cheeks flushed hot. “I’m already soaked,” she whispered.

Jason groaned. “Jesus, Stace.”

Blake slid a hand higher, two fingers grazing the slick heat between her legs. She gasped, clutching the phone tighter.

“Say it louder,” Blake growled. “Let him hear you.”

“I’m wet,” she moaned into the phone, louder this time. “So wet for him.”

Jason cursed low, the sound rough and broken. “Don’t stop—keep telling me.”

Blake’s fingers teased her, stroking lazy circles, never enough pressure to satisfy. His mouth brushed her ear. “Tell him what you want me to do with this pretty pussy.”

Her voice shook. “I want you to lick me.”

Jason gasped. “Yes. Fuck, yes—make her say it again.”

Blake chuckled darkly, slipping his fingers higher, just shy of sliding inside. “Say it again, sweetheart.”

Her knees wobbled. “I want your mouth on me.”

Jason’s breathing was ragged now. “God, you sound so dirty. You don’t even know what that does to me.”

Blake pressed a kiss to her shoulder, then pushed her toward the counter. “Hands flat. Let him listen while I make you scream.”

Her palms hit the cool laminate, her phone pressed tight to her ear. Blake’s hands spread her legs wider, his breath hot on the back of her thigh.

Jason’s voice broke through, desperate. “Don’t hold anything back this time. I want to hear all of it.”

Blake eased her shorts aside completely, leaving her bare and open against the counter. The laminate was cool under her palms, the air thick with the scent of his skin and her own arousal.

“Spread wider,” Blake muttered, nudging her thighs apart. “I want him to hear how ready you are.”

Her voice trembled, but she obeyed, the sound of her feet shifting on the tile filling the silence.

Jason’s breath rasped through the phone. “What’s he doing now?”

Stacy swallowed hard. “He’s—he’s behind me. On his knees.”

Blake’s laugh was low, filthy. “Tell him I’m about to make a mess of you.”

“He—he says he’s going to—” her words broke into a gasp as Blake’s mouth pressed hot and hungry against her.

Jason groaned loud in her ear. “Yes. Let me hear it. Don’t hold back.”

Blake’s tongue moved slow, deliberate, circling and teasing until Stacy’s hips bucked against the counter. Her moans filled the kitchen, spilling through the phone for Jason.

“She tastes sweet,” Blake muttered against her skin, his voice muffled but clear. “Better than I even imagined.”

Jason’s breathing grew harsh, broken. “Describe it,” he demanded, voice wrecked.

Stacy’s fingers clenched the edge of the counter, knuckles white. “He’s—he’s licking me. Hard. He’s making me—oh God⁠—”

Blake groaned into her, then pulled back just enough to speak, his mouth slick. “She’s dripping down my chin, Wright. You hearing this?”

Jason’s answer came strangled. “I’m hearing everything.”

Stacy’s head dropped, hair falling forward, her voice breaking with every sound. “I can’t—I can’t hold it⁠—”

“Don’t,” Jason cut in. “I want you to lose it right there for both of us. Loud.”

Blake’s grip tightened on her thighs, holding her steady as his tongue worked faster, filthier. The sounds filled the room—wet, raw, undeniable. Her cries grew higher, unrestrained.

“Say his name,” Jason ordered.

“Blake!” she screamed, body shuddering, the counter rattling beneath her palms.

Jason groaned into the phone like he’d come undone with her.

Blake pulled back, laughing darkly, licking his lips. “That’s what I wanted. Both of us hearing her scream it.”

Stacy slumped against the counter, chest heaving, hair sticking damp to her cheek. Her thighs still trembled where Blake’s hands held her steady. The kitchen was filled with the sound of their breathing, the faint hum of the fridge, the tick of the wall clock that hadn’t stopped through any of it.

Jason’s voice came through the phone, raw and uneven. “Don’t move. I want to talk to both of you.”

Blake smirked, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “We’re listening.”

“Stacy,” Jason said, voice harsh but steadying, “did you like it?”

Her voice broke. “Yes.”

“Say it clearer.”

“I loved it,” she gasped, still catching her breath.

Jason groaned. “That’s what I needed. Now listen. Next time—” his voice cracked, then steadied again, “—next time, you don’t stop him. No pulling back, no holding out. You let him finish what he starts.”

Blake’s grin widened. “That’s exactly what I want to hear.”

Jason kept going, urgent. “And you’re going to record it for me. Just sound, I don’t care. I want to hear you come apart while he’s inside you. You understand me, Stacy?”

Her knees nearly buckled, the words hitting her harder than Blake’s mouth had. “I understand.”

“Say it,” Jason pressed. “Say you’ll let him come inside you.”

Her throat tightened. She looked at Blake, who was still smirking, his hand sliding down her thigh like punctuation.

“I’ll let him,” she whispered. “I’ll let him finish inside me.”

Jason exhaled hard, a broken sound. “Good. That’s what I want. That’s what I need.”

Blake leaned close to the phone, his voice dark. “You’ll get it, Wright. I’ll give you every sound you’re craving.”

Jason groaned, almost undone again just from the words. “Don’t you dare make her hold back. I want her loud. I want her filthy. I want it all.”

Stacy’s body burned with the weight of it—Jason’s command, Blake’s promise, the heat of being caught between them.

Jason’s breathing steadied enough for one last line. “Now put her to bed wrecked. I want her too tired to think straight when she comes back to me.”

Blake chuckled low. “That, I can do.”

Stacy’s grip tightened on the counter, her voice small but certain. “I will.”

The line went silent after Jason’s soft groan, and then the call clicked off.

Blake took the phone from her hand and tossed it onto the table, his grin slow and wicked. “Guess we’ve got our orders.”


CHAPTER 14


The sky was heavy with evening when Stacy walked the familiar path across the lawn. The cicadas were loud now, buzzing from the trees like a chorus. Her body was still tender from last time, but her stomach was tight with something sharper: the memory of Jason’s voice telling her what to do.

Next time, you don’t stop him.

She carried those words like they were stitched into her skin.

Blake was waiting at the side door again, leaning against the frame. Shirtless, damp from the heat, a beer bottle hanging loose in one hand. He grinned when he saw her, slow and wicked.

“Back already,” he said. “Guess I didn’t scare you off.”

“You know why I’m here,” she said, her voice low.

He tilted his head, pretending to think. “Remind me.”

Her throat tightened. “Jason told me not to stop you.”

Blake’s grin sharpened. He set the bottle down, stepped closer, and bent to her ear. “Say it again.”

Her breath hitched. “He told me to let you finish.”

“Inside you,” Blake pressed. “Say the whole thing.”

Her cheeks burned, but she forced the words out. “Jason told me to let you finish inside me.”

Blake groaned, the sound low and dangerous. “Fuck, that’s what I wanted to hear.” His hand slid along her hip, tugging her closer. “And you? You want it too?”

Her body gave her away before her voice could—heat pooling low, thighs pressing together. “Yes,” she whispered. “I want it.”

Blake chuckled darkly, kissing the edge of her jaw. “Then tonight, sweetheart, no more teasing. No more almost. You’re going to take everything I give you. Every. Fucking. Drop.”

Her knees went weak. She clutched at his chest just to steady herself.

“You ready for that?” he asked, eyes burning into hers.

She swallowed, her voice shaking but steady enough. “Yes.”

“Good,” he said. “Then let’s keep your promise.”

Blake didn’t give her space to think. He caught her wrist, tugging her through the kitchen and into the living room. The old couch waited in the middle of the room, cushions worn and familiar from everything they’d already done.

“Sit,” he said.

She sank down, her pulse hammering in her throat. The cicadas outside sang louder, like the night was leaning in. Blake loomed over her, hands on his hips, that cocky grin back on his face.

“Tank top off.”

Her fingers trembled as she obeyed, peeling the thin fabric over her head. She was bare beneath, nipples already tight from the heat and the rush of being ordered around.

“Good,” he muttered, eyes dark. He tugged her shorts down next, tossing them aside. “Look at you. Naked on my couch before I even finish my beer.”

Her cheeks burned, but she didn’t hide. Not tonight.

Blake knelt between her legs, spreading them wide with his hands. “Say it again.”

She shivered. “Say what?”

“What you promised your husband.”

Her breath stuttered. “I promised… I’d let you finish inside me.”

Blake groaned, leaning closer until his mouth hovered just above her belly. “You have any idea how filthy that sounds coming from you?”

Her voice cracked. “I know.”

“You wet just saying it?”

“Yes.”

His mouth brushed her skin, hot and teasing. “Then I’m not stopping until you keep that promise.”

Her heart slammed. “Don’t make me wait.”

Blake’s laugh was rough, hungry. “Oh, I’m not making you wait. I’m making you beg.”

He lowered his head, tongue dragging a slow line down her stomach, stopping just short of where she needed him. His breath hit her skin, hot and maddening. She gasped, clutching the couch cushions.

“Say it one more time,” he growled against her. “Louder.”

Her whole body shook as she obeyed. “I’ll let you finish inside me!”

Blake’s grin pressed into her skin. “That’s my girl.”

And then his mouth was on her.

Blake’s tongue was merciless, slow at first, then firmer, teasing circles that had Stacy’s hips rolling against the couch cushions. Every flick made her gasp louder. The cicadas outside sounded like static in her ears, but all she could focus on was his mouth on her.

He pulled back just enough to speak, his breath hot against her slick skin. “You hear yourself? You’re dripping for me. Your husband told you not to hold back. So don’t. Let him hear every sound in your head.”

She moaned, clutching at the back of his hair. “Jason wants this.”

Blake smirked, tongue sliding deep. He groaned like he was drinking her. When he came up for air, his voice was rough. “Damn right he does. He wants you wrecked. He wants you to take me and not stop until I’ve emptied myself inside you.”

Her whole body jolted at his words. “Yes⁠—”

“Say it,” he cut in, fingers digging into her thighs. “Say you’re going to let me fill you.”

Her voice broke on the confession. “I’m going to let you fill me.”

Blake laughed darkly, lapping at her again, dragging her higher. “That’s it. Louder. Don’t be shy.”

Her cries filled the room now, raw and unrestrained. The old couch groaned beneath her. Blake’s tongue worked rougher, faster, until her legs shook against his shoulders.

“Tell me whose name you’re going to scream,” he growled.

Her eyes fluttered back. “Yours.”

“Say it.”

“Blake!” she cried out, the sound sharp, desperate.

He pulled back again, chin slick, grinning up at her like a man who’d just won. “That’s what I wanted. You’re right at the edge, sweetheart. But you don’t get to fall until I’m inside you. You understand me?”

Her chest heaved. “Yes.”

“Good,” he said, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “Because tonight, you’re keeping your promise.”

Her pulse thundered, her whole body burning with the weight of what was coming. She wasn’t just ready—she was begging for it.

Blake rose from between her thighs, wiping his mouth slow, eyes burning with hunger. He tugged her forward on the couch cushions until she was perched at the edge, legs spread, chest heaving.

“You’ve been begging since you walked through that door,” he said, voice low and rough. “Time to make good on that promise.”

Her breath hitched. “Do it.”

He pushed his jeans down, the sound of the zipper loud in the room, and stroked himself once, groaning like he’d been waiting for this since the fence. His scent—salt, sweat, and cedar—hit her stronger now, making her dizzy.

Blake lined himself up, then paused, his hand gripping her thigh tight. “Say it again before I give it to you.”

Her voice shook. “Jason told me to let you finish inside me.”

He growled, leaning close, his forehead pressing to hers. “And you?”

“I want it too,” she whispered, her whole body trembling. “I want all of it.”

“Then take it.”

He thrust into her hard, and her cry filled the living room, raw and high. The couch jolted against the wall. Blake groaned deep, gripping her hips like he never wanted to let go.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he panted, pumping into her again. “You feel that, sweetheart? That’s me, stretching you open. That’s me taking what your husband begged me to.”

Her nails raked down his back, her voice breaking. “Yes—don’t stop⁠—”

He laughed breathlessly, biting her neck. “Not stopping. Not tonight. You’re mine until I’m empty inside you.”

Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper. Every thrust knocked another sound from her throat, louder, filthier. The couch creaked, the clock ticked, the cicadas screamed outside—but all she could hear was him.

“Whose cock is inside you?” he growled.

“Yours,” she gasped.

“Say it again.”

“Yours!”

Her voice broke on the word, tears pricking her eyes from the sheer force of it.

Blake’s mouth twisted in a hungry grin. “That’s it. You’re gonna scream my name so loud, he’ll hear it in his sleep.”

Her body shuddered around him, each thrust dragging her closer to breaking. She couldn’t stop the words spilling out, breathless and filthy. “I want you to finish inside me. Please—please⁠—”

Blake groaned, his rhythm rougher now, chest pressed to hers. “Oh, I’m going to. And you’re going to love every second of it.”

The rhythm turned frantic, Blake’s groans growing rougher, her cries higher with every thrust. His hands clamped her hips, pulling her down hard to meet him.

“You feel that?” he rasped against her mouth. “That’s me about to lose it inside you.”

Her nails dug into his shoulders. “Don’t stop. Please—don’t stop.”

“Not a chance,” he growled. “You promised me. Promised him.”

Her body clenched around him, the edge tearing through her. She screamed his name, the sound breaking in her throat as her orgasm ripped through her, shaking her apart.

Blake cursed, teeth sinking into her shoulder as his own body jolted. He slammed into her one last time and held there, groaning raw into her neck as he poured himself into her. Heat flooded her, filling her exactly the way Jason had ordered.

Neither of them moved for a moment. The couch creaked under their weight, the cicadas screaming outside. Their breathing tangled in the still air, ragged and uneven.

Blake finally pulled back just enough to look at her, his grin lazy and satisfied. “Promise kept.”

Her whole body trembled, legs still wrapped around him, heart hammering like she’d run a marathon. She reached blindly for her phone on the cushion beside her, her fingers shaking so hard she almost dropped it.

Jason answered on the first ring. “Stacy?” His voice was low, wrecked, urgent.

She swallowed, her voice raw. “It’s done. I didn’t stop him.”

Jason groaned so hard she could hear him fall back against his headboard. “Tell me.”

“He finished inside me,” she whispered, her thighs quivering as Blake shifted against her. “I’m still full of him.”

Jason cursed under his breath, breath ragged in the receiver. “Say it again.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, heat crawling all the way to her ears. “He finished inside me. Just like you told me to let him.”

Jason’s moan was broken, desperate. “Jesus, Stace. I can hear how shaky you are. I wish I could see you right now.”

Blake leaned close to her ear, his voice low enough for the mic. “She’s a mess, Wright. Shaking, dripping, wrecked on my cock. Exactly what you wanted.”

Jason groaned again, helpless. “Fuck, yes. Don’t clean up yet. Let it stay.”

Stacy’s voice trembled. “I won’t.”

“Good,” Jason said, his voice cracking. “Bring all of it back to me.”

The line went quiet except for his heavy breathing. Stacy let the phone slip from her hand onto the cushion. Blake kissed her temple, grinning.

“You think he believed us?” he teased.

She let out a shaky laugh, still trembling. “He didn’t just believe us. He loved every second of it.”

Blake’s chuckle rumbled against her chest. “So did you.”

And she had.


CHAPTER 15


The light was thin and gray when Stacy’s eyes blinked open. For a moment she didn’t know where she was—her body heavy, her skin sticky with sweat. Then the scent hit her.

Blake.

His sheets carried him everywhere: cedar, salt, that faint smokiness that clung to his skin. She breathed it in without meaning to, her thighs aching as memory rushed back. Her body still hummed with what they’d done.

She turned her head. Blake was sprawled beside her, one arm thrown over his head, mouth slightly open. His chest rose and fell in slow rhythm, muscles shifting even in rest. He looked unbothered, like a man who’d taken exactly what he wanted and could sleep forever.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. The sound made her pulse jump.

She rolled over, careful not to wake him, and grabbed it. The screen lit with Jason’s name. Three new messages.

Are you awake yet?

Don’t clean up.

Tell me how it feels right now.

Her stomach tightened, not with guilt, but with heat. He wanted every detail, even the morning after. She typed with trembling fingers: I’m sore. I’m still messy with him. And I don’t regret it.

The reply came fast. Good. That’s exactly what I wanted to hear. Keep it in you. Bring it back to me.

Her chest ached at that. Not in a bad way. More like she’d stepped across a line that couldn’t be uncrossed, and instead of falling apart, she felt steadier than she’d expected.

Behind her, Blake stirred, his hand brushing her hip, warm and heavy. “Texting him already?” he muttered, voice rough from sleep.

“Yes,” she whispered.

Blake chuckled into the pillow. “Good. He should know what he let happen.”

Her phone buzzed again. Pics. I want to see you in his bed.

Her breath caught. She looked down at her bare body tangled in Blake’s sheets, the sunlight just beginning to streak across her skin.

She lifted the phone, angled it, and snapped the shot—her face flushed, Blake’s hand still resting lazily at her hip, the sheets a mess around her. She hit send before she could think twice.

The dots appeared instantly. Perfect. Keep them coming.

Stacy set the phone down, heart racing. She wasn’t sure which thrill was sharper now: what Blake did to her, or how much Jason wanted to know.

The phone buzzed again, rattling against the nightstand. Stacy snatched it up before Blake could reach for it.

One wasn’t enough. I want to see more. Show me everything.

Her breath caught. She glanced at Blake, who was watching her now with a lazy grin, eyes still half-lidded from sleep.

“What’s he asking for?” Blake murmured.

She swallowed. “More pictures.”

Blake stretched, his arm sliding behind his head, completely unbothered. “Then give him more. Show him what he’s missing.”

Her stomach tightened. She angled the phone down her body, sheets half-pushed aside, bare skin catching the thin light of morning. She hesitated.

“Don’t be shy,” Blake teased, reaching out to tug the sheets lower until her stomach and hips were exposed. “He already knows what you look like wrecked.”

Her thumb shook as she snapped the photo and hit send.

Jason’s reply came almost instantly: Fuck. Lower. Show me where he left himself in you.

Heat roared to her cheeks. She bit her lip.

Blake chuckled. “He’s got you working for him even when you’re in my bed.” He brushed a finger down her thigh, stopping just short of where Jason wanted proof. “You gonna give it to him?”

She met Blake’s eyes, her chest rising and falling fast. Slowly, she slid the phone lower, snapped the shot, and sent it without daring to look.

The three dots popped up. Then: Jesus, Stace. You’re perfect. Don’t touch it. Leave it just like that.

She dropped the phone onto the mattress, heart hammering, face burning.

Blake leaned over, plucking it up again. “What else is he saying?”

She grabbed for it, but he held it just out of reach. His eyes skimmed the screen, his grin spreading. “He wants details, doesn’t he?”

Her pulse thudded. “Yes.”

Blake set the phone back in her hand. “Then tell him what I look like right now. Tell him what you see.”

Her thumbs hovered. She typed slow: He’s next to me. Naked. Hard again. Smirking because he knows what you want.

Send.

Jason’s reply hit hard: Describe it. Every inch.

Stacy froze.

Blake tilted his head, amused. “Go on, sweetheart. Make him picture me.”

Her thumbs hovered over the keyboard, but her mind was already filling in every detail. Blake wasn’t making it easier—he stretched out flat on his back, arms folded behind his head, like he knew he was on display. His grin told her he was daring her to say it all.

Jason’s next message flashed: Don’t hold back. Tell me everything you see.

Stacy typed slowly: He’s lying next to me. Broad chest, still damp with sweat. Muscles hard even when he’s relaxed. A scar under his ribs. Dark hair trailing lower…

Her throat tightened. She hesitated.

Blake caught her wrist, tugging the phone from her hand, reading the screen with a laugh. “That’s all? You’re leaving out the best part.”

Her face burned. “Jason wants every detail.”

Blake smirked, pushing the phone back into her palm. “Then give him what he’s begging for.”

She swallowed hard and typed: He’s hard again. Long. Thick. Veins standing out. He’s stroking himself slow while he watches me write this.

She hit send, her breath trembling.

Jason’s reply came fast, a broken line of text: Fuck. Keep going. Tell me how it makes you feel.

Blake reached for her chin, tilting her face toward him. “Tell him the truth. Tell him you’re wet just from looking at me.”

Her stomach fluttered, but she obeyed. I’m dripping again. Just from watching him touch himself. I can’t look away.

She sent it, then dropped the phone onto the sheets, burying her face in her hands.

Blake laughed, low and pleased, tugging her hands away. “Don’t hide. He needs the dirty truth, not your modesty.”

The phone buzzed again. Jason: Say it out loud. Put me on speaker. I want to hear you describe him while he’s right there.

Her chest tightened. She looked at Blake. He was already nodding, his grin feral. “Put him on speaker. Let’s both hear it.”

Her thumb hovered, then tapped the screen. Jason’s voice filled the room, raw and uneven.

“Stacy?”

“I’m here,” she said, her cheeks burning. The sound of him on speaker made it all heavier, hotter.

Blake shifted beside her, hand still working himself slow, deliberately loud. “He can hear this, can’t he?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

Jason groaned through the phone. “Then say it. Out loud. Tell me what he looks like.”

Her breath shook. “He’s—he’s lying next to me. Naked. Hard. Stroking himself while he watches me talk to you.”

Jason swore, the sound wrecked. “Fuck. Louder. Make him hear you.”

Her voice trembled but rose. “His chest is broad, muscles tight. He’s got this scar under his ribs. His cock is—” she broke off, pulse hammering.

Blake leaned close, lips brushing her ear. “Say it. Give him the size, the shape. Make it filthy.”

She swallowed hard, forcing the words out. “It’s thick. Long. Veins showing. He’s so hard, he looks painful.”

Jason’s groan was jagged, like he couldn’t hold back. “Jesus Christ, Stace. Keep going.”

Blake’s hand caught hers, dragging it down to wrap around him. She gasped, the weight of him hot in her palm.

“He’s—he’s in my hand now,” she stammered, voice cracking. “Heavy. Hot. He’s making me stroke him.”

Jason’s breathing grew louder, faster. “Yes. That’s it. Tell me how it feels.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, her voice low and shaking. “It feels like I won’t be able to take him. But I want to. God, I want to.”

Blake groaned, thrusting into her fist. “She’s not lying, Wright. She’s dripping on my sheets just from holding me.”

Jason’s reply was a choked noise that made her thighs clench. “I wish I was there. I wish I could see her face while she says this.”

Blake grinned, leaning toward the phone. “Next time, maybe you will.”

Jason’s voice came through the speaker, low and wrecked. “I can’t take it anymore. Stace—get on him. Ride him. Now.”

Her whole body went hot, pulse pounding in her ears. She glanced at Blake, her hand still around him. His grin was wide, hungry.

“You heard your husband,” Blake drawled. “Climb on.”

Her breath shuddered. “Jason…”

“Do it,” Jason cut in, rough, urgent. “I want to hear you take him. No more teasing.”

Blake sat back against the headboard, spreading his legs, stroking himself slow. “Come here, sweetheart. Let him hear how greedy you are.”

Her knees trembled as she straddled him, the sheets bunching beneath her. She held the phone tight in one hand, Jason’s breathing loud in her ear, and steadied herself with the other against Blake’s chest.

“Say what you’re about to do,” Jason demanded.

Her cheeks burned. “I’m going to ride him. I’m going to take him inside me.”

Jason groaned, almost a growl. “Yes. Now do it.”

Blake guided her hips down, groaning as she lowered onto him. Her cry tore out of her, raw and high, filling the room and spilling through the phone.

Jason swore loud, breath jagged. “That’s it. Take him. Don’t stop.”

Blake’s hands gripped her waist, pulling her down harder. “She feels like she was made for this,” he groaned, voice thick. “Tight, hot, dripping. You hearing her, Wright? She’s moaning your name and mine at the same time.”

Jason’s reply was strangled. “Keep her talking. I want every filthy word.”

Stacy’s voice broke between gasps. “He’s—he’s stretching me. So deep. I can’t—oh God—I can’t stop moving.”

“Good,” Jason panted. “Don’t. Ride him until he fills you again. I want to hear it all.”

Her head tipped back, hair falling, cries spilling from her throat without restraint. Blake thrust up to meet her, groaning like he’d never had enough.

The phone shook in her grip as Jason’s voice crashed through, rough and desperate. “Don’t hold back—scream it for both of us!”

And she did, the sound ripping out of her, the bed rattling, her husband listening to every filthy second as she gave herself over completely.


CHAPTER 16


The house was quiet, but Stacy’s body wasn’t.

Blake slept soundly beside her, one arm flung across his stomach, his breathing deep and even. He looked spent, satisfied. She didn’t feel the same. She was drained, yes, but her chest was tight, her mind racing.

She turned on her side, staring at the mess of the sheets. They still smelled like him. Her thighs ached, tender from everything he’d taken from her. Every time she shut her eyes, she heard Jason’s voice again—rough, urgent, commanding her to ride Blake until she screamed.

The phone buzzed on the nightstand. She flinched, pulse spiking, and snatched it up before the sound could wake Blake.

Jason.

Are you awake?

Her thumbs hovered before she typed back. Yes. I can’t sleep.

The dots appeared, then his reply: Good. I don’t want you to sleep yet. I want you to think about what you’ve done. And about what you’re going to do next.

Her stomach fluttered, nerves mixing with heat. What do you mean?

You let him inside you. You let me hear you come apart. That was just the start, Stace. Next time, I want more. Riskier. Filthier.

Her throat went dry. What kind of more?

The reply came fast. You’ll see. But I want you to admit something to me first. If I asked you to do anything—anything at all—with him, would you?

She froze, staring at the glowing screen. Beside her, Blake shifted but didn’t wake.

Jason… she typed, then stopped. Her pulse thudded hard in her ears.

Say it, Jason pressed. Tell me how far you’ll go.

She squeezed her eyes shut, then forced the truth out, thumbs trembling. I’ll do anything you tell me. Anything.

The phone buzzed again almost instantly. That’s what I needed. Now get some rest. You’re going to need it.

Stacy lay back, the words echoing in her head, making her both ache and shiver. She wasn’t sure whether to be afraid or turned on by what “more” meant—but she knew she was in too deep to back out now.

The morning sun cut through the blinds in sharp lines. Stacy sat at Blake’s kitchen table, wearing nothing but one of his old T-shirts. The smell of coffee lingered in the air, strong and bitter. Blake was still in the shower, the earthly scent of his body wash lingering just beneath the scent of the coffee.

Her phone buzzed. Jason.

She hesitated before answering, then lifted it to her ear. “Hey.”

His voice came low, steady, too steady. “Morning, Stace. Did you think about what I asked?”

Her throat tightened. “All night.”

“And?”

She glanced toward the bathroom where Blake’s shower hissed. “And I meant it. I’ll do anything you tell me.”

Jason exhaled hard, almost a groan. “Good. Because I’ve decided what I want next.”

Her stomach flipped. “Tell me.”

“You’re not just going to let him fuck you,” Jason said, his voice sharp with certainty. “You’re going to let him push you past comfort. Whatever he wants, however he wants it. You won’t hold back, you won’t say no—unless you truly can’t take it. Do you understand me?”

Stacy’s pulse roared in her ears. Her hand shook around the phone. “Jason… that’s⁠—”

“That’s what I want,” he cut in, firmer. “I want to hear you give yourself over completely. Not just to me through him. To him, with me listening. You said you’d do anything. This is it.”

Her knees pressed together under the table, heat and nerves tangling. “So I just… let him take me however he wants?”

“Yes,” Jason said, the word rough. “You let him use you. You let him see what I see—that you’re made for this. And when he’s done, you call me, and you tell me every detail.”

Her chest heaved. Part of her wanted to protest, to say it was too far. But the other part—the stronger, hungrier part—thrummed with the danger of it.

“I’ll do it,” she whispered, her voice shaking.

Jason groaned, low and filthy. “Say it again.”

“I’ll do it. I’ll let him take me however he wants.”

The bathroom pipes groaned as the shower shut off.

Jason’s voice dropped even lower. “Good. Because he’s about to walk out of that bathroom, and I want you to start proving it right now.”

The bathroom door creaked open, and steam spilled into the hallway. Blake walked out, towel hanging low on his hips, droplets of water sliding down his chest. He caught Stacy at the table, phone pressed tight to her ear, and smirked.

“You on with him again?” His voice was teasing, rough with sleep.

Stacy’s fingers gripped the phone tighter. Jason’s breath hissed through the speaker. Tell him what I said.

Her heart thudded. She swallowed hard, staring at Blake as he leaned against the doorway, toweling his hair. “Jason told me… I can’t say no to you.”

Blake’s brows rose, towel pausing mid-rub. “That so?”

Jason’s voice cut in, sharp. Louder.

Stacy licked her lips, her face burning. “Jason told me to let you use me however you want. No holding back.”

Blake dropped the towel onto the counter, grin spreading slow and dangerous. “Well, hell. That’s the best thing I’ve heard all week.”

Jason groaned through the phone. Keep going.

Stacy’s thighs pressed together, nerves fluttering in her belly. “He… he wants me to give myself over completely. To you.”

Blake stepped closer, the heat of his body radiating even from a foot away. “And you’re okay with that?”

Her voice trembled, but the truth spilled out. “Yes.”

Blake’s grin turned feral. “Then get up.”

She pushed back from the chair, legs shaking as she stood.

“Drop the shirt,” he ordered.

Her breath caught. She glanced at the phone. Jason’s voice rasped, Do it.

She pulled the T-shirt over her head, standing bare in the middle of the kitchen, the early light painting her skin gold.

Blake’s gaze raked over her, hungry. “Look at you, already obeying. I could get used to this.”

Jason groaned loud enough to make her shiver. Tell me how it feels, Stace.

Her cheeks burned hotter. “Exposed. Nervous. But… turned on.”

Blake chuckled darkly, circling her like he was taking inventory. “She’s wet already, Wright. I can smell it.”

Jason groaned again, broken. Good. Don’t stop now. Push her further.

Blake’s hand cupped her ass, squeezing hard, making her gasp. “Oh, I plan on it.”

Blake’s hand gripped Stacy’s ass firmly, his thumb sliding down the crease until she shivered. He leaned close, lips brushing her ear. “So your husband told you not to say no, huh?”

Her voice shook. “Yes.”

Jason’s voice came through the phone, ragged and urgent. Do what he says, Stace. Every word.

Blake chuckled, the sound low and dangerous. “Then let’s test that.” He spun her gently but firmly, pressing her against the cool counter. Her bare chest met the laminate, nipples tightening against the chill. She gasped, trying not to squirm.

“Spread your legs,” Blake ordered.

Her pulse hammered. She obeyed, feet sliding wider on the tile.

Jason groaned through the speaker. Good. Keep going.

Blake’s palm cracked lightly against her ass, the sound sharp in the quiet kitchen. Stacy jolted, a cry catching in her throat.

“Fuck, you flinched pretty,” Blake murmured, rubbing the sting with his hand. “Didn’t say no, though.”

Jason’s breath came heavy. Don’t hold back, Stace. Let him hear how it feels.

Her voice trembled. “It—it shocked me. But it made me wetter.”

Blake grinned, squeezing her harder. “That’s what I thought. You like being pushed.”

Her forehead pressed against the counter, cheeks burning. “Yes.”

Jason groaned, the sound desperate. Say it louder. Make him hear it.

“I like being pushed,” she said, voice breaking.

Blake’s fingers slid between her thighs, teasing her slick folds. “And you’re dripping for it. God, Wright, she’s soaking my hand already.”

Jason cursed on the line, broken and hungry. Take her further. I want her begging.

Blake’s laugh was dark, satisfied. “You heard the man. You’re mine until I’m done with you.” He pressed harder, making her gasp. “So beg, sweetheart. Let us both hear it.”

Her body quaked, the words ripping out before she could stop them. “Please—don’t stop. Please, Blake—use me.”

Jason groaned loud, almost a roar, his voice trembling. That’s it. That’s exactly what I wanted.

Blake’s hand slid down her spine, pressing her harder against the counter. His breath was hot at her ear. “You begged. Now you’re going to prove it.”

Her pulse thudded wild. “How?”

Jason’s voice cut in, ragged, almost shaking. Do whatever he tells you, Stace. Don’t question it. Don’t stop.

Blake spread her wider with his knee, fingers pushing inside her without warning. She cried out, the sound sharp, needy.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Loud enough for both of us.”

Jason groaned through the speaker. Keep her there. Don’t let her catch her breath.

Blake worked her hard and fast, his palm smacking against her with every thrust of his fingers. The counter rattled beneath her chest. Her hands clawed at the laminate, breath coming in broken sobs.

“Listen to yourself,” Blake said, his grin audible in his voice. “Moaning for me, while your husband listens. You know how fucked up that is?”

She gasped, her body tightening around him. “Yes.”

Jason’s voice cracked. Say it louder.

“Yes!” she screamed, head dropping forward.

Blake leaned close, his teeth grazing her ear. “You love being ruined, don’t you?”

Her answer came in a sobbed moan. “I love it.”

Jason cursed, rough and broken. God, I’m—fuck, I’m losing it just hearing her.

Blake drove his fingers deeper, faster, until her thighs trembled so hard she could barely stand. She wailed, raw and unrestrained, the sound echoing in the kitchen.

“Come for us,” Blake demanded. “Now.”

Her body seized, her scream tearing out, her legs giving way as she clung to the counter. The orgasm ripped through her like fire, leaving her shaking, dripping down his hand.

Jason’s voice on the line was a groan, low and helpless. Oh, Stace. You have no idea what you just did to me.

Blake pulled his fingers free, slick and shining. He licked them clean with a satisfied grin. “She’s wrecked, Wright. You should see her. Bent over my counter, shaking, messy. Exactly how you wanted her.”

Jason let out a broken laugh. Better. More than I imagined. And we’re just getting started.

Stacy collapsed forward, cheek pressed against the cool counter, chest heaving. She realized then that the line between fantasy and reality wasn’t blurred anymore. It was gone.

And she was still hungry for more.


CHAPTER 17


The sky was turning purple outside Blake’s windows, the last threads of sunlight cutting across the kitchen floor. Stacy sat curled up on the couch in one of Blake’s hoodies, her legs bare underneath, hair still damp from a rushed shower. Blake was in the kitchen, opening a beer, humming low under his breath like he didn’t have a care in the world.

Her phone lit up. Jason.

She answered quickly, pulse skipping. “Hey.”

His voice came steady, though there was an edge under it. “Hey. You with him?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Because I’ve decided what I want next.”

Her stomach flipped. “Tell me.”

Jason took a breath, the sound of it sharp against the receiver. “I don’t just want pictures after the fact anymore. I don’t just want you telling me. I want proof while it’s happening. Live. You understand me?”

Her mouth went dry. “Live?”

“Video,” Jason said, firm. “Not just your voice. Not just your words. I want to see you. I want to watch his hands on you. I want to see your face when you can’t hold it in.”

Her breath stuttered. She glanced toward the kitchen. Blake had leaned against the counter, beer bottle in hand, eyebrows raised. He’d heard enough to catch the gist. His grin spread slow.

Jason’s voice dropped, husky. “Can you do that for me, Stace? Can you let me watch while he takes you?”

Her heart pounded so hard she thought Blake could hear it. “I—I don’t know if I can⁠—”

“You can,” Jason cut in, rougher now. “You promised me you’d give me everything. This is what I want. A live view. I need it.”

Her thighs pressed together under the hoodie, heat blooming low. She whispered, “What if he doesn’t want to?”

Blake chuckled, loud enough to carry. “Put me on speaker. Let’s clear that up.”

Her thumb hesitated, then tapped the button. Jason’s voice filled the room.

“You in, Blake?” Jason asked, no hesitation in his tone.

Blake took a swig of his beer, then smirked. “Oh, I’m in. You want a front-row seat while I use her? Consider it done.”

Jason groaned, wrecked already. “Then tonight, you’re giving me that show. No excuses.”

Stacy’s pulse thundered. The couch felt too small, the hoodie too heavy. The air itself seemed charged.

She realized there was no way back.

Blake set his beer down on the counter and walked over, bare feet silent against the hardwood. He plucked the phone from Stacy’s hand, turned it over, and studied the screen like it was a toy he’d been given to play with.

“You sure about this?” he asked, eyes gleaming.

Jason’s voice crackled from the speaker. “She’s sure. She’ll do it.”

Stacy’s breath hitched. “I—I don’t know if I⁠—”

Blake crouched in front of her, close enough that she could smell the mix of soap and sweat still clinging to his skin. He tipped her chin up with one finger. “Nervous?”

Her voice was a whisper. “Yes.”

“Good,” Blake said, grinning. “That makes it hotter.” He kissed her jaw, then stood, looking around the room. “We’ll set it up here. Couch has good light. Phone propped on the table should catch everything.”

Jason groaned faintly through the speaker. “Perfect. I want a clear view of her face. I want to watch every time her eyes roll back.”

Blake smirked, dragging the coffee table closer to the couch. He set the phone down, angling it until the camera caught Stacy sitting curled on the cushions, hoodie slipping off one shoulder. “There,” he muttered. “Frame’s good.”

Her cheeks flamed. “Jason, I can’t believe you want⁠—”

“Don’t think,” Jason cut her off, his voice rough. “Just obey. You promised me.”

Her thighs pressed together, heat throbbing between them. She glanced at Blake, who leaned against the arm of the couch, arms crossed, smirk sharp.

“You hear him?” Blake asked.

“Yes.”

“Then strip,” Jason ordered.

Stacy’s breath caught. “Now?”

“Yes. While I watch. While Blake watches. No stalling.”

Blake leaned down, whispering hot in her ear. “Do it slow. Make us both wait.”

Her hands trembled as she unzipped the hoodie, letting it slide down her arms. The cool air brushed her bare chest, nipples tightening instantly. She hesitated, fingers hooked in the hem of her shorts.

Jason’s voice broke through, rough and desperate. “Take them off, Stace. I need to see you.”

Blake’s chuckle rumbled low. “Guess you don’t have a choice, sweetheart.”

Her pulse thundered as she pushed the shorts down her thighs, kicking them aside. Sitting naked on Blake’s couch with the phone pointed at her, she’d never felt so exposed.

Jason groaned. “God, you’re perfect. Now lean back. Let me watch him touch you before he takes you.”

Stacy leaned back against the couch, the cushions cool against her bare skin. Her breath trembled as the reality sank in: Jason was watching, right now. Not imagining. Not listening after. Watching.

Blake crouched down between her knees, one hand braced on the cushion beside her hip. His grin was wolfish. “Smile for your husband, sweetheart. Let him see how bad you want it.”

She tried to, cheeks burning, lips parting in something that was closer to a moan than a smile.

Jason’s voice came through the phone, raw. Good. Now let him touch you. Don’t hide a thing.

Blake’s fingers slid up her thigh, deliberate, slow. He didn’t go straight for what she craved—he traced circles, teasing close and pulling away. Stacy whimpered, her hips jerking despite herself.

“You see this, Wright?” Blake said, his voice low, taunting. “She’s dripping already. Can’t sit still.”

Jason groaned loud enough that the sound fuzzed the speaker. Closer. I want to see your hand on her. I want to watch her squirm.

Blake shifted, angling his body so the camera caught his hand sliding higher, finally brushing between Stacy’s thighs. She gasped, head tipping back, one hand clutching at the cushion.

Her voice came out raw. “Jason… he’s touching me.”

Jason’s breath broke. Describe it. Tell me how it feels.

Her eyes fluttered shut, but Blake tugged her chin forward, forcing her to look at the phone. “Eyes open. Let him see you when you say it.”

Her chest rose and fell, voice shaking. “His fingers are teasing me—slow, just enough to drive me crazy. It’s… it’s wet. It’s too much.”

Blake pressed harder, stroking her with rougher intent now, making her hips lift off the couch. Her moan filled the room, spilling into the live call.

Jason’s groan matched hers, ragged. That’s it. Don’t hold back, Stace. Give me every sound.

Blake leaned closer, tongue flicking her nipple as his hand worked faster. “Hear that? He wants you loud. So scream for him.”

Her body quaked, every nerve lit. She cried out, voice breaking, not sure if she was saying Jason’s name, Blake’s, or both.

Jason’s voice came rough, desperate. More. Make her beg, Blake. I want to see her lose control right in front of me.

Blake hooked his arms under Stacy’s knees and dragged her down the couch until she was spread wide, completely exposed to the phone camera. She gasped, trying to cover herself, but he caught her wrists and pinned them to the cushions.

“Don’t hide,” Blake growled. “Your husband’s watching. Give him the show he begged for.”

Jason’s voice cut sharp through the speaker, ragged. Yes. Open her up. I want to see everything.

Blake used one hand to spread Stacy’s thighs even wider. The air hit her, cool and humiliating, but her body betrayed her—slick, dripping, need undeniable.

Her face flamed. “Jason…”

His voice came back low and hoarse. You’re perfect. Don’t fight it. Show me how bad you want him.

Blake smirked, fingers sliding through her wetness before pressing inside her with no hesitation. She cried out, back arching off the couch.

“You hear that?” Blake taunted, pumping his fingers harder so the sound of it filled the room. “She’s soaking my hand. She can’t take it quiet.”

Jason groaned, the sound broken. Good. Don’t let her stop. Keep her wide open. I want to see her beg.

Blake thrust deeper, curling his fingers until Stacy’s hips bucked helplessly. Her moans grew louder, filling the living room, spilling through the phone.

“Beg,” Blake demanded, his grin sharp. “Say what you want in front of him.”

Her breath hitched. “Please…”

“Not enough.”

“Please, Blake—don’t stop. Please make me come.”

Jason groaned again, raw and desperate. God, yes. Say it again, Stace.

She sobbed it out, louder this time. “Please make me come!”

Blake slammed his fingers harder, rougher, until she was crying out with every thrust, body shaking against the couch.

Jason’s voice broke through the speaker, strangled. She’s gorgeous. She’s fucking gorgeous like this. Don’t stop until she screams for both of us.

Blake’s grin widened, his voice dark. “You heard the man. Give us both what we want.”

Her cries built higher, her body right at the edge, every sound spilling into the call, until she couldn’t hold it back anymore—her scream ripping through the room, raw, filthy, and meant for both of them.

Blake’s hand never slowed. His fingers drove into her with merciless rhythm, knuckles slick, the sound obscene in the quiet living room. Stacy’s legs kicked helplessly against the cushions, her cries filling the air, raw and unrestrained.

Jason’s voice rasped from the phone, jagged with need. That’s it, Stace. Don’t fight it. Give it to us.

Blake leaned over her, lips brushing her ear. “Your husband’s watching you lose your mind on my couch. You gonna let him see you come all over my hand?”

Her answer was a sobbed moan. “Yes!”

“Say it,” Blake demanded, pumping harder.

“I’m going to come for you!” she screamed, voice breaking. “For both of you!”

Jason groaned, the sound rough and desperate. Fuck, yes—don’t hold it back.

Blake shifted, grinding his thumb against her while his fingers curled just right. Stacy’s back bowed off the cushions, the camera catching her face twisted with pleasure, mouth open, tears streaking her cheeks.

“Louder,” Blake growled. “Let him hear you.”

Her scream tore out of her, shaking the room. Her body seized, every muscle locking as she shattered around him, her orgasm crashing so hard it left her gasping, twitching against his grip.

Jason’s voice cracked on the line, a broken groan of her name, like he’d come undone right along with her.

Blake finally pulled his fingers free, holding them up slick for the camera, grinning down at her wrecked body. “You see that, Wright? That’s your wife, dripping all over me. Exactly like you wanted.”

Jason’s reply was ragged, worshipful. She’s perfect. She’s more perfect than I imagined.

Stacy collapsed against the cushions, chest heaving, legs trembling so hard she could barely keep them apart. Her whole body burned, her ears ringing from the scream she’d let loose.

Jason’s voice softened, still hoarse. Don’t clean her up. Not yet. I want her messy when she comes back to me.

Blake leaned down, kissing her temple roughly, his grin never fading. “She’s not going anywhere until I’m done with her.”

Her eyes fluttered closed, the phone still buzzing faintly with Jason’s breath, the weight of what she’d just done sinking in. There was no taking it back. She’d been put on display—filthy, shameless—and both of them had loved it.

And so had she.


CHAPTER 18


The sun had dipped low, leaving the sky streaked orange and pink. Stacy stood in Blake’s living room, wearing one of his old flannels that hung open down the front, nothing beneath it. The cicadas outside were louder than ever, their chorus buzzing through the muggy evening air.

Blake stood at the window, one hand on the frame. “It’s hot in here,” he muttered, pushing it open a few inches. The sound of kids laughing down the street floated in. Somewhere nearby, a lawnmower hummed.

Stacy froze. “Blake—someone could see.”

“That’s the point,” he said with a grin. “You think they’re looking in? Or do you think they’re too busy mowing their lawns to notice me spreading you out in here?”

Her pulse jumped, heat crawling up her neck. “Jason would⁠—”

Her phone buzzed on the couch. She snatched it up, Jason’s name glowing on the screen. She answered quickly, voice shaking. “Jason.”

His voice came low, rough. I heard him. Let him. Open the window. Tell me what it feels like to know anyone could see you.

Her breath hitched. “Jason…”

Do it, Jason pressed. Be a good wife. Show me you’re not scared.

Blake’s hand slid down her back, cupping her ass through the thin flannel. “Hear that? He wants it. So quit stalling.”

Her knees trembled as Blake pushed her closer to the glass, the warm air brushing her bare skin. The streetlight outside flickered on, bathing the room in a dim glow.

“Spread your legs,” Blake ordered, voice low.

She obeyed, heart hammering, every nerve on fire at the thought of a neighbor walking past, glancing in, seeing her like this.

Jason groaned through the phone. Tell me how it feels, Stace. Tell me the truth.

Her voice cracked, shaky. “It feels dangerous. Like someone could see me… like I want them to.”

Blake chuckled, sliding his hand between her thighs. “Now that’s the kind of honesty we like.”

Jason’s breath broke through the speaker. Good girl. Keep going. Don’t close that window until you scream for him.

Blake spun her gently, guiding her until her chest pressed against the cool pane. The glass fogged faintly with her breath. The sounds of the street drifted in clearer now—footsteps on pavement, distant chatter, the hum of a car passing by.

Her hands flattened on the glass. “Blake…”

“Relax,” he muttered against her ear, one hand sliding under the loose flannel. “Nobody’s looking. And if they are? Let them enjoy the view.”

Jason’s voice rasped from the phone speaker she’d set on the sill. Tell me what he’s doing. Right now.

Her breath shook as Blake cupped her breast, his thumb dragging over her nipple until it tightened painfully. “He’s—he’s touching me. Against the window.”

Jason groaned. God, yes. Louder. Make me hear how dangerous it feels.

Blake’s other hand slid down her stomach, fingers slipping between her thighs. “Say it, sweetheart. Say you’re spread open where anyone could see.”

Her face burned, body betraying her with a slick rush of heat. “I’m—I’m spread open at the window,” she gasped. “Anyone walking by could see me.”

Jason cursed under his breath, the sound raw. Keep going. Don’t stop until she’s moaning, Blake.

Blake pressed her harder against the glass, the edge of the sill biting into her thighs as his fingers worked her mercilessly. “You hear that, Wright? She’s dripping on my hand, begging to be caught.”

Stacy whimpered, hips rocking helplessly against him. The thought of a neighbor glancing up, seeing her bare skin framed in the window, made her pulse race even faster.

Jason’s voice broke through, jagged. Don’t close it. Don’t hide. I want her loud enough the whole block could hear.

Blake growled against her neck, grinding his palm rougher between her legs. “You heard your husband. Give us both a show.”

Her cry tore out, muffled against the glass, her body trembling as she clung to the sill. Every sound outside—the laugh of a kid, the bark of a dog—made her squeeze tighter around his fingers, like she was seconds from exploding.

Blake’s grip tightened on Stacy’s hips, pulling her back just enough to slide his hand deeper between her thighs. His fingers pumped hard, fast, obscene sounds filling the small gap between her body and the glass.

She whimpered, forehead pressed to the cool pane, but Blake wasn’t having it. He fisted a hand in her hair, yanking her head back until her cries filled the room.

“No hiding,” he growled. “Not with the window open. Not with your husband listening.”

Jason’s voice crackled through the phone, ragged. That’s right. Louder, Stace. I want the neighbors to wonder what’s happening in there.

Her chest heaved. “I can’t—someone will⁠—”

Blake’s grin pressed hot against her ear. “That’s the idea.”

His thumb found her clit, grinding ruthlessly, and her scream tore out before she could stop it. The sound bounced off the walls, loud enough to bleed into the night air through the open window.

Outside, a dog barked, sudden and sharp, like it had heard her. Her pulse spiked with panic and heat, her whole body quaking.

Jason groaned so hard it fuzzed the speaker. Jesus Christ. Do it again. Make her scream again, Blake.

Blake pumped faster, forcing her up on her toes. “You heard him, sweetheart. Scream for us.”

Her voice broke into a wail, raw and unrestrained, echoing out into the street. The thrill of it—of someone hearing, of Jason watching her humiliate herself this way—shattered what little control she had left.

Her orgasm hit fast, violent, her knees buckling as she cried out loud enough to make her own ears ring. The glass fogged with her ragged breath, her body trembling as Blake held her upright, still working her through it.

Jason’s groan came through the phone, strangled. Oh, fuck. She’s perfect. You have no idea how hard I am right now.

Blake kissed her shoulder roughly, his laugh dark. “Oh, I think we do.”

Stacy sagged against the glass, her breath fogging the pane, thighs trembling from her release. She thought maybe Blake would be satisfied—until his hands caught her hips, pulling her back just enough that she felt the hard press of him against her ass.

Her breath stuttered. “Blake…”

“You thought we were done?” he murmured, voice rough with hunger. He ground into her, making her feel just how ready he was. “Not even close.”

Jason’s voice came through the phone on the sill, ragged, urgent. Do it. Right there. With the window open.

Her pulse roared. “Jason—what if someone⁠—”

That’s what I want, Jason cut in, his voice cracking. I want you on display. I want you to let him fuck you where anyone could see if they just look up.

Blake chuckled darkly, sliding the flannel off her shoulders until it pooled at her elbows. “You hear your husband? He’s begging for it. And so are you.”

Her hands clenched against the sill. The street outside hummed with ordinary life—crickets chirping, a car door slamming two houses down, voices carrying faintly in the warm air. And here she was, naked, flushed, about to let her neighbor take her against the glass.

Blake positioned himself, the blunt head of his cock pressing at her slick entrance. Her whole body jolted. “Oh God⁠—”

Jason groaned through the speaker. Say it, Stace. Say you’re about to let him take you at the window.

Her voice cracked, trembling but clear. “I’m going to let him fuck me at the window. Where anyone could see.”

Jason’s groan was broken, guttural. Yes. Do it. Now.

Blake thrust inside her in one hard push, and her scream tore out of her throat, high and unrestrained. The glass rattled with the force of it.

Outside, a car drove by slow, headlights washing across the yard. Stacy froze, panic sparking, but Blake grabbed her hair and yanked her head back, forcing her to moan louder.

“Too late to be quiet,” he growled. “Let them hear you.”

Jason’s voice was wrecked, desperate. Oh, fuck, yes. Don’t stop—don’t stop until she can’t stand.

Blake slammed into her again, harder, the open window framing every filthy sound as the night swallowed them whole.

Blake’s thrusts shook the windowpane, his hips slamming into her with hard, relentless rhythm. The glass rattled with each push, her hands splayed against it, her forehead pressed to the cool surface. The street outside carried on—voices down the block, a car pulling into a driveway—but all she could hear was the obscene slap of skin and her own desperate cries.

Jason’s voice rasped from the phone on the sill. Louder, Stace. Don’t hold back. Let the whole neighborhood know he’s inside you.

Her body clenched around Blake, shame and heat colliding until she couldn’t tell one from the other. “Jason—someone’s going to⁠—”

Blake yanked her hair back, forcing her head up, her flushed face reflected faintly in the glass. “They already hear you, sweetheart. You think they don’t know what’s happening in here?” He thrust deeper, groaning into her ear. “Give them a show.”

Jason’s groan was jagged, urgent. Yes. Don’t stop until she screams my name. Then scream his. I want both.

Blake’s hand slid around her throat, holding her steady as he pounded into her. The pressure made her breath hitch, made her moans sharper, filthier. Her body trembled, teetering on the edge.

“Whose cock is inside you?” Blake snarled.

“H—yours!” she cried, voice cracking.

Jason’s breath hissed through the line. Say mine too. Tell me you’re still mine while he fucks you.

Her whole body jolted, the words tearing from her throat. “Yours, Jason! I’m yours too!”

Blake groaned, hips snapping harder. “That’s it. Scream for us both.”

Her climax hit like lightning, ripping through her, her scream muffled only by the night air swallowing it. The sound echoed out the open window, raw and unrestrained, as her body shook violently against Blake’s relentless thrusts.

Jason’s groan on the line was guttural, broken. Oh, Stace—fuck—I can hear you. I can feel it.

Blake drove into her once more, groaning as he finished inside her, holding her pinned to the glass while she convulsed around him.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breaths, cicadas buzzing, a dog barking faintly down the block.

Jason’s voice came again, softer now but still wrecked. Don’t you dare close that window. Let the air hit you while you drip for him. Bring it back to me just like that.

Blake kissed the back of her neck, laughing darkly. “Guess the neighbors got an earful tonight.”

Her body trembled against the glass, cheeks wet with tears she hadn’t noticed, heart hammering with both terror and satisfaction. She’d never been so exposed.

And she’d never been so turned on.


CHAPTER 19


The morning light cut across the bedroom in harsh lines. Stacy blinked awake, her body aching everywhere Blake had held her down the night before. Her thighs were sore, her voice rough from screaming. She turned on her side and breathed in the sheets. They reeked of Blake—sweat, cedar, sex.

The memory of the window hit her in a rush. Her hands on the glass. The cool night air on her bare skin. The street just outside, so close it felt like someone had to have heard her. She shivered, not from shame, but from the raw thrill still clinging to her skin.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. Blake was still asleep, sprawled naked beside her, but she grabbed it quickly, heart jumping.

Jason.

Did you think about last night?

Because I can’t stop replaying it.

Hearing you scream with the window open—fuck, Stace, it was everything.

Her breath stuttered. She typed slowly, careful not to wake Blake. I can’t believe we did that. I thought someone would see.

The dots appeared instantly. That’s the point. That’s what made it perfect. And now I want more.

Her pulse raced. More?

Daylight.

Her stomach dropped, twisting in equal parts fear and arousal. She typed with shaky fingers. Jason… people will definitely see.

Exactly, came his reply. You promised me you’d do anything. This is what I want. Let him take you where there’s no hiding. Outside. Broad daylight. Let me watch.

Her breath caught in her throat. Outside. No curtains. No shadows. Just the three of them and the risk of being fully exposed.

She set the phone down, covering her face with her hands. Her body burned at the thought. She wasn’t sure if she could say no anymore.

Beside her, Blake stirred, rolling onto his side and draping an arm heavy across her waist. His voice came rough with sleep. “What’s he got you all wound up about now?”

Her lips trembled as she whispered, “Daylight.”

Blake’s grin spread slow against her shoulder. “Oh, fuck yes.”

The phone buzzed again. Stacy hesitated, but Blake reached past her and tapped the screen, putting the call on speaker. Jason’s voice filled the bedroom, rough but steady.

“Stace. You there?”

She swallowed. “Yes.”

Blake stretched beside her, hands laced behind his head, grinning at the ceiling. “We’re listening, Wright. Go ahead and lay it out.”

Jason’s breath rasped through the line. “Last night was perfect. But now I want more. I don’t want curtains or shadows or nighttime to hide behind. I want broad daylight. I want her outside.”

Stacy’s pulse spiked. “Outside? Jason, people will see⁠—”

“That’s what I want,” he cut in, voice sharp. “I want the risk. I want to know anyone could glance over and catch you being taken by him. And I want proof. Video. No exceptions.”

Blake chuckled low, tilting his head toward her. “You hear him, sweetheart? He’s upping the stakes.”

Jason’s voice grew rougher. “Picture it, Stace. The sun on your skin. The neighbors mowing their lawns while you’re bent over for him. Me watching every second from my phone. You think you can handle that?”

Her chest rose and fell too fast. “I… I don’t know if I can.”

Jason groaned, urgent now. “Yes, you can. You said you’d do anything for me. This is it. This is what I need. Tell me you’ll do it.”

Blake’s hand slid across her stomach, fingers dipping lower, teasing. “Say it, baby. Tell him yes.”

Her body quivered, torn between fear and need. She closed her eyes. “I’ll do it. I’ll let you watch me outside. In daylight.”

Jason’s groan was ragged, relieved. “Fuck, Stace. That’s it. That’s exactly what I wanted to hear.”

Blake laughed, rolling out of bed and stretching, his cock already half-hard. “Guess I better mow the yard, huh? Give the neighbors a reason to look over.”

Jason chuckled darkly through the line. “Do it soon. I don’t want to wait. I want her dripping in the sun before the day’s out.”

Stacy’s stomach fluttered wildly, her body already betraying her. There was no going back now.

The sun was already high, pouring through the blinds in harsh white streaks. Stacy sat on the edge of Blake’s bed, tugging the hem of one of his T-shirts down over her bare thighs. Her hands wouldn’t stay still—twisting the fabric, smoothing it, letting go, then clutching again.

Jason’s voice hummed through the speakerphone on the nightstand. Don’t overthink it, Stace. You promised. This isn’t the time to get shy.

Her throat tightened. “Jason, it’s different at night. No one saw⁠—”

“No one saw because it was dark,” he interrupted, firm. “That’s not enough anymore. I need to see you risk being caught. That’s what makes it real. That’s what makes it mine.”

Blake stepped out of the bathroom, towel slung over his shoulder, grin wide. “He’s right. Stop stalling. Get up. We’re doing this.”

Her pulse leapt. “What if someone actually does see?”

Blake tossed the towel aside, unabashedly naked, stretching like he had all the confidence in the world. “Then they get a free show. No skin off our backs.” He glanced at the phone, smirking. “Unless Wright has a problem with that.”

Jason’s laugh came dark, shaky. I’d pay to see their faces when they realize the pretty housewife next door is bent over outside. Don’t back out, Stace. Don’t you dare.

Her stomach twisted. Fear coiled tight, but underneath it was a sharper ache, low and insistent. The idea of someone catching her, of Jason watching live, made her thighs press together despite everything.

Blake caught the movement, his grin widening. “She’s wet already. Just from thinking about it.”

Jason groaned. Perfect. Keep her that way until you’re outside.

Blake tugged the T-shirt up, baring her to the waist. “Lose this. Sun’s out—your tits should be too.”

“Blake!” she gasped, clutching the fabric down again.

Jason’s voice cut in, hard. Do it. Now.

Her heart slammed, heat crawling to her face. She pulled the shirt off, dropping it to the floor.

Blake let out a low whistle, circling her like prey. “Fuck, you’re beautiful. The neighbors won’t know what hit them.”

Jason’s breath rasped through the line. Take her outside. I want her in the sun before she changes her mind.

Stacy stood on shaky legs, completely bare now, the heat of the day pressing in even from inside the house.

The back door creaked as Blake pushed it open, sunlight spilling in hard and bright. The air outside was thick with summer heat, heavy with the smell of fresh-cut grass. A mower droned faintly two houses down, and a dog barked somewhere on the next street.

Stacy froze in the doorway, bare skin prickling under the flood of light. “Blake—what if someone looks over the fence?”

Blake glanced back, grin lazy. “Then they’ll see exactly what your husband wanted them to.” He caught her hand, tugging her gently but firmly onto the porch.

Her feet met the warm wood, each step feeling louder than it should, as if the whole neighborhood could hear her bare soles against the boards. She fought the urge to cover herself, but Blake yanked her arm down when she tried.

“Hands at your sides,” he ordered. “Let him see you trembling.”

Her chest rose and fell too fast. She turned her face toward the phone Blake had set on the porch rail, Jason’s voice already filling the quiet.

Tell me where you are, Stace. Right now.

Her throat went dry. “I’m… outside. On his porch. Naked.”

Jason groaned, low and jagged. Say it louder. Own it.

Her voice cracked, but she forced it out. “I’m naked outside. In daylight.”

Blake’s hand slid up her spine, warm and possessive. “Good girl. Let him hear you blush.”

Her body burned hotter. The sound of a car passing at the end of the street made her knees buckle, the thought of someone glancing over enough to make her thighs clench.

Jason’s breathing was ragged. Perfect. Now let him touch you where anyone could see.

Blake’s hand slid lower, cupping her ass, squeezing hard. He smirked, his voice dark. “You heard him. Time to put on a show.”

Blake guided Stacy down the porch steps, his hand heavy on her bare hip. The grass was warm against her feet, the sunlight beating down on her shoulders. She felt like the whole world was staring—even if no one actually was.

“Here,” Blake muttered, pushing her toward the side of the yard where the fence was lowest. “Right where the neighbors could get an eyeful.”

Her chest tightened. “Blake, please—someone will see⁠—”

Jason’s voice cut sharp through the speakerphone perched on the porch rail. That’s the point, Stace. Don’t you dare back out. I want you to give him everything, right where anyone could notice.

Blake spun her, pressing her back to the fence. The wood was rough against her skin, the heat of it soaking into her. He grinned down at her, his cock already hard against her stomach. “Hands up,” he ordered.

Her pulse thudded. She lifted her arms, bracing them against the top of the fence, the pose leaving her fully exposed to anyone who might glance over.

Jason groaned, ragged. Fuck, that’s it. Tell me how it feels, Stace.

Her voice broke. “I feel… naked. Like I’m going to get caught. Like I can’t breathe—” She moaned as Blake’s hand slid between her thighs, fingers stroking her open. “—and it’s making me wetter.”

Blake laughed softly, curling his fingers inside her until she whimpered. “She’s dripping already, Wright. Your perfect little wife’s about to soak my hand in her own backyard.”

Jason groaned louder, the sound desperate. Good. Don’t let her hold back. Make her scream out there.

Blake’s thumb ground hard against her clit, and Stacy’s cry ripped through the quiet air. She froze, horrified at how loud it had been, but the sound of the mower two houses down kept buzzing.

“Too loud,” she whispered, panicked.

Blake smirked, pumping harder. “Not loud enough.”

Jason’s voice came jagged through the line. Yes, louder, Stace. Don’t hide it. Let me hear you risk it.

Her whole body shuddered. She couldn’t stop the moans spilling out now, high and sharp, her voice carrying over the fence. Somewhere close by, a dog barked again, as if answering her cries.

Blake’s grin widened, his voice dark against her ear. “You’re gonna come with your neighbors home. Scream my name so they know exactly who’s fucking you.”

Her head dropped back, tears pricking her eyes from the sheer intensity. “Blake!” she cried, the sound breaking as her climax ripped through her, raw and unrestrained.

Jason’s moan filled the phone speaker, guttural and helpless. Oh, fuck. That’s it. That’s everything.

Stacy collapsed against the fence, trembling, her whole body still buzzing. Blake pulled his hand away, slick and shining, licking his fingers with a satisfied grin. “Think they heard you, Wright?”

Jason’s laugh was broken, filthy. They heard. And I want more. Next time—we don’t stop at fingers.

Stacy’s breath caught. Her body was still coming down, but her heart was already racing at what that meant.


CHAPTER 20


The morning sun was already blazing when Stacy’s phone buzzed on Blake’s nightstand. She reached for it with shaky hands, knowing before she looked that it would be Jason.

She answered, voice still rough from sleep. “Jason?”

His voice came low but steady, humming with a hunger that made her pulse quicken. “Stace. I can’t stop thinking about yesterday. Hearing you come with the window open, screaming in the yard—I can’t get it out of my head.”

Her chest tightened. “Jason…”

He didn’t give her a chance to stall. “Today, I want everything. No more teasing. No more almost. I want you and Blake outside. In daylight. No clothes. No hiding. And I want to see it live.”

Her stomach dropped, heat and panic flooding her veins. “Jason, that’s⁠—”

“That’s what I want,” he cut in, voice hard. “You promised me. And I don’t care if the neighbors see. I want you bent over for him where anyone could watch, with me on video the whole time. You understand?”

She sat frozen, phone hot against her ear, words lodged in her throat.

Blake came out of the bathroom, towel slung low on his hips, catching her expression. “What’s he asking now?”

Jason’s voice carried sharp through the receiver. “I’m not asking. I’m telling. Outside. Broad daylight. He fucks you until you can’t stand, and I watch every second. No more limits.”

Blake’s grin spread slow and hungry. “Hell, yeah. Took him long enough to say it out loud.”

Stacy’s breath shook. “Jason… this isn’t like before. What if someone⁠—”

“Then they see,” Jason snapped. His voice cracked with need. “That’s the point, Stace. You give yourself over completely. You let him fuck you outside where there’s no pretending anymore. You want this as bad as I do—so stop fighting it and say yes.”

Her throat worked, heart pounding so hard it hurt, yet the excitement of it all brewed deep inside of her. She closed her eyes, trembling. “Yes.”

Jason groaned, the sound ragged, broken with relief. “You’re so hot! Get the phone set up. I want to see everything.”

Blake tossed his towel aside, already hard, and clapped his hands once. “You heard your husband. Let’s give him a finale worth remembering.”

Stacy stood on unsteady legs, knowing the consequences but eager to take the risk anyway.

The air outside was hotter than the day before, the sun hanging high and merciless in the sky. Stacy’s bare feet sank into the grass as Blake led her out the back door, her body exposed to the open yard. The brightness felt brutal, every inch of her skin lit up like a spotlight.

Blake carried her phone, smirking as he scanned the yard. “Here’s good,” he muttered, setting it on the patio table and propping it against a planter. He tapped the screen, making sure the camera framed the scene: the lawn, the fence, and Stacy standing in full view.

Jason’s voice came through the speaker, rough with anticipation. Perfect. Back her up a little so I can see all of her. Don’t block the shot.

Blake chuckled, gripping Stacy’s wrist and pulling her toward the patch of grass just in front of the table. “You heard him. Step into the frame.”

Her pulse raced. She stood there, naked under the blazing sun, the heat already prickling her skin. Every sound seemed louder—the cicadas in the trees, a car pulling away two streets over, the faint laughter of kids drifting from down the block.

She whispered, “Jason, this is too exposed. If anyone looks over⁠—”

That’s what I want, Jason cut in sharply. I want to watch you risk it all. Tilt the camera lower, Blake—I want her whole body, head to toe.

His words excited her while her anxiety of being caught increased.

Blake adjusted the phone, then stepped back to admire the shot, his grin widening. “There. You’ve got a perfect view, Wright. Like you’re sitting right here with us.”

Jason groaned faintly through the line. Closer. Make her spread for me. I want to see how ready she is before you even touch her.

Stacy gasped, clutching her arms around herself, still somewhat unsure even though she was extremely aroused. “Jason⁠—”

Blake smirked, grabbing her wrists and pulling them down. “Don’t argue. Show him.” He pressed two fingers between her thighs, stroking once before holding them up to the camera, glistening. “She’s dripping already.”

Jason groaned, his voice jagged. Good. Now get her on her knees first. I want to watch her take you in her mouth before you bend her over.

Blake’s grin turned feral. “Show time!”

Stacy’s knees hit the grass, the blades warm and scratchy against her skin. The camera caught everything—her flushed face, her trembling hands, the sun lighting her up in full view.

The grass was warm under her knees, little blades sticking to her damp skin. Stacy tilted her face up toward Blake, the sun in her eyes, heart hammering not from fear this time but from a wild, hungry need that seemed to burn brighter than the daylight itself.

Jason’s voice came through the phone, rough and urgent. Look at her, Blake. She’s glowing. Open that mouth for him. I want to see you take him like you’ve been waiting for this moment all your life.

Stacy licked her lips, moaning softly at just the thought of it. “Yes… I want it.”

Blake’s grin widened as he stroked himself slow, the thick length of him already slick at the tip. “Hear that, Wright? She’s begging for it now. She’s done pretending.”

“Please,” Stacy whispered, leaning forward, her hands reaching for his thighs. “I want to taste him with the sun on me. I want you both to watch me.”

Jason groaned, wrecked. God, yes. Do it, Stace. Take him. Let me watch you choke on it.

Blake gripped the back of her head, guiding her closer until her lips parted around him. The heat and weight of him filled her mouth, stretching her jaw. She moaned low, sucking hard, her tongue swirling as her eyes watered in the bright light.

“Fuck,” Blake growled, thrusting shallowly, letting the camera catch the shine of her lips sliding down him. “She’s perfect. No hesitation. Look at her swallowing me like she was made for it.”

Jason’s breathing grew jagged through the speaker. Tell me how it feels, Stace. Tell me while he’s in your throat.

She pulled back just enough to gasp, spit glistening on her chin. “So full. So thick. I love it—I love doing this out here, knowing anyone could see me.” Then she dove back down, hungrier, gagging softly around him as she took more.

Blake groaned, fist tightening in her hair, hips rolling deeper. “You hear that? She’s loving this. She’s desperate for us both.”

Jason’s groan was broken. More. Take him deeper. Show me how much you can handle.

Stacy obeyed instantly, sliding down his length until her nose brushed his stomach, throat tightening around him. She choked, moaned, then pulled back with a filthy gasp, drool spilling down her chest.

Her eyes flicked to the phone, pupils blown wide. “What’s next, Jason? Tell me what to do. I need it.”

Jason’s moan turned into a command, sharp and ragged. Bend her over, Blake. Right there in the yard. I want to see her take you in broad daylight until she can’t stand.

Blake pulled free from her mouth with a slick pop, wiping her chin with his thumb before smearing the drool across her lips. “Up,” he ordered, grinning down at her. “Your husband wants the main event.”

Stacy scrambled to her feet, chest heaving, skin flushed from sun and arousal. She turned toward the table where the phone rested, Jason’s ragged breathing filling the air. Her voice trembled, but not from nerves this time. “Jason… tell me.”

Bend over, Jason growled. Hands on the grass. Spread yourself wide. I want to see him slide into you where anyone could walk by.

A shiver ran down her spine. She nodded quickly, eager, and dropped to all fours on the lawn. The grass was hot under her palms, scratching at her knees. She arched her back, spreading herself open to the camera without hesitation.

Jason groaned so loud it fuzzed the speaker. God, yes. Hold her there, Blake. Don’t let her move until I’ve seen every inch of her filled.

Blake knelt behind her, hands gripping her ass hard enough to leave marks. “Look at this view. She’s dripping already, Wright. Begging for it.”

“I am,” Stacy gasped, wiggling her hips, desperate for more. “Please—don’t make me wait.”

Jason’s voice cracked. Do it. Now. I want to hear her scream.

Blake pressed forward, sliding into her in one hard thrust. Her cry ripped out, raw and loud, echoing across the yard. The camera caught everything—her face twisted with pleasure, the way her body stretched to take him.

“Oh, fuck—Jason!” she cried, fingers clawing into the grass. “He’s so deep—I can’t—I can’t stop⁠—”

Jason groaned, wrecked. Don’t stop. Ride it, Stace. Give me every sound. Let the neighbors hear how good he’s fucking you.

Blake slammed into her again, harder, his groans low and guttural. “She’s milking me already. She loves this. Loves that she’s wide open in the sun with her husband watching.”

Her moans turned into screams, high and desperate, her body shaking with every thrust. The thought of a neighbor glancing over, of someone seeing her like this—bent over, taken raw in the middle of the yard—made her clench tighter around him.

Jason’s voice was sharp, commanding. Scream his name. Then mine. Let everyone know exactly who owns you.

Her voice broke, wild and unrestrained. “Blake! Jason! Oh God—both of you!”

The sound carried into the neighborhood, impossible to take back. And it only made her wetter.

Blake’s thrusts came harder now, relentless, his hips slamming into her with a rhythm that made the grass dig into her knees. The sunlight burned across her back, sweat trickling down her spine. The heat was unbearable—and perfect.

Jason’s voice crackled from the phone, broken and jagged. Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop. I want her screaming until the whole block knows she’s ours.

Stacy’s breath came in sharp sobs. “Jason—Blake—I can’t⁠—”

“Yes, you can,” Blake snarled, gripping her hips so hard it hurt. He drove into her deeper, rougher. “Take it. Show him how much you love being used right here where anyone could see.”

Jason groaned, desperate. Say it, Stace. Tell me you love it. Tell me you love being fucked in broad daylight for everyone to hear.

Her voice broke into a wail. “I love it! I love being your dirty wife—I love being his slut—I want everyone to know!”

Her words tore the last thread of control. Blake growled and pounded into her faster, his cock hitting deep until she was sobbing from the force of it. The phone captured every filthy sound—the slap of skin, her cries, Blake’s groans—and fed them straight to Jason.

That’s it, Jason shouted through the line, undone. Come for us, Stace. Come loud enough the neighbors never forget it.

Blake’s thumb pressed hard against her clit, and the world shattered. Her scream ripped out of her throat, wild, raw, carried straight into the open air. She convulsed around him, body clenching so hard she nearly collapsed into the grass.

Blake groaned, thrusting once, twice more before spilling inside her with a guttural roar. His weight pinned her down as she shook violently through the aftershocks.

Jason’s voice came ragged, broken by his own climax. Fuck, Stace. You’re perfect. You’re everything.

The yard went quiet again except for cicadas buzzing and the faint sound of someone’s sprinkler hissing next door. Stacy lay trembling in the grass, her face pressed against the blades, her body leaking Blake’s release, her chest heaving.

There was no undoing this. She had given herself over completely—in the sun, in the open, to both of them.

And instead of shame, all she felt was hunger for whatever would come next.


EPILOGUE


The key turned in the lock, and Stacy’s pulse kicked like she’d been caught doing something she shouldn’t. She stood barefoot in the kitchen, her silk robe tied loose, hair damp from a shower that hadn’t calmed her nerves. Blake leaned against the counter, shirtless, sipping a beer, and when he heard the door he smirked like he’d been waiting for this exact moment.

“He’s home,” Blake said, low, almost teasing.

Jason stepped inside, duffel bag slung over his shoulder, his travel clothes clinging to him from the summer heat. He dropped the bag by the door with a thud. His eyes locked on Stacy instantly—her bare legs, the edge of the robe showing more than it hid—and the tension in his face melted into something darker.

“Stace,” Jason rasped, voice hoarse from days of silence.

Her breath caught. “Jason.”

He crossed the room in three strides and grabbed her face, kissing her hard. The kiss was messy, desperate, months of distance poured into one moment. His beard scratched her skin, his tongue pushed deep, and her knees almost buckled.

When he pulled back, his eyes slid to Blake. “So it’s real.”

Blake lifted his beer in a mock toast. “Every damn second.”

Jason’s jaw flexed, then his hand slid down Stacy’s throat to her chest, pressing her robe against her skin. “And you let him?”

Her voice trembled. “Yes. I let him. I wanted you to know everything.”

Jason groaned, low and guttural. “Good girl.” His gaze flicked back to Blake. “And you’ve been taking care of her?”

Blake’s grin widened. “She’s been taking care of me.”

Jason laughed once, dark and broken. “Fuck.” He yanked the robe loose and shoved it off her shoulders. The silk whispered as it fell to the floor, leaving her bare in the kitchen, her nipples tightening under his stare.

“Jesus, Stace,” Jason said, voice thick. “You’re dripping already. You’ve been waiting for this.”

She flushed hot. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

Jason kissed her again, then pulled back, his voice turning sharp. “On your knees.”

She dropped instantly, the tile cool under her skin. Blake set his beer aside, unbuttoning his jeans. Jason pulled at his own belt, his cock swelling against his hand.

“Take him,” Jason ordered, his eyes dark. “Take him while I watch.”

Blake’s cock jutted thick in front of her, and she opened her mouth eagerly, wrapping her lips around him. The salty taste hit her tongue, and she moaned as she sucked him deep. Jason groaned above her, stroking himself slowly, his fist sliding slick.

“Fuck,” Blake growled, his hand in her hair. “She’s starving for it. You see this, Wright? Your wife’s gagging on me like she’s addicted.”

Jason’s laugh was jagged. “I know. Look at her lips stretched around you. Drool dripping down her chin. That’s my greedy little slut.”

She moaned louder at his words, spit running down her chest as she bobbed faster. Jason crouched beside her, his cock brushing her cheek. “Look up at me, Stace. Look at your husband while you choke on him.”

Her eyes watered as she obeyed, staring up at Jason while Blake thrust deeper. Jason shoved the head of his cock between her lips too, feeding it in alongside Blake until her mouth was overflowing, her throat gagging.

“God, yes,” Jason groaned. “Take us both. Stretch your throat until you can’t breathe.”

She choked, gasped, then moaned, saliva spilling everywhere. Blake pulled free just long enough to smear himself across her lips before shoving back in.

Jason’s hand stroked her messy face. “Perfect. But I want more. Get her up. I’m fucking her while she sucks you.”

Blake tugged her to her feet, spinning her toward the couch. Jason bent her over the armrest, yanking his zipper down the rest of the way. He slid into her in one hard thrust, filling her deep.

Her scream was muffled as Blake pressed his cock back into her mouth, her throat stretched as Jason slammed into her from behind. She was taken at both ends, her body jolting between them, stuffed full and shaking.

Jason groaned, pounding her harder. “You feel this, Blake? She’s squeezing me tighter because she’s gagging on you.”

Blake laughed, breathless. “She’s perfect. Your wife’s a goddamn dream.”

Stacy sobbed around Blake’s cock, her body clenching wildly, every nerve sparking. Jason leaned over her back, his voice harsh in her ear. “Come for us, Stace. Come while you’re full of both of us.”

Her orgasm ripped through her, sudden and violent, her scream muffled around Blake. Her cunt clenched tight on Jason, milking him until he groaned, spilling inside her. She shook between them, her body convulsing as Blake pulled free, stroking fast until he painted her face and chest.

She collapsed on the couch, trembling, sweat slick on her skin.

But Jason wasn’t done. He grabbed her chin, tilting her face up, smearing Blake’s release across her lips with his thumb. “Lick it,” he commanded.

She moaned, sucking his thumb clean, tasting both of them.

Jason kissed her rough, then pulled back, his voice dark. “On the floor. On your back. I want to watch him fuck you while I make you come again.”

Her body ached, but she obeyed, sprawling on the rug, legs spread wide. Blake knelt between them, sliding back into her with a groan. Jason straddled her chest, feeding her his cock, his eyes burning down at her.

“Take us both again,” Jason growled. “Scream for him. Moan for me. Show us you’re ours.”

Blake thrust hard into her pussy, his hips snapping, while Jason slid into her mouth, fucking her throat. She was wrecked, overwhelmed, her body shaking.

Jason’s voice broke. “Come for him again. Let me feel your scream around my cock.”

Her body clenched, her second climax crashing down, harder, wetter, soaking Blake as he groaned and spilled inside her. Jason growled, shoving deep into her throat until he emptied himself, his groans ragged.

They collapsed together, Jason on one side, Blake on the other, Stacy trembling between them. The air smelled of sweat and sex, the faint fizz of Blake’s forgotten beer still audible from the counter.

Jason kissed her temple roughly, his voice low and certain. “This isn’t the end, Stace. Tonight was just us catching up. Next time, I’m not keeping you inside. You’re going to scream for us both where the whole world can hear.”

Blake chuckled, stroking her thigh lazily. “Guess we’re just getting started.”

Stacy’s body was spent, her skin marked by both of them, but her whisper came steady, certain. “Yes.”

Jason grinned, pulling her closer, Blake pressing in at her other side. “Good. Then the three of us? We’re all in.”


LET HIM WATCH


CHAPTER 1


The heat hit Clarissa the moment they stepped out of the airport shuttle, thick and sweet with salt and hibiscus. She slipped her sunglasses down over her eyes as the porter opened the doors to the entrance of Villa Solara. White stone columns rose on either side, framing a wide lobby that opened up like a cathedral to the ocean breeze. No windows. Just open air, fluttering curtains, and the soft hush of water trickling from unseen fountains.

Jeffrey reached for her hand, lacing his fingers between hers. He gave her that familiar side-smirk—the one that said he was already watching her closely.

“Not bad,” he murmured, voice low enough to skim the surface of her skin.

Clarissa glanced around the lobby. Everyone was beautiful. Tanned skin, flowing cover-ups, linen shirts left open just enough. A couple at the bar near the check-in desk laughed too loudly, the woman tossing her hair while the man’s hand rested on the back of her thigh. No one seemed in a hurry. No one seemed modest, either.

The concierge greeted them with a bright, knowing smile and a necklace of shells. “Welcome to Villa Solara, Mr. and Mrs. Dane. You’re in Suite 602—private terrace, ocean view, champagne service included. Will you be needing anything extra during your stay?”

Clarissa blinked, caught off guard. “Extra?”

“Private dining, spa bookings, couple’s packages, or... more adventurous options,” the woman said smoothly. Her smile never slipped. “Just let us know.”

Jeffrey didn’t miss a beat. “We’ll start with champagne.”

Clarissa squeezed his hand once, hard. He just winked at her.

A bellhop appeared beside them, tan and smiling, already loading their bags onto a cart. They followed him past the bar, across a wide patio scattered with daybeds and gauzy drapes. Everything felt warm. Open. A little unreal.

The suite was at the far end of the top floor. The doors opened into a space that looked more like a fantasy than a hotel room—marble floors, a four-poster bed, a sunken living room, and glass doors that led to a sprawling terrace with a private plunge pool. And just beyond the railing, the ocean stretched out blue and endless.

“Holy hell,” Clarissa whispered, walking toward the terrace.

Jeffrey followed behind, his voice quiet behind her. “They weren’t kidding about the view.”

She turned. “This whole place... it’s like a postcard.”

“It’s like a fantasy.”

Their eyes met. That old hum between them returned, deeper this time. Different.

A knock at the door. The bellhop wheeled in the luggage and uncorked a bottle of champagne while Clarissa tried not to stare at the stretch of smooth skin between his shirt buttons. He was young, probably early twenties, and clearly trained to flirt without crossing lines. He poured two glasses and offered them with a little grin, eyes lingering half a second too long on her neckline.

She accepted the glass without a word. When the bellhop left, Jeffrey leaned in, brushing his lips just behind her ear.

“See how he looked at you?”

Her skin tightened.

“You liked that,” he added.

Clarissa pulled away just enough to study his face. “You didn’t mind?”

“I loved it.”

The silence between them wasn’t awkward—it was electric.

Outside, waves lapped the shore. Below the terrace, a couple kissed in their private pool, barely hidden by palm fronds. Clarissa sipped her champagne and tried not to stare. Tried not to imagine.

Tried not to picture what Jeffrey might want her to do next.
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Clarissa slipped on her sandals and adjusted the thin strap of her sundress, the soft fabric brushing high on her thighs. They’d barely spent ten minutes in the suite—just long enough to toss open their suitcases and change into something lighter. She stood at the edge of the terrace for a moment before they left, letting the salt air roll over her bare shoulders. The heat wasn’t heavy, not yet. It was the kind that stuck to your skin just enough to make you aware of every inch of it.

“Ready to see what kind of place this really is?” Jeffrey asked from behind her, sliding his hand to the small of her back.

They walked the winding stone path that led down from the upper villas to the main resort area, palm trees arching above them like green canopies. It was late afternoon now, the sun easing into its descent, casting everything in gold. Somewhere nearby, steel drums played a low, melodic rhythm—nothing loud, just enough to set a slow, tropical heartbeat to the moment.

Clarissa’s dress moved with the breeze, and she noticed—really noticed—how people were dressed around them. Or not dressed.

A woman in a sheer cover-up strolled past with a cocktail in hand, her bikini top clearly optional. A man wearing only a towel around his hips leaned on a column near the entrance to what looked like the spa, smiling too widely at the next couple who passed. Skin. Legs. Shoulders. Every person seemed intentionally relaxed in how they carried themselves. The atmosphere wasn’t lewd, exactly—it was charged. Everyone looked like they were waiting for something interesting to happen.

Clarissa pulled her sunglasses down and gave Jeffrey a look. “So... this is subtle.”

He smirked. “Subtle’s overrated.”

A couple walked by holding hands—maybe in their forties, both tanned and toned, both in very little clothing. The woman wore a string bikini that barely covered her nipples. The man’s hand rested possessively on her hip. As they passed, Clarissa felt the woman’s gaze slide over her, a slow appraisal that wasn’t judgmental—just... curious.

Jeffrey’s hand slipped into hers. “Still want to stay?”

“I didn’t say I didn’t.”

“You’re processing.”

“Can you blame me? This place is like... a dream designed by a horny architect.”

He laughed and kissed her shoulder. “You’re glowing.”

They reached the main pool area. Clarissa paused.

It wasn’t like any pool scene she’d seen before. No kids. No whistles. No cannonballs. Just rows of white lounge beds draped in gauzy fabric, private cabanas with their curtains slightly parted, and a wide expanse of water reflecting the pink-orange sky. Everything was sensual. Intentional. Even the music playing over the speakers was slower now, bass-heavy, almost like a heartbeat.

There were people in the water—laughing, lounging, drinking from stemmed glasses—and others who weren’t shy about where their hands wandered.

Clarissa spotted a topless woman stretched out on a pool float, head tilted back in the sun. A man waded toward her, admiring her openly, slowly. In one of the cabanas near the far end, a pair of legs tangled together under the curtains. She couldn’t tell what exactly was going on in there, but it wasn’t sunbathing.

She stared too long. Jeffrey leaned in. “That look in your eye…”

“I’m just watching.”

“That’s how it starts.”

She rolled her eyes but said nothing.

They found two open lounges near the edge of the pool and sat down. A server appeared almost immediately, young and handsome, dressed in a tight linen shirt that left little to the imagination. He asked if they wanted drinks and Jeffrey ordered them mojitos without asking—he knew her preferences. Clarissa kept her legs crossed, acutely aware of how her dress rode up when she sat.

The men across from them noticed.

She could feel it. That flicker of attention when one of them adjusted his sunglasses and glanced over. Then the second one nudged him and tilted his head in her direction, trying to be subtle about it. They weren’t leering. They weren’t being crude. But they were very obviously looking.

Jeffrey leaned back and smiled at her. “You feel it yet?”

“What?”

“Being watched.”

She turned her head slowly toward the two men. They looked away—but only for a second. The bold one held her gaze.

Clarissa looked back at Jeffrey. “Yeah. I feel it.”

He reached over and let his hand slide onto her thigh. “You don’t have to do anything. Just sit there. Let them imagine.”

Her legs tensed slightly under his touch, but she didn’t pull away. The warmth of his palm made her skin prickle.

“I’m not used to this,” she admitted.

“Used to what?”

“Being... obvious.”

“You’re not being obvious. You’re being seen.”

She breathed in, exhaled slowly. “There’s a difference?”

He nodded. “A big one.”

Their drinks arrived, condensation already running down the sides of the glasses. Clarissa took a long sip. Mint, lime, just enough rum. Her head felt lighter already. Her dress had shifted again, the neckline slipping slightly lower. The man across from them wasn’t pretending not to notice anymore.

Jeffrey watched her watching him. “You’re beautiful when you forget to worry.”

“I’m not worried.”

“Good.”

He leaned in, his voice low and close to her ear. “I love seeing how they look at you. But what I really want is to see what you’ll do when you stop looking away.”

She turned her head, met his eyes.

“I guess we’ll find out.”
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Clarissa shifted on the lounge chair, drawing one leg up beneath her as she adjusted her sunglasses. The mojito was almost gone, the mint leaves stuck to the sides of the glass, the ice melted into something faintly sweet. She could still feel Jeffrey’s hand on her thigh, even though he’d pulled it away a few minutes ago. It left a phantom heat behind.

The sun dipped lower in the sky, casting long shadows across the pool deck. Voices mingled with music, lazy and soft. No one rushed. Everyone lounged, touched, observed. The air had a rhythm. Slow, suggestive. Like the place itself had a pulse.

Clarissa couldn’t ignore the attention now—not from the men across from them, not from the couple to their right, not even from the server who brought them their second round. Her body language was being read like a book in a language she hadn’t studied, but instinctively understood.

She leaned back on her hands, her chest lifting with the motion. The neckline of her dress shifted again. One of the men across from them—dark-haired, muscular, maybe mid-thirties—smiled at her. The other leaned in and whispered something to him.

She felt that smile settle into her skin.

Jeffrey sat next to her, watching, quiet. His eyes were hidden behind his sunglasses, but she didn’t need to see them to know what was happening in his head. He was cataloging every glance, every shift in her breathing, every flush in her cheeks.

“I don’t think they’re going to stop looking,” she murmured.

He didn’t look away from her. “Would you want them to?”

Clarissa bit the inside of her cheek, fighting a smile. “Maybe.”

Jeffrey reached over, his hand brushing her wrist. “You look like someone who wants to be stared at.”

“I don’t know if I do. That’s the weird part.”

He took a long sip of his drink, then set the glass down on the side table between them. “It’s not weird. It’s honest.”

She turned her head to look at him. “What if I like it?”

“Then I’ll be right here, watching you enjoy it.”

Something about the way he said it—calm, certain, without a hint of jealousy—unlocked something in her. Not all at once. But enough to make her back arch slightly as she sat up straighter.

Across the pool, a woman in a yellow bikini top caught her eye. She was lying on her stomach, legs kicking idly in the air, talking to a man seated at the edge of her lounger. They were flirting, clearly. But there was something more open about it. Less hidden. When the man reached over and brushed his fingers down the woman’s back, she didn’t even flinch. She smiled and kept talking.

No one stared. No one whispered.

Clarissa turned back toward Jeffrey. “You ever think people come here just to feel seen?”

He raised an eyebrow. “Is that what you’re feeling?”

“I think so. I didn’t come here for that. But now that it’s happening…”

She didn’t finish the sentence. She didn’t need to.

Jeffrey stood, adjusted the waistband of his shorts, then offered his hand to her. “Come with me.”

She gave him a look. “Where?”

“Let’s walk. Just around the pool.”

“Why?”

He leaned in, brushing her hair back with two fingers. “Because I want to see what happens when you walk slowly... and let that dress do what it’s dying to do.”

Clarissa felt heat bloom across her chest, up the sides of her neck. She hesitated, but only for a second, before slipping her hand into his.

They walked the long way around the pool, not fast, not purposeful. Just wandering. Jeffrey kept close, one hand low on her back. The thin fabric of her dress clung in places—against her hips, the backs of her thighs. Her sandals slapped gently against the stone as they passed couples talking, servers refilling drinks, and more bodies lounging in various stages of exposure.

More eyes turned to her.

Some looked once and looked away. Others looked longer. One man in a cabana leaned forward as she passed. Clarissa didn’t pretend not to notice anymore. She met his gaze, her head tilted just enough to acknowledge it. His mouth twitched into something between a smile and a silent compliment.

When they reached the far end of the pool, Jeffrey slowed and leaned against a low wall that overlooked the beach trail. Clarissa stood in front of him, arms crossed loosely over her stomach, unsure what to do with the fire building inside her.

“You felt that,” he said.

She nodded. “Every step.”

He brushed her hip with his fingertips. “And now?”

“I don’t know what to do with it.”

“Do you have to do anything?”

Clarissa looked at him, really looked. “You don’t think this is strange?”

He shook his head. “I think it’s the opposite of strange. I think you’ve always had this in you, and now you’re finally letting it breathe.”

She looked back over the pool deck, where the golden light lit up bare skin, relaxed bodies, and the quiet electricity of adults who had given themselves permission to feel. A laugh bubbled up from her chest, soft and surprised.

“God,” she said. “I feel like I’ve been asleep.”

Jeffrey pulled her closer. “Then don’t go back to sleep.”

She kissed him. Not rushed, not discreet. Just long enough to feel him smile against her mouth.

As they walked back to their lounge chairs, Clarissa didn’t bother adjusting her dress.
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The sky was turning copper by the time they returned to their suite. Clarissa kicked off her sandals at the door, stepping inside with that light, sun-warmed buzz that only came from equal parts alcohol, ocean air, and adrenaline. The space had been cleaned while they were gone—fresh towels folded on the bed, champagne flutes replaced, curtains drawn just enough to let in the last rays of light.

Jeffrey followed her in, closing the door behind them with a soft click.

Neither of them said anything at first. Clarissa crossed the suite to the terrace and opened the glass doors. The sea below was painted in melted gold, its surface calm. She leaned against the railing, both hands gripping the metal, her breathing slower now but still tight in her chest.

Jeffrey came up behind her and rested a hand on her lower back.

“So?”

She didn’t turn. “So what?”

“You tell me.”

Clarissa exhaled. “I think I just walked through a sex dream.”

Jeffrey chuckled. “Was it a good dream?”

“It was... a lot.”

“Too much?”

She shook her head slowly. “No. Not too much.”

She turned around, leaning her hips against the railing now, facing him. “I don’t know what I expected. I thought this would be... relaxing. Luxurious. A break from real life. But it’s more than that.”

Jeffrey stood in front of her, leaving just enough space between them for tension to linger. “You expected cabana drinks and couples massages. You didn’t expect to feel wanted.”

Clarissa studied him. “That’s not fair.”

He shrugged. “Maybe not. But is it wrong?”

She didn’t answer right away. Her eyes drifted out toward the water again.

“I don’t get looked at like that anymore,” she said, quieter now. “Not in the real world. Not like I was today.”

Jeffrey stepped closer. “Do you miss it?”

She nodded before she could talk herself out of it. “Yeah. I do.”

He brushed his knuckles across her arm. “You’re still that woman. Always have been. You just needed to be somewhere that lets her out.”

Clarissa let out a soft laugh. “You’re really okay with this? With people looking at me like that?”

He looked her in the eye. “I love it.”

“Because you know I’m yours?”

“No,” he said. “Because I know what you are. And watching you step into it—seeing their faces when you walk by, knowing exactly what they’re thinking... it does something to me.”

Her breath caught. “Say it.”

He didn’t flinch. “It turns me on.”

The space between them snapped. Jeffrey reached out and ran his hands down her sides, gripping her hips just tight enough to feel her breathe harder.

Clarissa’s voice came out a little thinner than before. “You want them to look at me that way?”

“I want you to feel it.”

She pressed her thighs together, fighting the urge to grind into him.

“You looked back,” he said. “More than once.”

“You noticed?”

“I notice everything.”

Her lips parted, but no words came out.

“You liked it,” he said. “Didn’t you?”

Clarissa’s voice was a whisper now. “Yeah.”

“Say it.”

“I liked it.”

“Say what you liked.”

Her cheeks flamed. “I liked the way they stared. I liked knowing they wanted me.”

He nodded, the heat between them swelling.

“Did you imagine it?” he asked.

“What?”

“Their hands. What they’d do if you let them.”

Clarissa swallowed. Her voice almost caught in her throat. “I didn’t get that far.”

“Next time, maybe you should.”

She let that hang between them for a moment. Her body felt wired, every nerve tuned to him.

“You know what I imagined?” he asked, pulling her even closer.

“What?”

“Walking you back to the room. Watching you undress. And knowing someone out there is jerking off thinking about you.”

Her breath hitched.

“Do you want to know how badly I want you right now?” he asked.

Clarissa didn’t answer. She didn’t need to. Her hands were already pulling him by the shirt, backing him toward the bed.
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Clarissa pushed him back onto the bed before she could talk herself out of it.

The mattress gave under Jeffrey’s weight as he fell into it with a quiet grunt, his shirt already half-untucked from her grip. She stood over him for a beat, breathing hard, her chest rising and falling with more than just arousal—it was something fuller, heavier. She wasn’t drunk. Not really. But her skin buzzed like it was catching up to something her mind hadn’t yet named.

Jeffrey propped himself up on his elbows, watching her like he didn’t dare interrupt. She reached for the strap of her dress and pulled it down one side, then the other. Slowly. Not for him, exactly. Not like before. This time, she was showing herself.

And she liked the way it felt.

She let the dress fall to the floor.

He let out a low breath.

“Turn around,” he said.

Clarissa arched a brow, but obeyed. She turned slowly, barefoot, standing in the soft light of the suite in nothing but a lace thong. The ocean wind stirred the curtains behind her, and from the terrace, the faint hum of music still floated in from the pool. Somewhere out there were people who had seen her today. People who had stared. Imagined. And they had no idea what she looked like now.

But Jeffrey did. Only him.

“Come here,” he said.

She walked to the edge of the bed, then straddled him without hesitation, knees pressing into the mattress, hands flat on his chest.

“Did you think about it today?” she asked, voice low.

He nodded once. “Every minute.”

“What did you think about?”

His hands slid down her thighs, slow and steady. “That guy in the yellow trunks. The one who couldn’t stop staring at your ass.”

“You noticed that?”

“I noticed the way your hips moved when you realized it.”

She swallowed, the heat between her legs throbbing now.

“You liked the idea of him touching me?” she asked.

Jeffrey looked up at her without blinking. “I liked the idea of you letting him.”

She exhaled sharply.

“I imagined him walking up behind you,” he continued. “Pressing his chest against your back, sliding a hand down the front of your bikini.”

She rocked her hips against him once, her body answering before her mind could catch up.

“And then what?”

“I imagined you not stopping him.”

She reached down and unbuttoned his shorts. No hesitation now. Her hands moved fast, greedy, like she’d been holding back all day. She pushed them down and felt him—hard, ready, needing her. The moment she lowered herself onto him, they both gasped.

There was nothing quiet about this.

She moved with purpose, grinding against him, using him the way her body had been aching to. Jeffrey held her hips but didn’t guide her. He just watched, eyes burning with something close to reverence.

“Tell me more,” she panted.

“I imagined you calling me after,” he said, voice breaking. “Telling me what he did to you.”

She rode him faster, eyes fluttering shut, hair falling around her face.

“Telling me how deep he went. How wet you were for him.”

Clarissa whimpered.

“Would you do that?” he asked. “Would you come back to me like this?”

She nodded hard. “Yes.”

“Would you tell me every filthy detail?”

“Yes.”

“Would you let me taste you after?”

That broke her.

She came with a sharp cry, her nails digging into his chest, body jerking as the orgasm ripped through her. She didn’t hold back—not this time. She let it take her, raw and full, her head falling forward as she shook.

Jeffrey grunted beneath her and came a second later, his body bucking as he emptied into her, hands tightening on her waist. He stayed inside her, his chest rising hard under hers.

Neither of them spoke for a long time.

Eventually, she laid down on top of him, still catching her breath.

“You’ve never talked to me like that before,” she whispered.

“You’ve never looked like that before.”

She pulled the sheet up around them, but didn’t bother dressing.

“Do you think this place is changing us already?”

Jeffrey kissed her forehead, his voice steady.

“No. I think it’s letting us be who we already were.”


CHAPTER 2


Clarissa’s robe clung to the back of her thighs as she followed the spa attendant down the curved hallway. The air was thick with lavender and sandalwood, and the quiet sound of running water echoed off the stone walls. She could feel her heartbeat in the soles of her feet, even though the walk was slow and silent. Jeffrey walked beside her, barefoot, shirtless under his own robe.

The attendant stopped in front of a set of carved wooden doors and smiled. “You’ll be in the Oceanview Pavilion today. Open-air. Very private.”

Clarissa nodded politely, but her mind was already racing.

Private. But not enclosed.

The doors opened onto a raised wooden platform shaded by white curtains that billowed with the breeze. Two massage tables sat side by side, and just beyond the railings was nothing but green canopy and distant ocean. It was breathtaking, in that dreamy, detached-from-reality way the whole resort seemed to be designed for.

Two massage therapists—one male, one female—waited inside, both smiling gently.

Jeffrey leaned in close and whispered, “Think they’ve seen a few wild things in this room?”

Clarissa smirked. “Judging by the oil stains on the wood? Probably.”

They undressed behind the divider. Clarissa let her robe slip off her shoulders and folded it carefully, but not before catching Jeffrey watching her with open hunger. She liked the way he looked at her now. It wasn’t just desire—it was admiration, pride. Like he was walking through the world with something no one else was allowed to touch.

But that boundary was starting to shift.

She lay face-down on the massage table, a towel draped low across her hips. The air kissed her bare back. Her arms relaxed at her sides. She heard Jeffrey settle next to her on his own table.

Soft music played from somewhere nearby. Not spa music—something more primal. A slow beat, like water on skin.

Clarissa closed her eyes.

The male therapist introduced himself in a low, melodic voice. His hands were warm when they touched her shoulders. Confident. No hesitation. He pressed into her muscles with slow, deliberate force, and within seconds she had to remind herself to breathe evenly.

Her body betrayed her almost immediately.

Every long stroke down her back sent heat through her core. When his fingers spread wide across her shoulder blades and then worked their way slowly toward her lower back, she felt her thighs tighten. He wasn’t doing anything inappropriate—not by technical standards—but his hands didn’t feel clinical, either. They felt... intentional.

The longer it went on, the more Clarissa couldn’t ignore it.

She shifted once on the table, just a small arch of her back. Her breath hitched.

Across from her, Jeffrey said nothing. But she could sense him watching. Listening. Reading her.

“Pressure okay?” the therapist asked.

“Perfect,” she murmured.

He moved to her legs, sliding the towel up to her hips with practiced ease. Her entire backside was now bare, exposed to the warm air and his skilled hands. The first glide of oil down her thigh made her flinch—more from anticipation than surprise.

Clarissa opened her eyes just enough to glance sideways toward Jeffrey.

He was on his back now, eyes closed, but the corner of his mouth twitched.

He was very aware.

The therapist’s hands moved higher, firmer, kneading into the curve of her glutes. Clarissa bit her lip. This wasn’t her imagination. He was going exactly to the edge. Not crossing the line. But dancing with it. Teasing it.

She breathed through her nose, slow and controlled, but her body was on fire.

He shifted to the other leg and did the same—deep pressure, slow upward movement, gliding just under the towel, just enough to make her hips rise again. Her body wanted to be touched. Opened. Taken.

And he knew it.

When he stepped away for a moment—perhaps to refill oil—Jeffrey spoke without opening his eyes.

“You’re breathing heavy.”

Clarissa swallowed. “It’s intense.”

“That’s not the word I’d use.”

She turned her head slightly toward him. “What word would you use?”

“Wet.”

Her stomach flipped. Her legs clenched.

“Is that what you are, Clarissa?” he asked softly, still not looking at her. “Soaked from someone else’s hands on your body?”

She couldn’t speak.

The therapist returned, but now her entire body felt hyperaware of every movement. His hands resumed their work, and she lost track of time. Her mind flickered with images—of letting go, of spreading her legs, of Jeffrey watching with approval as she gave in to something she’d been conditioned to hide her whole life.

By the time they turned her over, her nipples were hard under the towel and her sex throbbed with every shift of her hips. The therapist’s touch was more conservative now—chest, arms, neck—but it didn’t matter. The damage was done.

Her body was no longer her own. It was craving.

And Jeffrey knew.

When the session ended, the therapists left with a soft bow and a tray of cold cucumber water.

Clarissa sat up slowly, wrapping the robe around herself with trembling fingers.

Jeffrey stood, adjusting his robe with zero shame about the visible erection pressing against the fabric. He walked to her, leaned down, and kissed her forehead.

“You were beautiful,” he said.

She blinked up at him. “You were watching me?”

“I was listening to your breath. And I’ve never been harder in my life.”

[image: ]


Clarissa sat cross-legged on the terrace, robe tied loosely around her, the front gaping just enough to feel the evening breeze against bare skin. A chilled bottle of sauvignon blanc sat between her and Jeffrey, half full, condensation dripping down the glass. The sun had begun its descent in earnest now, bleeding orange and pink into the sky, washing the whole balcony in gold.

She hadn’t said much since the massage.

Neither had he.

Jeffrey sat in the deck chair across from her, legs stretched out, one arm slung casually along the side. He looked like he didn’t have a care in the world, but Clarissa knew better. His stillness wasn’t boredom—it was control. Contained hunger.

And he was watching her.

Her glass was nearly empty. She sipped again, needing the wine more than she wanted to admit.

“That was more intense than I thought it would be,” she finally said.

Jeffrey tilted his glass toward her. “Was it?”

She shot him a look. “You know it was.”

He gave a small shrug, but his mouth twitched in amusement. “What part got you?”

Clarissa hesitated, then looked back toward the ocean. The horizon blurred slightly—whether from wine or heat, she wasn’t sure.

“I don’t know. The hands. The... I don’t know. It wasn’t even what he did—it was what I let myself feel. I kept waiting for it to cross a line. But it didn’t. And that made it worse.”

“Worse how?”

“Hotter.”

Jeffrey said nothing at first. Then, quietly: “Did you want him to cross it?”

Clarissa’s stomach flipped. Her thighs pressed together instinctively.

“I think I wanted to know what it would feel like if he did.”

He leaned forward in his chair, elbows on his knees. His voice dropped.

“I wanted to know too.”

She looked up sharply.

“I thought about it,” he went on. “I lay there and imagined what it would look like if he slipped his hand under that towel. If he spread your legs and touched you while you looked straight at me.”

Her breath left her in a slow, shaking exhale. “Jesus, Jeff.”

“I imagined you not stopping him,” he said. “And I didn’t feel threatened. I felt... proud.”

Clarissa stood, needing to move. She walked to the edge of the terrace, fingers gripping the railing.

“You’re not supposed to say things like that.”

“Says who?”

She turned back toward him. “Don’t you think this is dangerous?”

“Not if we do it together.”

The wind picked up slightly, tugging at her robe. She didn’t fix it. Let it stay open just enough to keep things vulnerable.

“You’ve never talked like this,” she said.

“You’ve never looked like this.”

Clarissa swallowed. “I feel like I’m being rewired.”

“You are,” he said. “So am I.”

They stood there in silence for a while, the sound of waves below, the rustling of palm leaves, the faint laughter from some distant patio down the hill.

Jeffrey stood and came to her, his body warm behind hers. He rested his hands on her hips, thumbs slipping inside the robe’s fabric.

“When he was touching you,” he said, voice brushing against her ear, “did you think about what it would be like to let him go further?”

She nodded. “I kept picturing it. My legs opening. You watching.”

“Did you want him to?”

“I think... I wanted permission.”

Jeffrey slid one hand up her stomach, just under the robe, fingers grazing her skin. “From him?”

“No,” she whispered. “From you.”

His breath hitched.

“And if I gave it?” he asked.

Clarissa turned in his arms, looked up at him. “Then I’d stop pretending I didn’t want it.”

Their foreheads touched, and for a long moment, they didn’t kiss. They just stayed there, breathing the same air, each of them holding the weight of what had just passed between them.

Then Clarissa said, very quietly: “Tell me you want me to do it.”

Jeffrey’s eyes locked on hers. “I want to see you wanted.”

Her lips parted.

“Not just looked at. Not just flirted with,” he said. “I want to see what it looks like when someone tries to take you.”

“And what would you do?” she asked.

“I’d let him,” he said, voice rough now. “And then I’d take you back.”

Clarissa didn’t say anything. She just kissed him—deep, slow, full of things she wasn’t ready to say out loud yet.
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The rooftop bar was perched high above the beach, a glowing beacon of soft light, quiet laughter, and clinking glass. Candlelit tables lined the edges of the terrace, and the center buzzed with low conversation, DJ-spun music, and waitstaff gliding between guests with effortless charm.

Clarissa stepped out of the elevator and into the warm night air, the scent of lime and crushed mint lingering on every passing tray. Her black dress clung to her like a second skin, dipping low in the front and stopping high on her thighs. The fabric shimmered faintly under the string lights that zigzagged overhead.

Jeffrey exhaled beside her, not hiding the way he stared.

“Jesus,” he said.

She gave a half-smile. “Too much?”

“Not even close.”

He guided her with a hand on the small of her back toward the bar. It wasn’t crowded—just full of energy. Every couple, every solo guest seemed to be halfway into a flirtation. Some subtle, some bold. No one here seemed embarrassed to want something.

They took two seats near the edge of the bar, overlooking the coastline below.

A dark-haired man behind the bar turned toward them, towel slung over one shoulder, sleeves rolled up over strong forearms. He had that polished tan that said he’d been here a long time. Sharp cheekbones. Easy smile.

Clarissa didn’t need to be told who he was. She felt it in her stomach before he spoke.

“Evening,” he said, eyes locked on hers. “First night here?”

His voice was smooth, confident—slightly accented, though she couldn’t place it. The kind of voice you didn’t forget.

Jeffrey gestured toward the bottles. “What do you recommend?”

Mateo’s smile deepened. “Something that starts slow... and ends with you making bad decisions.”

Clarissa laughed, and he turned to her with full attention. “Red or white?”

“White.”

“Dry?”

“Always.”

He nodded like he’d just learned something valuable. “I’ve got something for you.”

As he turned to pour the drink, Clarissa leaned toward Jeffrey, whispering under her breath. “You’re not going to pretend that wasn’t flirting?”

“Not pretending anything,” he said without missing a beat. “I just watched his eyes go from your lips to your chest and back again. It was educational.”

She pressed her knees together. “This place is dangerous.”

“That’s why we came.”

Mateo returned with two glasses and placed hers in front of her with a slight bow. “You’ll tell me if it’s too bold.”

Clarissa took a sip. Crisp. Cold. A little wild at the finish.

“It’s perfect,” she said.

“I like your dress,” he added, not glancing away as he said it. “But I think it would look better on the floor.”

Clarissa blinked. She didn’t blush. Not this time. She turned to look at Jeffrey, waiting for him to intervene. Say something. Redirect.

He didn’t.

He just watched her. Calm. Steady.

Like this was what he’d wanted all along.

Mateo didn’t push. He moved to the other end of the bar to take another order, his presence leaving a wake behind him.

Clarissa leaned in, her voice barely audible. “What the hell is happening?”

Jeffrey sipped his wine. “He’s attracted to you. You’re turned on. I’m hard as a rock. That about covers it.”

Her heart pounded. “You’re okay with this?”

He didn’t hesitate. “I want this.”

Clarissa looked down at her glass, then out over the water. The breeze touched her bare legs, and her skin tingled everywhere she’d been massaged earlier.

She could feel Mateo watching from the other end of the bar. Not overtly. Just... waiting.

“I think he’d take me upstairs if I said the word,” she said.

“I know.”

She turned her head slowly to face Jeffrey. “And what if I wanted to?”

He leaned closer. “Then I’d walk you to the elevator, tell you how beautiful you are, and wait for you to come back dripping with sin.”

Clarissa’s breath caught.

“I’d kiss you before you left,” he added, brushing his fingers against her thigh under the table. “And when you came back, I’d ask for every detail.”

She reached for her wine again, but her hand trembled slightly as she lifted it.

“I don’t even know how to play this,” she said.

Jeffrey looked at her like he already knew. “You don’t have to play anything. Just let him keep flirting. See how it feels.”

Mateo returned a few minutes later, sliding a napkin across the bar.

“Something for later,” he said with a smile.

Clarissa glanced down. A name. A room number. And beneath it, one line:

“If you’re ever in the mood to be adored, I’m here.”

She stared at it.

Jeffrey reached over, took a slow sip of his wine, and said just three words:

“Keep the napkin.”
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The door closed behind them with a soft click, and suddenly the silence was louder than the music had been.

Clarissa stood just inside the suite, clutching her clutch like it weighed more than it should. The napkin was folded inside it, barely creased, as if even the act of folding it had felt like crossing a line.

Jeffrey tossed his room key onto the entryway table and loosened the top buttons of his shirt. He didn’t say anything. Not yet.

Clarissa slipped out of her heels and walked barefoot to the edge of the terrace. The breeze was stronger now, cooler, brushing her skin through the thin fabric of her dress. She stared out at the horizon, but her mind was spinning circles around one thing:

That note.

That man.

That moment.

Mateo wasn’t some ambiguous fantasy anymore. He had a name. A face. A room number.

She felt Jeffrey approach before he touched her. His hands settled on her waist, thumbs moving in slow, lazy circles through the dress.

“You’ve been quiet,” he said.

Clarissa kept her gaze on the water. “I don’t know what to say.”

“You don’t have to say anything.”

“That note...” she began.

“Was hot as hell,” he finished.

Clarissa turned to look at him. “You really think that?”

He nodded, eyes steady. “He looked at you like you were a gift.”

She gave a soft, incredulous laugh. “That’s dramatic.”

“It’s honest.”

Her mouth opened, but the words caught. She looked away again, her fingers tightening slightly on the railing.

“I keep thinking,” she said slowly, “what would happen if I went. If I knocked on his door.”

Jeffrey stepped closer, his chest against her back now, his breath warm in her hair.

“What do you want to happen?”

She closed her eyes. “I want to know what it feels like to be wanted like that. To be touched like I’m brand new to someone. I want to feel dangerous.”

“You already are.”

She leaned back into him slightly, the heat between them simmering.

“But what if it’s not just sexy?” she whispered. “What if it changes something?”

Jeffrey’s hands slid around her waist, holding her gently. “Then we let it. If it changes you into someone more alive, more confident, more open... then that’s not something I’m afraid of.”

She turned to face him, and for the first time that night, her fear was in her eyes.

“You won’t look at me differently?”

He shook his head. “I’ll look at you more. That’s the difference.”

Her voice dropped. “I think I want it.”

Jeffrey’s thumb traced the edge of her jaw. “I think you do too.”

They stood there for a long moment, the kind of silence that isn’t empty—it’s full of a hundred possibilities.

Then Clarissa stepped away from him and walked over to her clutch on the dresser. She pulled out the napkin, unfolded it, and stared at the number.

Room 414.

It might as well have been a key.

Jeffrey came up behind her and looked over her shoulder.

“You don’t have to decide anything tonight,” he said gently.

Clarissa turned the napkin over and back again, her pulse thudding in her throat.

“But what if I already did?”

He paused. “Then we figure out what happens next.”
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Clarissa stood in the bathroom doorway, bathed in soft light, the napkin still in her hand. She looked like she’d just walked out of someone else’s life—someone bolder, someone on the verge of making a decision she couldn’t take back. Her black dress clung to her body like it had been poured on, and her lipstick was half-faded, kissed off by the wine and wind.

Jeffrey watched her from the bed. He’d already stripped down to his boxers. The lamp beside him cast warm shadows across his chest, the muscles in his arms still taut from holding back all night.

He didn’t ask what she was thinking. He already knew.

She stepped into the room slowly, the folded napkin held between two fingers. She held it up like a fragile little dare, then set it down on the nightstand. Her eyes never left his.

“I’m not going tonight,” she said.

Jeffrey’s expression didn’t change. “Okay.”

“But I thought about it,” she added.

“I know.”

“I imagined it.”

“I wanted you to.”

She moved toward him, each step slow, barefoot, deliberate. The heat between them had been simmering for hours, but now it hit like an open flame. She crawled onto the bed, straddling him before he could reach for her, her knees framing his hips.

Clarissa leaned down until their faces were inches apart.

“You wanted me to flirt,” she said.

“Yes.”

“You wanted him to touch me with his eyes.”

“I wanted him to want you so bad he couldn’t stand it.”

She rolled her hips against him, slow and heavy. He was already hard.

“And you want me to go to him,” she whispered, “and give him something I’ve only given you.”

Jeffrey’s hands slid up her thighs. “I want you to taste what it’s like to be worshipped. And then I want to see what it does to you when you come back to me.”

Her mouth crashed into his. This wasn’t soft. It wasn’t exploratory. It was feral.

She pulled his boxers down with one hand, grinding her hips lower as he sprang free, the heat of his cock pressing into her soaked thong.

Jeffrey growled into her mouth. “Take it off.”

She pushed her dress up and over her head in one fluid motion, then her panties, tossing them behind her like an afterthought. She was on him before the thought fully landed—sinking down, inch by inch, until he was deep inside her.

They both gasped.

But she didn’t move—not yet.

She just stared down at him, eyes wild, skin flushed.

“Did you think about it?” she asked. “Back at the bar. Did you imagine him touching me?”

“I haven’t stopped.”

“Did you imagine what I’d sound like when he made me come?”

“Yes.”

“Would you want to hear it?”

“I want to hear everything.”

Clarissa began to ride him. Slowly at first, like she was testing the rhythm of the fantasy. Every thrust brought her deeper into the image—Mateo’s hands, his mouth, his hunger—and Jeffrey’s gaze, locked on her, refusing to blink.

“I want you to watch me next time,” she said between breaths.

“I will.”

“Even if I’m not looking at you.”

“I’ll be watching the whole time.”

She picked up the pace, hands flat on his chest, hair falling forward. Her moans filled the room, louder than she’d ever let herself be.

And then⁠—

“I want him to fuck me,” she gasped. “I want you to know exactly how it felt when he does.”

Jeffrey grabbed her hips and thrust up into her, hard. “And I want to fuck you after, while you’re still dripping from him.”

Her orgasm came fast. Violent. Her body jerked forward, nails raking his shoulders as her head dropped to his chest. She screamed his name—his, not Mateo’s—and he came seconds later, clutching her to him, spilling inside her with a groan so deep it seemed to shake the room.

Afterward, they lay tangled in silence, sweat cooling between them, her head resting against his collarbone.

Clarissa whispered, “I think I need to know.”

Jeffrey brushed her damp hair back. “Then you will.”

Her hand slid across his chest, slow and thoughtful. “You’re really going to let me do this?”

He kissed the top of her head. “Clarissa, I’m going to help you.”


CHAPTER 3


Clarissa stood in front of the full-length mirror, wrapped in nothing but a towel and indecision.

The closet doors were open, the bed behind her covered in a soft mess of dress options: some new, some old, most of them things she would’ve packed for a date night. But this wasn’t a date. And it wasn’t just dinner. This was something else entirely.

Jeffrey lay on the bed, propped up on one elbow, watching her.

He hadn’t offered any input. Not yet. He just watched.

She picked up a red dress she’d brought “just in case” — the one with the plunging neckline and the slit up the side. It was bold. A little too bold. She set it down and reached for a black one instead, simpler, cleaner, with a back that dipped low and nothing underneath.

She hesitated.

Then tossed it aside, too.

Jeffrey cleared his throat, his voice low and amused. “You waiting for divine intervention?”

“I’m waiting to not feel like a fraud.”

“Clarissa,” he said, “you looked that bartender in the eye and didn’t flinch. You’ve already crossed the starting line.”

She turned to face him. “This isn’t like me.”

“I know.”

“That doesn’t worry you?”

He shook his head. “It excites me.”

Clarissa paced to the dresser, opening the drawer that held her lingerie. She ran her fingers across the delicate lace, the satin, the things she usually saved for anniversaries or hotel nights when they played roles together.

She picked up a deep wine-colored set—barely there, soft and sheer—and held it up. “Too much?”

Jeffrey’s eyes darkened, but his voice stayed calm. “That depends.”

“On what?”

“On whether you want him to see it.”

Clarissa stared at the fabric in her hands. The idea that Mateo might see her in it made her thighs tighten. The idea that Jeffrey was fine with it—that he wanted it—made something deeper unravel.

She walked into the bathroom and changed slowly, deliberately, the kind of undressing and redressing that wasn’t just functional. It was for her. Every strap adjusted, every clasp clicked into place with purpose. When she slid the dress over her head, it molded to her like heat.

She stepped back into the suite.

Jeffrey sat up straighter. His gaze roamed her body with reverence.

“Holy shit,” he murmured.

She smiled, but it wasn’t shy.

“You haven’t even seen the back,” she said, turning slowly.

The low dip of the dress revealed the arch of her spine, the top band of her thong barely peeking out.

Jeffrey stood now, walking over to her with quiet intent. He ran his hands down her sides and pulled her close.

“You look like sin,” he whispered. “Like temptation dressed in skin.”

Clarissa’s pulse jumped. “That’s what I’m going for.”

He looked into her eyes. “Are you planning on talking to him tonight?”

She nodded. “Not to sleep with him. Not yet. Just... to see how far I want to go.”

Jeffrey leaned in and kissed her neck. “And how far do you want me involved?”

Clarissa tilted her head, giving him more access. “I want you nearby. I want to know you’re watching. I want to feel your eyes on me the whole time.”

“You’ll feel more than that.”

His hands grazed the underside of her breasts, then down her hips. He didn’t push for more. He didn’t take her. He just framed her, as if setting her in place for something larger.

“Should I follow ten minutes behind you?” he asked.

She gave a small laugh. “What are we, spies?”

Jeffrey smiled. “You’ll get there first. Get his attention. I’ll take the stool at the far end of the bar.”

Clarissa nodded, nerves and adrenaline tangling in her chest.

“Can I ask you something?” she said softly.

“Anything.”

“What if I go too far?”

Jeffrey stepped back and looked her over, head to toe, as if committing this version of her to memory.

“Then I’ll be waiting right here,” he said, “ready to go even further.”

Clarissa picked up her clutch, her heart hammering against her ribs. She kissed him once—soft and brief—then walked toward the door.

Before she opened it, she turned back.

“How do I look?” she asked.

Jeffrey didn’t hesitate.

“Like you’re about to ruin him.”
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Clarissa stepped off the elevator and into the bar like she’d done it a hundred times before.

This time, she didn’t scan the room. She didn’t check to see who was watching. She knew. She could feel it on her skin like heat from a spotlight—like the energy shifted when she entered.

Mateo was behind the bar again, leaning forward with a glass in his hand, drying it with a rag that had probably seen more lipstick than spills. His eyes lifted the second she walked in. And just like that, the world narrowed.

She walked to the bar slowly, each step measured, letting the slit of her dress do the work for her. The breeze caught the hem just enough to tease the shape of her thigh. Her heels tapped softly against the stone floor. She felt the heads turn. Some were casual. Some not.

She didn’t care.

Mateo’s grin appeared before she even reached him.

“I was hoping I hadn’t imagined you,” he said.

Clarissa leaned one elbow on the bar. “I’m not that easy to forget.”

“No,” he said, eyes tracing the curve of her shoulder. “You’re not.”

He reached under the bar and pulled out a bottle—something golden and clean.

“I saved this in case you came back,” he said, pouring two small glasses.

Clarissa raised a brow. “Just in case?”

He gave a small shrug. “You looked like a woman who needed a second round.”

She sipped. Smooth. Sweet. The finish hit low, warming her chest.

“You don’t strike me as someone who waits around for things,” she said.

“I don’t. But for you?” He held up his glass. “Worth it.”

Clarissa glanced around the bar, casually scanning for Jeffrey. She spotted him at the far end, seated alone, one leg crossed over the other, sipping his drink like a man without a care in the world. But she could see the tension in his jaw. The alertness in his eyes.

He was watching every second.

And he wasn’t just okay with it—he was loving it.

Clarissa turned back to Mateo. “So tell me—what is it you think I need?”

He leaned in, voice lower now. “I think you need to be seen. Really seen. And not just looked at like a fantasy across the room.”

She tilted her head. “And you’re offering to be the one who sees me?”

“I’m offering to be the one who doesn’t look away.”

The words landed hard in her chest. Too direct. Too real.

She liked it more than she should.

Clarissa leaned in until there was barely space between them. “I’m married.”

“I know,” he said.

She blinked. “You do?”

“I know what this resort is,” Mateo said, smile lazy and unbothered. “And I know when a man sends his wife to the bar in a dress like that, he’s not looking for a drink recommendation.”

Her stomach fluttered.

“Besides,” Mateo added, “he’s been watching us for ten minutes.”

Clarissa’s breath caught. She gave a nervous laugh, but there was no denial in her voice.

Mateo’s fingers grazed the bar, just close enough to hers to feel like an invitation. Not a touch. Not yet.

“You tell me how far you want to go,” he said. “I’ll follow your lead.”

Clarissa reached for her glass again, heart pounding.

“You’re dangerous,” she said.

“I’m respectful,” he corrected. “But I don’t play dumb.”

She looked past him, briefly, at the lineup of bottles behind the bar. Anything to steady herself.

Then her gaze shifted back to Mateo, her voice steadier than it felt inside.

“What if I told you I liked being wanted by someone who isn’t my husband?”

He didn’t blink. “Then I’d ask if you want to feel what that’s like up close.”

Her pulse jumped.

“I didn’t say I was ready for that.”

“I didn’t say you had to be.”

He poured her another splash of the golden liquor and raised his glass. “To being wanted. Even if it’s complicated.”

She clinked hers against his. “To complicated.”

Across the room, Jeffrey swirled the ice in his glass and took another sip. His face was unreadable, but Clarissa knew what was happening behind those eyes. He wasn’t just watching. He was burning.

She turned back to Mateo. “So what happens if I take this further?”

Mateo’s voice dropped. “Then I give you what you’re asking for. And I treat you like you deserve to be treated.”

Clarissa smiled, slow and deliberate.

“I’m not sure what I deserve yet.”

He leaned in one final inch. “That’s what makes it fun.”
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The suite was quiet when Clarissa stepped inside. Quiet in the kind of way that lets your own heartbeat echo in your ears.

She didn’t turn on the lights.

She dropped her clutch on the dresser and toed off her heels. Her feet sank into the cool tile as she walked to the terrace doors, where the moon spilled silver across the ocean and everything outside looked both peaceful and dangerous at once.

Jeffrey was already there, standing barefoot in a T-shirt and lounge pants, his back to her, one hand resting on the railing. He didn’t look at her when she came out. Didn’t say anything.

He didn’t need to.

Clarissa stood beside him in silence for a few long seconds, her dress still clinging to her like a second skin. Her body felt flushed, electric, barely contained.

She spoke first.

“I think I forgot how to breathe when he said he knew.”

Jeffrey’s voice was calm, measured. “Knew what?”

“That you sent me.”

Jeffrey didn’t flinch. “He’s not stupid.”

“No,” she agreed. “He’s not.”

She turned to lean her back against the railing, facing him now. He still wouldn’t look at her, which made it worse. Made it hotter. More real.

Clarissa continued, voice low and unsteady. “He said if I wanted to know what it felt like to be wanted... really wanted... he could show me.”

Jeffrey’s jaw tightened. Barely. But she caught it.

“And you liked that?” he asked.

“I did.”

His eyes moved to hers now, full of fire. “Did he touch you?”

“Not yet.”

Jeffrey stepped closer, slow and deliberate. “But he could have?”

Clarissa nodded. “I think he was waiting for me to decide.”

“And were you close?”

She swallowed. “Yeah.”

Jeffrey’s hand brushed the side of her arm. “And what stopped you?”

“I wanted to come back to you first.”

That broke the silence.

He reached for her with both hands, cupping her face like she might disappear. His kiss was sudden—deep, rough, full of everything he hadn’t said since she walked in the door. Clarissa whimpered into his mouth, fingers digging into his shoulders, her legs already shaking.

When he pulled back, he was breathing hard.

“Tell me what you wanted him to do,” he said.

“I wanted him to kiss my neck.”

“Like this?” Jeffrey asked, lowering his mouth to her throat.

She gasped. “Yes.”

“I wanted him to touch my thigh. Just above the knee. Slow.”

Jeffrey’s hand slid down her leg, his fingers skimming upward under her dress.

“Here?”

“Higher.”

He obeyed.

Clarissa’s voice broke. “I wanted to feel what it would be like... if I said yes.”

Jeffrey growled against her neck. “You’re going to.”

She whimpered.

“And when you do,” he whispered, “you’ll still be mine.”

She nodded, breathless. “Say it again.”

“You’ll still be mine.”

They moved back into the suite, lips still locked, hands greedy. But there was no rush. No frantic need. Just heat, and reverence, and the electricity of knowing she was walking the edge—and about to cross it.

Jeffrey kissed her shoulder. “What do you want now?”

She didn’t hesitate. “I want you to take me... while I’m still thinking about him.”

He didn’t say anything.

He just lifted her off the floor, carried her to the bed, and did exactly that.
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Clarissa lay on her stomach, the sheets tangled around her waist, her cheek pressed against the pillow. Her skin still glowed from Jeffrey’s hands, her thighs trembling from the aftershocks of the way he’d taken her—possessive, reverent, and rough in all the right places. The room was dark except for the moonlight spilling in from the terrace.

Jeffrey lay beside her, propped up on one elbow, fingers brushing slowly down her spine.

Neither of them had spoken in a while.

It wasn’t silence. It was gravity.

Clarissa broke it first. Her voice was quiet. Honest.

“I don’t know how far I’m going to let it go tomorrow.”

Jeffrey didn’t answer right away. He let his fingers trace the dip of her back before responding.

“That’s up to you.”

She turned her head slightly, just enough to meet his eyes. “Is it?”

He nodded. “This only works if it’s yours.”

Clarissa exhaled slowly. Her body felt heavy, but her mind wouldn’t rest.

“I keep thinking... once it happens, everything changes.”

“It already has,” he said.

“Does that scare you?”

“No,” he said. “You being afraid to want it—that’s what would scare me.”

She rolled onto her side, sheets falling away from her chest. “It’s not just sex, Jeff.”

“I know.”

“If I do this... if I actually go to his room... I’m not going to hold back. I can’t pretend.”

Jeffrey’s voice was steady. “I don’t want you to.”

She hesitated. “Even if I enjoy it?”

He leaned closer, his forehead brushing hers.

“I want you to enjoy it.”

Her lips parted. “Even if I... finish with him?”

“Yes.”

Clarissa swallowed hard. “And you’ll still want me?”

Jeffrey’s voice was low. Fierce. Certain.

“I’ll want you more.”

That undid her. Not with arousal. With safety. With freedom. With a kind of love that didn’t ask her to shrink to be acceptable.

Clarissa blinked up at him. “I need to hear you say it.”

“Say what?”

“That you give me permission.”

Jeffrey moved over her, one arm braced beside her head. “Clarissa Dane,” he said slowly, deliberately, “I want you to go to him. I want you to let him have you. I want you to look him in the eye and say yes.”

She breathed, shaky now.

“And when you come back,” he whispered, “I want to take everything you felt... and make it ours.”

Her eyes fluttered shut.

“And if I fall apart?” she asked.

“I’ll be the one holding you together.”

She pulled him down to her, not for sex, not for heat. Just to be held. To feel the weight of what was about to happen. To lie in his arms and fall asleep knowing that when tomorrow came, she wouldn’t be guessing anymore.

She had permission.

Not just to be touched.

But to be unleashed.
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The suite was still. Midnight had come and gone, but neither of them had tried to sleep.

Clarissa sat at the vanity near the window, hairbrush in hand, her robe loosely tied. Her legs were tucked under her, one bare thigh peeking out as she stared at her reflection. The mirror showed her flushed cheeks, her parted lips, her eyes—still dilated from everything that had happened that night. But something else lingered behind the heat.

Doubt.

Not about desire. Not about Mateo. But about herself.

Jeffrey moved quietly in the background, gathering the room back into calm. The discarded dress. The empty glasses. Her heels kicked off by the door.

Clarissa spoke without turning around. “What if I don’t know how to come back from this?”

Jeffrey paused. “You mean... once you cross the line?”

She nodded slowly. “I’ve been thinking about it all night. About what happens after. Will I still feel like myself? Or someone else? What if I like who I become out there... more than who I am in here?”

Jeffrey came behind her and rested his hands on her shoulders. “Then we get to meet that version of you together.”

She looked at their reflection. His hands on her. His voice steady. Her anchor.

“You say that like it’s easy.”

“It’s not,” he said. “But it’s real. And so are we.”

She let the brush fall into her lap. “I keep waiting to feel guilty.”

“And?”

“I don’t,” she admitted. “That’s what scares me. I should, shouldn’t I?”

Jeffrey shook his head. “No. Because we chose this together.”

Clarissa reached for his hand and brought it to her collarbone, where her pulse still thudded beneath her skin. “Then promise me something.”

“Anything.”

“No matter what happens tomorrow... I want to come back here and still be yours.”

Jeffrey leaned down, pressing a kiss just below her ear. “You’ll always be mine.”

Clarissa met her own eyes in the mirror. And for the first time, she saw not fear—but hunger. Control. Power. And underneath it all, something deeper.

Permission didn’t just come from Jeffrey.

It had to come from her, too.

She stood, letting the robe fall open, and turned in his arms. “Then I’m going to stop feeling afraid of what I want.”

“And what do you want?”

“To make you watch me take it.”


CHAPTER 4


Clarissa stood in front of the closet, the doors wide open like an altar she was about to kneel before.

Everything was arranged: dresses on the right, lingerie on the left, shoes lined up at the bottom like soldiers waiting for orders. It should have felt excessive. Over the top. A bit ridiculous.

But it didn’t.

It felt sacred.

She reached for a hanger slowly, fingertips brushing the fabric—black silk, thin straps, deep V down the front. The dress she’d almost worn the first night at the rooftop bar. She hadn’t been ready then. She wasn’t sure she was ready now. But she wasn’t backing away.

Not anymore.

Behind her, Jeffrey sat in the corner chair, one ankle resting on his knee, shirt unbuttoned, watching her. He hadn’t said a word in the last few minutes. Not because he didn’t have anything to say—but because he knew this moment wasn’t his to narrate.

Clarissa pulled the hanger free and laid the dress across the bed. Then turned to the lingerie drawer.

She didn’t hesitate.

The black lace set. Sheer. Barely there. The one she hadn’t worn in years because it always felt like too much. Like too much power. Like a promise she wasn’t sure she could keep.

Tonight, it didn’t feel like too much.

It felt like armor.

She gathered everything and walked into the bathroom. She didn’t close the door.

Jeffrey stayed where he was, watching the shape of her disappear behind the doorway, his jaw clenched, hand flexing in his lap. He didn’t need to follow her. The tension was already in the air, thick as steam, heavy as want.

Inside, Clarissa took her time.

She didn’t rush through the shower. She let the hot water roll over her, one palm pressed against the tile, the other skimming between her thighs with the memory of Jeffrey’s voice still echoing in her head.

“I want you to go to him.”

She imagined Mateo’s hands. His mouth. The way his eyes undressed her at the bar. The way Jeffrey looked at her after.

By the time she stepped out and toweled off, her skin felt too tight for her own body.

She moisturized. Perfumed. Dusted shimmer across her collarbones. She painted her lips with the same color she wore that first night, but darker. Deeper. The kind of shade that didn’t ask for attention—it demanded it.

She slipped into the lace, the straps sliding into place like they were meant for her. Then the dress. She zipped it slowly, watching herself in the mirror as each inch closed around her like a secret she was preparing to share.

When she finally emerged, Jeffrey sat up straight.

His eyes moved from her shoulders to her waist to her legs, lingering at the curve of her thighs where the slit in the dress revealed just enough to torment. He didn’t speak. Didn’t even breathe for a second.

Clarissa turned slowly. “Too much?”

“No,” he said hoarsely. “It’s exactly right.”

She stepped into her heels, letting the rhythm of the moment settle into her bones. The night was almost here. The decision had been made. All that was left now was the how.

She turned to him, smoothing the dress down her sides.

“Do you want to come with me to his room?” she asked quietly.

Jeffrey stood, walked over to her, and placed his hands lightly on her waist.

“I want you to go alone,” he said. “I want to watch you leave.”

Her heart thudded. “You want me to walk away from you?”

“I want you to know what it feels like,” he said, “to be wanted by someone else… and know I still want you more.”

Clarissa breathed in deep. Her throat felt tight.

“I don’t know how long I’ll be gone,” she said.

“That’s okay.”

“I don’t know what I’ll let happen.”

He kissed her cheek. “That’s okay too.”

“I might let him fuck me.”

Jeffrey’s voice didn’t break. “I hope you do.”

Her legs almost gave out.

He kissed her again, this time on the lips, slow and deep.

When they parted, she whispered, “I’m scared.”

He pressed his forehead against hers. “Good. That means it matters.”

Clarissa checked the clock. Ten minutes until the time Mateo had written on the back of the napkin: 10:45.

She grabbed her clutch. Slipped in the key card. Turned to the door.

Jeffrey sat back down in the chair. Not watching the door. Watching her.

She paused with her hand on the handle.

“Last chance,” she said.

Jeffrey shook his head, a slow smile tugging at his mouth. “Last chance was yesterday.”

And with that, she opened the door and stepped into the hallway.
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The door clicked softly shut behind her, and for a moment, Clarissa just stood there—motionless, breath caught, one hand still resting on the handle as if it were a lifeline she hadn’t quite let go of.

The hallway stretched out before her, dim and hushed, the sconces along the walls casting long, golden shadows across the tile. The air was cooler out here, touched by the night and the resort’s central air system, and it wrapped around her bare arms like a whisper.

She took her first step.

The heel of her shoe landed with a quiet click, barely loud enough to register, but still sharp in her ears. She took another. Then another. Each step grew more surreal, like walking inside a dream she could no longer pause or rewind.

This wasn’t pretend anymore.

She was leaving her husband. Not in spirit. Not in heart. But in body. She was walking away from the only man who’d ever touched her with love. Who had worshipped her. Who still wanted her. She was walking away from him because he wanted her to.

Because she wanted her own permission.

She passed the first corner, then a series of guest room doors, all identical in layout but now each one heavy with possibility. Behind one, someone might be watching her through the peephole. She felt eyes even when there were none. She’d dressed for that, hadn’t she? She felt it now in the cut of her dress, in the exposed length of her thigh as the slit brushed back with each step. Her perfume still clung to her pulse points. Her lipstick was flawless.

Her nerves were not.

Room 406. Room 408.

She slowed, smoothing her palm down the front of her dress, forcing herself to breathe. Her heartbeat was too fast—sharp, irregular, a deep thump inside her ribcage that seemed to echo in her ears. Every part of her body was aware of itself.

The sway of her hips.

The heat between her legs.

The tightness in her chest.

The question in her mind.

What if I don’t stop?

Room 410. Almost there.

Her mouth felt dry. She stopped at a water station tucked into a niche in the wall and filled a paper cup with trembling fingers. Cold water. One small sip. Another. She set the cup down carefully and looked at her reflection in the black glass of a decorative wall panel beside the elevator.

She looked like someone else.

Her eyes were darker. Her face was flushed. Her body language—slower, sensual, heavier—looked like a woman who had made a decision. But behind the makeup, behind the dress, the hair, the heels, she could still see the woman who’d asked herself that question back on the plane: Can I really do this?

She hadn’t answered then.

She was answering now.

Room 412.

She stopped in front of it and exhaled hard. Just one more door to go. She reached into her clutch and pulled out the small slip of paper—room number 414, scrawled in Mateo’s confident hand. She hadn’t needed to bring it. She hadn’t forgotten the number. But it grounded her. Reminded her this wasn’t a fantasy typed out in a group chat or whispered into Jeffrey’s ear. This was physical. This was real.

One last deep breath.

She took the final few steps and stopped in front of the door.

Room 414.

The numbers looked larger than they were. Imposing, somehow. As if the wood of the door knew what it was protecting.

She didn’t knock immediately.

She stood there and let herself feel the full weight of what she was about to do.

She thought about Jeffrey. Not just his blessing, but his face when she walked out the door. The way he watched her like he’d already imagined this moment a thousand times. Not with jealousy. With pride. With hunger. With love so strong it didn’t just allow her to step away—it dared her to.

She thought about what would happen if she turned around. If she went back down the hall, kicked off her heels, and curled up next to him in bed, whispering, Not tonight. I couldn’t.

And she thought about the look he’d give her—gentle, supportive—but layered with something else.

Not disappointment.

But patience.

He wanted this for her. Not for the story. Not for the thrill. But because he knew she needed to walk through this door to understand something about herself she couldn’t learn any other way.

Her hand rose.

She knocked—three light taps. Soft. Measured. Not a demand. An invitation.

There was silence for a moment. Then footsteps.

The door opened.

And there he was.

Mateo. Barefoot. A simple, dark shirt half-unbuttoned. Glass in hand. His face was unreadable at first, but his eyes—his eyes lit up with something unmistakable.

Approval.

“You came,” he said, his voice quiet but laced with something heavy.

Clarissa’s throat felt dry again. “Yeah.”

He stepped back without a word, giving her space. The room behind him was dim, warm, with the soft hum of music playing from a speaker somewhere out of sight. It smelled like sandalwood and something else—citrus maybe, or the clean edge of cologne.

He didn’t touch her. He didn’t lean in.

He just waited.

Clarissa stood at the threshold, caught in the pull between two lives. Behind her: years of love, trust, and the man who had given her this moment. In front of her: a stranger who wanted to strip her down without shame, touch her without expectation, and send her back to her husband wrecked and glowing.

She crossed the threshold.

Mateo closed the door.
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The door clicked softly shut behind her.

Clarissa stood in the middle of the room, her back to Mateo, her chest rising and falling in small, shallow breaths. She could hear the rustle of the curtains in the slight breeze from the balcony. The gentle rhythm of some low, pulsing music filled the space — instrumental, moody, sensual without being obvious.

Her heels felt too loud on the hardwood floor as she took a step forward. Mateo didn’t say anything right away. He let the silence do the work.

When she finally turned to face him, he was watching her the way a sculptor might admire raw marble — not as something to possess, but something to shape. Something rare.

She expected him to move toward her.

He didn’t.

Instead, he set down his glass and leaned against the edge of the dresser, arms crossed, body relaxed.

“I wasn’t sure you’d really come,” he said.

“Neither was I.”

“You nervous?”

She nodded. “Yes.”

“Scared?”

“Yes.”

He tilted his head slightly. “Turned on?”

Her lips parted, and for a long second, she couldn’t answer. Not out loud. But the answer was all over her. In the tightness of her posture, the heat in her eyes, the faint tremble of her hand as she reached up to touch the back of her neck.

Mateo pushed off the dresser slowly and walked toward her, but he stopped a foot away. He didn’t reach for her.

He just looked.

“You’re not like the other women who come here.”

Clarissa gave a soft, self-deprecating smile. “I’m not sure what I am right now.”

“You’re real,” he said. “And that makes you dangerous.”

She swallowed. “To you?”

“To myself.”

The silence between them deepened.

“I don’t want to be rushed,” she said.

“Then we won’t.”

“I don’t want you to expect anything.”

“I don’t.”

“And I don’t want to feel like I’m cheating.”

That one hit harder. Her voice cracked just a little when she said it.

Mateo nodded slowly. “Then let’s be honest with each other.”

“Okay.”

“I want you. Badly. But I also want you to feel safe. I want you to walk out of here tonight and still feel whole.”

Clarissa blinked. “You rehearsed that?”

He smiled. “No. But I’ve said it before. Not always out loud.”

They stood in the soft lamplight, her dress glowing like ink in the warm amber of the room. She could feel sweat starting at the base of her spine. Not from heat. From pressure. Not the kind she hated — the kind that meant something mattered.

“Can I touch you?” Mateo asked softly.

Clarissa hesitated.

Then nodded.

He stepped forward, slowly, and reached out. His hand brushed her jaw — just a thumb along the side of her face — featherlight, but intentional. His other hand hovered just above her hip, not landing until she didn’t move away.

Clarissa exhaled.

His palm settled gently on her waist, thumb grazing bare skin through the slit in her dress.

She was trembling. Not because she wanted to stop — but because she wanted more.

“You’re shaking,” he murmured.

“I know.”

“Do you want me to stop?”

She shook her head.

“Say it.”

“I want you to keep going.”

Mateo’s hand slid higher, brushing the side of her ribcage, then up to her shoulder. His touch wasn’t greedy. It was reverent. Like he wasn’t trying to own her — just trying to learn her.

“You’re beautiful,” he whispered. “But it’s more than that. You’re... rare.”

Clarissa laughed under her breath, eyes still closed. “That’s a hell of a line.”

“It’s not a line if it’s true.”

He leaned in slowly, letting his lips brush her cheek, not her mouth. His breath was warm on her skin, his voice barely audible.

“I don’t need to fuck you tonight.”

She opened her eyes. “You don’t?”

“I want to,” he admitted, “but not at the cost of the rest of this. If you just want to be touched — kissed — seen? I’ll do that. And I’ll enjoy every second of it.”

Her knees nearly gave out.

She nodded again, firmer now. “Then kiss me.”

He did.

And it was nothing like she expected.

Mateo didn’t devour her. He didn’t rush in with hands on her ass and tongue down her throat. His lips brushed hers like a question, like a spark passed mouth to mouth. She kissed back slowly, tentatively at first — and then deeper, with breath and need and full-body hunger.

She felt his hands slide around her lower back, fingers resting just above the curve of her ass. He didn’t pull her in. He let her move closer.

Clarissa stepped into him.

Pressed her chest to his.

Opened her mouth against his and moaned when he finally slid his tongue against hers.

The kiss grew hotter, fuller. Her hands went to his shoulders. Then his chest. Then under his shirt, which she pushed aside inch by inch, palms dragging across his bare skin. He was warm. Solid. Strong in the way Jeffrey wasn’t — not better, not worse. Just different.

Mateo’s hands dipped low now, brushing under the slit of her dress, fingertips grazing the lace at the top of her thigh.

Clarissa gasped and pulled back.

He froze instantly.

“You okay?” he asked.

She nodded. “Yes. I just... I need to catch my breath.”

He stepped back, giving her space.

“I’m here as long as you want me,” he said.

Clarissa wiped her lips with the back of her hand, not out of shame, but just to feel how swollen they were. How real this was.

She laughed, breathless. “God, I’m actually doing this.”

Mateo smiled. “You are. And you’re allowed to enjoy it.”

She looked at the bed.

Then back at him.

“I think I want to lie down,” she said.

He reached for her hand.

“Then come.”
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Clarissa stepped toward the bed with Mateo behind her, his hand still loosely holding hers.

The room felt heavier now. Not in a suffocating way, but like the air had thickened with something sacred. Her skin buzzed with awareness—of the man behind her, of the dress clinging to her hips, of the lace underneath, already damp. She felt him watching every inch of her, and unlike before—unlike the nights where she pretended not to notice the stares—this time, she didn’t shrink.

She owned it.

Clarissa turned around just as she reached the edge of the bed. Mateo’s eyes found hers.

“I don’t want anything fast,” she said.

“You won’t get fast,” he replied. “You’ll get worshipped.”

Her breath hitched.

Mateo stepped closer, reached around her, and slowly unzipped her dress. The sound was quiet, but it may as well have echoed like thunder in the room. Inch by inch, the fabric loosened. Her shoulders relaxed. Her heart pounded.

He didn’t push it off her.

He let it hang there.

She looked up at him.

“I want you to see me,” she whispered.

“I already do.”

She let the dress fall.

It slid down her body like liquid, pooling at her feet. She stepped out of it, now standing in nothing but the black lace—the sheer bra that barely covered her nipples, the thong that had more intention than coverage.

Mateo’s mouth parted slightly. But he didn’t groan. Didn’t curse. He just looked.

And then he knelt.

Right there, in front of her.

His hands slid up the backs of her thighs, then to her hips, pausing just below the waistband of her thong.

“Can I?” he asked.

“Yes.”

He kissed just above the lace, then lowered it—slowly, reverently—and let it fall down her legs. She stepped out of it and backed toward the bed, the sheets cool against her thighs as she sat down. Her body was already soaked, her nipples hard, her breath shallow. But this wasn’t fear. This wasn’t even nerves anymore.

It was hunger.

Mateo stood and pulled off his shirt, revealing a lean, sculpted chest. His jeans followed. No pretense. No show. Just confidence.

He crawled onto the bed, not hovering above her but lying beside her, propped on one elbow.

“Touch yourself,” he said softly.

Clarissa blinked. “What?”

“Just your breasts. Let me watch.”

She swallowed and nodded.

Her hand slid up her stomach, then cupped one breast through the lace, fingers grazing her nipple. A moan escaped her lips—quiet, surprised.

Mateo moved closer, his hand replacing hers, and kissed her through the fabric.

“Take this off,” he said.

She reached behind and unclasped the bra. It slipped off, and now she was bare to him, completely.

He kissed her again. This time lower. Then lower.

Clarissa gasped as his mouth found her breast, his tongue circling her nipple, his hands holding her like she might float away.

She threaded her fingers through his hair.

He kissed down her stomach. Over her hip. Then between her thighs.

Her legs trembled as he eased them apart.

“You’re soaked,” he murmured.

Clarissa bit her lip. “I know.”

“Can I taste you?”

“Yes.”

He dipped his head, his tongue sliding between her folds, slow and purposeful. She cried out—not from shock, but from relief. As if her body had been waiting for this permission for too long.

Jeffrey had prepared her for this moment. Not just physically—but emotionally.

He wanted her to be here.

He wanted this exact sound: the sound of another man’s mouth making her come undone.

Mateo’s tongue moved in slow, deliberate circles, his fingers sliding into her with care. She rocked her hips against him, moaning louder now, one hand clenching the sheets, the other still in his hair.

“I’m gonna come,” she breathed.

He didn’t stop.

And she did.

Hard.

It hit her like a tidal wave—her back arching, her thighs locking around his shoulders, her breath catching in her throat as the pleasure surged through her. She cried out, raw and unfiltered, as her body gave in fully.

She came for him.

And she didn’t feel guilt.

She felt power.

Mateo kissed his way back up her body and hovered over her, lips brushing hers but not pushing for more.

Clarissa looked up at him, still catching her breath.

“I want to keep going,” she whispered.

“Then we will.”

He kissed her again.

And she let go.
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The hallway was quiet when Clarissa stepped back onto their floor.

The click of the door behind her echoed louder this time. She had left this same corridor less than two hours ago, but somehow it felt like an entirely different place now—one she didn’t quite recognize, but wasn’t afraid of anymore.

She paused in front of their suite.

Her legs were still trembling.

Not just from what had happened—but from what it meant. Her body still pulsed with the echo of Mateo’s hands, his mouth, the way he whispered into her skin like she was a secret he’d been waiting to hear. And now, as she stood with one hand on the door, she wasn’t nervous.

She was buzzing.

Clarissa opened the door and stepped inside.

The lights were low. One bedside lamp glowed softly in the corner, casting everything in golden amber. The air was warm, familiar—her perfume still lingering in the room, mixed with the scent of Jeffrey’s skin on the sheets.

He was sitting in the armchair by the window, a half-finished glass of bourbon in his hand.

Waiting for her.

He didn’t stand. Didn’t say anything at first. He just looked at her.

Her dress was wrinkled now, her lipstick faded, her thighs still slick between her legs. She hadn’t cleaned up. She hadn’t tried to hide a single thing.

She stood there in front of him, raw and undone.

Jeffrey’s voice was low. Rough. “Tell me.”

Clarissa let her clutch fall to the floor.

“He kissed me,” she said, walking toward him.

Jeffrey’s eyes stayed locked on hers.

“He took his time,” she continued, her voice trembling only slightly. “He undressed me slowly. Touched me like he’d studied me for weeks. He didn’t fuck me. Not yet.”

Jeffrey blinked. “Not yet?”

She shook her head. “But he made me come. With his mouth. With his hands. I gave it to him.”

Jeffrey exhaled like he’d been holding his breath the whole time.

Clarissa stepped between his knees, straddling him, her body still humming.

“You let me go,” she whispered. “Now take me back.”

Jeffrey set the glass down.

Then he grabbed her.

His hands slid under her thighs and pulled her into him, hard. His mouth crashed against hers, kissing her like a man starved. She moaned into him, grinding her hips against the thick ridge of his arousal. He reached for the hem of her dress, yanked it up around her waist, and found her bare beneath it.

When his fingers slid between her legs, he felt the slickness instantly.

His voice was guttural. “Is this from him?”

Clarissa moaned, eyes closing. “Yes.”

Jeffrey pressed his forehead against hers, his fingers still working between her folds. “You’re fucking soaked.”

“I wanted to bring it back to you.”

“God, Clarissa.”

She didn’t wait for him to undress.

She reached down, freed his cock from his waistband, and lowered herself onto him in one fluid motion.

They both gasped.

He was thick and hot and desperate. She was open and aching and full. He held her by the hips and began to thrust up into her, slow at first, then faster, his breath ragged.

She rode him hard, every movement charged with everything she had just lived through. Every moan she gave was for him. Every grind of her hips was a thank you. A promise. A surrender and a victory all at once.

“I thought about you the whole time,” she gasped.

“I wanted you to.”

“I pictured this.”

“You riding me, full of him?”

“Yes.”

“Did he make you scream?”

She nodded, breathless. “But not like this.”

Jeffrey grunted and stood, lifting her with him, still inside her, walking to the bed. He laid her down on her back, grabbed her wrists, and pinned them above her head.

Then he fucked her.

Not to erase what Mateo had done.

But to claim what he’d given away—and gotten back even better.

Her orgasm tore through her, sharp and deep. She came with his name in her mouth, not Mateo’s. And when Jeffrey came seconds later, it was with a growl so animal, so primal, she didn’t even recognize it as his voice.

Afterward, they collapsed together.

Sweat-soaked. Spent.

Alive.

Clarissa buried her face in his neck and whispered, “I don’t feel broken.”

Jeffrey kissed her hair. “That’s because you’re not.”

She paused. “You’re not angry?”

“I’ve never been more in love with you than I am right now.”

Clarissa smiled into his skin. “I think I want to see him again.”

Jeffrey pulled her closer. “Then you will.”


CHAPTER 5


The first thing Clarissa noticed was the silence.

Not the kind that followed regret, or the cold quiet that usually came after crossing a line too far. This was a different kind of silence — soft, safe, full of breath and sunlight and certainty.

She blinked her eyes open and stretched slowly beneath the sheets. Her body ached in places that hadn’t ached in years — her thighs, her lower back, her jaw from too much smiling. Her skin was marked in fingerprints and faded lipstick, still sticky with sweat and the faint trace of last night’s sex. Her thighs were damp. Her lips swollen.

But what struck her most wasn’t the soreness.

It was the stillness.

For the first time in a long time, she didn’t feel like she was holding anything in.

Jeffrey lay beside her, half on his stomach, his arm flung over her waist. He was still asleep — mouth slightly open, chest rising and falling slow and deep. He looked younger somehow, softer. Like the night had uncoiled something in him too.

Clarissa didn’t wake him.

She slipped quietly out of bed and padded to the mirror across the room, dragging the top sheet with her. She wrapped it around herself and stared at her reflection in the early morning light.

She looked wrecked.

And she looked incredible.

Her hair was a wild mess, eyeliner smudged, the faint shadow of a hickey at her collarbone. Her lips were still a deep red-pink, barely stained. Her skin had a glow to it—flush in her cheeks, sparkle in her eyes. She’d seen herself beautiful before.

But this was different.

This was claimed.

She ran her fingers down her neck and over her shoulder, brushing against the places Mateo had touched her. Her pulse skipped. Not out of guilt. But pride.

She’d done that. She had crossed the threshold, walked into another man’s space, undressed under another man’s gaze, taken his tongue inside her — and then come home and let her husband fuck her so hard she forgot what floor they were on.

And now?

She didn’t feel used.

She felt dangerous.

Behind her, Jeffrey stirred.

She didn’t turn. Just spoke softly. “You awake?”

His voice came low and rough. “Barely.”

“Don’t get up.”

He chuckled. “You sound like you’re giving orders now.”

“I might be.”

Jeffrey sat up on one elbow and looked at her. “You’re glowing.”

“I feel it.”

He grinned. “You’re not hungover?”

“Nope.”

“No guilt?”

“None.”

“Then you’re fully in it now,” he said, voice proud. “It’s not fantasy anymore.”

She turned and let the sheet slip down just enough to expose one bare breast. “I don’t think I ever needed it to be fantasy.”

Jeffrey raised an eyebrow. “So what is it now?”

Clarissa crossed the room slowly, climbed onto the bed, and straddled him—naked, unashamed, fully awake.

“It’s mine.”

He looked up at her, mouth open slightly. “Say that again.”

She leaned forward, her breasts brushing his chest, her lips against his ear.

“This isn’t your kink anymore, Jeff,” she whispered. “This is my fucking kingdom.”

He moaned. “Jesus, Clarissa.”

She kissed him hard and deep. Not out of hunger — but possession.

“I want to see him again,” she said when she pulled back. “Soon.”

“You will.”

“I want to be bolder.”

“I want you to be.”

“I want you to help me push this further.”

His breath caught. “What does that mean?”

“It means I want more than just being watched. I want to control what you see.”

Jeffrey swallowed hard. “You want me in the room?”

“I want you involved. Maybe not in the bed. Not yet. But close.”

Jeffrey’s voice was hoarse now. “You’re really doing this.”

Clarissa smiled. “No, babe. We are.”

She rolled off of him and pulled the sheet over both of them. He reached for her, pulled her close, and kissed the back of her shoulder.

“You know I’m yours,” he said.

“And you know I’m not done.”
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Clarissa didn’t just get dressed for the pool.

She curated herself.

The white bikini had never seen the outside of her suitcase until today. The top was minimal — two small triangles of fabric barely holding her in — and the bottoms dipped low across her hips with delicate gold rings on either side. She paired it with oversized sunglasses, a straw sunhat, and a sheer mesh cover-up that was more aesthetic than modesty. The whole look wasn’t accidental.

It was designed to stop conversations.

Jeffrey watched from the edge of the bed as she adjusted her straps in the mirror. He didn’t say anything. He didn’t have to. The heat in his eyes was full-volume.

Clarissa turned and gave him a look over her sunglasses.

“Too much?”

“Not even close,” he said, his voice rough with approval. “You’re going to own that pool deck.”

She smiled. “That’s the idea.”

Outside, the sun was high and hot. The pool was already alive with sound — splashes, laughter, the hum of music from the resort’s speakers. Clarissa walked beside Jeffrey with casual ease, her hips swaying, her long legs catching the light with every step.

It wasn’t nerves this time.

It was intention.

They found two loungers near the deeper end, close to the bar but not so central they’d be immediately approached. Jeffrey stretched out with a book in his lap, sunglasses on. Clarissa peeled off her cover-up and lay back, fully aware of the ripple effect it caused around them.

Men noticed. Women noticed. Even the staff noticed.

She didn’t shrink.

She reached for her drink and sipped slowly, crossing one leg over the other. She tilted her head back, letting the sun kiss her chest. Her breasts shifted with the movement, and she could feel eyes on her.

She peeked sideways at Jeffrey.

He was watching. From behind his sunglasses, his jaw was tight.

Exactly how she liked it.

Ten minutes later, the first brave one walked by. A guy in his early thirties. Tan. Fit. Slight smirk. He slowed just a little as he passed, not staring outright, but clearly cataloguing.

Clarissa didn’t look away.

She held his gaze.

He kept walking, but she knew he’d be back.

Jeffrey shifted beside her. “That was deliberate,” he said.

“Mmm,” she hummed, eyes still on the water. “You jealous?”

“No,” he said. “Turned on.”

“You like watching me play?”

“I like watching you take control.”

Clarissa stretched again, arching her back slightly, knowing exactly what that did to the curve of her chest.

Another guy passed.

This one younger. Twenty-something. Strong arms, surfer hair, cocky in that reckless, vacation-fling kind of way.

He stopped.

“You’re seriously out here making the rest of us look bad,” he said with a grin.

Clarissa looked over the rim of her sunglasses. “Is that a line?”

He laughed. “It’s an honest compliment. You look incredible.”

She glanced past him at Jeffrey. He hadn’t moved.

“Thanks,” she said.

“I’m Jake,” he offered, stepping closer.

Clarissa’s smile widened. “Clarissa.”

Jake looked like he was about to say more, but then spotted Jeffrey beside her. “Your husband cool with strangers chatting you up?”

She let that question hang.

Then said, casually, “He likes watching me make friends.”

Jake’s eyes flicked to Jeffrey, then back to her. “Well… I’d be happy to be one of them.”

Clarissa held his gaze. “We’ll see.”

Jake walked off — but slower this time. His posture had changed. He wasn’t just cruising by. He was interested now.

Clarissa reached for her drink again, her fingers steady, her pulse anything but.

Jeffrey leaned over. “You’re not just drawing attention. You’re controlling the room.”

“I know.”

“You’re dangerous right now.”

“I know that too.”

“You like him?”

“He’s cute,” she said. “Too young. But bold.”

Jeffrey smiled. “You want to see how far he’ll go?”

She turned her face toward him, her voice low. “Only if you want to watch.”

Jeffrey’s hand moved over hers. “You’re not mine because I control you.”

“No,” she said. “I’m yours because you don’t.”

They sat in silence for a long moment, the pool sparkling in front of them, the resort’s rhythm moving around them like waves.

And Clarissa?

She just kept shining.
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Jake came back before the ice had melted in Clarissa’s glass. She spotted him making his way across the pool deck, this time without the hesitation he’d shown earlier. His towel was tossed carelessly over one shoulder, his hair still wet from a swim. The cocky smile was dialed down a little, maybe in respect, maybe in anticipation, but the swagger was still there.

He stopped near the foot of her lounger and asked, “Mind if I sit?”

Clarissa turned to Jeffrey before answering. He hadn’t spoken much since she started drawing attention, but the way his sunglasses tracked her every move said enough.

She asked, “You mind, babe?”

Jeffrey didn’t flinch. “Go ahead.”

Jake dropped onto the empty lounger next to hers. He sat comfortably, but not too close. The awareness between them was instant. Before she could ask, he flagged a server and ordered two mojitos without even glancing at the menu.

“Didn’t know what you liked,” he said. “But you feel like a mojito kind of woman.”

“I’m more of a tequila kind of woman,” Clarissa replied, brushing a loose strand of hair from her cheek. “But this’ll do.”

He smiled, already a little more relaxed. She kept her posture open, her legs crossed, one knee slightly angled toward him. When the sun shifted, she adjusted her position, arching her back slightly, which tugged her bikini top tighter across her chest. She saw his eyes flick downward and back again. He didn’t try to hide it.

Clarissa asked, “So what brings you here, Jake?”

“Work, technically. But I’m off for the week. Just wanted to decompress, have some drinks, maybe make some memories I don’t tell HR about later.”

She laughed once, soft and amused. “Do you usually try your luck with women who are clearly taken?”

“Not usually, no.” He leaned in slightly, voice quieter now. “But you’re not exactly giving ‘hands-off’ energy.”

She reached for her drink. “Maybe I’m not.”

He glanced again at Jeffrey. “So, you two—open?”

Clarissa turned toward him, her smile cool and deliberate. “Something like that.”

“Is he cool with this?” Jake’s voice wasn’t challenging, just curious. His gaze flicked between her and Jeffrey again.

Jeffrey answered for himself. “She’s not doing anything I didn’t ask her to.”

Jake blinked, surprised. Clarissa didn’t break eye contact.

“We talk. A lot. About what we want. What we’re okay with. What we’re not. It’s not for everyone, but it works for us.”

Jake processed that for a beat longer than he meant to. “I gotta admit, that’s kind of hot. You don’t feel weird about it?”

Clarissa shifted slightly, letting her thigh brush Jake’s for a brief second before moving back. “Not even a little.”

“I mean, if I’m being honest, I’m turned on just sitting here talking to you like this.”

She didn’t rush to respond. “You’re bold.”

“I try.”

Clarissa turned to Jeffrey again. “He’s cute, huh?”

Jeffrey gave a slow nod. “He’s got potential.”

Jake sat straighter. “Potential for what?”

Clarissa didn’t answer right away. She took a sip from her drink, then set the glass down and stood up slowly, the white bikini drawing attention from everyone within a ten-foot radius.

“Come to the bar with me,” she said, looking directly at Jake.

He glanced once at Jeffrey, clearly unsure if this was some kind of test. Clarissa noticed and added, “He knows I’m not asking.”

Jake stood, leaving his drink behind, and followed her. Clarissa turned to Jeffrey one more time as she adjusted her bikini strap.

“You want to come?” she asked.

Jeffrey sat back, eyes covered by his sunglasses. “Surprise me.”

Clarissa gave him one last smile, then walked off toward the poolside bar with Jake at her side. The sun beat down hot and high. Heads turned as they passed.

Jake didn’t say much at first. He walked just a half step behind her, still working out whether he was walking into trouble or something he’d dream about for the rest of his life. Clarissa didn’t fill the silence. She knew exactly what she looked like. She knew what she was doing. She was no longer reacting to the game.

She was running it.
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The poolside bar was shaded and cool compared to the open deck, tucked beneath a wide awning with wood beams and lazily spinning fans overhead. Clarissa slid onto a high stool without waiting for Jake to catch up, her legs crossing with deliberate ease as she adjusted her bikini top with one finger. Jake climbed onto the stool beside her, still looking like he wasn’t entirely sure whether he was walking into a setup or a dream.

She caught the bartender’s eye. “Two tequila sodas, fresh lime.”

Jake blinked. “I thought you were a mojito girl.”

“I’m not much of a girl anything. I just drink what fits the moment.”

“You do a lot of things that seem to fit the moment.”

“I plan more than I let on.”

Their drinks arrived quickly, condensation already forming on the outside of the glasses. Clarissa took hers in hand and stirred it with the straw, watching the bubbles rise as Jake stole glances at her chest, then away again like he was trying not to be obvious. She let him look. He hadn’t earned her attention yet, but she was giving him a chance to.

Jake leaned forward slightly. “So, how exactly does this work? You flirt with me for a while, your husband watches from a distance, and then what?”

“That depends on you,” she said, letting her voice drop just enough to shift the tone. “Most men don’t get very far. They push too fast or try too hard. But the ones who understand what they’re really being invited into? They learn how to play.”

Jake nodded, trying to act cool, but his leg bounced under the bar. “And what game is this?”

“The kind where everyone wins, if you don’t screw it up.”

He laughed under his breath and took a sip. “No pressure.”

Clarissa didn’t respond right away. She simply let her knee drift to touch his, resting there lightly as she turned toward him with one arm propped on the bar. Her fingers brushed against his, not fully entwining but lingering just long enough to see how he’d respond. Jake’s breath hitched slightly, but he didn’t pull away. His eyes locked onto hers like he was waiting for instructions he didn’t know he needed.

She kept her touch light but deliberate, her fingertips now grazing the inside of his wrist as she watched him squirm. “You said you were curious,” she murmured, “but curious men don’t just stare. They try something.”

Jake looked over his shoulder toward the loungers, where Jeffrey was still reclined, sunglasses on, unreadable. The hesitation in his posture was real, but so was the pull. He turned back to her and spoke just above a whisper.

“What are you actually offering me right now?”

Clarissa smiled slowly. “Nothing. I’m just watching how close you’ll get before you ask for more.”

Jake exhaled through his nose, laughing nervously. “I’m starting to think you’re the dangerous one in all this.”

“I’m not dangerous unless you get stupid.”

He leaned in closer. “And if I don’t?”

“Then you might get lucky.”

Clarissa stood without warning and took the rest of her drink with her. She didn’t wait for Jake to follow, but he did, leaving his half-finished glass behind on the bar. She walked with purpose back toward the loungers, the sun hitting her skin and the fabric of her bikini clinging in all the right places. She didn’t adjust it. She didn’t look back. She didn’t need to. She already knew Jake’s eyes were locked on her ass, and Jeffrey’s were on both of them.

When she reached the chairs, she didn’t reclaim her seat immediately. She stood between the two men, looked at Jake, then turned to Jeffrey.

“You good?”

Jeffrey nodded, his mouth twitching slightly with something between pride and arousal. “You look like you’re enjoying yourself.”

“I am.”

She sat down between them, crossing her legs again, and reached for her sunglasses. Jake took the seat next to her, still watching her with a mix of disbelief and restraint.

Clarissa leaned back and exhaled, letting the silence stretch. She didn’t have to say it out loud, but everyone sitting there knew it.

The game was officially on.
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Clarissa let herself sink into the lounger with a slow, lazy stretch, arms above her head, legs crossed at the ankle. Her skin was flushed with heat, the kind that came from both the sun and something much more dangerous. She reached for her sunglasses, not because she needed them, but because they gave her cover—cover to scan the deck, to watch Jeffrey’s jaw tense from the corner of her eye, and to see Jake’s growing discomfort as he sat beside her, pretending to relax.

Jake cleared his throat and leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. “So, you guys really just hang out like this? No awkwardness? No jealousy?”

Jeffrey responded without turning. “It’s not about avoiding jealousy. It’s about knowing what to do with it.”

Clarissa spoke before Jake could ask more questions. “He likes it when I make things hard for him.”

Jake raised an eyebrow. “Hard as in difficult, or...?”

“You know exactly which I mean.”

The tension hung there, unspoken but thick between them. Around them, other guests lay sunbathing, sipping frozen drinks, flipping through magazines. To anyone watching, they looked like three people enjoying a sunny day. But every small shift in Clarissa’s body told a different story. The way she ran her fingers up the inside of her thigh. The way she let her knees drift open as she adjusted her seat. The way she leaned over to pick up her drink, knowing Jake would get a perfect view of the curve of her chest.

She glanced at Jeffrey again. His sunglasses made it impossible to read his eyes, but she could feel his attention like a second sun on her skin.

She turned her body toward Jake and lowered her voice. “You nervous?”

He smiled like he wanted to pretend he wasn’t. “A little. I’ve never done anything like this.”

“I can tell.”

“I’ve also never had someone flirt with me in front of their husband.”

“You haven’t had someone touch you in front of him either.”

His breath caught, and his smile faded. “Wait. Are you going to⁠—”

Clarissa leaned in slowly, her hand resting on his thigh, just above the knee. She didn’t slide it higher. Not yet. She just let it sit there, skin to skin, light enough to seem casual but firm enough to make her point. Jake froze. Not because he didn’t want it—but because he didn’t know how far she’d really go.

Jeffrey didn’t say a word.

Clarissa leaned in closer, her voice nearly in Jake’s ear. “If I keep my hand right here for a while, do you think you’ll get hard?”

Jake laughed under his breath. “Think? It’s already happening.”

“Good,” she said, still calm, still composed. “Now sit there and let it.”

She didn’t move her hand. She didn’t look around to check if anyone was watching. This wasn’t about spectacle. It was about power. She could feel Jake shift slightly under her touch, could see the change in his posture—stiffer now, his breath coming just a little faster.

She kept her voice low. “This is what I like. Slow build. Not racing to the finish line. You let it simmer, and when you finally get what you want, it wrecks you.”

Jake didn’t respond. His jaw was tight, his hands gripping the edge of the lounger.

Clarissa turned toward Jeffrey again and let her hand slide an inch higher. “Still good, babe?”

Jeffrey nodded once. “Very.”

She removed her hand as casually as she’d placed it, picking up her drink again and taking a long, slow sip. Jake shifted beside her, legs tight together now, trying to hide what she’d done to him in thirty seconds flat.

Clarissa adjusted her top, letting one strap fall just slightly off her shoulder. She didn’t fix it. She simply laid back, sunglasses on, one arm behind her head, letting the sun do its work.

Jake said nothing.

Neither did Jeffrey.

Clarissa smiled behind her glass.

Everything was exactly where she wanted it.


CHAPTER 6


They stayed at the pool until the sun dropped behind the palms and the drinks started tasting more like melted ice than alcohol. Most of the afternoon crowd had filtered out, heading to dinner or back to their rooms to shower off the heat. Clarissa still hadn’t covered up, her bikini clinging wet against her skin, her posture loose, limbs draped over the lounger like she owned the view. Jake hadn’t moved much. He’d calmed down from earlier, but the tension was still in his shoulders, and in the way he kept sneaking glances at her legs.

Jeffrey finally sat up, setting his book aside and glancing at Clarissa.

“We should head back soon.”

Clarissa turned her head. “To get ready?”

“To talk,” he said, then looked at Jake. “You’re welcome to come with us.”

Jake froze, his lips parting slightly before he could say anything. His eyes flicked between the two of them.

Clarissa didn’t rush in to explain. She didn’t soften the offer. She just waited.

Jake cleared his throat. “To your room?”

Jeffrey’s voice stayed even. “If you’re interested. We don’t push. But we don’t pretend either.”

Jake sat up straighter, the reality of the moment setting in. “What would that... involve?”

Clarissa stood slowly, brushing sand from her calves, her expression unreadable. “That depends on what you’re capable of handling.”

Jeffrey leaned back again, folding his arms. “We’re not offering a threesome. Not tonight. That’s not what this is.”

Jake nodded slowly, eyes on Clarissa now. “So... what is it?”

“It’s a continuation,” she said. “Of this. Of what started today. If you come upstairs, you’ll sit with us. Talk with us. You might get touched again. You might touch back.”

Jeffrey added, “But nothing happens without her lead.”

Jake let out a small breath and nodded. “Okay.”

Clarissa gave a half smile. “Okay, or yes?”

“Yes. I want to.”

“Then let’s go.”

They walked without speaking, Clarissa in the middle, Jeffrey to her left, Jake to her right. The path to their suite wound past dimly lit gardens and quiet fountains, the buzz of resort nightlife starting to swell somewhere in the distance. Clarissa noticed the way Jake kept glancing at her fingers, like he was debating whether to take her hand. She didn’t offer it.

When they reached the elevator, Jeffrey swiped the key card and hit the button for the top floor. No one else was inside. The elevator rose in silence, the space between them small and full of heat. Clarissa’s arm brushed Jake’s once. He didn’t pull away.

Inside the suite, everything felt sharper. The lights were low. The sheets were still slightly rumpled from that morning. There were glasses on the nightstand, half-full. The scent of her perfume lingered in the air—vanilla and skin.

Jeffrey walked to the minibar and poured bourbon into two glasses.

Jake stayed near the door, hesitating.

“You can sit,” Clarissa said, nodding to the armchair near the window.

Jake obeyed, visibly trying to play it cool. He sat on the edge, legs apart, hands on his knees.

Jeffrey handed him a glass. “Drink?”

Jake accepted it with a nod. “Thanks.”

Clarissa didn’t sit. She walked instead to the sliding balcony door and pulled the curtain halfway, letting in the soft glow of the resort lights below. The air inside was cooler now, the suite’s quiet a sharp contrast to the chaotic noise of the pool deck.

She turned toward them and leaned against the glass.

Jake took a sip and cleared his throat again. “So... what do I do?”

“You wait,” she said.

Jeffrey stepped in. “You pay attention.”

Jake met his eyes and held the look for just a second longer than before.

Clarissa crossed the room and sat at the edge of the bed. “And you remember whose room you’re in.”

Jake nodded slowly. “I’m starting to.”

Jeffrey didn’t smile. He just lifted his glass and said, “Good.”
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Jake’s glass was nearly empty by the time he stopped shifting in his seat. His legs had relaxed slightly, his shoulders dropped just enough to show he was starting to settle into the space. But his eyes never left Clarissa. Not when she stood. Not when she moved. Not when she sat again at the foot of the bed, her back straight, one leg folded under the other.

Jeffrey stayed leaned against the wall near the minibar, his own drink untouched. He watched both of them without interfering, quiet and calm but completely locked in. He wasn’t just a bystander. He was the frame around the whole picture.

Clarissa reached behind herself and undid her bikini top. The straps slipped from her shoulders, and she let the fabric fall away slowly before dropping it to the side. Her breasts were bare now, full and flushed, nipples already hard from anticipation or power—it didn’t really matter which.

Jake sat straighter, his eyes wide. He didn’t speak.

Clarissa tilted her head. “You’ve been staring all day. You don’t need to hold back now.”

Jake cleared his throat. “You’re... incredible.”

“Say what you mean.”

“You’re fucking beautiful.”

Jeffrey stayed quiet.

Clarissa stood again and walked to where Jake sat. She didn’t hesitate. She stepped between his knees and placed her hands on the tops of his thighs. He didn’t touch her back. He wasn’t sure if he was allowed. She liked that tension.

She leaned in just far enough that her breasts hovered inches from his chest. “You want to touch me?”

Jake’s voice was low. “Yeah.”

She looked over at Jeffrey. “Still with me?”

“Always.”

Clarissa reached for Jake’s hands and placed them gently on her waist. “Don’t move them anywhere else unless I say.”

Jake nodded, breath shallow. “Okay.”

Her skin was warm beneath his fingers, soft but electric. Clarissa kept her eyes on his as she slowly sat down on his lap, straddling him, her knees on either side of the chair. She didn’t grind. She didn’t even shift. She just let herself settle there, chest to chest, inches from his mouth.

“You’re hard already,” she whispered.

He swallowed. “You’ve been doing that to me all day.”

She reached between them and pressed her palm against the bulge in his shorts. He exhaled sharply, his grip tightening slightly on her waist before he caught himself.

“You like being touched in front of him?” he asked.

“I like knowing he’s watching me make you ache.”

Jake nodded slowly. “It’s working.”

Clarissa leaned in, her lips brushing his but not meeting them. “Do you want to kiss me?”

“Yes.”

She turned her head slightly and whispered into his ear instead. “You’ll have to wait for that.”

Her hand slid along his thigh, slow and deliberate. Her mouth grazed his jawline, then his neck. She didn’t suck. Didn’t leave a mark. But she let her breath hit his skin as she pulled away and looked down at him.

“You’re not in control here,” she said.

Jake nodded. “I know.”

Jeffrey took a slow sip from his glass. “You're doing fine.”

Clarissa glanced back at her husband and smiled, then turned to Jake again. “Now you’re going to sit here, keep your hands exactly where they are, and let me use you until I’m satisfied.”

Jake’s voice cracked. “What does that mean?”

“It means don’t come.”

She began to roll her hips gently against him, her body still mostly bare, her bikini bottoms the only thing between them. The friction was slow, focused, precise. Jake tensed under her, his breath ragged already, his fingers trembling against her sides. Clarissa kept her eyes on his face, watching the effect of every movement, every shift.

Across the room, Jeffrey didn’t speak. He didn’t need to. His silence was part of the structure. He had given this moment shape, and now he was watching what they built.

Clarissa leaned in close again. “Still good?”

Jake’s jaw was clenched. “Barely.”

“Then you’re doing it right.”
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Jake was sweating. Not from heat. Not from the bourbon. From the way Clarissa’s body moved against his, slow and relentless, her breath close enough to fog his thoughts but never giving him what he wanted. She rocked her hips with expert control, using every inch of her body as leverage. Her breasts brushed his chest. Her thighs bracketed his. Her hands stayed light on his shoulders, not holding him, just reminding him who was above him.

He kept his hands on her waist, exactly where she had placed them. But she could feel his fingers twitching, his restraint beginning to crack.

“Breathe,” she whispered into his ear.

“I’m trying.”

“You don’t get to finish. Not unless I say. Understand?”

He nodded, jaw tight. “Yeah.”

She could feel the tension in his thighs, the heat radiating through his shorts. He was close, far too close. Every subtle grind of her hips made it worse for him. She wasn’t rushing. She was letting the pressure build slowly, layering it, minute by minute, until it got unbearable.

Jeffrey hadn’t moved from the wall. His eyes tracked every inch of her body, every gasp Jake tried to swallow. Clarissa didn’t need his approval in this moment. But knowing he was there made her bolder. She wanted him to see her like this—commanding, in control, unafraid of the power she held.

Jake groaned softly. “Fuck, Clarissa... please.”

“Please what?”

“I can’t... I’m right there.”

“I didn’t give you permission.”

“I know.”

She stilled her hips and looked him directly in the eyes. “If you come, you don’t get invited back.”

Jake nodded quickly, desperate. “I won’t. I swear.”

She smiled. “Good.”

Then she started again—slow circles, dragging her weight across him with precision. His hands clenched at her sides, fingertips digging into her skin, but still he held back. Clarissa kissed his neck, just under his jawline, then pulled back enough to meet his eyes again.

“You’ve never had to wait for it, have you?”

Jake’s breath was shallow. “Not like this.”

“You like the edge?”

“I hate it.”

She tilted her hips, grinding down harder for just a few seconds, then stopped completely. Jake let out a strangled sound somewhere between a growl and a moan.

Clarissa climbed off of him.

Jake blinked, breathless, confused. “Wait, what⁠—?”

“I said don’t come. That means I stop when I want.”

He leaned forward, still hard, flushed, barely holding on to composure. “You can’t just leave me like this.”

“I just did.”

Jake looked at Jeffrey for the first time since she’d climbed on top of him, as if asking for backup. But Jeffrey didn’t say anything. He simply sipped from his glass and watched his wife.

Clarissa walked to the dresser, opened a drawer, and pulled out a loose shirt. She pulled it over her head, covering her chest, then turned around and faced Jake again.

“You did better than I thought,” she said. “But not perfect.”

Jake rubbed his hands over his face, still flushed. “Jesus.”

“Go take a cold shower.”

He looked between them, still trying to figure out what the rules were. But Clarissa had already turned her back to him and walked toward the balcony. She slid the door open and stepped outside, letting the breeze cool her skin. Behind her, she heard Jake get up, adjust himself, and mumble something to Jeffrey before quietly letting himself out.

She didn’t turn around.

Jeffrey joined her at the railing a few moments later.

“You’ve created a monster,” she said.

Jeffrey stepped behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist. “No. You’ve just stopped pretending you weren’t one.”
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Clarissa stayed on the balcony for a few minutes after Jake left, her hands gripping the metal railing as the warm breeze washed over her. The sounds of the resort below were distant and muffled—music from a live band, the occasional burst of laughter, the hum of nightlife settling into rhythm. But inside the suite, everything had gone quiet again.

She didn’t regret a second of what had happened. Not the tease. Not the denial. Not even the way Jake had stumbled out, still hard and speechless. That had been for her. For her control. Her pleasure. But now she needed something else—something only one man could give her.

She turned and walked back inside.

Jeffrey was standing by the minibar, still holding his drink, though it had gone untouched since before she climbed onto Jake’s lap. He watched her silently as she crossed the room, her loose shirt hitting mid-thigh, her skin still glowing with the flush of dominance. She didn’t speak right away. Neither did he.

Clarissa stepped right up to him and took the glass from his hand. She set it aside and reached for the hem of her shirt, pulling it off in one motion and tossing it to the floor. She stood in front of him fully nude, no pretense, no act. Just heat.

“I’m not asking for permission anymore,” she said.

Jeffrey reached out and brushed a knuckle along her jaw. “I was never going to hold you back.”

“Good.”

She pushed him gently but firmly toward the bed. He moved without question, sitting on the edge as she climbed into his lap and straddled him just like she had with Jake. But the energy was different. There was no test here. No barrier to push through. This wasn’t about tension.

This was release.

Clarissa leaned forward and kissed him, deep and full. Her hands tangled in his hair, her hips already shifting against him. He was already hard. She could feel it through his clothes. She reached between them and unfastened his shorts, sliding his cock free and positioning herself above him.

“You let me tease another man,” she said against his lips.

“I loved every second of it.”

“And now I’m going to ride my husband until he forgets his name.”

Jeffrey grinned. “You always were the dangerous one.”

She sank down on him in one slow, deliberate motion. They both groaned—his head falling back, her hands bracing against his chest. The stretch was familiar, grounding. The weight of his hands on her hips made her feel claimed without being tamed. She began to move, hips rolling with purpose, no hesitation.

Clarissa didn’t ask if this turned him on. She already knew.

She rode him hard, nails dragging down his chest, her breath hot against his neck. He matched her rhythm, fingers digging into her waist, eyes locked on hers. There was no performance now. No fantasy to juggle. Just two people colliding with everything they had, all the boundaries already gone.

“I want you like this,” she said, panting between thrusts. “After every time. Every man. I want you to fuck me like you’re the only one who knows how.”

“I am the only one who knows how.”

“Then prove it.”

He flipped her onto her back and drove into her harder, deeper, his body pressing hers into the mattress. She wrapped her legs around him and pulled him in tighter. Their breath came fast and rough, sweat slicking their skin, the room echoing with the sound of skin against skin and the sharp edge of her moans.

When she came, it hit like a wave breaking—sharp, powerful, undeniable. She didn’t try to muffle it. She wanted him to hear it, to feel it, to own it. Jeffrey followed seconds later, burying his face in her neck as his release tore through him.

They stayed tangled together for a long time afterward, neither speaking. Clarissa ran her fingers through his hair, still catching her breath. Jeffrey’s hand rested on her stomach, warm and steady.

“I didn’t think it would feel like this,” she said quietly.

“Like what?”

“Like coming home.”


CHAPTER 7


The suite was dark except for the warm glow of a bedside lamp, the air still heavy with the scent of sweat, skin, and tequila. Clarissa lay stretched across the bed, half under the sheet, her body still humming with the aftershock of what they’d just done. Her chest rose and fell in slow rhythm, her legs tangled with Jeffrey’s, her fingers trailing lazy circles on his shoulder.

Neither of them spoke for several minutes. It wasn’t awkward. It was earned silence—the kind that followed something raw and real.

Jeffrey was the first to break it.

“You’re quiet.”

Clarissa smiled without looking at him. “I’m thinking.”

He ran his hand along the curve of her hip. “About him?”

“No.” She turned her head. “About me.”

Jeffrey shifted, propping himself up on one elbow. “Tell me.”

Clarissa exhaled slowly, her lips brushing the back of her hand before she dropped it to the mattress. “I didn’t expect this to feel so... natural. So easy. Not just the sex. The whole thing. The control. The pacing. Even the tension.”

“It’s more than what we imagined, isn’t it?”

“Way more.”

Jeffrey nodded, eyes on her mouth. “I’ve never been more attracted to you.”

Clarissa smiled, but it wasn’t playful. “I know. I could feel it.”

She sat up and pulled the sheet with her, not to cover herself, but just to give her hands something to hold while she talked. She stared straight ahead, toward the sliding door and the dark horizon beyond it.

“I don’t want to stop this,” she said. “But I also don’t want it to be a one-off thrill. I don’t want this to be some fantasy we burn out in a month and pretend didn’t change everything.”

Jeffrey sat up too, mirroring her. “It already changed everything.”

“Exactly,” she said. “So let’s stop pretending I’m just playing your game.”

Jeffrey blinked. “Okay.”

“I’m not your fantasy anymore,” she continued. “I’m not just doing this to make you hard. I’m doing this because it makes me feel powerful, because I love the way men look at me when they realize they’re not in control, and because I love the way you fuck me after they do.”

His voice dropped an octave. “Clarissa...”

She turned to face him, all of her bare and unflinching. “I don’t need your permission anymore. What I want is your partnership. I want your support. Your trust. And yes, your cock. But not your rules.”

Jeffrey didn’t speak for a moment. He just looked at her. Then he smiled slowly.

“You want to take the lead?”

“I already have.”

“And you want me to follow?”

“I want you beside me.”

Jeffrey nodded once. “Okay. Then let’s talk about the new rules.”

Clarissa leaned forward, elbows on her knees. “First, if we keep doing this, it’s not just about watching. I want you involved. That doesn’t mean group sex. But I want more of you in it. If I’m kissing someone, you’re watching. If I’m touching someone, you’re close. Not just afterward. During.”

Jeffrey looked intrigued, not surprised. “And Jake?”

“He was fine. Not great. Not awful. But not my speed. He didn’t push. He didn’t challenge me. He just waited to be told what to do.”

“That’s what you like, though. The control.”

“I like earning it. I don’t want men who give it up too easily. I want men who test me a little. I want tension. Jake wanted to please me. I want someone who wants to fuck me—and has to be taught how to get there.”

Jeffrey laughed, low and warm. “You’re terrifying in the best way.”

Clarissa gave him a look. “You’re still the only man who gets to finish inside me.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

“I also want us to choose together,” she added. “I don’t want to wander into things. I want to know who we’re playing with. I want control over the setup. Not just attraction. Intent.”

“We’ll screen together,” he said. “No surprises. No randomness.”

“And no pretending it doesn’t turn you on,” she said. “I don’t want quiet husband in the corner. I want your voice in my ear while it’s happening.”

Jeffrey moved closer, his hand on her thigh now. “You want me talking to you while another man’s inside you?”

“I want you reminding me whose pussy it is.”

He was hard again, and she could feel it. Clarissa leaned back on her hands, legs parted slightly, posture open and deliberate.

“Then you better keep up, babe,” she said. “Because I’m just getting started.”
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The morning sun poured into the suite, filling it with the soft glow of possibility. Clarissa stood by the floor-to-ceiling windows, her robe loose and open just enough to suggest she didn’t care who saw. Her hair was still tousled from the night before, and her bare legs carried the faintest marks of Jeffrey’s hands. She sipped her coffee slowly, her mind already shifting gears.

Jeffrey was at the table, tablet in hand, eyes scanning the resort’s private guest portal. The interface was sleek, subtle, and specifically coded for discretion. What looked like a basic social calendar on the surface opened up—if you knew the right passphrases—into a layered app of “private mixers,” “open-minded meetups,” and invitation-only events. Most people wouldn’t even realize what they were scrolling past. But Clarissa and Jeffrey weren’t most people anymore.

Clarissa turned from the window. “Anything good?”

Jeffrey looked up. “A few profiles with potential. A lot of noise.”

Clarissa walked over and leaned on the back of his chair, looking over his shoulder at the screen. The profiles were clean—headshots, body shots, short bios, a few bold lines tucked between polite language. Some were single men. A few were couples. And then there were the discreet avatars—those who didn’t post faces, just words and promises.

Clarissa tilted her head. “That one. He’s hot. Who is he?”

Jeffrey tapped into the profile. “Thirty-eight. From Boston. Divorced. Works in finance. Been to the resort three times. Lists his interests as deep conversation, shared control, and body worship.”

She smirked. “Body worship, huh?”

“Yeah. But he’s been offline for two days.”

“Probably not worth the energy,” she said. “I’m not chasing ghosts.”

Jeffrey scrolled again. “This guy’s new. No activity history, but he’s listed as open to couples, and his profile is... detailed.”

Clarissa leaned closer. The man’s name was listed as “Evan.” His face was visible—mid-forties, dark hair with a little gray, strong jawline, intelligent eyes. His bio didn’t flirt. It provoked. A few lines stood out immediately:

I don’t beg. I engage. I don’t chase. I attract.

I don’t just want to be inside you—I want to be in your head while I am.

Clarissa raised an eyebrow. “Well... hello.”

Jeffrey grinned. “Exactly your speed?”

“Maybe. If he’s not full of shit.”

Jeffrey tapped again, pulling up his recent activity. “He RSVP’d to the rooftop bar mixer tonight. Nine o’clock. Private area. Limited list.”

Clarissa walked back toward the window, sipping her coffee. “If he’s there, I’ll know in five minutes whether he’s worth anything.”

Jeffrey stood and joined her. “You want to meet him together?”

She nodded. “Yes. But let me lead the conversation.”

“Of course.”

“I want to feel his rhythm. I want to know if he can take a joke, take a hit, take a flirt without unraveling.”

Jeffrey ran his hands up her sides. “And if he can?”

“Then maybe I’ll let him make me unravel.”

They stood quietly for a moment, watching the ocean roll beyond the balcony. The whole day stretched ahead of them, but it wasn’t idle time. It was anticipation. Clarissa felt the burn building again—not from sex, but from the setup. She loved the edge. The planning. The pursuit.

She turned and kissed Jeffrey, long and slow.

“I want to be the one who picks now,” she said.

“You are.”

“No hesitation. No soft landings. If we do this again, I want it bold. I want it messy. And I want you close enough to feel it.”

Jeffrey gripped her hips. “I’ll be there. Every second of it.”

“Good,” she said. “Because I’m not just looking for sex.”

“What are you looking for?”

“I want someone who knows how to look at me without asking for permission.”

Jeffrey paused. “And who still respects that it’s my name you moan when it’s over.”

Clarissa smiled. “Exactly.”

She stepped back, the robe falling from her shoulders, bare skin glowing in the light. She didn’t cover up. She just walked to the bathroom and called back over her shoulder.

“Let’s go have breakfast. I need energy for tonight.”
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The rooftop lounge was bathed in golden light from overhead lanterns strung across wood beams, flickering against the deepening blue of the ocean beyond. Soft house music pulsed under the murmur of voices and clinking glasses. The crowd was small, curated, intentional. No loud laughter. No sloppy dancing. Just heat and suggestion humming in the air.

Clarissa stepped onto the rooftop in a black slip dress that hugged her like liquid. It skimmed her thighs when she walked and shimmered subtly in the light. She wore no bra, no jewelry, no pretense. Her hair was loose, her heels high. Confidence clung to her like perfume.

Jeffrey was beside her, clean-shaven and sharp in a short-sleeve button-down and fitted pants. He didn’t touch her. He didn’t need to. Their connection was so obvious it didn’t require hand-holding. They moved like a unit—equals in intention, different in expression.

The hostess at the top of the stairs gave them a polite smile. “Welcome. Your name?”

Jeffrey responded. “Jeffrey and Clarissa.”

“Ah. Yes.” She checked a tablet, then nodded. “You’re on the reserved list. Open seating, but the back cabanas are more private.”

They stepped into the space slowly, scanning. The seating was arranged in layers—barstools near the edge, low couches in clusters, small private booths recessed into alcoves. Everyone was beautiful. Everyone knew why they were there.

Clarissa leaned close. “You see him?”

Jeffrey nodded toward the far corner, where a man sat alone with a drink, one ankle crossed over his knee. He was older than Jake. More composed. He wasn’t scrolling his phone. Wasn’t trying to be seen. He was just... there. Still. Aware. Watching.

Clarissa studied him for a moment. Dark button-up. Gray at the temples. Strong hands. His posture said he was comfortable. His eyes said he was calculating.

They walked straight toward him.

He looked up as they approached, and his face broke into a slow, deliberate smile. He stood and offered a hand—not to Jeffrey, but to her first.

“Clarissa,” he said. “You’re even more stunning in person.”

She accepted his hand, firm grip, no hesitation. “You must be Evan.”

He turned and shook Jeffrey’s hand next. “Thanks for coming up. I wasn’t sure if I’d get the chance to meet you both.”

Jeffrey smiled politely. “We’re here for a reason.”

They sat—Clarissa in the center of the curved couch, Jeffrey to her left, Evan to her right. The waiter appeared quickly, and Clarissa ordered bourbon neat. Evan ordered the same. Jeffrey stuck to club soda, eyes sharp and fully sober.

The small talk was brief, clean, deliberate. Just enough to establish that Evan had been here before, that he wasn’t new to this kind of setup, that he understood what “open-minded” actually meant. Clarissa watched him carefully. The way he held eye contact. The way he didn’t shift away when her leg touched his under the table. The way he asked Jeffrey questions as often as he asked her.

Evan turned toward her, his voice calm but certain. “You’re not playing a role. That’s obvious.”

“I don’t like roles,” Clarissa said. “They’re lazy.”

“And the last guy?” Evan asked. “Was he lazy?”

“He was... compliant.”

Evan’s eyes flicked to Jeffrey. “You like her like this?”

Jeffrey didn’t miss a beat. “I like her most when she’s exactly herself.”

Clarissa sipped her drink, letting the silence stretch just long enough to be felt. Then she turned fully toward Evan, crossing one leg over the other slowly.

“You don’t seem intimidated.”

“I’m not.”

“You’re surrounded by couples, and you don’t flinch.”

“I’m not here to compete.”

“What are you here for?”

“To find out if your hunger matches your power.”

Clarissa’s expression didn’t change, but her body shifted—just a tilt of the chin, a narrowing of the eyes. Interest, not approval.

“Say more.”

Evan leaned forward, elbows resting on his knees. “You have control. But that’s not enough for you. You want someone who pushes back just enough to make the control worth keeping. You want resistance. Not rebellion. Pressure. Not chaos. You want to feel earned.”

Clarissa didn’t reply right away. She just watched him.

Jeffrey spoke, voice low. “He’s not wrong.”

Evan turned to him. “I’m not trying to take anything from you.”

“You couldn’t,” Jeffrey said.

Clarissa finally smiled. “Okay.”

Evan raised his glass. “Okay, what?”

“You’re worth the rest of the drink.”

She took another sip and turned her body slightly toward him on the couch, her knee brushing his. He didn’t move away.

“I’m not inviting you back to our suite,” she said. “Not tonight.”

“I didn’t ask.”

“You didn’t have to. That’s why I’m still sitting here.”

Evan looked between them both. “You want to see what I look like when I’m watching you.”

Clarissa nodded. “Eventually. But first I want to hear what you sound like when I make you wait.”

He smiled. “I can be very quiet when I want something badly enough.”

“Then maybe we’ll see how quiet you can stay,” she said. “Tomorrow. If I still want to hear you.”

Jeffrey leaned back, satisfied. “Sounds like a promising start.”

They finished their drinks with no rush, the silence no longer tense but charged. Clarissa didn’t touch Evan again. She didn’t need to. When they stood to leave, Evan didn’t ask for a room number or a message. He just nodded once, as if understanding the terms without needing them spoken again.
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Back in the suite, Clarissa stepped out of her heels and walked barefoot across the cool tile. The silence between her and Jeffrey wasn’t awkward. It was loaded. Not with tension—something deeper. Possibility. Approval. Even admiration. She felt wired, awake in a way that no cocktail could explain. Her skin still buzzed from the rooftop encounter, though Evan hadn’t laid a single hand on her.

Jeffrey poured a drink at the minibar without asking. Bourbon, neat. Just one glass. He handed it to her and sat on the arm of the couch, waiting.

Clarissa took a long sip, then dropped onto the bed without grace. Her dress rode up her thighs, and she didn’t fix it.

“I like him,” she said.

Jeffrey nodded. “I could tell.”

“He didn’t flinch when I got sharp. Didn’t try to charm me, didn’t shrink. He let me take the lead, but he didn’t crawl behind me either.”

“He watched you like he already knew how you’d move.”

Clarissa turned her head to look at him. “Exactly.”

Jeffrey leaned forward. “Is he the one you want to bring in?”

“I don’t know yet,” she said. “But I want to test him.”

“What does that mean?”

“I want to see what he does with denial. With not being chosen. I want to flirt with someone else in front of him and see if he gets petty... or patient.”

Jeffrey smiled slightly. “You really like edge cases, don’t you?”

“I like clarity,” she said. “I like knowing what people are made of before I let them inside anything.”

Jeffrey stood and came to sit beside her on the bed. “And what if he passes?”

“Then we invite him in,” she said. “Together. I don’t want it to just be my show. I want him to know this isn’t about him getting access to me—it’s about him being allowed into us.”

Jeffrey ran a hand over her thigh. “You’re ruthless.”

She looked at him. “I’m deliberate.”

He kissed her shoulder. “So tomorrow...?”

“Tomorrow I test him.”

Jeffrey stood again, walked to the balcony, and stared out into the night. “He’s going to be dangerous if he passes.”

Clarissa stretched out across the bed, one arm over her head. “Then you better be ready.”

“I’m always ready,” he said, not turning around.

She smiled. Not because she needed the reassurance.

But because she believed him.


CHAPTER 8


The heat was different today. Not heavier, but sharper. It wrapped around Clarissa’s skin like a second layer, making her aware of every brush of fabric, every shift in the breeze. She wore a new bikini—smaller, darker, hung lower on her hips than anything she’d worn earlier in the trip. It wasn’t flashy. It was intentional. A message, not a costume.

Jeffrey sat under the umbrella, sunglasses on, book in hand, but he wasn’t reading. He didn’t have to. He knew what today was.

Clarissa walked toward the poolside bar without a word. She didn’t ask who was watching. She knew. Evan was here. Somewhere. He hadn’t texted. Hadn’t reached out. That was good. That meant he understood the game. He was letting her set the rules. Letting her light the fuse.

She slid onto the same barstool as before, letting her leg swing freely as she scanned the bottles, the bodies, the energy.

The bartender, a new one, younger, more tan than smooth, came over with a too-eager smile.

“Welcome back.”

Clarissa looked up at him. He wasn’t as polished as Jake. He didn’t need to be. She wasn’t here to choose. She was here to provoke.

“What’s your best tequila?” she asked.

He grinned. “Depends. You looking for smooth or dangerous?”

Clarissa smirked. “Surprise me.”

He moved to make the drink. Clarissa leaned on the bar, elbow propped, fingers tracing the edge of her glass. She felt the eyes before she saw him. Evan had taken a seat two rows of loungers behind her. Alone. Reading. Legs stretched out like he had all the time in the world. He hadn’t waved. Hadn’t even acknowledged her. Perfect.

The bartender returned, placing a tall glass in front of her. “Try this. House reposado, splash of lime, chili salt rim.”

She sipped, then nodded. “Dangerous.”

He chuckled. “Told you.”

She leaned forward slightly, enough for the neckline of her top to shift, to pull just enough. The bartender’s eyes flicked, and he caught himself. But not quickly enough.

Clarissa smiled, then tilted her head. “What’s your name?”

“Chris.”

“Well, Chris,” she said, dragging her finger around the rim of the glass, “what time do you get off?”

He blinked, caught between confusion and hope. “Uh—ten. Why?”

“Just curious if you’ll still be this charming without a name tag.”

He leaned in a little. “That depends. Will you still be this bold without tequila?”

Clarissa’s grin widened. She didn’t respond. She just sipped again and let the silence carry her message.

Behind her, Evan still hadn’t moved.

She turned on the stool slightly, angling her body just enough to show both men—the bartender in front of her, Evan in the distance—that she knew exactly what she was doing.

Jeffrey sat just within view as well. Not close enough to interfere, but close enough to feel the shift. His posture hadn’t changed. But his hands were no longer on the book.

Chris cleared his throat. “You here with someone?”

Clarissa nodded. “With my husband.”

“Ah.” He looked away, awkwardly. “Well, lucky guy.”

Clarissa tilted her head again. “He thinks so.”

“And he lets you just...?”

“He doesn’t let me do anything,” she said. “He enjoys what I choose to do.”

Chris laughed nervously, still unsure if he was being invited or warned.

Clarissa finished the drink, stood slowly, and stepped around the bar. She didn’t touch Chris. Just leaned in and whispered, “I liked the drink.”

Then she turned and walked back toward the loungers.

She didn’t look at Evan.

Not yet.

She passed him on the way back, and as she did, she let one hand graze his shoulder. Barely a touch. Barely contact. But it was enough. He didn’t flinch. Didn’t call out. He just turned the page of his book.

Back at her lounger, Jeffrey looked up at her.

“How’d he do?”

Clarissa adjusted her bikini bottom, tugging it higher on one hip, then lay down beside him.

“He stayed put,” she said. “Didn’t blink.”

Jeffrey nodded. “So, he passed.”

“No,” Clarissa said, pulling her sunglasses down. “He qualified.”

Jeffrey turned his head, smiling. “What’s the difference?”

Clarissa stretched her arms overhead and let the sun find her.

“Passing means he’s in. Qualifying means... now I see what he’s capable of.”

Jeffrey ran a hand along her thigh. “You ready for that?”

She didn’t answer right away. Then, with a sly smile behind her shades:

“Not yet. But soon.”
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The suite was quiet when Clarissa returned from the pool. She stepped out of her sandals just inside the door and walked barefoot across the tile, her bikini still clinging damp to her body. Her skin carried the scent of sunblock and pool chlorine, but underneath it all was the trace of arousal—the kind that simmered low and constant after a victory. She didn’t feel rushed. She felt ready.

Jeffrey was out on the balcony, one leg up on the ledge, glass of wine in hand. He wasn’t scrolling through his tablet or looking at anything specific. He was just there, relaxed and waiting. She stood behind him for a few moments, watching him in profile, the way the fading light touched his cheekbone and jaw. He didn’t turn, but he knew she was there.

“He saw all of it,” he said.

“I know,” Clarissa replied, voice steady. “He didn’t blink.”

She crossed to the minibar and poured herself a drink—bourbon, neat. No mixer, no ice. The glass clinked as she set it on the counter. She took a sip, then glanced over at Jeffrey.

“I liked that he didn’t flinch.”

Jeffrey turned his head toward her. “That’s what you wanted, isn’t it?”

“I needed it. If he couldn’t sit through that, he wasn’t worth the next step.”

Clarissa leaned on the counter, thinking through the conversation she was about to start. The moment wasn’t sexual—it was strategic. She wasn’t trying to get off. She was trying to assess. The poolside flirtation had been real, but it wasn’t random. It was designed to provoke. Now it was time to move the game forward.

She picked up her phone and opened the resort’s discreet guest messaging system. It had the bland interface of a corporate scheduling app, but everyone who used it knew what it really was—a private portal for arrangement, flirtation, and invitation. Evan’s profile was online.

She typed:

Clarissa: You were good today. You watched. You waited. You didn’t interfere.

The response bubble appeared after a moment, then vanished, then came back.

Evan: You were magnificent. And deliberate. I know what I saw.

Clarissa’s fingers hovered over the screen before she typed again:

Clarissa: Not many men would have handled it. Most either interrupt or disappear.

Evan: I was exactly where you needed me to be.

Clarissa: Meet me at the Red Palm Lounge. Side patio. 8:30. Alone.

Another pause.

Evan: I’ll be there. I understand what this is.

She locked the screen and turned back toward the balcony. “He’s coming.”

Jeffrey stepped back into the room and set his glass down. “You want backup?”

“Not tonight. This is between me and him. I need to see what he does when he’s in my space.”

“You’re not planning to fuck him.”

“No. I’m planning to push him.”

Clarissa disappeared into the bathroom without another word. The water ran briefly. She reappeared fifteen minutes later, wearing a beige dress that clung to her hips and dipped low across her chest. No bra. No earrings. Just a thin chain around her neck and a darker-than-usual lipstick. Her hair was pinned up at the back, but deliberately loose enough to fall if she wanted it to. She didn’t look flashy. She looked like she’d already decided how the night would end.

Jeffrey gave her a long look as she grabbed her clutch. “You look like someone who doesn’t need a second drink.”

Clarissa met his gaze. “I only need one answer.”

At 8:29, she stepped into the Red Palm Lounge. The lights were low, the décor upscale but warm—plush seating, dark wood, golden lamps that cast just enough shadow. The side patio was separated from the main bar by a set of gauzy curtains. Not entirely private, but enough to create the illusion. Evan was already there.

He stood when he saw her, drink in hand. No show. No smug grin. Just calm presence. She liked that. He pulled out the chair opposite him and waited for her to sit. She let him.

He didn’t speak first. Neither did she. The waiter approached, but Clarissa waved him off. She didn’t want to drink. She wanted control.

“You handled yourself today,” she said.

Evan didn’t rush to thank her. “I’ve seen games like that before. But not played that well.”

“It wasn’t a game,” Clarissa replied. “It was a measurement.”

“I know.”

She tilted her head. “And you knew not to speak to me afterward. Why?”

“Because you hadn’t decided what came next yet. That wasn’t my role to ask.”

Clarissa leaned back slightly. She noticed the way Evan’s eyes stayed at her eye level, didn’t dip down to her chest even once. Not because he wasn’t interested—but because he understood the stakes.

“You’re not here to seduce me,” she said.

“No,” Evan agreed. “I’m here to show you I can handle what you’re offering.”

Clarissa rested her arm along the back of the chair. “And what do you think that is?”

“Not just sex. Power. Velocity. Ownership of your own hunger.”

“That doesn’t scare you?”

“It excites me.”

Clarissa crossed her legs, slowly, letting the motion speak. She didn’t flirt. She tested.

“You think you’re ready to be close to that?”

“I think I’m disciplined enough to hold my position, even when the air burns.”

She studied him for several seconds. The line was good. Too good to be off-the-cuff. But he didn’t deliver it like a line. He delivered it like a promise.

“I’m not inviting you to touch me,” she said.

Evan nodded. “I’m not asking.”

“I’m not offering a show.”

“Then I’ll earn a view.”

“I’m not yours to claim.”

Evan’s voice didn’t waver. “You wouldn’t be interesting if you were.”

That made Clarissa pause. Not because she was uncertain. Because the bar had officially been raised.

She looked over her shoulder once, not to check for witnesses, but to mark the space. Then she turned back to Evan.

“You’ll wait,” she said.

“I’m patient.”

“You’ll behave.”

“I’m precise.”

“You’ll know your place.”

Evan leaned forward, voice low. “And when you decide to use me, I’ll already be ready.”

Clarissa rose from her chair.

He stood again, respectfully, hands at his sides.

She didn’t shake his hand. Didn’t offer a kiss. She simply said, “We’re not finished.”

And then she left.

She didn’t walk fast. She didn’t look back. She walked into the night knowing she had made her move—and that Evan had stayed exactly where she’d wanted him.

This wasn’t seduction. It was a setup.

And it was working.
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The next morning, Clarissa woke before Jeffrey. She didn’t move immediately. She lay there in the silence of the suite, her head resting against the pillow, staring at the ceiling with her thoughts sharp and ordered. The night with Evan hadn’t been electric or emotional. It had been calculated. And it had worked.

He’d shown up. Sat still. Spoke well. Said just enough to stay in the game and not a word more. She hadn’t touched him. Hadn’t needed to. But he had passed something important. The test wasn't just patience—it was posture. He understood how close he was allowed to get without getting burned. That was rare.

Jeffrey stirred beside her, shifting under the sheet. His hand grazed her hip, then paused.

“You didn’t wake me when you came back,” he said, voice rough with sleep.

“I didn’t need to.”

He rolled onto his back. “Was it good?”

“Clarifying,” she said.

She slid out of bed, not bothering to cover herself. She walked across the room to pour a glass of water, then stood by the balcony door, looking out at the ocean.

“I told him he didn’t get to touch me,” she said. “I told him this isn’t seduction. It’s structure.”

Jeffrey sat up, his tone more alert now. “And he accepted that?”

“He didn’t argue. He didn’t joke. He didn’t flirt. He understood.”

“Did he try to turn it on you?”

“No. He followed every cue.”

Jeffrey swung his legs over the side of the bed. “So what’s next?”

Clarissa turned to face him, water glass in hand. “I lay out the terms. In writing. Clearly. No mixed signals. No games. If he agrees, we plan the encounter. On our schedule. Our space. Our timeline.”

Jeffrey stood, came toward her, and took the glass from her hand to sip. “You’re taking this seriously.”

“I told you. This isn’t some fantasy anymore. It’s not kink. It’s practice. It’s control.”

“You want me involved in that conversation?”

Clarissa shook her head. “Not yet. You’ve already said yes. Now I’m making sure he says it exactly the way I need to hear it.”

She walked over to her phone, sat down on the edge of the bed, and opened the messaging app again. Evan’s profile was online.

She started typing:

Clarissa: I want to be clear.

You’re being considered. That doesn’t mean you’ve been chosen.

There are rules. They aren’t negotiable.

If you break them, you’re done. If you question them, you’re ignored.

She paused, then kept typing:

Rule 1: You don’t initiate physical contact. Ever.

Rule 2: You don’t speak unless spoken to or unless permission has been clearly granted.

Rule 3: You respond to my pace, not yours.

Rule 4: If I stop, you stop. No delay. No questions.

Rule 5: You don’t climax unless explicitly told you can. Even if you’re alone. Even if you’re watching.

She reread the message twice. It wasn’t cold. It was professional. This was a contract. She hit send.

The reply came within two minutes:

Evan: Acknowledged. Understood. Agreed.

If there are consequences for breaking the rules, I’ll accept them.

If there’s silence, I’ll earn my way back into sound.

Clarissa stared at the screen. She wasn’t smiling, but there was a satisfaction in her chest she hadn’t felt in a long time.

She set the phone down, stood, and walked toward the bathroom.

Jeffrey called after her. “So… what happens now?”

She stopped in the doorway and looked over her shoulder.

“Now we see if he’s smart enough to wait.”
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Clarissa sat at the small desk near the window, legs crossed, tablet in her lap. The air-conditioning ran soft in the background, just enough to muffle the noise from the pool below. She wasn’t writing. She was watching—reading and rereading the exchange with Evan from earlier that morning. He hadn’t sent another message. That was good. He understood the silence wasn’t an invitation to fill space. It was a test of discipline.

Jeffrey stepped out of the shower, towel around his waist, hair still damp. He looked over at her, then crossed the room to pour himself a glass of water. He drank slowly, eyes on her the whole time. When she finally glanced up from the tablet, he tilted his head.

“You’re deep in it.”

“I’m preparing.”

Jeffrey walked over and leaned against the dresser, arms crossed. “For what?”

“For the moment we move from concept to contact.”

“You think he’s ready?”

Clarissa set the tablet aside and stood. “It doesn’t matter if he is. What matters is whether we are.”

Jeffrey gave a short nod. “Fair.”

She stepped toward him, not touching him yet, just closing the space between them. “This only works if we’re solid.”

“We are.”

“I know,” she said. “But I want to make sure we’re not just aligned—I want to know we’re synchronized.”

He met her eyes, serious now. “What do you need from me?”

Clarissa didn’t answer right away. She pressed her palms to his chest and held them there, feeling the warmth of his skin, the steady rhythm of his heartbeat. Then she looked up at him.

“When it happens, I don’t want to worry about your expression. I don’t want to be reading your reactions while I’m managing his.”

“You won’t have to,” he said. “If I feel something, I’ll tell you before it even gets to that point.”

“And if I ask you to participate?”

“I’ll follow your lead.”

Clarissa stepped back and picked up her drink from the nightstand. “I don’t want to plan a show. This isn’t theater.”

“It’s not,” he said. “It’s us extending the bedroom.”

She liked that. It was a clean way to say something messy. Clarissa walked over to the dresser where he’d been standing and leaned against it now herself.

“So here’s how it’s going to go,” she said. “I’ll give Evan the green light. One night. One location. We’ll choose it. It’ll be private. Controlled. He’ll be told when to arrive and when to leave. No extra time. No lingering.”

Jeffrey nodded slowly. “And me?”

“You’ll be there. Present. Visible. But not passive. You’ll interact with me. Not with him.”

“You want me to touch you during it?”

“I want you to remind me who I belong to. But not by pulling me away. By being the center I come back to.”

Jeffrey walked toward her, closing the small gap between them. “You’ll come back to me no matter what.”

“I know,” she said, sliding her hands up his chest again. “But I want to feel it in the moment. Not just afterward.”

He bent down and kissed her—deeply this time, fully—and she responded instantly, her fingers curling into the towel around his waist. When the kiss broke, they were both breathing a little heavier.

“We’re ready,” he said.

Clarissa’s lips brushed his jaw as she whispered, “Then it’s time to let him know.”


CHAPTER 9


Clarissa sat on the edge of the bed, one leg tucked under the other, the tablet resting across her thighs. She had read Evan’s last response three times already, and each time she reached the same conclusion: he was still waiting.

She didn’t want anticipation. She wanted obedience. Waiting was not the same as readiness. It was time to make that distinction clear.

Jeffrey was seated at the small dining table near the window, sipping sparkling water. He watched her without speaking, giving her space. He knew this part wasn’t for him. Not yet. He wouldn’t interfere with the process she was constructing—not until she invited him back into it.

Clarissa took a slow breath, tapped the screen, and opened the direct message thread with Evan.

She typed:

Clarissa: You’ve been patient. That’s step one.

Step two begins now.

One night. One location. You follow exactly. Deviate once, and you’re gone.

She paused. Not because she wasn’t sure—but because she wanted to make sure he would be. She tapped the return key and continued.

Date: Tomorrow.

Time: 9:00 p.m. sharp.

Location: Villa 6 – East Wing. You’ll knock once. No waiting. No pacing. No early arrival.\n\n> You will wear black. Plain. Clean. No fragrance. No jewelry.\n\n> You will bring nothing. You will leave with nothing.\n\n> When the door opens, you will step inside and wait just inside the threshold. I will approach you. You will not move unless instructed.\n\n> You will speak only when addressed. You will not touch. You will not undress. You will not initiate.\n\n> The encounter is mine to guide. Yours to experience. And his to witness.\n\n> If you can do this, respond with one word: Ready. Nothing else.\n\n> If you respond incorrectly, this thread ends permanently.

She read the message once more. It wasn’t cold. It was clinical. That mattered. She didn’t want him to feel special. She wanted him to feel directed. This wasn’t romantic. It was a protocol.

Jeffrey stood quietly and walked over to her. He didn’t ask to see the screen. He didn’t need to.

“You sure about tomorrow?” he asked.

“I am.”

“You want me inside the room the whole time?”

“Yes,” she said. “Visible. Present. But still mine.”

He nodded. “Then I’ll be exactly that.”

Clarissa turned the screen toward him, showing him the full message. He read it carefully, then met her eyes.

“He’s either in or he’s out now,” Jeffrey said.

“Good,” she replied. “That’s how it should be.”

She hit send.

The message vanished into the thread. The screen went still.

A full minute passed.

Then the reply came.

One word.

Ready

Clarissa exhaled once, slowly, and set the tablet down on the nightstand.

She stood, walked to the mirror, and studied herself.

“This won’t be performance,” she said aloud. “It’ll be precision.”

Jeffrey came up behind her, wrapped his arms around her waist, and kissed her neck.

“We’ve been building to this,” he said. “Now we see if he holds up.”

Clarissa looked at their reflection.

“No,” she said. “Now we see if I hold him there.”
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Villa 6 wasn’t the largest on the property, but it was the most private. Clarissa had selected it the moment she confirmed the next step with Evan. It sat at the far end of the east wing, a single-story corner unit with its own entrance and no adjoining rooms. There were no shared walls. No chance of surprise. No sounds that wouldn’t be intentional.

She stood in the center of the space, barefoot, wearing an oversized linen shirt. The room was quiet except for the soft hum of the air conditioning and the muffled roll of waves from the nearby shore. The furniture had been rearranged—couch pushed back, ottoman removed, coffee table replaced with a single padded bench. Lighting dimmed low. Lamps only. No overheads.

Jeffrey was in the bedroom, finishing the setup. He’d laid out a robe for Clarissa, folded carefully on the chair, and double-checked the backup keys, the water bottle, the scented oil. Nothing overpowering. Subtle, familiar. Something that kept the space grounded in comfort even while the situation stretched boundaries.

Clarissa walked slowly through the villa, checking everything. Every detail had purpose. Nothing was arbitrary. She’d cleared the surfaces—no distractions. No books. No artwork left askew. The space wasn’t sterile. It was intentional. That distinction mattered.

Jeffrey stepped out of the bedroom. He was dressed in dark, fitted clothes. Not formal, but clean. Neutral. He looked like exactly what he was—present, but not the focus. His role wasn’t to overpower. It was to support.

He glanced around. “You want to rehearse the entry again?”

“No,” Clarissa said. “I’ve walked through it enough in my head.”

She moved toward the front of the villa and stood near the door, then turned to face the entry space. She pictured Evan standing there, exactly where she’d instructed him to stop—just inside the door. Silent. Waiting. His posture would say everything.

Jeffrey stood at the far edge of the main room. “Where do you want me?”

“Seated on the chair. Angled, not centered. I want him to see you, but not feel watched.”

Jeffrey walked over and positioned the chair, then sat to test the sightlines. He nodded. “He won’t be able to ignore me, but he won’t know what to make of it. That’s good.”

Clarissa adjusted a lamp slightly to the left. Then again. It cast a warmer glow now—softer on the eyes. Less dramatic. She didn’t want it to look theatrical. She wanted it to feel controlled.

“This isn’t for him,” she said. “This setup is for me.”

Jeffrey looked at her directly. “I know.”

She stepped toward him and reached out, brushing his shirt collar into place. Her hands didn’t linger, but they were deliberate. The closeness wasn’t about affection. It was about grounding.

“If I look at you during it,” she said, “I need you to be still. Solid. No expressions unless I ask.”

“I can do that.”

“If I touch you⁠—”

“Then you touch me. You don’t need to explain.”

Clarissa nodded slowly, then stepped back.

They walked the room together once more. No words. Just presence.

Then she spoke again. “He’ll knock at 9. He won’t arrive early. If he does, we ignore it. He gets one chance to follow instructions.”

“And if he hesitates when the door opens?” Jeffrey asked.

“Then we close it.”

Jeffrey took a deep breath. “You ready for him to see you like this?”

Clarissa turned her head toward the mirror mounted above the dresser. She didn’t need to look at herself. She already knew what he’d see.

“I’m ready for him to see what he can’t touch,” she said. “And what he might never be allowed to.”

Jeffrey stepped beside her, close but not encroaching.

“We’re locked in,” he said.

Clarissa looked once more at the door, then at the bench she’d placed near it.

“Let’s see if he’s smart enough to stay on the edge.”
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At 8:58 p.m., Clarissa was seated at the edge of the bench. Her robe was loose but belted at the waist, showing a clean line of skin from collarbone to knee. Her legs were crossed, not casually, but with poise—calculated to suggest that every inch of her was owned, not offered.

The villa was silent except for the occasional whisper of the wind outside. The air smelled faintly of sandalwood and citrus, just enough to feel curated. Clarissa had lit one candle, placed far enough from the door that it would not be the first thing Evan saw, but close enough to soften the shadows.

Jeffrey was already seated, off to the left in the corner chair, one ankle resting over the other knee. His posture was relaxed, but his expression was unreadable. He was exactly what Clarissa needed him to be—anchor, not actor.

At 9:00 sharp, there was a single knock.

Clarissa didn’t move at first. She let the silence sit for a full five seconds. Not to punish—but to remind. Control would not be granted. It would be held.

Then she rose, crossed the floor barefoot, and opened the door.

Evan stood in the hallway.

Black shirt. Black slacks. No cologne. Empty hands. Hair neatly combed. Eyes locked on hers.

He said nothing.

Clarissa said nothing in return.

She stepped back, just far enough to allow space for him to enter.

He crossed the threshold, taking only two steps before stopping, exactly where she had told him to. Just inside. Shoulders back. Hands at his sides. His breathing was controlled, but not flat. He was alert, aware, and ready.

Clarissa closed the door behind him. The soft click of it shutting was louder than it needed to be.

She walked past him without speaking and returned to the bench.

Evan didn’t turn. Didn’t glance around. He kept his focus straight ahead.

Clarissa sat.

Jeffrey remained still in the corner, silent, his eyes watching the room—not Evan directly, but the frame they now existed within.

Clarissa let a full minute pass.

Then she spoke.

“You followed the instructions.”

Evan remained motionless. “Yes.”

Her tone didn’t change. “You’re not here to speak unless asked a question.”

He bowed his head slightly. “Understood.”

She rose again, stepped closer to him. Not touching. Just narrowing the space.

“You’re not in a room with two people,” she said. “You’re in a room with a woman and her witness. That distinction matters.”

“Yes,” he said. His voice was even, low. “It does.”

Clarissa circled him once, slowly, her bare feet soundless against the floor. When she stood behind him, she stopped and leaned in just close enough for him to feel her breath against the back of his neck.

“You’ve been eager,” she said. “But you haven’t been reckless. That’s rare.”

He remained still.

“I don’t reward effort,” she said. “I reward restraint.”

Evan’s jaw tensed for a moment, but he didn’t speak.

Clarissa moved back in front of him, taking her time. Her robe shifted as she moved, exposing more of one thigh. She didn’t adjust it. She let him see—but only as much as she chose.

“This room is mine,” she said. “Every sound, every movement, every breath. You’re not a guest. You’re a variable.”

She looked toward Jeffrey, locking eyes with him. “And he is the constant.”

Jeffrey remained seated, silent, perfectly composed.

Clarissa returned her gaze to Evan.

“If I say sit, you’ll sit. If I say nothing, you’ll wait. If I touch you, you’ll breathe. That’s it.”

Evan finally nodded once. No smile. No attempt at cleverness.

Clarissa studied him for a long moment, then turned and walked back to her bench.

She sat, crossing her legs slowly, settling into stillness.

“Good,” she said.

She didn’t tell him to move.

She didn’t need to.

Because control had already arrived—long before he had.
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Evan had been standing for seven minutes.

Clarissa had counted every second.

She remained seated on the bench, her legs crossed the opposite direction now, the robe still belted. She hadn’t spoken since the single word she’d offered after his arrival. Jeffrey hadn’t moved. The entire villa had settled into a charged, humming quiet.

Outside, wind rustled the hedges, and the surf rolled in regular intervals. Inside, there were only three people and a test none of them would name aloud.

Evan stood exactly where she’d told him to. His posture hadn’t sagged. His hands hadn’t shifted. But Clarissa could tell he was working to stay neutral. His breathing had a rhythm to it—slow, measured, not quite natural. That effort was its own confession.

She let her eyes trail up his frame. Shoulders square. Feet shoulder-width apart. Chin level. Good. But not perfect. She could sense the edges—tiny things. The way his fingers twitched once, almost imperceptibly. The way his jaw flexed when her robe shifted as she adjusted her seat.

Jeffrey hadn’t spoken either. He was doing exactly what she’d asked—watching her, not Evan. His eyes tracked her hands, the angle of her neck, the way her body relaxed or tensed in small increments. He wasn’t there to judge Evan. He was there to anchor Clarissa while she judged him herself.

Ten minutes.

Clarissa finally uncrossed her legs, slowly. The robe parted slightly as she moved, revealing more of her thigh and hip, but she didn’t adjust it. That would’ve implied it mattered.

She stood again.

Evan’s gaze didn’t flinch. He kept his eyes forward.

She walked toward him, slow and barefoot. Each step was intentional, though she made no effort to dramatize the moment. When she stopped two feet in front of him, she looked at his hands. They were steady, open at his sides. No fists. No twitching now.

“You’re quiet,” she said.

“Yes,” he replied.

“Still.”

“I’m trying.”

“Trying,” she echoed. “That’s the key word.”

He stayed silent.

Clarissa circled him again, the same way she had when he arrived, but slower this time. Her proximity tightened. Her breath grazed his neck. Her shoulder nearly brushed his sleeve.

“You’re warm,” she said. “Are you nervous?”

“Yes.”

She stopped behind him.

“Why?”

“Because I don’t know what’s coming.”

“You don’t need to.”

He didn’t respond.

Clarissa walked back to face him again and lifted her hand—just a few inches off her side. She didn’t touch him. But she moved her fingers close enough that he would feel the heat.

His lips parted slightly, but he caught himself before speaking.

“You want contact,” she said.

“I want permission,” he corrected.

Clarissa tilted her head, a slow, slight nod.

Better answer than she’d expected.

She walked away from him again, returning to the bench. When she sat, she turned toward Jeffrey this time.

“What do you see?” she asked him.

Jeffrey rested his chin on his hand. “A man who’s trying very hard not to ruin this.”

Clarissa looked back at Evan.

“Is he right?”

“Yes,” Evan said.

She leaned forward slightly. “You’re doing well. But don’t confuse this with progress. You’re not building anything yet. You’re surviving.”

Evan’s brow flickered, just once. Not quite pain. Not quite pride. Something closer to restraint cracking at the corners.

Clarissa stood again.

“You’re going to keep standing,” she said. “Until I say otherwise. There’s no time limit. There’s no promise. You’re here because I’m letting you be.”

He nodded once.

She walked back to him again, slower this time, and leaned in—not to touch, but to speak quietly, close to his ear.

“Make no mistake,” she said, voice low. “I’m not teasing you. I’m testing you. I don’t want you turned on. I want you off-balance.”

Then she stepped back again.

Jeffrey shifted slightly in his chair—not out of discomfort, but with anticipation.

Clarissa watched Evan's face closely.

Still, he stood.

Still, he said nothing.
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Twenty minutes had passed since Evan entered the villa. He hadn’t moved. Clarissa hadn’t touched him. No part of her had softened. That was intentional.

Jeffrey remained seated in his chair, silent and composed. He had watched everything—Clarissa’s pacing, Evan’s stillness, the quiet standoff of dominance that hadn’t involved a single overt act. This wasn’t performance. It was pressure.

Clarissa stood again and stepped in front of Evan for the final time. He looked tired—not physically, but mentally taxed. The restraint in his posture had started to fray. His breath came in through his nose just a little faster now. He wasn’t broken. But he was cracked. Just enough.

She didn’t ask if he was okay. That wasn’t her role tonight.

She stood close to him, enough that their feet nearly touched. Her robe remained closed, belt still tied, body completely untouched. It had never been about the robe anyway.

“You did well,” she said. “You stayed.”

Evan nodded once. Not grateful. Not relieved. Just acknowledging.

“But you’re not owed anything for that,” she continued.

“I know.”

Clarissa watched his eyes for the flicker—disappointment, maybe. Hope that hadn’t been fully extinguished yet. But there was nothing overt. Just a tightening at the corner of his mouth.

She stepped back and crossed the room. When she reached the door, she opened it and held it wide.

Evan didn’t move right away.

Clarissa raised her eyebrows. “I didn’t say you could speak.”

He nodded and walked slowly toward the exit.

Just before stepping over the threshold, he turned his head slightly. Clarissa didn’t look at him. She kept her gaze straight ahead, her posture calm.

He stepped outside.

Clarissa closed the door.

Locked it.

She didn’t speak right away. She simply turned and leaned against the wood for a moment, taking a long, steady breath. She wasn’t flustered. She wasn’t turned on. She wasn’t even satisfied. What she felt was confirmed.

Jeffrey stood from his chair. “That was the right call.”

Clarissa looked up at him. “He needed to know that control doesn’t lead to reward. It is the reward.”

She walked back into the main space of the villa, untied the belt of her robe, and let it fall open. Her body was flushed, not from arousal, but from heat, presence, intensity. Jeffrey stepped toward her, close but not urgent.

“I want you to touch me,” she said. “Not because of what I did—but because I’m still mine.”

Jeffrey cupped her jaw gently, then leaned down and kissed her. Slowly. Deliberately.

“I watched you control everything tonight,” he said. “And nothing turned me on more.”

Clarissa pulled him in by the shirt, their bodies pressing together.

Outside, Evan walked back down the quiet path to his room. No kiss. No contact. No goodbye.

And he still didn’t know if there would be a next time.


CHAPTER 10


The villa was quiet again. The door was locked. The candle had burned down to a low pool of wax. Outside, the breeze carried in the soft hush of waves, but inside, everything was still.

Clarissa stood near the center of the room, robe draped open, loosely hanging from her shoulders. She hadn’t moved to the bedroom yet. She hadn’t turned down the lights. She wasn’t done feeling it—the echo of control, the trace of presence that Evan had left behind when he walked out without a word.

Jeffrey stepped up behind her, arms slipping around her waist. He didn’t speak right away. His hands rested gently at her stomach, palms flat, not grabbing—just grounding her.

“How do you feel?” he asked, voice low against her ear.

“Clear,” she said.

He kissed the side of her neck. “He didn’t push.”

“No. And I didn’t give.”

She turned in his arms, pressing her body to his. Her hands slid under his shirt, over the curve of his lower back. She wasn’t rushing. She wasn’t riding adrenaline. This wasn’t the high after an event. It was the return after a decision.

“I didn’t do it for him,” she said. “And I didn’t do it to shock you. I needed to know how far I could take it without losing myself.”

“You didn’t lose anything,” Jeffrey said. “You gained ground.”

Clarissa leaned her forehead against his chest. “I didn’t know if that kind of power would pull me away from us. But it didn’t.”

Jeffrey cupped the back of her head, fingers threading gently through her hair. “It brought you back stronger.”

She pulled back just enough to look up at him.

“Tell me what it looked like,” she said.

“It looked like you were in complete control. He didn’t know where to put his hands. You never gave him a target. He was trying not to hope.”

Clarissa’s mouth curved slightly. “Good.”

They stood there for a few more moments, wrapped in the quiet. Then she took his hand and led him to the bedroom.

The robe slipped from her shoulders and fell to the floor.

She climbed onto the bed first, stretching out across the sheets. Jeffrey followed, settling beside her, not pouncing or claiming—just arriving. His hands moved slowly across her skin, tracing lines that had nothing to do with what she’d done hours before.

This was about them.

No games.

No roles.

Just weight and heat and truth.

Clarissa rolled on top of him and looked down into his eyes.

“You’re not watching anymore,” she said. “You’re part of it now.”

Jeffrey reached up and cupped her breast, fingers gentle but sure. “Then let’s rewrite the whole story together.”
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The light was soft when Clarissa opened her eyes.

The villa was still. No distant voices, no sound of doors opening or closing down the hall. Just the quiet breath of ocean wind curling under the edges of the balcony door, and the slow, steady rise and fall of Jeffrey’s chest beside her.

She didn’t move for a while. Her body was warm, muscles relaxed in ways they hadn’t been in weeks. Not from sex. From release—but not the kind people talk about out loud. The release of restraint. Of control carried out fully and then let go.

Jeffrey stirred beside her, his hand drifting across the sheets until he found her waist.

“You’re awake,” he murmured.

Clarissa nodded against the pillow. “Thinking.”

“Good or bad?”

“Neither,” she said. “Just different.”

He rolled onto his side, eyes still half-lidded. “You regret it?”

“No.” She said it without hesitation. “Not for a second.”

Jeffrey exhaled, deep and quiet. “Me neither.”

They lay there in the early light, saying nothing for several minutes. No rush to fill the air with noise or interpretation. The silence wasn’t avoidance—it was absorption.

Finally, Clarissa turned toward him. “I thought there’d be more guilt.”

“You didn’t cross a line,” he said. “You created one.”

Clarissa let that sit.

“That’s what this was, wasn’t it?” she said. “Not just about letting someone in. It was about building a frame—and testing if it held.”

“It did.”

“And we did.”

Jeffrey brushed a thumb along her hip. “You were so clear, Riss. Every look. Every word. There was never a moment where I wondered where I stood.”

“That mattered to me,” she said. “I didn’t want to lose us in the middle of chasing something else.”

“You didn’t,” he said. “You sharpened us.”

Clarissa sat up slowly, pulling her hair out of her face. “Do you want to do it again?”

Jeffrey didn’t answer right away. He watched her. Not with hunger. With calm.

“I want whatever keeps this,” he said. “This clarity. This trust.”

She nodded slowly. “So we don’t make it routine. We make it rare. Earned.”

“No rituals. No expectations. Just choice.”

Clarissa leaned down, kissed his shoulder, then rested her head there.

“Then we keep it ours,” she said.

“Always,” Jeffrey said.

Outside, the breeze picked up again.

The resort still hummed with secrets and possibilities, but inside the villa, there was no longer tension—just a balance they had built, together.
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Clarissa stood on the sun-drenched patio just outside the main resort lounge. Her suitcase was already packed and waiting with the bellhop. The shuttle to the airport would be there in ten minutes. Jeffrey had gone ahead to check them out. She needed one last moment—alone.

The resort grounds were quiet this early in the day. Most guests were still asleep, wrapped in late mornings and last-night hangovers. But not her. She was alert, clear-headed, grounded. Her body felt light. Not from leaving—but from finishing.

She sipped the last of her coffee and looked out over the pool deck. Lounge chairs neatly arranged. Towels folded. Everything reset.

Then she saw him.

Evan stood at the far end of the patio, near the edge of the garden path. He wasn’t walking toward her. He wasn’t trying to catch her eye. He was just standing still, hands in his pockets, looking out over the same view.

But he’d seen her. She knew that much.

Clarissa didn’t look away.

She didn’t smile. Didn’t wave.

She just held the eye contact for three long seconds.

Three seconds where everything lived—power, clarity, restraint, memory.

Evan didn’t nod. He didn’t flinch. But something in his posture shifted, almost like he exhaled without breathing.

That was all.

Clarissa turned, handed her empty cup to the passing attendant, and walked toward the shuttle.

As she reached the door, Jeffrey met her there, holding out her sunglasses.

“You good?” he asked.

Clarissa slipped them on.

“I’m perfect.”

They stepped into the shuttle, side by side, without looking back.

Evan remained where he was, quiet, still, and alone—exactly where he had been left.


WHAT SHE BECAME


CHAPTER 1


The kettle clicked off just as Gavin walked in from the garage, his hair still damp from the shower, wearing that fitted gray T-shirt Abby always liked on him. She stood at the kitchen counter, her palm wrapped around a warm mug, absently stirring cream into her coffee. The smell of cinnamon and roasted beans hung in the air between them.

He didn’t say anything at first—just walked up behind her, slid his arms around her waist, and kissed the top of her shoulder. She felt the smile on his lips before she heard it in his voice.

“Happy anniversary, baby.”

She leaned back into him. “Mmm. Ten years and you still remember.”

He chuckled and nuzzled her neck. “I’ve got a better memory than you think.”

Abby turned, coffee in hand, eyes narrowing. “That sounds like the beginning of a trap.”

“It’s the beginning of a surprise,” Gavin said. He reached into his back pocket and pulled out a slim envelope. It was thick—high-end paper, off-white with a golden stripe across the seal. “For the woman who has everything… except what she really wants.”

“Oh God. Is this a spa certificate?” she teased, taking it from his hand. “Or a coupon for one free backrub and no complaints during The Bachelor?”

“Better,” he said. “Open it.”

She peeled back the seal and unfolded the page inside. A hotel logo stared back at her in elegant script: The Harrow, Bayview Tower — One Night, Executive Corner Suite. Below it, a reservation for dinner at Luca’s, one of the city’s most exclusive rooftop restaurants.

Her lips parted in a slow grin. “You booked The Harrow?”

“You said once you always wanted to stay there. Remember?”

She looked up from the paper. “I said that like four years ago.”

“And I remembered,” Gavin said. “Now say thank you before I take it back and give it to someone who likes room service and rooftop cocktails.”

Abby laughed, setting her mug down and stepping into his arms. “Thank you,” she said softly. “This is amazing.”

He kissed her—slow and full—then pulled back, looking into her eyes. “You only need to pack one bag. And make sure you bring something you feel sexy in.”

She gave him a look. “I feel sexy in your sweatpants. That’ll work?”

“Something I can peel off with my teeth,” he said, his voice lower now. “You’ll know what I mean when we get there.”

There it was. That flicker of something in his tone—controlled, teasing, but intense. It wasn’t new, but it still hit her differently. Abby tilted her head and studied him.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” she asked.

He just smiled. “Trust me.”

“I do,” she said, voice light but not careless. “That’s why I’m scared.”

He walked away without answering, already grabbing his keys from the hook by the door. “We leave at five. Be ready to be spoiled.”

Abby stood alone in the kitchen, staring down at the reservation in her hand. The gold script shimmered faintly under the morning light. She touched the paper with her fingertips, then looked toward the bedroom.

Something told her this night wasn’t going to be just candles and champagne. Not the way he said it. Not the way he looked at her.

She wasn’t sure what he had planned.

But she already knew it was going to change everything.

Abby stared at her open suitcase, biting her bottom lip as she slowly folded a silky black bra and set it inside. Then another—lace, deep red, the one she’d bought on impulse last Valentine’s Day but had never worn. She held it up against herself in the mirror and turned slightly to the side.

Would he expect her to wear something like this tonight?

She dropped it in.

The rest of her bag was barely half full. She’d already packed the dress Gavin loved—the midnight blue one with the low back and thin straps that hugged her hips. She added heels, perfume, a sheer black robe, then paused again at the drawer where she kept her more risqué pieces.

Abby glanced toward the bedroom door. Empty. Quiet.

She reached in and pulled out a pair of thigh-high stockings still in their packaging. She hadn’t worn them since their honeymoon.

Why now?

She exhaled and sat on the edge of the bed, letting the bag of stockings fall onto the sheets beside her. Her legs crossed unconsciously, mind wandering.

That night...

It came back uninvited, like it had a few times since.

Two glasses of wine, half a movie, and curled up together under a throw blanket. She couldn’t even remember what they were watching. Only that his hand had wandered under her pajama shorts and his voice had gotten low and soft in her ear.

He had said something—something that made her laugh, then made her wet.

“I want to watch you with someone else, just once. No feelings. No strings. Just you, owned by someone else. For me.”

She’d slapped his arm, grinning, thinking it was a joke. He didn’t laugh.

“I’m serious,” he whispered, kissing her neck. “You’d be so fucking sexy.”

She’d never brought it up again. But she’d imagined it.

More than once.

Abby pushed off the bed and stood, walking to her vanity. She looked at herself in the mirror. Her face still flushed easily when she was turned on. Her eyes had that darker shine to them now.

“He wouldn’t actually…” she murmured, brushing her hair back behind her ear.

“Wouldn’t actually what?” Gavin’s voice came from the doorway.

She jumped slightly. “Jesus—you walk like a ghost.”

“I knock. You don’t hear.” He leaned against the frame, watching her. “I like seeing you in packing mode. It’s like your brain’s in seduction logistics.”

She raised an eyebrow, playful again. “You going to tell me what I should bring, or are you just hoping I show up naked?”

“Wouldn’t complain either way.” He crossed the room slowly, wrapping his arms around her from behind. “But something that makes you feel a little dangerous… that’s what I want.”

She caught his gaze in the mirror. “Dangerous?”

“Bold. Untouchable. Like you’re walking through a room and every man wants you, but only one gets to touch you.”

“Sounds like a fantasy,” she said lightly.

“Isn’t everything tonight?”

There it was again—that line. That tone. Like he was leaving little breadcrumbs on purpose. Just enough to make her wonder. Just enough to make her skin prickle.

She turned in his arms. “You’re acting like you’re pimping me out or something.”

Gavin laughed. “Not unless you want me to.”

Abby stared at him. He didn’t flinch. Didn’t blush. Just held her gaze like he’d been waiting for her to say it.

“I’m kidding,” she said, voice soft but cautious.

He kissed her cheek. “So am I.”

Except he wasn’t. Not entirely. And she knew it.

Her hands slid around his back, fingertips tracing the hem of his shirt. “Whatever you’re planning, it better not involve some tacky hotel sex game like 'guess who’s touching you'.”

“No games,” Gavin said. “Only something we both want.”

She wanted to ask more—but didn’t. Not yet. Instead, she leaned into his chest and let herself be held.

Whatever it was, he wasn’t pushing. He was waiting.

Waiting for her to say yes without needing to ask the question out loud.

The highway stretched out in front of them, golden with late afternoon light. They had the windows cracked just enough to let in the crisp air, warm but fading, a sign that summer was ending. Abby’s hair fluttered slightly as she rested her head against the seat, heels off, bare feet tucked up under her.

Gavin had one hand on the wheel, the other resting on her thigh.

He hadn’t said much since they pulled onto the freeway. Just hummed along with the playlist she’d made the night before, tapping his thumb idly against her leg in rhythm. Not absent-mindedly—he was never absent-minded. No, this was a quiet kind of focus. Like something was coiled inside him, and he didn’t want to let it out yet.

Abby reached over and ran her fingers down the back of his neck. “You’re being suspiciously quiet.”

He smiled, eyes on the road. “I’m driving.”

“You drive all the time and still manage to run your mouth.”

Gavin shrugged. “I’m just thinking.”

“Uh-huh.”

She looked out the window, then back at him, biting the inside of her cheek.

“Thinking about tonight?” she asked casually.

“Mm-hmm.”

She shifted slightly in her seat, letting her dress ride up a little as she stretched. “So, what’s the plan after dinner? Champagne? Hot tub? Me wearing nothing but room service?”

His hand squeezed her thigh. “Something like that.”

Abby smirked, leaning a little closer. “You know… if I didn’t know better, I’d think you were finally cashing in that fantasy card.”

“What card?” he asked, too casually.

She gave him a look. “Don’t act dumb. You remember.”

Gavin stayed quiet for a moment. Then, “The one where I get to watch my wife come harder for another man than she ever has for me?”

She laughed—too loud, a little breathless. “You make it sound so romantic.”

“It is romantic,” he said. “I want you to feel everything. I want to see you... completely out of control.”

The air changed in the car.

Abby shifted again, slower this time. “So you do remember.”

“I haven’t forgotten a single detail.”

She licked her lips. “But that was a joke.”

“You were the only one laughing.”

The silence stretched. He didn’t look at her. Didn’t have to. She felt it anyway—heat crawling up her chest, down between her thighs. Her stomach tightened.

“I thought you were drunk when you said it,” she murmured.

“I wasn’t. And neither were you when you asked if I’d really want to see it.”

She turned to face the window again, heart thudding now.

He was serious.

“Gavin…” she said, unsure if it was a question or a warning.

“I didn’t bring anyone, Abby.” His voice was calm. “Not unless you wanted that. And you haven’t told me you did.”

She said nothing for a few seconds. Her fingers twisted in her lap.

“I didn’t tell you I didn’t,” she finally said, almost too quiet to hear.

That made him look over at her—just for a moment. She caught the flicker of something in his expression. Not surprise. Satisfaction.

He turned back to the road. “Then maybe it’s still on the table.”

She swallowed hard. “Would you really just… sit and watch?”

He smirked faintly. “I might do more than that.”

Abby felt herself clench without meaning to.

She looked down at her hands, then out the window again, the sun starting to dip low on the horizon. It painted everything in gold and pink and shadow. Her reflection in the glass looked flushed.

She wasn’t sure what this was leading to.

But the longer he stayed quiet, the louder her own thoughts became.

The silence between them stretched again, not heavy but thick—filled with everything neither of them had quite said yet. Abby picked at a thread on the hem of her dress, then dropped her hand and looked out the window, watching trees whip by in a blur.

She didn’t want to be the first to say it. But the words wouldn’t stay down.

“You remember that thing we talked about… with another guy?”

Gavin didn’t flinch. Didn’t miss a beat.

“I think about it all the time.”

Abby turned toward him. Her pulse quickened.

“I figured you forgot,” she said softly.

He shook his head. “I think about it more than I probably should.”

Abby raised her brows. “Yeah?”

“Mm-hmm.”

She leaned back into the seat. “I remember what you said.”

He glanced at her, only for a second. “Which part?”

“You said you wanted to watch. That you wanted to see me taken—like I’d never been before. That you wanted someone else to fuck me while you sat there and watched.”

Gavin’s knuckles tightened slightly on the wheel. “Yeah,” he said. “That part.”

Abby smiled faintly to herself. “I thought you were kidding.”

“I wasn’t.”

“I know that now.”

Another beat passed. Abby let her head roll toward him.

“And you said something else,” she added, voice just a little breathier now.

“What did I say?”

“You said… ‘You’d be even hotter when you’re not mine for a little while.’”

Gavin exhaled hard through his nose, a sound somewhere between a laugh and a groan.

“I was really horny that night.”

“You were honest.”

He reached across the console and rested his hand on her bare knee. “I meant it.”

Abby’s thighs shifted slightly under his palm, but she didn’t pull away.

“I remember not sleeping,” she said. “That night.”

“I know.”

“I thought about it after. More than I thought I would.”

“You got quiet for a couple days. I didn’t want to push.”

“I’m glad you didn’t.”

“But you didn’t forget it either, did you?”

She didn’t answer right away. She didn’t have to.

“I kept thinking,” she said eventually, her voice low, “about what it would feel like. Knowing someone else was touching me… while you watched. Not behind your back. Not dirty. Just… real. You, seeing everything. Not stopping it. Wanting it.”

Gavin’s hand on her knee moved slowly upward. “You liked that idea?”

“I hated that I liked it.”

“You were probably soaked thinking about it.”

She didn’t deny it.

Gavin looked at her again. This time, longer. “Abby,” he said. “If I wanted to give you that tonight… would you let me?”

Her heart thumped hard in her chest. Her eyes were locked on his, her breathing unsteady.

“I don’t know,” she whispered. “I think I might.”

He leaned over and kissed her knuckles, then shifted back in his seat and returned his hand to the wheel.

“That’s all I needed to know.”

They didn’t speak again for a while. The music played softly. Her pulse stayed high.

In the distance, the city skyline began to rise against the darkening sky.

The valet opened Abby’s door before she had a chance to fully catch her breath.

She stepped out slowly, her dress sliding over her thighs, heels clicking softly on the pavement. The Harrow rose above them like something out of a movie—sleek, glass-wrapped, glowing from within. It felt like stepping into someone else’s life. Some richer, braver version of herself.

Gavin handed the valet the keys, barely sparing the car a glance as he moved to Abby’s side and rested his hand on her lower back. His touch was light, but it lingered.

“I told them to expect us,” he murmured near her ear.

Inside, the lobby was cool and quiet, the lighting soft, amber-toned. A large abstract sculpture sat near the elevator bank, polished to a shine, catching the light like liquid gold. Abby’s heels were muffled by the thick carpet as they approached the front desk.

The woman behind the counter smiled brightly. “Good evening. Checking in?”

“Yes,” Gavin said. “Langston. One night.”

Abby’s head turned. “Langston?”

Gavin didn’t look at her. “Thought it’d be fun. Something about using your maiden name tonight just… fits.”

Abby blinked, pulse skipping.

The clerk handed him two key cards. “Executive corner suite. Top floor. City view. And… happy anniversary.”

“Thank you,” Gavin said smoothly, slipping the cards into his jacket.

They stepped into the elevator alone.

Abby leaned against the mirrored wall, eyeing him. “Langston, huh?”

He gave her a small, unreadable smile. “You don’t like it?”

“No, I do. It’s just… you’re acting like this is some kind of roleplay.”

“Maybe it is.”

She raised her brow. “And who am I in this one?”

“The woman who’s about to be treated exactly the way she deserves to be.”

The elevator chimed, doors opening to a wide hallway bathed in low golden light. Thick carpet. Silence. The kind of silence that made you whisper without realizing.

Suite 3906 was at the far end.

Gavin swiped the key, pushed the door open, and stepped aside to let her in first.

Abby walked in slowly.

It was stunning. Floor-to-ceiling windows along the far wall revealed the city skyline bathed in sunset. A king-sized bed with black satin sheets. A marble bar stocked with top-shelf everything. A low table already set with a silver bucket of chilled champagne.

And there—on the edge of the bed—sat a folded slip of fabric.

Abby didn’t move.

Gavin shut the door behind them with a soft click.

Her voice was quiet. “Is that what I think it is?”

“Only if you want it to be.”

She stepped closer. The blindfold was midnight blue silk, matching the dress she wore. It was soft, expensive-looking, and very deliberate.

Her fingers hovered over it.

“You packed this?” she asked, not looking at him.

“I ordered it.”

Abby turned. “Gavin…”

He stepped closer, resting his hands lightly on her waist. “I told you. We don’t have to do anything. If you want dinner and a bubble bath and nothing else, then that’s what we do.”

“But if I put that on…”

“Then you’re saying yes. To whatever happens next. On your terms. Always.”

Abby’s chest rose and fell. Her heart felt too loud in her ears.

She looked down at the blindfold, then back up at him. “You’re serious.”

“I’ve never been more serious in my life.”

She didn’t answer. Not right away.

She walked to the bed, picked up the blindfold, and let the silk slip through her fingers. Then she turned back to him, something sharp and electric in her eyes.

“I didn’t bring anything slutty enough,” she whispered.

Gavin’s jaw tightened. He stepped toward her.

“I packed for you,” he said. “It’s in the closet.”

The closet door opened with a quiet glide.

Inside, a single hanger held a garment bag. Black, zippered, anonymous. Abby reached out and tugged the zipper down, revealing a sheer black lingerie set with satin straps and delicate embroidery across the cups. It looked more like something meant to be photographed than worn. Or torn off.

She stared at it for a long time.

“I had them deliver it this afternoon,” Gavin said from behind her. “I guessed the size.”

“You guessed right,” she said without turning.

“I always do.”

She didn’t reply. Just kept her hand on the edge of the bag, heart pounding.

A beat passed.

“I’m not afraid,” she said quietly.

“I know.”

“I just want to be sure this is for me. Not because it turns you on. Not because you want a show.”

“It is a show,” he said. “But not for them. For you.”

She finally turned, her face unreadable. “So… you’re not worried about someone else touching me?”

“I’m counting on it.”

She sucked in a breath. That answer. It shouldn't have turned her on the way it did—but it did. She felt it pulse low in her belly, heat gathering between her thighs.

“Is there someone already here?” she asked.

Gavin shook his head. “No.”

“But someone’s coming?”

“Only if you put that on.” He nodded toward the blindfold on the bed. “And tell me you want them to.”

Abby walked back to the bed.

The silk slipped easily through her fingers as she picked it up again.

“You’d really just sit there and watch?”

Gavin moved behind her. She could feel his breath near her ear.

“I’d worship you,” he said. “Every second.”

Abby’s throat went dry. She turned slowly to face him.

“Champagne,” she said.

Gavin blinked. “What?”

“Pour me a glass. Then leave me alone for fifteen minutes. I want to change.”

He grinned, then crossed to the bar and popped the bottle with a satisfying hiss. The bubbles rushed in the glass as he poured, his movements calm, precise.

She took the flute from his hand.

He didn’t speak again.

He simply kissed her once—slow and soft—and stepped into the adjoining room, closing the double doors behind him.

Alone now, Abby stood in the center of the suite, glass in hand, blindfold at her side.

She sipped once. Let the chill bite her tongue. Let the burn settle in her chest.

Then she looked at the blindfold again.

She didn’t know who would walk through the door tonight.

But she was ready to be seen—without seeing anything at all.


CHAPTER 2


The silence in the suite felt heavy now.

Abby stood barefoot on the cool marble floor, staring at her open suitcase. The delicate lingerie set Gavin had selected was draped across the back of the velvet armchair. It looked fragile. Impossibly small. More like decoration than something meant to be worn.

She touched the fabric. The sheer black mesh felt like nothing between her fingers, the embroidery across the cups stitched in swirling floral patterns that would barely cover anything. The panties—if they could be called that—were little more than satin strings and a whisper of lace.

Her throat tightened.

Slowly, she reached for the bra and slipped the straps over her arms. The cups hugged her breasts in a way that made her feel almost ornamental—more art than woman. The band closed with a gentle snap at the back. She turned to check herself in the mirror and had to stop.

She didn’t look like herself.

Not Abby Crane, wife of ten years, HR specialist, the woman who fell asleep in oversized t-shirts and made lists for fun.

No. This was someone else.

Someone created.

Made for looking at. Made for watching.

She stepped into the panties next, adjusting the satin at her hips, the thin triangle of lace barely offering modesty. When she moved, it shifted, teasing the edge of what was hidden.

The robe came last. Black chiffon, full-length, slit on both sides, tied at the waist. She didn’t bother closing it all the way. It would come off soon. She already knew that.

Her heart beat harder as she moved toward the bed and sat down to slide the thigh-high stockings up each leg. The smooth fabric gripped tightly, clinging to her skin like a second layer. She took her time fastening the garter straps—tightening each clip with shaking fingers.

By the time she stood again, she felt like she’d left herself behind.

Abby looked in the mirror once more. She didn’t see the same woman who packed this morning. She didn’t even see the woman from the car ride. The version of herself staring back now was braver. Hungrier. Less afraid of what she might want.

A knock came at the door—soft, intentional.

Abby didn’t answer. She stepped away from the mirror and walked back into the center of the room, the slit of the robe fluttering open slightly as she moved.

“Come in,” she said, voice quiet but clear.

The door creaked open behind her.

She didn’t turn around.

Gavin closed the door gently behind him.

He didn’t speak right away. She heard the air leave his lungs, slow and measured—like he was looking at a masterpiece, not a woman he’d already undressed a hundred times.

Abby turned her head slightly, not fully facing him, but enough to catch his reflection in the mirror. His eyes were darker now, focused, drinking her in with that slow-burning gaze he reserved for when he wanted her to melt.

He took a step closer. Then another.

“You’re going to break me in half,” he said softly.

Abby’s lips curved. “That was the goal.”

His hands slipped around her waist from behind. He didn’t grope. Didn’t grab. He just held her—his fingertips barely touching, reverent.

“I can’t believe you’re mine,” he murmured.

“You’re the one who dressed me up like this,” she said, her voice thinner now, tension building inside her like static under her skin. “I just followed instructions.”

He turned her gently until she faced him. His hands moved slowly down her arms, then to her hips. His eyes never left hers.

“You followed them too well.”

Abby swallowed. His closeness made it harder to breathe. Her robe was slipping from one shoulder, exposing the curve of her collarbone and the black strap beneath.

Gavin reached up to adjust it, then let his hand trail downward, across her chest, pausing just above her heart.

“You know what this does to me?” he asked, his voice quiet, almost reverent.

“I think I’m starting to.”

“No,” he said, his thumb brushing lightly over her nipple through the sheer fabric. “Not just this. You. Letting me do this. Letting me see you like this. For them.”

Her breath caught. The word sat heavy in the air—them.

She felt herself ache just hearing it again.

“You’re not afraid?” she whispered.

“Only of you changing your mind.”

Abby looked up at him. “I won’t.”

Gavin stepped back and lowered himself to one knee. He didn’t say anything this time. Just reached out and gently began fastening the garter clips that had come undone.

One by one. Quiet, focused, careful.

Like she was something sacred.

When he finished, he kissed the inside of her thigh—just once. A soft, slow kiss. Nothing possessive. Nothing that said mine. Just a silent thank you.

Abby’s knees almost buckled.

She reached for his shoulders, grounding herself.

“I don’t feel like myself,” she admitted.

“You’re more yourself now than I’ve ever seen you.”

She nodded once, unable to answer. He rose, his hands brushing over her sides as he stood.

Then, without a word, he crossed the room and picked up the blindfold.

He held it with both hands, palms open.

Her heart beat faster.

Abby stared at the blindfold.

It looked softer than she remembered. Smoother. Almost gentle in Gavin’s hands, as if he were holding something alive.

Her breath slowed. The rest of the room—its golden light, the murmur of city traffic far below, even Gavin himself—faded behind the weight of this one moment.

No pressure.

No demand.

Just a choice.

She stepped toward him and reached up, brushing her fingers along his jaw before lifting her hair.

“Do it,” she said.

Gavin moved slowly. He stepped behind her and slipped the silk across her eyes, lowering it until everything dimmed, then disappeared. The fabric hugged her face—tight, but not too tight. He tied it behind her head, his knuckles grazing her skin.

Darkness.

Total.

No light leaked in. No outline of the room. Just heat, breath, the sound of Gavin moving behind her.

She flinched when she heard it: a soft click, like a phone unlocking. Then another—music. Low, pulsing, sensual. The kind of music you didn’t dance to but moved to. Subtle, steady, all bass and skin.

Abby’s mouth parted. Her hands hovered at her sides, unsure of what to do.

“Don’t move,” Gavin whispered, so close his lips nearly brushed her ear. “Just feel.”

She nodded.

Her hearing sharpened instantly. She could hear everything now. The way the chiffon of her robe whispered when she shifted. The soft inhale Gavin took as he stepped around her. The faint clink of glass on the bar. The rhythmic hum of music vibrating in her chest.

Without her eyes, she could feel more.

The air kissed her thighs where the robe was open. Goosebumps prickled her arms. The silk blindfold clung to her face like a second skin.

Her legs trembled slightly. She didn’t know if it was nerves or arousal.

Maybe both.

“I’ve got you,” Gavin said. “You’re safe.”

He brushed her cheek with the back of his hand. Then he stepped away.

Abby listened.

She counted the steps as he moved across the room—four, maybe five—and then there was silence.

Not total silence.

She heard the faint creak of another door in the suite.

Not the one they came in through.

A different one.

A door she didn’t know was there.

Her lips parted.

She didn’t say anything. She didn’t need to.

The game had started.

And she was in it now.

The blindfold stayed warm against her face, hugging the curve of her cheekbones and pressing softly over her eyelids. It should have felt smothering, or strange, but it didn’t. It felt… sensual. Like a lover’s hand covering her eyes in the dark.

Abby stood still, just as Gavin told her. Her arms hung loosely by her sides, fingers twitching slightly with the urge to fidget.

She could hear her own breathing—slower now, but shallow. In through the nose, out through parted lips. Her mouth had gone dry. Not from fear, not exactly—but something close. Something electric, on the edge of panic but not quite tipping over.

There was no sound from Gavin.

But she felt him go. It was like the temperature in the room changed.

The space behind her, once so full of his presence, now seemed vast and empty.

Then: a door creaked open.

Soft. Controlled. Not hurried.

She held her breath.

She couldn’t tell where the door was. It hadn’t come from behind her—not the hallway. Maybe a connecting room? A side entrance? Had it been open this whole time?

Her ears strained. Every faint shift of air, every soft pad of a shoe on carpet sent a bolt of sensation down her spine.

She felt watched.

Not in the passive way people looked at you across a room.

No, this was intentional.

Someone was looking at her the way Gavin did sometimes—when she was undressing, or coming, or pushing her legs open for him without being told. That gaze she could feel without seeing.

But this wasn’t Gavin.

She was sure of it.

Her nipples stiffened against the mesh of her bra. She became acutely aware of the way the robe had fallen open again, exposing her stomach, the thin lace barely covering the swell of her breasts. Her thighs pressed together, instinctive, as if her body were trying to protect itself from the intensity—and failing.

Her thoughts began to spin.

There’s someone else here.

He’s looking at me.

He’s not saying anything.

What if it’s more than one?

She swallowed hard.

What if Gavin had planned more than one?

She had asked about someone. Singular. But his answers had always been vague—what she wanted, what she was ready for. Not who. Not how many.

Her chest rose and fell with each breath, shallow now. Her arms goosebumped. Her stomach felt like it was tightening into itself—expectation clawing at her from the inside.

And still… no touch.

No voice.

Just presence.

It was unbearable. And thrilling.

The music in the background pulsed like a heartbeat. Slow, rhythmic. Like it was keeping time for what hadn’t started yet.

Abby shifted her weight from one heel to the other. The garter tugged lightly against her skin with the movement.

Then—she heard it.

Footsteps.

Not Gavin’s.

Heavier. Slower. Intentional.

Coming closer.

She stood frozen, blindfolded, breath caught in her throat. Her arms tingled with nerves. Her stomach flipped.

And still, she didn’t say a word.

A hand touched her elbow.

Not a grab—just a soft press. Deliberate. Testing.

Abby startled slightly. Her instinct was to pull back, to question, but she didn’t. She stayed frozen, lips parting, heart crashing into her ribs.

The hand slid down her forearm, grazing the inside of her wrist. Skin on skin. Warm, dry, slow.

It wasn’t Gavin.

She knew his touch blind. This wasn’t him.

And for a moment, that truth hit her like a shock to the system.

This wasn’t him.

This was someone else.

Another man was touching her.

She felt her knees tense—her balance shift—her stomach flip over. Her breath caught again. Not from fear, not from anything cold or wrong… but from the fact that it was real now. Not just a picture in her head. Not a whispered confession or a wine-drenched fantasy curled up on their couch. This was happening.

And she wasn’t stopping it.

The hand slid back up her arm, firmer this time. Then another hand—on her waist.

Two.

Two hands. Two different sides.

Not Gavin.

He’s letting this happen.

She tried to picture what Gavin saw—her, standing tall in lingerie and heels, blindfolded, completely still while another man touched her like he had every right.

He’s watching me give myself away.

The thought made her thighs clench involuntarily.

She expected guilt. Maybe even shame. Something to signal that this had gone too far.

But instead, what came was need.

Raw, low, intense.

The hands at her waist tugged gently, adjusting her position—closer to something. Someone.

She felt him behind her now. His body didn’t touch hers, not quite, but the heat of him radiated through the sheer robe. She could hear him breathing. Slow. Heavy.

Her breath was no better.

She was wet already. She knew it. She could feel the soft ache building between her thighs, and it infuriated and thrilled her at the same time.

She had no idea who was behind her.

And her body wanted more.

The hand on her right arm left her—gone for a second—and then fingertips brushed the curve of her breast. Just one stroke, light, over the mesh fabric of her bra. Enough to lift her nipple through the embroidery. Enough to make her gasp.

She hated how quickly her body betrayed her.

Her breath caught again.

“I—” she started.

A voice stopped her.

Not from the stranger. From across the room.

Gavin’s.

“Do you trust me?” he asked, calm and close, though not next to her.

She turned her head slightly toward the sound, lips parted.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Then don’t think. Just feel.”

The stranger’s hand returned to her breast.

This time, it lingered. Palmed gently. Pressed.

Abby arched into it before she realized she had.

She couldn't believe herself. Couldn’t believe this was her.

But her mind wasn’t shouting no.

It was begging for more.


CHAPTER 3


A breath.

That’s all it was—a quiet, warm breath, just behind her ear.

Then a voice.

“You’re stunning like this.”

Not Gavin.

The man’s voice was lower, rougher, with a gravelly tone that felt like it had been soaked in whiskey and used to saying things that should stay behind closed doors. Not sharp. Not aggressive. Just… confident. Like he’d already decided she belonged to him.

Abby’s thighs tightened.

“I didn’t expect her to be this perfect,” the man continued, his fingers grazing her wrist before running up her bare arm. “You really dressed her up just to give her away?”

She heard Gavin chuckle. It came from across the room, near the bar.

“I dress her up to be worshipped. Doesn’t mean I won’t take her back after you’re done.”

“Generous,” the man said, brushing Abby’s hair away from her neck.

“She’s mine,” Gavin added. “But tonight she’s everyone’s.”

Abby gasped before she could stop herself.

The stranger’s lips didn’t touch her yet—but she felt him smile against the side of her throat.

“You hear that?” he whispered. “That moan wasn’t even from a touch. Just from knowing what’s coming.”

Oh my God.

Her face flushed. Her body was trembling now, and she didn’t know if it was fear or pure, burning anticipation. Her hands twitched at her sides, unsure of what to hold onto. There was nothing—only sensation. Only heat. Only the sound of these two men talking about her like she wasn’t even standing there.

Except she was. God, she was.

Abby tried to speak, but her lips just opened and stayed that way. Her chest was rising and falling faster now. Her nipples had been hard for what felt like hours. Her panties—barely there—were soaked.

This isn’t just hot. This is happening. This is real.

Another hand—new or the same, she couldn’t tell—touched her hip. It slid along the waistband of her panties, middle finger dipping beneath the fabric before retreating. Just a tease.

The stranger spoke again.

“You like being blindfolded, don’t you?”

She didn’t answer.

He laughed under his breath. “Too shy to say it, but your body doesn’t lie.”

From across the room, Gavin’s voice came—low and clear.

“She gets like this when she wants to be used.”

Abby whimpered.

“Don’t let her shy voice fool you,” Gavin added. “She’ll take everything you give her. She’ll beg for it by the time she’s half full.”

Abby swallowed hard.

She couldn’t believe how wet she was. How needy. The words were filth, and yet they didn’t embarrass her—they made her ache. Her brain told her to feel shame. Her body? Her body was already leaning into the next touch, the next word, the next moment that would push her further into surrender.

The stranger behind her pressed a hand to her lower stomach, holding her still.

“I’m gonna kiss her,” he said to Gavin.

“Go ahead.”

And just like that, another man’s lips touched her neck.

It wasn’t gentle.

It wasn’t rough.

It was claiming.

And she didn’t stop it.

She tilted her head.

She let him.

The stranger’s lips moved lower, tracing a slow, steady line from the base of Abby’s neck to the curve where shoulder met collarbone. His breath was hot against her skin, but it wasn’t just the heat of him—it was the knowing in every movement. The certainty. He touched her like someone who didn’t ask for permission because he knew it had already been given.

And she had given it. Not in words. Not in contracts. But in the way she stood still, trembling but open, blindfolded in front of two men who weren’t her husband, and didn’t need to be.

His mouth lingered for a second longer. Then he moved in front of her.

She felt his presence shift—felt the air stir, the sound of his weight settling slightly as he stepped closer. His hand came to her jaw. Fingers rough, palm warm. He tilted her head upward just a little.

“Look at me,” he whispered, knowing she couldn’t.

That line made her breath catch.

She didn’t respond—not with words—but she didn’t pull away either. Her lips parted without thought. Not because she wanted to be obedient. Because her body was already ahead of her.

He kissed her.

It wasn’t tentative. There was no caution in it. No testing the waters. His mouth covered hers in a slow, forceful slide, tongue pressing deep, taking her the way she hadn’t been taken in years. He kissed her like a man claiming something, like someone who’d wanted her long before he ever met her.

Abby gasped into him, and that only gave him more room. His tongue slid against hers, coaxing and relentless. Her hands came up without thinking, fingers curling into the front of his shirt, gripping hard. She needed to hold on to something—anything—because everything else was falling out from under her.

His other hand cupped her ass, fingers spreading wide, squeezing. He pulled her forward, just enough to make her feel how close he was, how big he was, how this wasn’t a kiss between strangers. It was a warning.

He broke the kiss first. Not far—just enough to let her breathe.

“You taste like you’ve been waiting to be kissed like that,” he murmured.

Abby’s chest rose and fell rapidly. Her lips tingled, wet from him. She was dizzy, disoriented, her skin flushed and hypersensitive.

From across the room, Gavin’s voice reached her, soft and thick with arousal.

“Was it everything you thought it’d be?”

She couldn’t speak.

She didn’t know how to answer that.

Her brain couldn’t even form the words. She just nodded, barely, the movement slight and unsteady.

The man’s thumb slid across her bottom lip.

“She’s a good little slut when you shut her eyes,” he said, almost admiring.

The word hit hard. Slut.

Not an insult. Not here. Not with Gavin still watching.

Her thighs clenched again, panties now embarrassingly damp, the lace likely ruined. And somehow, that only made it better. Her embarrassment was part of the arousal now.

“She likes that,” Gavin said. “Call her that again.”

The man chuckled, low and deep.

“You like being called a slut, pretty girl?”

Abby hesitated—only for a second—then gave a slow, shaky nod.

She couldn’t see it, but she heard the exhale that left him.

“You’re going to be my favorite kind,” he said. “The kind that comes just from being looked at.”

Her breath hitched. She didn’t recognize herself. Not her words. Not her reactions. Not this version of her that let herself be touched, kissed, praised by men she didn’t know—and wanted more.

But God, she did want more.

She was already halfway gone.

Hands.

She couldn’t tell how many at first—just that they were everywhere.

One slid around her from behind, slipping beneath the edge of her robe and gripping her hip hard enough to make her gasp. Another, smoother and slower, moved up her side from the front, brushing the underside of her breast through the mesh. Fingers grazed her nipple and paused, circling once, then pinching gently. The sensation shot through her like electricity.

She jerked slightly, not pulling away—just reacting. But they didn’t stop.

They just laughed.

“She’s sensitive,” one of them said, voice rich and warm and amused. “I like that.”

“You’ll like how wet she is even more,” came the reply from behind her, the second man, whose grip had moved to the top of her thigh.

“I already do.”

His fingers slid down, between her legs—still over the lace, still teasing—but he knew. They both knew.

Abby stood there, head tilted back slightly, panting. She was floating. Trembling. Unable to hide the heat between her legs or the way her hips tilted forward for more friction. Her mind screamed slow down, but her body only pushed harder into their touch.

“You feel that?” the man in front of her asked. “You’re soaked through, sweetheart. That’s not nerves. That’s need.”

Her lips parted. She tried to deny it. She couldn’t.

Then Gavin’s voice came again, calm and sure.

“That’s how I knew she was ready.”

A hand tugged her robe open completely, letting it fall behind her arms. She was still in the lingerie, blindfolded, heels on—but now fully exposed. The cool air hit her flushed skin, contrasting the warmth of their hands.

“You dressed her like a gift,” one said.

“She is,” Gavin replied.

The man behind her pressed closer. She could feel him now—his chest against her back, the hard line of his arousal pressing against her ass. His hands slid up to cup both of her breasts, squeezing gently before rolling her nipples between his fingers.

Abby cried out, not from pain—just overwhelmed.

“I love how responsive she is,” he murmured into her ear. “Like she’s been waiting her whole life for someone to take this control away from her.”

The man in front dropped to his knees. She could hear the shift in his weight, then felt his hands sliding up her thighs, spreading them slightly.

“She has no idea what she looks like right now,” he said. “You should see this, man. She’s shaking.”

Gavin chuckled. “She’s never looked better.”

Fingers slid under the thin lace of her panties. One slipped between her folds. The friction was slow, gentle—but deliberate. He didn’t rush. He just stroked her, right there, where she was throbbing.

“Jesus,” the man whispered. “You weren’t kidding. She’s soaked.”

Her head dropped forward slightly, a soft moan slipping out before she could stop it.

She didn’t even know who was touching her now. Didn’t care.

Everything inside her felt too tight. Her skin buzzed with heat. Her thoughts were no longer in sentences. Just sensation, craving, disbelief.

How is this happening? How am I letting this happen?

But her body answered before her brain could.

Because she wasn’t just letting it.

She wanted it.

Her thighs were spreading wider. Her lips were parting to beg for more. Her hands searched for anything to hold onto—shoulders, arms, chest. All of it belonged to strangers now.

One finger slid inside her, just an inch, just enough to tease.

The man kissed her stomach as he did it. His other hand gripped the back of her thigh, pulling her slightly forward onto him. He groaned against her skin.

“Fuck,” he murmured. “You were made for this.”

She didn’t remember letting go of the robe—it had slipped off at some point, barely clinging to her arms before sliding silently down to the floor, pooling around her heels in a puddle of black chiffon. She was barely aware of it, too focused on the sensations assaulting her from all sides. Hands cupped her breasts again, warm and sure, not Gavin’s—firmer, more possessive. She was being touched with the kind of confidence that didn’t come from love or familiarity. It came from intent. From the knowledge that she was available.

One man stood behind her, his mouth near her ear, the words he whispered sending hot pulses straight between her thighs. The other was still kneeling at her front, his fingers tracing maddening circles along the edges of her panties, skimming her slick folds without giving her the pressure she needed. Their hands didn’t fumble. They didn’t hesitate. They weren’t trying to ease her into it anymore—they knew she was in. Her hips had already started moving subtly with every touch. Her breath was ragged. The front of her panties was soaked through, and they hadn’t even kissed her again yet.

She felt like she was splitting open.

When the man behind her slid his hands up her back and under the bra strap, she didn’t flinch. She didn’t tense. She just let him. Her shoulders dropped slightly in surrender as he unclasped the hook and let the sheer bra fall away from her chest. It caught slightly on one stiff nipple before tumbling to the floor beside her robe. Her breasts were now bare—completely exposed. She couldn’t see anything, but she could feel the difference in the air across her skin, the way the coolness kissed her nipples, and the silence between the men that lingered for just a moment longer than it should have.

“Fuck,” one of them whispered, reverent. “Look at her tits.”

A different voice—maybe the one in front—followed with a groan. “Those are wasted under clothes.”

Abby felt heat bloom in her face. Her cheeks burned. But it wasn’t humiliation—it was need. The kind of deep, vibrating arousal that made her want to be looked at. Touched. Owned. Used. She stood there in heels and a blindfold, bare from the waist up, heart pounding so loud she could hear it between her ears, and all she could think was how badly she wanted them to keep going.

She felt a kiss on her left breast. Then the right. Then a tongue—hot, wet, teasing—flicking across one aching nipple before closing around it. She moaned, louder now, unable to stop the sound. Her hands gripped the back of the man’s neck instinctively as he suckled her, his fingers now gripping her hips harder, holding her in place while he worked her like she was already his.

“Goddamn,” Gavin’s voice came from somewhere nearby, thick with heat. “You should see your face, baby. You’ve never looked like this.”

That sent another wave of heat rushing through her.

She wasn’t just doing this for herself. Gavin was watching. He was seeing her stripped down, touched by other men, taken apart bit by bit—and he wanted it. He wanted to see her like this. Slutty. Open. Needy. Her husband wasn’t being replaced. He was orchestrating it. Approving it. Getting off on it.

And that made her even wetter.

One of the men pulled her panties down next, slowly, carefully, like he was unwrapping a prize. The lace peeled away from her soaked slit with a sticky sound that made her knees go weak. He didn’t say anything—just slid the material down her thighs, over her calves, and helped her step out of them. She felt his hands linger at her ankles before trailing back up her legs, this time without stopping. One hand slid between her thighs, palm cupping her heat, fingers sliding back and forth, teasing her folds.

“You’re dripping,” he murmured. “This pussy’s starving.”

She gasped as two fingers pressed in—not all the way, just enough to feel her warmth, her slickness. He didn’t fuck her with them. Not yet. He just held them there, letting her clench around the intrusion while his other hand moved to her ass, kneading roughly.

“She’s shaking,” he added with a grin in his voice.

Abby whimpered, unsure if she was trying to speak or just trying to breathe. She had never felt so exposed in her life. Blindfolded. Fully naked. Two strangers touching her like they owned her. Gavin nearby, watching like it was a private performance just for him.

She should have been ashamed.

Instead, she felt powerful.

Desired in a way she had never allowed herself to be. Raw. Wild. Not Abby-the-wife. Not the careful, sweet, polite woman she was in daylight. This version of her was darker. Hungrier. And when the fingers slid deeper inside her, her head tipped back and her moan came out unfiltered, broken, filthy.

“I want more,” she whispered.

She wasn’t sure who was speaking anymore.

One man was behind her, lips hot against the shell of her ear, breath warm and constant. The other was in front, kneeling again, dragging his fingertips along the inside of her thighs, pausing just short of her entrance every time. Their voices overlapped—one deep and smooth, the other rougher, scratchier, like someone used to saying bad things in the dark.

"Do you even know what you look like right now?" the one in front of her asked. "You’re trembling, blindfolded, tits out, soaking wet... and you still haven’t said stop.”

“Because she doesn’t want to stop,” the other one said, licking the words into her ear. “She wants this. She wants to be taken.”

Abby’s mouth opened, but nothing came out. She felt like she was slipping under. Everything was heat and tension. The blindfold made the room disappear, and in its place was only sound, scent, skin, voice. Every part of her felt alive, exposed, crackling with nerve endings. She was naked—truly naked—not just in body but in everything. There was no modesty left. No privacy. They were talking about her like she was property, and she couldn’t remember the last time something had turned her on so violently.

She didn’t know who she was supposed to be right now. Wife? Toy? Goddess? Slut? She was all of it. Somehow all of it at once.

“Look at this pussy,” the man kneeling said, voice full of disbelief and awe. “Dripping like she’s been waiting her whole life to get passed around.”

“She has,” Gavin said from the side of the room. “She just didn’t know it yet.”

The sound of his voice—so calm, so approving—sent a full-body shiver down Abby’s spine. She turned her head toward him even though she couldn’t see him. Her lips trembled.

“You look so good like this, baby,” he said. “I’ve never seen you like this. Open. Wild. Shameless.”

“I feel...” she tried, but her voice cracked. “I don’t know what I feel.”

“You feel used,” the man behind her said. “And wanted.”

“You feel owned,” Gavin said gently. “And you are. Still mine. Always mine. But tonight, they get to see what I’ve always known.”

The man in front of her stood slowly, his chest brushing hers. He leaned close to her ear, his hand still cupping her between the legs, fingers slick from how soaked she was.

“You’re going to be so easy to fuck,” he whispered, biting her earlobe. “Your husband’s going to love watching your face when you realize how hard we’re going to make you come.”

Abby moaned, involuntary and loud. Her body betrayed every single thought she hadn’t yet dared to say out loud. She wanted to be used. She wanted to be told she was fuckable. She wanted to be watched, exposed, praised and ruined all at once.

One hand slid up her stomach, over her breast, squeezing hard enough to make her hiss.

“You like that?” the man asked. “You like being told what a desperate little thing you are?”

She nodded quickly, blindfold trembling as her whole body shook.

“Say it,” Gavin said from the chair. “Tell them what you are.”

Her lips parted again, tongue thick with shame, but the words came anyway.

“I’m yours,” she said, breathless. “But tonight I’m your slut.”

It didn’t sound rehearsed. It didn’t even sound like her.

It sounded like a woman giving up control because she finally wanted to.

And they believed her.

The man behind her stepped in closer, his cock hard and pressed now against the curve of her ass. She felt it through his pants. Felt it twitch as she said the word. “Good girl,” he whispered.

“You’re going to be so full tonight,” the man in front of her added, palming her jaw. “Three cocks and only one mouth to beg with.”

The final thread snapped inside her.

She moaned again—louder this time—and let her body lean forward, resting her cheek against a stranger’s chest. She couldn’t see his face, couldn’t even remember what Gavin had said about how this would begin. All she knew was that she had never been this wet, this needy, or this far from the version of herself she thought she was supposed to be.

And the wildest part?

She didn’t want to go back.


CHAPTER 4


The hands returned—one set at her waist, another at her wrist—and this time, they moved with purpose. She didn’t resist when they turned her body, guiding her steps backward across the suite, her heels clicking softly on the hardwood before disappearing into the plush give of the bedroom rug. With each step, her stomach turned tighter, her mouth drier, her thoughts louder.

They’re taking me to the bed. I’m about to be fucked. Gavin’s about to watch me get fucked.

Her breath stuttered, caught halfway in her chest, and she didn’t even try to calm it. The blindfold was still wrapped tight across her eyes, keeping everything hidden except the rising sound of their footsteps, the shift of weight behind her, the rustle of sheets being pulled back.

When the backs of her knees touched the edge of the mattress, she let out a soft sound—something between a gasp and a plea.

One of the men leaned in close behind her. His voice was deeper now, slower, rich with intent.

“Climb up, sweetheart,” he said. “Let us see what you look like on all fours.”

She hesitated, just for a second. Not out of resistance, but disbelief. Even now, even after everything they’d done to her, part of her still didn’t believe it was real—that she was about to kneel on a hotel bed blindfolded, naked, thighs dripping, and offer herself up to strangers with her husband sitting just feet away.

But it was real.

And she wanted it.

She climbed.

The mattress gave under her knees, firm but soft, expensive. She moved forward slowly, finding her balance, hands settling in front of her, chest dropping, back arching slightly. The position was humiliating and erotic all at once—every part of her exposed, opened, offered.

One man stood at the edge of the bed behind her, and she felt his eyes on her ass, on the wet heat between her legs that glistened even in low light. She imagined what they saw: her folds swollen and slick, her thighs spread, her back arched like an invitation. She imagined Gavin watching too, jerking himself slowly, silently, as his wife was displayed like a gift.

From behind, the man let out a low groan.

“Fuck, look at that.”

Another voice chimed in—different this time, closer to her side. “She’s dripping. You sure she’s ready for this?”

The answer came not from her, but from Gavin.

“She’s been ready since before she stepped into that dress. She just needed someone to unwrap her.”

A hand smoothed over her lower back, fingers spreading slightly as they passed over the base of her spine and moved downward, pausing at the curve of her ass. The palm stayed there for a second—possessive, admiring—then slid lower, until fingertips traced her inner thigh, stopping just short of where she ached the most.

Abby’s arms trembled slightly. The tension was unbearable now. The need, blinding.

Gavin’s voice again: calm, warm, steady.

“Relax, baby. Let them take care of you. I’m right here.”

It wasn’t just permission. It was a promise.

She breathed out, low and shaky, and tilted her hips higher.

She couldn’t see who was about to enter her.

But she already knew she would let them.

The mattress shifted behind her as one of the men climbed up beside her, his presence large, confident, patient. She felt the heat of his skin before he touched her again—hands at her hips, steadying her like he was positioning something delicate. He didn't rush. There was no fumbling. Only that slow, controlled grip, sliding one palm down from the small of her back to the soft curve of her ass before squeezing hard enough to make her hips jerk forward.

“Easy,” he murmured, fingers spreading her apart. “Let me see you.”

Abby moaned softly, not from pain, but from the way her body responded to being opened like that—exposed and gaping, nothing hidden. Her arms strained slightly to keep her balance as she felt the air hit her slick folds, her wetness cool for just a second before heat returned, a palm moving lower again, then thumbs parting her fully.

The man made a sound under his breath, an appreciative growl of lust that curled around her spine and sank into her like pressure.

“Fuck me,” he said, almost in disbelief. “She’s perfect. This pussy’s already begging.”

His words weren’t sweet or measured. They were filthy, open, and hungry—and they thrilled her more than they should have. Her face flushed hotter under the blindfold. She felt ridiculous, bare, obscene. And she never wanted to stop feeling that way.

A hand gripped her ass tighter, squeezing as another finger slipped lower, dragging through her slick folds slowly. She whimpered into the pillow beneath her, back arching further. She wanted more pressure. More of him. Something—anything—to fill the ache building at the center of her body.

“You feel that?” the voice came again, closer now, right behind her ear. “You’re dripping down your thighs, sweetheart. That’s not just turned on. That’s ready. You were made for this.”

She didn’t speak. She couldn’t. Her mouth was open, panting, but her thoughts had blurred into heat. There was no room for doubt, no room for shame—only sensation and the sound of Gavin watching everything unfold just feet away.

“She gets like that when she wants to be used,” Gavin said from his chair, his voice steady but strained now, low with arousal. “Don’t make her wait. You’re her first.”

The man behind her shifted. She felt his hand leave her hip, and then she heard it—a zipper, low and slow, followed by the unmistakable sound of fabric sliding down skin. Her throat tightened. The reality of it hit her like a rush of adrenaline.

It’s happening.

One of them was about to fuck her.

Not Gavin.

Someone else.

A man she hadn’t seen. Whose name she didn’t know. Whose face she couldn’t picture. A stranger with his cock out behind her, lining himself up to enter her body for the first time.

And Gavin had just given him permission.

Her mind reeled for half a second, her breath catching sharply, but her body didn’t hesitate. Her thighs widened slightly. Her back arched deeper. Her sex throbbed in the open air, aching for contact.

She felt the man’s cock press against her folds, thick and hot, teasing the slick entrance but not pushing in yet. He rocked against her slit, dragging his tip up and down, letting her feel the size of him—more than a tease, not yet a claim. Her breath hitched with each pass, her body clenching in anticipation, nerves and lust tangled into a single, pulsing knot.

“You feel that?” he asked, voice low. “You’re gonna take every inch.”

“Go slow,” Gavin instructed, his tone like silk over gravel. “Let her feel you stretch her open.”

A strong hand slid up her spine, not pushing, just anchoring her, like the man needed a grip to hold back. Then, without another word, he pressed forward—slow, controlled, unrelenting.

The moment his cock began to enter her, Abby’s mouth dropped open in a gasp.

He was thick—more than she was ready for—but her body welcomed him anyway. The pressure made her shake, muscles tensing and giving way with every slow inch. He didn’t slam into her. He didn’t force. He took his time. Letting her feel the stretch, the slide, the overwhelming heat of being filled by someone that wasn’t her husband.

Her hands gripped the sheets. Her hips tried to pull forward instinctively, but he held her tight.

“That’s it,” Gavin whispered. “Take him.”

And she did.

All of him.

The stranger stayed still for a moment once he was fully inside her, buried deep in the warm, trembling clutch of her cunt. Abby’s hands were fists in the sheets now, knuckles white, every breath coming in short, trembling bursts. Her thighs were spread wide, heels digging into the mattress, the ache between her legs blossoming into something full-bodied and consuming. He wasn’t moving yet—but the pressure of him inside her, the girth of him stretching her open, was already enough to make her pulse race.

Her body felt impossibly full, a tight stretch that bordered on too much, but never crossed the line. Every nerve in her core lit up, the muscles around him fluttering helplessly as they adjusted to the shape of him. He was different than Gavin—not just in size, but in the way he moved, the way he didn’t move. He held himself still like he enjoyed making her squirm, as if he wanted her to feel every inch of him just sitting inside her, untouched but undeniable.

Abby couldn’t stop herself from moaning—a long, shaky sound that didn’t sound like her own voice. The sheets beneath her felt damp against her skin, cool in contrast to the heat building between her thighs. Her lips parted, blindfold still wrapped tight across her face, and she found herself gasping as her hips tried to adjust, rocking back slightly on instinct.

Gavin’s voice cut through the haze—low and reverent.

“God, baby. Look at you. Taking him so well.”

The words made her body clench, and she felt the stranger twitch inside her in response. He groaned softly behind her, one hand sliding along the curve of her hip, the other pressing down at the small of her back to arch her spine deeper. He held her there, steady and submissive, then finally began to move.

His hips drew back slowly, the drag of his cock against her inner walls long and deliberate. Every millimeter felt exaggerated by how sensitive she had become, how stretched and soaked and utterly open she now was. Then he pushed forward again—another slow, grinding thrust that pushed the air from her lungs. She cried out this time, not out of discomfort, but because the sensation was overwhelming. There was no warm-up now, no gentle foreplay. He was inside her, and he was taking her like he’d been waiting all night.

The second thrust came harder, then a third. The tempo was slow but firm, each stroke more confident than the last. Her body responded automatically, her hips beginning to meet his rhythm without conscious thought. She was rocking into him now, grinding herself back onto his cock, needing more, needing everything. Her wetness slicked his length with every motion, the sound of it obscene in the quiet room.

From somewhere behind her, a second set of hands returned—grazing her shoulder, then trailing down her back, nails lightly raking her skin. She didn’t know which man was fucking her now, or who was touching her spine, and it didn’t matter. The anonymity of it only made it hotter. She was faceless to them, and they were faceless to her. Her body was the only thing speaking.

“She’s opening up for you,” Gavin murmured, voice tight now, closer. “You feel that?”

The stranger groaned again, hips slapping softly against her ass. “She’s perfect. Tight, wet, greedy. I could fuck her all night.”

Abby whimpered, her forehead pressed against her forearm as her body was rocked forward again. Her arms trembled. Her nipples brushed the sheets with each thrust, sending sparks through her chest that built with the pressure deep inside her.

Every word, every stroke, every moment of being watched made her mind unravel a little more. She wasn't thinking about right or wrong anymore. She wasn't thinking about what this meant, or how she’d explain it to herself later. All she could think about was the cock sliding in and out of her body, thick and relentless, and the man she loved sitting just feet away, stroking himself and whispering more.

The pace changed.

She felt it immediately in the way the stranger’s grip tightened at her waist, the flex of his fingers digging into her hips as he pulled her back harder. His thrusts grew more purposeful now, deeper and faster, the sound of his body meeting hers echoing through the quiet, candlelit room. The mattress creaked under them, sharp little bounces accompanying every motion. Her arms braced against the bed as he filled her again and again, each stroke dragging a broken moan from her lips.

Abby’s blindfold still held tight against her face, blocking out the room, the lights, the eyes—but she didn’t need to see to know Gavin was watching. She could feel him. She imagined his gaze fixed on her from the chair near the edge of the bed, hand slowly stroking his cock, eyes dark and possessive. Her husband, hard and silent, watching his wife get taken by another man. The thought alone sent a fresh pulse of arousal rushing through her, tightening her grip on the sheets as her back arched deeper.

“You see her now?” Gavin’s voice slid in—low, steady, crackling with hunger but still in control. “That’s what she looks like when she’s not pretending she needs to be good.”

She gasped again, the words punching straight through her.

The man behind her let out a laugh, breathless and thick with lust. “You were right. She’s better when she’s being fucked like she deserves.”

His cock slammed back into her, harder this time, the impact jolting her forward. She moaned—louder now, unable to hold it back. There was no careful lovemaking here. This was raw and relentless. A man’s cock stretching her open while another watched. She had never felt this kind of helpless arousal. Never felt so far gone and still so safe.

“Fuck her harder,” Gavin said. “Let her feel what she’s been missing.”

And he did.

The stranger’s rhythm picked up, hips smacking into her ass with steady, punishing thrusts. Her arms buckled slightly beneath her, forcing her chest lower to the bed. Her breasts dragged against the sheets with every motion, her nipples hard and aching from friction and the cold. Her pussy was soaking wet, making obscene, slippery sounds with each deep thrust. Her inner thighs were slick, her whole body rocking under him, pushed deeper into the bed every time he drove into her.

“I can’t believe this,” she gasped, her voice ragged. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

Gavin was beside her now—she could feel the weight of his presence near her head, close enough to touch. A moment later, she felt his fingers in her hair, brushing gently through the strands, soothing her even as she was being split open.

“You’re doing it, baby,” he whispered. “And you look incredible. You don’t need to stop. You don’t need to be anything but this.”

She whimpered, completely undone.

Her mind was white noise, her body on fire. Every inch of her was alive, taken, owned. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt so completely seen—so stripped of everything except the raw core of her desire. And somehow, Gavin’s presence made it feel like theirs, even though he wasn’t the one inside her.

“You’re such a good girl,” he murmured. “Taking him so deep, letting me watch you open up like this.”

Her mouth opened but no words came—just breath, broken and fast, as her body rode the rhythm. She couldn’t see the stranger, couldn’t picture his face, but she could feel everything—the size of him, the stretch, the way he curved inside her, the pace that kept her climbing higher with every thrust.

“You like this, don’t you?” the stranger groaned behind her, hips slamming into her harder now. “You like your husband watching you get fucked.”

“I—” She tried to speak, but it turned into a moan.

Gavin’s hand stroked her hair again.

“Don’t talk,” he said gently. “Just feel.”

And she did.

God help her, she did.

The rhythm built faster, relentless and pounding. Her body jolted with every thrust, and yet, she wasn’t resisting any of it. Her hands clawed into the bedding, nails dragging over the fabric with desperate grip. Her hair was falling into her face. Her chest was slick with sweat. Every moan was louder than the last, pulled from her without thought, without effort, without shame. She wasn’t holding back anymore—because there was nothing left to hold onto.

The stranger’s cock drove into her, deep and thick and steady. His thrusts were controlled, not sloppy—this wasn’t about release for him, not yet. It was about her. About watching her unravel. About pulling her closer to the edge and seeing how far she would fall with her husband sitting just feet away.

Abby could feel the orgasm building—not in little waves, not in flutters, but in a deep, unstoppable swell that rose from her core and demanded attention. Her stomach clenched. Her breath hitched. Her inner muscles fluttered wildly around the man inside her, her body already starting to come even before she realized it.

Then he reached forward and grabbed her throat—not to choke her, not hard—but with purpose. His fingers wrapped around her neck from behind, pulling her head back slightly as he leaned over her, still fucking her deep, his chest pressed to her spine. The position made her feel completely owned, held, handled.

And that’s when she broke.

It hit her like a shockwave—violent, pulsing, uncontrollable. Her back arched, her cry muffled by the pillow beneath her. Her entire body seized as the orgasm ripped through her, hot and wet and overwhelming. Her walls clamped down on his cock, spasming in tight, wet pulses that made the man behind her groan aloud.

“Jesus, fuck—she’s coming,” he said, almost stunned.

“Oh, she’s coming,” Gavin replied, and she could hear the pride in his voice. “She’s never come like that before.”

Her arms collapsed beneath her, body going limp as her orgasm tore through her in long, ragged waves. Her thighs were shaking, her ass trembling under the weight of the man still inside her. She moaned again—long and wrecked—as another pulse hit, then another, until her body gave out entirely and she was left panting, mouth open, blindfold soaked with sweat, heart hammering like it might never slow again.

The stranger didn’t pull out right away. He kept fucking her slowly now, gently, grinding his cock through her aftershocks, prolonging the sensations until she whimpered into the bed.

“Too much?” Gavin asked softly, kneeling beside her now.

She couldn’t speak—just nodded against the pillow.

He reached out and stroked her hair, tucking a strand behind her ear. His hand was warm. Familiar. Steadying. She wanted to cry for how much that simple touch grounded her.

“You were perfect,” he whispered. “So fucking perfect, Abby.”

Her body was still trembling, legs spread wide, pussy dripping and twitching, thighs soaked with her own slick and the stranger’s cock still lodged inside her.

She had just come harder than she ever had in her life—and it hadn’t been Gavin inside her.

And somehow, that didn’t make her feel distant from him.

It made her feel closer than she’d ever thought possible.

The stranger finally slowed his movements to a stop. Abby could feel the throb of him still buried inside her, hot and thick, but he held still now—like he didn’t want to let her go yet. Her body was limp against the bed, trembling in the afterglow of a climax so deep it left her lightheaded. The sheets were damp beneath her. Her mouth was still parted, sucking in shallow breaths as her thighs quivered from exertion.

And then she felt Gavin.

He was closer now, kneeling beside the bed, his hand sweeping over the damp hair at her temple. His touch wasn’t possessive or demanding—it was reverent. Loving. The hand of someone who had waited, who had wanted this not to watch her be taken away, but to watch her become something more.

He leaned in and kissed her shoulder—once, then again.

“You did exactly what I hoped you would,” he whispered against her skin. “You didn’t hold anything back.”

His other hand moved across her lower back, down to the curve of her ass, where he caressed her gently. She could hear the way his voice cracked slightly, like he was holding himself together with sheer will.

“I’ve never seen you like that,” he said. “That wasn’t performance. That was real.”

Abby didn’t respond—she couldn’t yet—but she turned her face toward him blindly, lips searching. He found her mouth and kissed her softly. It wasn’t chaste. It was intimate, slow, the kind of kiss you gave someone when they’d just shared something terrifying and beautiful with you at the same time.

Behind her, the stranger finally pulled out.

She felt it—the slow drag of him leaving her body, the warm, wet slide that left her empty in a way that made her whimper. Her sex throbbed in response, clenching around nothing now, still sensitive, still leaking. She felt the man’s hand graze her thigh briefly as he stepped away from the bed without a word.

Gavin moved closer and kissed her again—her temple this time, then her cheek.

“You’re not finished,” he murmured. “You can feel that, can’t you?”

She didn’t answer. She didn’t need to.

Because he was right.

Her body might have climaxed, but something in her had only just started to open. Something bigger than lust. Bigger than just sex.

This was about discovery—about surrendering to the possibility that she was more than the woman she thought she had to be.

And somewhere deep inside, beneath the trembling and sweat and ache, she was already wondering how the next man would feel.


CHAPTER 5


Abby lay flat on her back, thighs parted, the inside of her legs slick and trembling. Her body had gone loose and heavy, as if every bone had softened after the waves of orgasm left her hollow and warm. Her chest rose and fell with slow, shallow breaths. Sweat clung to the curve of her neck. Her sex still throbbed, empty now but aching in a way that didn’t feel finished. The blindfold stayed wrapped around her eyes, the fabric damp against her temples. Her world was still darkness—and pulse.

She heard footsteps before she felt him. A slower rhythm than before, unhurried. Heavy-soled shoes crossing the suite’s plush rug, the tread deliberate. He wasn’t rushing. This man wasn’t nervous. He didn’t shuffle like someone asking for permission. He moved like someone who had already been given it.

And then he spoke.

“I was wondering how long it would take before you begged for more.”

His voice was different from the first—not rough, not kind. Low and smooth, like poured bourbon. He sounded amused. Interested. Not gentle.

Abby swallowed, turning her head slightly toward the sound. Her throat was dry. Her lips parted, but she didn’t answer.

He didn’t need her to.

“I didn’t touch you before,” he continued. “Didn’t say a word. Just watched while he made you come all over his cock.”

She felt something then—his fingertip, tracing along her shin, following the curve of her leg. It was slow, but not soft. Not affectionate. More like the way someone ran their hands across a car they were about to drive hard and fast. He trailed up to her knee, then paused.

“You’re still shaking,” he murmured. “Good. Means you’re ready for something real.”

She flinched, but not away. Her legs shifted slightly, instinctively spreading further as he reached her thigh. Her inner muscles clenched with anticipation, even though they were already sore, overstimulated, and wet. She hadn’t realized how much more she wanted until his voice pressed against her nerves like a thumb on a bruise.

He was circling the bed now. She could feel the change in the air as he passed around her feet, then up toward her side. He didn’t touch her again right away. He let her feel the absence of touch almost as much as the promise of it. Her hands gripped the sheets, knuckles still aching from the way she had clawed at them before.

“I don’t think you even care who I am,” he said, now closer, speaking directly into her ear. “You’re not waiting for names tonight. Just cocks.”

She gasped—and her face burned hot—but her hips lifted off the bed in answer.

Gavin hadn’t said anything yet, but she knew he was there. Still watching. Still near. His silence wasn’t absence. It was permission. The quiet kind that makes everything louder.

“You’ve already been fucked once,” the second man said, his hand resting now on her calf. “But you’re not done.”

His fingers tightened slightly around her ankle.

“I’m not here to treat you soft,” he said. “I’m here to make sure you feel wrecked again.”

Abby didn’t resist when he grabbed her legs and pushed them upward.

His hands were rougher than the first man's, more assertive, as he guided her thighs apart and bent them back until her knees nearly touched her chest. She felt the muscles stretch tight across her hips. Her heels slipped from the bed, lifted into the air and resting over his shoulders. The position was different this time—more open, more vulnerable. It put everything on display. She could feel how exposed she was, how wide he had her spread, how clearly he could see every part of her.

Her body was still warm and slick from before. She hadn’t stopped dripping. There was no pretense of modesty left in her—not with her legs in the air, her pussy already red and swollen, and another man now crouched between her thighs like he had every right to be there.

She felt his cock first as a blunt, hot pressure against her opening—no teasing, no buildup. Just the head of him rubbing once through her folds, collecting her wetness, before he pushed forward and slid into her in one firm stroke.

Her gasp was instant. It cut through the air sharp and raw.

He was bigger. Not thicker, maybe, but longer. The stretch hit her deeper, the angle sharper. Her body was still tender from before, her inner walls sensitive and swollen, and the way he filled her so quickly, so completely, made her feel like her breath had been stolen.

He groaned low in his throat as he bottomed out inside her.

“You’re soaked,” he said, almost in disbelief. “Fucking dripping.”

Abby whimpered beneath him, her arms above her head now, fingers curling into the sheets. She couldn’t speak—not yet. Her mouth was open, her chest rising and falling in short bursts. Her body hadn’t even had a chance to recover from the first orgasm, and now it was being thrown into another rhythm entirely.

The man didn’t move for a moment. He stayed buried inside her, holding her legs back, letting her adjust to him. But it wasn’t kindness. It was ownership. He was giving her just enough time to feel the shape of him before he started moving—and when he did, he didn’t ease into it.

He began to thrust.

Slow at first, but hard. Deep. Measured. Every stroke drove her body up the bed slightly. The angle forced her to take every inch of him, and she couldn’t help the sounds that spilled from her lips with every impact.

He grunted softly and leaned over her, pressing her thighs tighter against her chest, folding her open like a display.

“I knew you were made for this the second I saw you,” he said, his voice close and gravel-thick now. “This pussy was waiting for more than one man to handle it.”

The words burned through her, but they didn’t shame her. They turned her on more.

And God, he wasn’t wrong.

Her body had already started to adjust, the pain fading into pleasure, the stretch now pulsing into something deeper. Every thrust made her gasp. Every push hit a spot Gavin never quite reached in that position. Her thighs trembled in his grip, her wrists twisted in the sheets, and her cunt clenched around the stranger like it was trying to keep him inside.

She wasn’t pretending to enjoy it.

She was already addicted.

The moment he adjusted his grip—one hand moving from her thigh to her wrist—something changed. He grabbed her arm and pressed it flat to the mattress, pinning it above her head, his weight shifting forward as he leaned in over her body. Then the other wrist followed, caught easily in his grip and held down. Her arms were crossed above her now, restrained by nothing but strength and leverage.

She gasped, feeling the difference in posture. He wasn’t playing anymore. He wasn’t waiting to see how much she could take. He was deciding for her. He was going to give it all, and her job was simply to stay open and let it happen.

And when he started to move again—really move—her body arched off the bed in raw, helpless response.

Each thrust came faster now, slamming into her with the full weight of his hips. The headboard knocked faintly against the wall behind her. Her blindfold stayed soaked, pressed tight across her eyes, but she didn’t need to see. Her senses had collapsed into one: pure sensation.

Her sex was drenched. She could feel it with every slap of skin against skin, every filthy, wet sound echoing off the suite’s walls. Her body had stopped resisting completely. She took him in full depth, letting him fuck her hard and fast, the way no one ever had before. It wasn’t romantic. It wasn’t sweet. It was powerful. Demanding. It left no room for thought.

“You don’t even know my name, do you?” he said between thrusts, his voice dark with lust and breathlessness.

She shook her head, unable to form words.

“You don’t need to,” he growled, fucking her harder now, sweat beginning to build between their bodies. “You don’t care. All you want is cock.”

She cried out, louder than she intended. He pinned her wrists down harder, fucking her faster in response.

“That’s what you’re here for. A hole to fill. A body to fuck. And your husband’s just sitting over there, letting me use you like it’s nothing.”

That voice—so calm, so brutal—ripped through her like lightning. She didn’t try to stop it. Her body responded before she could think. Her hips rose to meet him now, welcoming every punishing thrust.

“Tell him you want it,” the man hissed. “Tell your husband you want me deeper.”

She couldn’t form a full sentence, not with the way he was driving into her. Her lips parted and she moaned through clenched teeth.

“Gavin—” she gasped, “I want—fuck—I want it.”

He groaned behind her, somewhere in the room. She couldn’t see him. Couldn’t reach for him. But she felt him—felt the heat of his eyes watching, heard the unmistakable sound of him stroking himself to the sight of her being fucked by someone else.

The stranger thrust harder.

“You’re going to come for me,” he said. “And when you do, I’m going to fill you. Just like the first. And you’re going to take every drop.”

Her breath hitched. Her toes curled. Her muscles locked as she spiraled toward the edge again. Her wrists strained beneath his grip.

And all she could think—through the pounding, the pressure, the unbelievable depth—was that she didn’t just want it.

She needed it.

She hadn’t heard Gavin move, but she felt him. A presence returning to the side of the bed—closer now, within reach. And then his hand was there, sliding softly along her chest, his palm resting just above her heart. She flinched at the first contact, but not from discomfort. It was the shock of being pulled back into the realness of it all. The weight of that touch hit harder than the cock inside her. It reminded her who she was. Who she belonged to.

The stranger was still fucking her—hard, fast, pounding—but Gavin’s hand remained steady, firm, comforting in contrast to the chaos of her overstimulated body. His fingers pressed lightly into her skin, like he was calming her heartbeat, not just observing it.

She turned her face toward him instinctively, still blindfolded, searching for something she couldn’t name. His voice was low when it came, but every word hit like a match against skin.

“You’re not his,” he said quietly. “You’re not theirs. You’re mine.”

Her chest heaved under his palm. A shudder ran through her—not fear, not resistance, but something deeper. A sense of being claimed, even while being taken.

“But tonight,” he continued, “you can let them borrow you.”

Abby let out a sob that turned into a moan, the noise pulled from her gut as the man between her thighs drove into her harder at the sound of Gavin’s voice. Her body was caught in the crossfire of pleasure and submission, of ownership and indulgence. She didn’t need to answer. Her body was already saying yes.

Gavin bent forward then, his lips brushing her ear.

“You’re still everything to me,” he whispered. “No matter who’s inside you.”

She gasped, her whole body jolting as another deep thrust made her legs tighten around the stranger’s waist. The contact of Gavin’s hand on her chest and the relentless pace of the man between her thighs fused into something she couldn’t separate. Her mind couldn’t compartmentalize it. It was all one thing now—Gavin’s love and their shared lust, wrapped around her body like heat and friction and heartbeat.

The stranger groaned behind her, thrusts growing more erratic, more urgent.

Gavin stayed exactly where he was—his hand on her chest, his lips at her ear, reminding her that no matter how far she drifted, no matter how deep she sank into being used, she would never be lost.

The rhythm behind her grew erratic. She could feel it in the way the stranger’s hips slammed into hers with less control now, his breath turning sharp, his grip on her wrists tightening. He was close—right on the edge. His cock throbbed deep inside her, and her overstimulated cunt responded with more wetness, her muscles fluttering, eager to take it.

She thought she was ready.

But then she heard a new sound. A soft, mechanical click.

Her breath hitched.

Another click.

And then a quiet hum of movement—Gavin stepping to the side of the bed, something cool and solid in his hands.

“I want to remember this,” he said calmly.

She turned her head blindly, the fabric of the blindfold tugging against her temples. “Gavin...”

He crouched beside her, just outside the frame of touch, and raised the camera. It was sleek. Professional. Silent except for the occasional shutter.

“Don’t worry,” he whispered. “It’s just for us.”

The flash didn’t fire. It didn’t need to. He captured everything in low light—the spread of her legs, the man fucking her hard and deep, the look on her face. She felt it all in real time, and yet knowing the camera was there changed it completely. It wasn’t just a moment anymore.

It was evidence.

Proof.

A record of her being fucked, used, filled.

The pressure inside her climbed again, threatening another orgasm—but this time from something new. It wasn’t just physical. It was psychological. She was being seen in a way she never imagined. Not just by her husband. Not just by the men. But now by the lens.

The stranger’s grunts became louder. His rhythm faltered, then returned harder.

“I’m gonna fucking come in you,” he growled.

Abby couldn’t answer—her breath was gone, her body arched, her legs shaking.

“You take it,” he hissed, pushing even deeper. “You take every fucking drop.”

And then he came.

Hard.

She felt the first pulse, thick and hot, deep inside her. Then another. And another. His body slammed against hers as he spilled everything inside her, cock throbbing as he emptied himself without hesitation. She moaned beneath him, her cunt clenching, trying to hold onto it, to keep it all.

Gavin captured the moment with quiet precision.

The last click of the camera echoed in her ears as the stranger pulled out slowly, leaving her open, leaking, shaking.

She lay there, thighs still spread, skin glistening, her body filled twice now with two different men. The sheets beneath her were damp. Her sex was swollen and tender, painted with come, and Gavin was still kneeling beside her.

He lowered the camera.

“You should see what I see,” he whispered.

And something inside her said—I want to.


CHAPTER 6


Abby’s body was wrecked. Every nerve felt stretched thin, every inch of her skin slick with sweat and touch. She lay back on the bed, her legs parted lazily, the insides of her thighs tacky and wet. Her chest rose and fell in uneven rhythm, her lips slightly parted, her mouth still tingling from Gavin’s last kiss. Her arms flopped loosely at her sides, fingers curled into the sheets like they were the only thing holding her together.

She didn’t know how much time had passed since the second man finished inside her. Minutes? Seconds? Time didn’t mean anything anymore. Her body was floating, still drunk on sensation, the kind of high that made her wonder if she could take more.

But then she heard him.

Footsteps—soft and slow, not casual but intentional. No voice followed. No tease. No filthy commentary. Just the quiet sound of polished shoes crossing carpet.

Abby tensed without meaning to. Her stomach pulled tight, her fingers twitching slightly. Something in her recognized the change immediately. This one wasn’t like the others. He didn’t come in laughing or moaning or congratulating Gavin. He didn’t brag or joke. He just moved through the room like he belonged there. Like he’d already decided what he was going to do.

Her legs shifted, just a little. The air moved near her hip. She waited.

Then a single hand touched her stomach.

Just fingertips at first—slow, exploratory, as if checking whether she was real.

She sucked in a breath and froze.

The fingers slid upward. Smooth and warm, they passed over her navel, her ribs, until his palm flattened just beneath her breast. He didn’t grope. Didn’t squeeze. Just… held her. Pressed down lightly, like he wanted to feel her heartbeat.

Still, he said nothing.

And somehow, that silence was louder than anything.

She licked her lips. Her skin burned where he touched her. Her thighs clenched again, the fatigue in her legs fighting against the arousal that hadn't quite gone away.

From somewhere near the edge of the room, Gavin’s voice broke through.

“This one doesn’t talk much,” he said, a quiet rasp of sound. “But you’ll feel him.”

She swallowed hard, unable to speak. Her body already was feeling him. Even without words, even without pressure—there was an energy rolling off this man that went deeper than lust. He was watching her like she was prey. Not because he wanted to devour her. But because he already had.

And she wasn’t sure whether to run from that or beg for it.

The hand on her chest slid away slowly, and for a moment, she missed the weight of it. Then she felt him step back, and the room grew still again.

She knew, without question, that he wasn’t done.

He was just getting started.

The room felt brighter somehow.

She wasn’t sure if the lights had changed, or if her body was simply more aware—raw and stripped down to nothing but sensation. The air on her skin had a new weight to it. She could still feel the lingering throb between her legs, the soreness deep inside her from the first two men. Her chest felt tight with emotion, but it wasn’t anxiety. It was something closer to anticipation.

Gavin returned to her side, his touch finding her temple again, his thumb brushing the edge of the silk tied around her head.

“I want you to see him,” he said softly. “I want you to look at what’s next.”

Abby’s lips parted. She nodded—barely. The fabric had become part of her, a second skin, her protection. But she didn’t resist when Gavin untied it.

The silk loosened and slipped away. Light spilled in.

Her eyes squinted against the glow, the soft gold of the hotel suite pressing into her retinas like a sunrise. Everything was hazy at first—shadows, shapes, bodies. She blinked a few times, and slowly, the room came into focus.

She saw the bed first. The tangled sheets. Her thighs, parted and glossy. Her chest, rising and falling in uneven waves. Then Gavin—seated again, now shirtless, his cock still hard in his hand, stroking slowly.

But when she turned her head to the left, her breath caught in her throat.

The third man stood near the edge of the bed. Quiet. Still. Fully clothed.

He didn’t move. Didn’t smile. His eyes met hers and held.

And in that one moment, something dropped low in her stomach.

He was tall. Dark-haired. Clean-shaven jaw, sharp but unreadable. But it wasn’t his features that froze her—it was the stillness. The restraint. Like he was holding back a tide, and when it broke, it would leave her shattered.

She didn’t know his name. Didn’t know his voice.

But she knew he was going to fuck her.

And she knew it was going to change something.

Gavin leaned closer and cupped her chin.

“You’ve come this far,” he whispered. “Don’t look away now.”

Abby swallowed hard, her lips still parted. She didn’t break eye contact with the stranger.

She didn’t want to.

Because in that stare, she felt something stronger than lust. Something that scared her in all the right ways.

She was no longer just someone being used.

She was someone being studied.

And she didn’t know if she’d come out of this the same.

They didn’t speak.

The silence wasn’t awkward. It was loaded.

Abby was moved—not roughly, but firmly. The third man guided her without needing to explain anything. One hand at her hip, another supporting her back as she was rolled onto her side, then carefully lifted onto her knees. Her arms trembled slightly, her thighs sore, but she didn't resist. Her body had long stopped second-guessing what came next. Every movement now came from instinct and desire.

She felt the bed shift behind her as the third man climbed on. The mattress dipped under his weight as he positioned himself. She could feel the warmth of his body closing in from behind, the skin of his thighs brushing hers. His hands gripped her hips—gentle, but final. Like he’d done this before. Like he knew exactly what she could take, and how much more she was about to.

Then Gavin moved into view.

He was in front of her now, standing at the edge of the bed, close enough for her to smell the sweat on his skin. His cock was hard again—thick, flushed, glistening at the tip from where his fist had been stroking. He looked down at her face and touched her hair lightly, brushing it behind her ear, a quiet pause before everything shifted.

“I want your mouth,” he said.

It wasn’t a request.

And she didn’t hesitate.

Abby opened her mouth and leaned forward, wrapping her lips around the head of his cock. She moaned softly as the familiar weight slid past her tongue. It tasted like salt and skin and everything she’d needed to come back to. She hollowed her cheeks and took more of him, moving slow and steady as he guided her with one hand at the back of her head.

Behind her, the third man moved.

He didn’t tease. He didn’t rub himself against her first. He lined up and pressed in with one firm, unbroken motion.

She gasped—but the sound was muffled by Gavin’s cock in her throat.

The pressure was immediate. Deep. Her cunt opened, already soaked, but still sensitive—raw from being used twice, stretched and tender. And yet the third man was different. He didn’t hesitate or adjust for her moans. He buried himself inside her, slow but deliberate, until she was completely full again.

Abby’s back arched. Her body clenched. A muffled cry vibrated around Gavin’s cock as her knees tried to hold steady beneath her.

She was being fucked. Again.

But now, at both ends.

The rhythm began slowly—Gavin gently rocking into her mouth, the man behind her gripping her hips and rolling his hips forward with deep, focused thrusts. Her body rocked between them, a channel of pleasure, of hunger, of tension. There was no air between movements. No space for retreat. She was surrounded. Filled.

Gavin’s voice came low and calm above her.

“Good. Just like that. Let me feel that tongue while he fucks you.”

Her throat tightened. Her breath came in sharp bursts between strokes. She sucked harder, pushing her lips down further, taking more of him even as her body pulsed from the thrusts behind her.

The third man still hadn’t spoken—but his body said enough.

Every thrust was perfect. Deep. Timed. He pulled back just enough to let her feel the drag, then pushed in again, slamming into the spot that made her cry out around Gavin’s cock. Her knees shook. Her arms were trembling from the effort of staying upright, but she didn’t stop.

She couldn’t stop.

Because she’d never felt so taken.

So used.

So completely owned by the moment.

Her arms were shaking. Her jaw ached. Her thighs were soaked, trembling under her, and still, the pace didn’t slow.

The third man had found his rhythm now—perfectly tuned, relentless but not reckless. His thrusts came deep and timed, angling just right to hit the soft, tender place inside her that made her cry out with each pass. The slap of his body against hers echoed through the suite. Wet. Heavy. Final.

And Gavin… Gavin was in front of her, fingers in her hair, guiding her up and down his cock like she was built for it. His voice came in soft murmurs, ragged and breathless, but steady.

“Just keep your mouth open for me,” he whispered. “You’re doing so fucking well.”

She tried. God, she tried.

But the pressure was building too fast.

She gagged around him once, a choked moan vibrating through her throat, and a tear slid down one cheek before she could stop it.

Then another.

And another.

She wasn’t crying because she wanted it to stop.

She was crying because she couldn’t believe how much she wanted it not to.

She was being fucked open in both directions, every nerve lit, her body filled and used and adored all at once. She wasn’t just aroused anymore. She was wrecked. And somewhere inside the swirl of pleasure and breathlessness and overstimulation, her emotions cracked wide open.

Her body was floating. But her heart was shaking in her chest like it didn’t know what to do with the weight of it all.

Gavin saw.

He pulled back—not far, just enough to let her breathe—and leaned in close. His hand slid along her cheek, thumb brushing over the track of a fresh tear.

“Shhh,” he murmured, kissing her temple. “I see you. You’re okay. You’re right here with me.”

She sobbed once, but it turned into a moan as the man behind her thrust harder.

“She can take it,” Gavin said, more firmly now—this time, not to her. “Don’t slow down.”

The third man didn’t.

He fucked her faster, hips slapping against the backs of her thighs as her body bounced between the two of them. Her lips parted again and Gavin slid his cock back inside, gentler now, letting her suck at her own pace as she tried to breathe through the overload.

She was crying. Moaning. Gagging softly. And through it all, she was so unbelievably wet she could feel it sliding down her legs. Her cunt was stretched wide, pulsing around the stranger’s cock with every thrust, greedy and aching. Her throat was sore, but her lips stayed open, clinging to her husband like he was the only anchor she had left.

She wasn’t performing.

She wasn’t pretending.

She was breaking—and loving it.

And somewhere in the storm of bodies and thrusts and heat and heartbeats, Abby realized: this wasn’t about pain.

It was about surrender.

The release crept up without warning. It wasn’t slow. It wasn’t built from careful tension. It came crashing through her like a wave breaking open a dam. One second, she was trying to hold on—her breath stuttered, her muscles clenched, her jaw tight around Gavin’s cock—and the next, she was coming with such force that her entire body buckled beneath it.

Her knees gave out first. The strength in her legs disappeared as her hips jolted backward, a deep cry vibrating from her throat even as her mouth remained full. Her cunt convulsed around the third man’s cock, the walls clamping down in rhythmic, pulsing contractions so strong it nearly pushed him out. Her thighs were slick and shaking, and her fingers clawed at the sheets, desperate for something to hold onto.

The orgasm didn’t stop. It kept rolling through her, wave after wave, pulling moans from her throat and flooding her vision with heat and white noise. Her whole body was reacting, twitching, trembling, every nerve ending on fire. There was no time to come down. No moment to recover.

Because the third man didn’t slow.

If anything, her orgasm pushed him over the edge.

His grip on her hips tightened. His thrusts grew harder, faster, more ragged. He groaned aloud, the first real sound she’d heard from him all night, and the sound was raw—nearly a growl. He drove into her with a final series of brutal thrusts before he buried himself deep and came inside her.

She felt it.

The heat. The sudden, pulsing fullness. The unmistakable wet flood of release that sent another jolt through her already wrecked body. Her cunt spasmed again, reacting to the sensation of being filled—yet again—with another man’s come. Her breath caught in her throat, and she moaned brokenly around Gavin’s cock, her body shaking with a second climax that overlapped the first.

She didn’t know how she was still upright.

Everything inside her felt wet and sore and utterly claimed. Her lips finally slipped from Gavin’s cock as her head fell forward, cheek pressing to the sheets, her arms trembling, her hair damp and clinging to her face.

The third man slowly pulled out, and she felt the loss of him—felt the stretch of emptiness and the drip of his release leaking from her, slipping down her thighs. Her knees finally gave out, and she collapsed forward, spent and breathless.

Gavin was there before she could fall completely. He caught her shoulders and gently eased her onto her side, wrapping an arm around her and holding her against his chest. His other hand moved through her hair, soothing her, stroking slowly as her body shivered with aftershocks.

“You gave them everything,” he whispered, kissing her forehead. “And you’re still mine.”

Abby couldn’t speak. Her throat was sore. Her body was throbbing. Her cunt was a mess of slick and semen and aching heat.

But her heart felt full.

And her need?

Still lingering.


CHAPTER 7


The light filtering in through the tall hotel windows was soft and golden. It fell across the sheets like a slow-moving tide, touching everything with a warm, washed-out glow. Abby stirred beneath the covers, the shift of her body small and cautious, like she wasn’t quite sure how much of herself she could move without breaking something.

Her thighs ached first.

Then her back. Her arms. The shallow soreness between her legs bloomed next—hot, tender, and impossibly raw. It wasn’t pain. Not exactly. It was presence. Her body felt like it had been filled and then emptied a hundred times over. Her cunt still throbbed with dull aftershocks, slick with the memory of three different men. The sheets beneath her were cool in some places, damp in others.

She opened her eyes slowly. No blindfold now. No darkness. Just the bright, honest light of morning and a stillness that hummed.

Gavin wasn’t in bed.

She realized it by instinct, not just absence. His warmth was missing. The space beside her held only rumpled covers and the faint outline of where his body had been. She turned her head toward the bathroom. Through the cracked door, she could hear water running—the low hiss of the shower. Her heart didn’t race. She didn’t feel anxious. Just… still.

For a moment, Abby stayed where she was.

She didn’t speak. Didn’t stretch. Didn’t close her legs.

The air kissed her bare skin, and she let it. Her arms lay beside her, relaxed. Her breasts ached in the center, her nipples still swollen from too much use, and her thighs remained parted just enough for the air to brush against the stickiness between them. She could feel dried sweat on her ribs. The faint rub of the sheets against her inner thighs made her wince and squirm a little, but she didn’t pull away.

Her body had been used, deeply and fully. It had taken more than it ever had. It felt like it didn’t quite belong to her anymore.

And yet she wasn’t afraid of that feeling.

She welcomed it.

Abby blinked up at the ceiling, her eyes adjusting to the sunlight, and let the memories come back.

The first man’s breath against her shoulder. The second man’s voice in her ear. The third man’s eyes locking with hers. Gavin, somewhere in the middle of all of it—always watching. Always loving her. Always bringing her back.

Her throat was dry. Her lips were cracked. Her body felt like it had been opened up and repainted in someone else’s hands.

But inside, beneath the aching, beneath the bruises, beneath the used-up warmth still leaking from between her legs, there was a strange and steady quiet.

She didn’t regret it.

She wasn’t ashamed.

She wasn’t confused or unsettled or scared.

She was clear.

And that clarity—sharp and golden and honest—scared her more than anything else.

Because it meant there was no going back.

The sound of the bathroom door opening was subtle, but Abby heard it instantly. Her eyes turned before her head did, still lying against the pillow, the sunlight catching in the mess of her hair. She watched him emerge in the reflection of the mirror first—Gavin, shirtless, towel slung low on his hips, skin damp and warm from the steam.

His chest looked broader in the morning light. His shoulders more defined. His face wasn’t guarded the way it sometimes was after sex, that familiar look of concern he’d get when he overanalyzed her every expression. Not today.

Today he looked… settled. Peaceful. And maybe just the slightest bit proud.

He caught her gaze and smiled—not wide, not cocky. Just warm. Grounded.

“Hey,” he said softly, his voice still thick with sleep and steam.

Abby didn’t answer at first. She just stared at him, eyes following the slow movement of his hand as he ran his fingers through his damp hair, pushing it back from his forehead. She felt her chest tighten slightly. Not with nerves. With something closer to awe.

He walked to the side of the bed, leaned over, and kissed her forehead. It wasn’t performative. He didn’t say anything else. He just pressed his lips there and breathed her in.

When he pulled back, his thumb traced the edge of her jaw.

“You okay?” he asked.

Her throat tightened around the words. She nodded, then whispered, “Yeah. Just… sore.”

He chuckled under his breath, and the sound melted something in her.

“I’ll get you water.”

He disappeared for a moment, then returned with a cold bottle from the mini-fridge. He cracked the seal and handed it to her. She sat up carefully, every muscle reminding her what the night had taken. Her inner thighs ached. Her breasts still felt heavy. She took a long sip, then wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

Gavin sat beside her on the edge of the bed, one hand trailing slowly down her arm.

“You don’t have to say anything yet,” he said. “I just wanted to see your face this morning.”

She turned toward him fully now, studying him.

“You’re not… freaked out?” she asked, voice barely above a murmur.

He shook his head once, slowly. “No.”

“You watched me get used like—like⁠—”

“Like a woman who knew exactly what she wanted?” he said gently. “Yeah. I did. And I’ve never been more turned on in my entire life.”

Abby’s eyes dropped for a second. She wasn’t hiding. She was processing.

“It didn’t feel like I was cheating,” she said, frowning as she tried to shape the thought. “I thought it might. But it didn’t. Not once.”

“Because you weren’t,” Gavin said. “You were mine the whole time.”

He reached for her hand, laced their fingers together, and squeezed once.

“You still are.”

There was no tension in his voice. No need to justify it. He believed it—completely. And the simplicity of that truth wrapped itself around her like a blanket.

Her body might’ve been used by other men, but her belonging had never wavered.

She was still his.

And he was still hers.

Gavin didn’t rush. He didn’t climb over her or pull at her or press her down. He just sat beside her on the bed and looked—really looked—at her. Abby felt the weight of his gaze move across her bare skin, pausing where her neck curved into her shoulder, where the soft flush of morning still lingered along her ribs and thighs. His fingertips trailed lightly down her forearm, barely touching her, more like tracing the shape of what he already knew by heart.

When she turned toward him, letting the sheet fall away from her chest, he didn’t speak. He just let his eyes drink in the full view of her—the mess between her thighs, the raw pinkness of her inner lips, the faint bruises on her hips from where she'd been gripped too hard, used too well. She watched his expression shift, not with guilt or concern, but reverence. There was no doubt in his face. No second-guessing. Just need.

Abby lay back onto the pillows and opened her legs for him, slow and easy, her heels digging into the mattress. She didn’t feel self-conscious. Not here. Not now. She was exposed, yes—but not in a way that required hiding. Her body had been claimed in every sense, but it hadn’t been taken from her. And in this light, in this moment, she wanted Gavin to see all of it.

He moved between her legs, his towel sliding off and hitting the floor without a sound. His cock was already stiffening again—not hard in the urgent, twitching way of last night, but thick and full, responsive to the intimacy alone. He lowered himself carefully, hands framing her knees as he leaned forward and kissed her inner thigh. His mouth was warm, the scrape of his stubble soft but present. He kissed her again, higher this time, and her body responded with a slow tightening low in her stomach.

His hand brushed between her legs, fingers parting her folds to reveal the mess they both knew was there—slick from her arousal, smeared white from two men’s come still leaking from her. Gavin didn’t flinch. He didn’t pull away. His thumb glided through the wetness and circled her clit with slow, deliberate pressure, making her hips twitch and rise to meet him. Her breath hitched, and her legs fell open even wider.

When he guided the head of his cock to her entrance, she gasped—not from pain, but from the sheer intimacy of it. This wasn’t a stranger. This wasn’t a game. This was him. Her husband. The man who had watched her take more than she’d ever thought she could, and still looked at her like she was the most beautiful thing in the world.

He slid into her with a slow, careful push, groaning under his breath as her warmth closed around him. The stretch was gentler now, but no less intense. Her cunt welcomed him without resistance, still slick and open from the night before, but already molding itself around his familiar shape.

Abby wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him deeper, her eyes never leaving his.

There was no rush.

No noise.

Just the rhythm of skin against skin, breath against breath, and the steady beat of a love that had never stopped deepening—no matter how wide she’d been spread open for someone else.

Gavin moved inside her with a depth that had nothing to do with how far he pushed and everything to do with how fully he was there. His weight settled over her slowly, arms braced on either side of her, his face only inches above hers. Each thrust was unhurried, as if he wasn’t just making love to her body, but listening to it—letting it guide him back into sync with the woman he’d always known.

Abby watched his face as he moved, felt every inch of him grind inside her—long, deep, rolling strokes that stretched her open all over again, but differently now. Not with hunger. Not with demand. But with something intimate and grounding. There was no noise in the room except for the low sounds of breath, the slow slap of skin, and the soft creak of the mattress beneath their hips.

Her body ached, every nerve still buzzing from the night before, but somehow, this made it more intense. Her pussy was still wet and swollen, but Gavin’s slow rhythm let her feel it all—the drag of his cock along her inner walls, the warmth of his breath against her lips, the familiar sound he made when he bottomed out and stayed there, deep inside her, just for a moment. Each time he filled her, it felt like a question he already knew the answer to.

She wrapped her arms around his neck, not pulling him down but holding him there, keeping his eyes on hers.

His voice came low, rough against her ear.

“I’ve never loved you more than I did last night,” he whispered. “Watching you take everything they gave you… and knowing you were still mine.”

Abby’s throat clenched, and something inside her cracked open wider than anything the men before had touched. Her fingers curled into his shoulders, and her legs tightened around his waist, as if she could pull him even deeper—not just into her body, but into her.

“You’re mine,” he said again, his thrusts slow but firm. “No one else will ever have what I do. Not like this. Not like now.”

She nodded, but the breath caught in her chest before she could speak.

It wasn’t his cock that made her come.

It was his words. His eyes. His knowing her.

The orgasm started low in her belly, a slow, swelling heat that crept outward like sunrise. She clenched around him, soft gasps catching in her throat as her body began to tremble. She didn’t cry out. She didn’t scream. Her orgasm took her quietly, reverently, pulsing through her in waves that made her hips stutter and her hands grip him tighter.

She came looking into her husband’s eyes.

And for the first time since the night began, it felt like she wasn’t being undone—but made whole again.

Gavin didn’t pull away immediately. He stayed inside her as her breathing slowed, his arms relaxed around her, his chest rising and falling just above hers. Abby felt the weight of him everywhere—the curve of his arm draped under her shoulders, the soft press of his hips between her thighs, the slick warmth still shared between them. Her body throbbed gently, not from need anymore, but from the deep satisfaction of having been completely, utterly filled.

He nuzzled into the space behind her ear and kissed her there, soft and warm, not rushed. For the first time since the night began, Abby didn’t feel like she needed to move. She didn’t feel like there was anything else to prove. Her body was exhausted in the best possible way, and her mind… was finally quiet.

They stayed like that for long minutes, wrapped around each other, until Gavin slowly eased out of her and settled at her side. She turned toward him, head resting on his chest, fingers absentmindedly stroking along the line of his ribs.

“I keep thinking I should feel weird,” she said softly. “But I don’t.”

He looked down at her, one hand tracing slow circles over her hip. “Weird how?”

“Like… ashamed? Or guilty? Or like I crossed some line and can’t get back.”

“You didn’t cross a line, Abs,” Gavin said gently. “We crossed it together. On purpose.”

Abby let that sit. She turned her face into his chest and breathed in the familiar scent of him—clean skin, hotel soap, and something underneath it all that had always made her feel safe. It was true. Nothing had been taken from her. And more importantly, nothing had been taken from them.

“I don’t feel like something’s missing,” she said. “I feel like we… added something.”

Gavin smiled faintly, his fingers brushing a strand of hair from her forehead.

“Watching you last night,” he murmured, “was like watching you come into focus. Not like you were out of control. Not like you were lost. But like you were finally not afraid to take up space.”

She blinked up at him, the words hitting her deeper than she expected.

“I don’t think I knew how much I needed it,” she admitted. “Not the sex. The permission. The freedom.”

“You’ll always have that with me,” he said. “Always.”

They lay together in silence for a little while, the light in the room shifting subtly as the morning advanced. The sheets were tangled around their legs, the smell of sweat and come and sleep thick in the air—but neither of them moved to change it. There was no urgency. No next step demanding their attention.

Eventually, Abby looked up at him with a slow smile, her hand brushing over the curve of his chest.

“So…” she said playfully, “do you think you’ll want to share me again?”

Gavin didn’t answer right away. He tilted his head, considering her, then ran his hand slowly down the curve of her ass, squeezing gently before pulling her closer.

“I think,” he said, his voice low and honest, “I want whatever makes you look like you did last night.”

Abby laughed softly against his skin, her fingers curling against his side.

And in that moment, she realized she wasn’t afraid of whatever came next.

Because they weren’t chasing something missing.

They were building something new.

Together.


CHAPTER 8


The sunlight in the suite had changed, climbing higher in the sky and casting sharper lines across the floor. Abby stood near the foot of the bed in nothing but a towel, fresh from the shower, her skin clean but still flushed in patches—small reminders of everywhere she’d been touched the night before. She moved slowly, not out of caution, but from the way her muscles resisted each stretch, each bend, like her body had been through more than just sleep.

She stared down at her open suitcase. The contents were simple—sundresses, sandals, a few resort-appropriate swimsuits—but now, each option looked different to her. Not because they’d changed, but because she had. Her fingers hovered over a pale green two-piece she hadn’t worn yet, something she’d packed without much thought. It was modest by any objective standard—high-waisted bottoms, thin straps, nothing obscene. But as she picked it up, her stomach fluttered.

She slipped it on, feeling the cool fabric hug her still-sensitive skin. The material clung to her hips, pressed gently against her swollen folds, and cupped her breasts in a way that reminded her of fingers, mouths, and all the other things she’d let take her last night. She adjusted the straps, pulling them over her shoulders, then turned slightly toward the full-length mirror near the corner of the suite.

It wasn’t vanity that made her stare. It was recognition. She didn’t look different, not exactly. Her makeup was minimal, her hair pulled into a loose, damp twist at the base of her neck. But something behind her eyes had shifted. Her mouth was fuller somehow, the softness of her thighs more noticeable, her gaze... less hesitant.

She didn’t look like a woman pretending to feel sexy.

She looked like a woman who knew she was.

Behind her, she felt Gavin’s presence before she heard him. He’d been watching from the chair by the window, one leg draped over the other, sunglasses resting on his knee. He hadn’t said anything while she dressed, but now, as she turned toward him, his expression spoke more than any words could.

His eyes dragged over her slowly, from her bare feet to the lines of her waist to the firm curve of her breasts under the suit. He didn’t blink. Didn’t smile. He just watched her like he was remembering everything.

“You look incredible,” he said quietly.

Abby flushed—not out of embarrassment, but from how true it sounded coming from him. There was no performative approval, no husbandly obligation in his tone. Just hunger. And memory. And ownership that didn’t need to be spoken.

She reached for a loose wrap and slid it over her hips, tying it just enough to feel secure. Her sandals clicked softly against the tile as she walked to grab her sunglasses, but she could still feel the weight of his gaze following her with every step. The fabric between her legs rubbed as she moved—slight friction, just enough to remind her of what was still leaking from inside her, hours later.

They stepped into the elevator together, the polished doors reflecting their image back to them: her in green, him in black swim trunks and a loose shirt, both of them casual on the outside, but humming with something unspoken beneath.

As the elevator began its smooth descent to the pool level, Gavin stepped in close behind her. He didn’t touch her. Didn’t speak. But his presence pressed against her in a way that felt more intimate than anything they'd done with the others.

And Abby realized, with a slow twist of arousal curling low in her belly, that her body wasn’t done responding.

Not even close.

The resort pool spread out like a magazine ad come to life—white sun umbrellas casting wide, lazy shadows over lounge chairs, the air tinged with coconut oil and distant music, the sound of water lapping gently against the tiled edges. It should have felt relaxing. It should have been an easy, sunny afternoon. But as Abby and Gavin walked toward the pool deck, she felt the air shift around her like a heatwave rising from the pavement.

She wasn’t cold, but goosebumps raised along the backs of her arms anyway.

They found two loungers tucked near the edge of the deck, partially shaded by a canvas canopy and framed by tall green palms. Gavin set their towels down, slid off his shirt, and dropped into the chair with a lazy sprawl. Abby took her time untying her wrap, folding it with more care than necessary before sitting beside him. She stretched out slowly, her thighs crossing, her hips tilted slightly toward the sun.

She felt exposed.

Not because her body was bare—plenty of women around her wore less. But because she knew what this body had been doing the night before. Her skin was still warm from Gavin’s hands. Her breasts still tingled where strangers’ mouths had sucked at her. Her pussy was sore, still wet, still open. Every movement reminded her of it. Every brush of her thighs, every shift of her hips. Even the heat of the sun on her stomach felt intimate, like a touch she hadn’t invited but welcomed anyway.

She glanced toward Gavin. He wore his sunglasses again, stretched out with one arm draped behind his head, his drink already in hand. But she could feel his gaze—could sense that even behind the dark lenses, he was watching her.

And she liked it.

She adjusted her top slightly, more for show than need, fingers slipping beneath the edge of the fabric to “fix” a strap that hadn’t moved. The motion gave just the smallest bounce to her chest, and she saw his jaw tighten almost imperceptibly.

That alone made her wet.

A movement to her right caught her attention—a man walking past, late forties maybe, fit and tan with salt-and-pepper hair, sunglasses and a towel slung over one shoulder. He slowed as he passed their loungers. Not dramatically. Not enough to seem inappropriate. But enough to notice.

And he looked at her.

Not in a casual, poolside glance kind of way—but in the kind of look that lingered. His gaze flicked from her bare legs, up over her hips, pausing at her chest, then meeting her eyes briefly before continuing on.

Abby felt her stomach flip. Her nipples tightened against the fabric of her swimsuit.

She looked over at Gavin, heart thudding faster now.

He said nothing. Didn’t react. But behind the calm posture and the dark lenses, she could tell he’d seen it too.

And he wasn’t angry.

He wasn’t possessive.

He was letting it happen.

The space between them thickened. Abby sank deeper into her chair, her fingers lightly brushing her own thigh as if checking for sunscreen—but really, she was feeling the slickness gathering again between her legs. She was turned on. Publicly. In broad daylight. And her husband wasn’t stopping it.

She wasn’t being shared right now.

But she was being seen.

And it turned her on more than she was ready to admit out loud.

bby adjusted her sunglasses and stood slowly from the lounge chair. She could feel the heat from the cushion clinging to the back of her thighs, and when she stepped forward, the looseness of her legs reminded her of everything she’d done the night before. Her muscles didn’t move the same way. Her hips carried a subtle sway that hadn’t been there before—not forced, not for attention, but simply because her body remembered what it was like to be taken.

She turned to Gavin.

“I’m getting a drink,” she said casually, brushing sand off her leg. “Want anything?”

He didn’t move, but the corner of his mouth lifted slightly.

“Surprise me,” he said.

There was a tone in his voice that wasn’t quite playful. It sat somewhere between suggestion and challenge, and Abby felt it settle low in her stomach like a dropped stone.

She walked toward the outdoor bar, the path of smooth stone leading her through clusters of loungers and shaded tables. The resort crowd was polite, quiet, but the eyes found her—more than she expected. Not all obvious. Some were quick glances, barely-there shifts in gaze. But she felt them. Her swimsuit left little to the imagination, and the way the high-cut bottoms curved around her hips made her ass move just enough with every step. She didn’t walk faster.

At the bar, she leaned one elbow on the counter and ordered a pair of drinks—a mojito for herself, something stronger for Gavin. The bartender barely looked at her face. That didn’t bother her. The awareness that she was standing here, still swollen between the legs, her pussy freshly fucked and sore while other people went about their day—that’s what made her heart thud in her chest.

When she turned to head back, she caught the same man from earlier—the one with the salt-and-pepper hair—watching her again. He stood by the towel rack, holding a book he clearly wasn’t reading, eyes tracking her path like he didn’t care if she noticed.

Abby didn’t look away.

She let him stare.

And then, slowly, she smiled.

By the time she returned to their chairs, Gavin had propped himself up on one elbow, watching her approach with the same unreadable expression from earlier. She handed him his drink and sat down, crossing her legs in a way that was more suggestive than polite. He took a sip, swallowed, then leaned toward her just enough for his words to land directly in her ear.

“You know he was watching you,” he said quietly.

She didn’t pretend confusion.

“I know.”

“You let him.”

“I liked it.”

He reached down and lifted the edge of her towel, just enough to slip his hand between her thighs. His fingers found the slickness there immediately, and when he pressed his thumb just barely against her entrance, her breath caught in her throat.

“You’re wet again,” he whispered. “And you haven’t even been touched.”

She looked at him, her voice barely audible.

“I am being touched.”

Gavin’s hand moved away before anyone could notice, but the echo of that brief contact still throbbed between her legs. She leaned back, picked up her drink, and sipped slowly, letting the sweet mint sting her tongue.

“You know,” he murmured under his breath, “I could take you to the restroom right now, bend you over the sink, and fuck you until you scream.”

She turned her head, biting back a moan.

“But you won’t,” she said.

He nodded once, slow and deliberate.

“No. I want you to sit there… wanting it.”

She swallowed hard.

“I already do.”

And neither of them said another word.

But everything between them was loud.

The water was warm, a soothing contrast to the heat prickling across Abby’s skin. As she stepped into the pool, the soft lapping against her thighs sent a shiver through her body—not from cold, but from memory. Every inch of her felt hypersensitive, like her skin was still echoing the things done to her in that suite, the way her body had been split open and filled and praised for taking it.

She sank in slowly, letting the water slide up over her stomach, her breasts, her shoulders. Each step deeper made her feel both hidden and more aware—like the water was revealing something only she could feel. Her thighs parted gently as she moved, and the water glided between them, teasing where she was still sore, still leaking. No one else in the pool would know what it meant. But she did. He did.

Gavin joined her a moment later. He swam lazily over, then stopped in front of her, just far enough for her to tread lightly. She let herself float toward him, arms wrapping around his neck, her body pressing close. The water created a natural rhythm between them, lifting and lowering her gently, and when her legs wrapped around his waist, he didn’t resist.

Her hips settled against his lower stomach, her bare skin gliding over his. She felt his cock—not hard, but there, thick and pressed against her through his trunks. Her breasts floated between them, nipples brushing against his chest as he held her hips steady beneath the surface.

Abby let her head rest against his shoulder and exhaled. But her mind was racing.

I’m turned on. Still. I haven’t stopped since last night. It hasn’t gone away. Not even here, in the water, in the daylight, in public. I don’t think it ever really stopped.

She didn’t need Gavin to touch her. Her body was already pulsing from just the closeness. But he did anyway—his hands under the water finding her ass, squeezing softly, then guiding her even closer. She gasped as her pussy brushed against the bulge in his trunks.

“God,” she whispered against his ear. “You’re going to make me come just like this.”

He didn’t speak. Just kissed her shoulder, slow and firm, while his fingers drifted between her thighs. He didn’t slide them inside her—just pressed his palm against her heat, rubbing in small, slow circles while she clung to him in the water.

Her body was weightless, but her pleasure was heavy—dense and real and growing.

She barely noticed when they drifted toward the edge of the pool, her arms tightening around him, her head tucked beneath his chin. She felt like she might lose it right there, held up only by his hands and the water, when something caught her eye over his shoulder.

That same man.

The stranger from earlier.

He was seated at a nearby lounger now, book in hand, sunglasses on, but not reading. His body was turned slightly toward the pool. His head was angled just enough for Abby to see the truth—he was watching them.

And Gavin felt her tense.

He followed her gaze. And when he saw the man, he didn’t look away.

He looked back.

There was no confrontation. No challenge. Just quiet acknowledgment. A flicker of awareness passed between the two men—barely noticeable to anyone else, but unmistakable to Abby. Her heart stuttered in her chest.

He sees him. He knows he’s watching. And he’s not stopping it.

She swallowed, her pulse pounding in her ears. Her pussy clenched again around nothing, her legs tightening around Gavin instinctively. She wasn’t doing anything obscene. She wasn’t even moving anymore.

But her whole body screamed yes.

She turned her face toward Gavin, and for a long, heated second, they just stared at each other.

“You want him to watch,” she said softly, a breath more than a sentence.

“I want you to want him to,” he replied, his fingers still under the water, still circling that tender, swollen place between her legs.

Her eyes fluttered closed.

She did.

God, she did.

The elevator ride back up to their suite was quieter than usual. Not cold or awkward—just thick with something heavier than words. Gavin stood close beside her, his shirt still damp from the pool, her hand loosely tucked into his. They didn’t speak. They didn’t need to. The silence between them wasn’t empty. It was charged.

Abby could still feel the ghost of his fingers between her legs. The press of her body against him in the water. The low, focused sound of his voice in her ear. But more than any of that, she felt the stranger’s gaze—still lingering on her skin like a sunburn. The way he’d looked at her. The way Gavin had let him. Not by accident. Not by oversight.

By design.

She swallowed and shifted her weight from one foot to the other as the elevator dinged softly, the doors sliding open to the hallway that now felt more like a private wing than a public space. Gavin didn’t let go of her hand as they walked, didn’t speak as they stepped back into the suite. The air inside was cooler than she remembered, the scent of the pool now mixing with the faint traces of last night—sex, sweat, hotel soap, her perfume still clinging faintly to the bedding.

Abby slipped off her sandals and crossed the room, pausing by the edge of the bed. Her body was warm and tight again, her chest rising in slow, measured breaths. Her legs felt heavier than they had all day. She didn’t sit. She just stood there, staring at the tangled sheets.

She heard Gavin move behind her. The door clicked softly as it closed, and then silence again—except for his footsteps.

When he came up behind her, he didn’t touch her right away. He just stood there, close enough for her to feel his breath near her shoulder. She could smell chlorine on his skin, something citrus from the bar, and beneath it, the scent that was just him.

“Did you like him watching you?” Gavin’s voice came low, quiet, intimate.

Abby nodded before she could stop herself. “Yes.”

“Did you want more?”

She turned slightly, her eyes meeting his. There was no challenge in his gaze. No test. Just… patience. Waiting.

“I wanted what you wanted,” she said.

He studied her for a long moment. His jaw moved slightly, like he was grinding something back—either a thought or a desire that wasn’t quite ready to leave his mouth. Then, finally, he nodded.

“You’re still mine,” he said. “But I’m starting to think you were made to be seen.”

His words sank deep, and she felt herself tighten again—low in her belly, her pulse thudding slow and deliberate in her throat.

She stepped forward, closing the gap between them, her hand sliding up the front of his chest. Her eyes searched his face, then dropped slightly to his mouth.

“You don’t have to ask next time,” she said quietly. “If you want to share me again… I’m ready.”

He didn’t smile. He didn’t joke. He just nodded once, firmly.

And in that silent exchange, something shifted between them—not lost, not broken, but opened.

Whatever they’d begun on their anniversary wasn’t over.

It was only just beginning.


CHAPTER 9


The dress was still folded in the bottom of her suitcase, untouched since she packed it two weeks ago. Abby had brought it on a whim—something expensive, elegant, and just this side of too revealing. A dress she bought for herself, not because she thought she’d wear it, but because it made her feel powerful to own it.

Now, standing in front of the mirror in a soft towel, her hair still damp from the shower, she reached down and pulled it out carefully, fingers smoothing the delicate fabric. Deep navy silk, cut low in the back and high in the thigh, it draped more than it hugged, falling in sleek lines over her hips and clinging in places that didn’t leave much to the imagination.

She didn’t wear a bra. She couldn’t. The low back wouldn’t allow for it. And when she slipped the dress over her head, the cool fabric kissed her skin like a secret. Her nipples stiffened immediately under the thin material, visible enough to notice, not enough to seem obvious. But she noticed. And so would Gavin.

She caught her reflection in the mirror—hair pinned up, collarbones exposed, the long line of her neck leading down to a dress that swayed with every breath she took. Her skin still held faint marks from the night before, and her inner thighs still ached, but it didn’t feel like damage. It felt like reminder.

She stepped into a pair of heels—thin straps, gold, just high enough to change the way her hips moved when she walked. As she adjusted them, she became aware of Gavin watching her from the edge of the bed.

He hadn’t said a word since she started getting dressed. He’d just sat there, towel slung around his waist, one ankle resting on his knee, drink in hand. Watching.

“Say something,” she murmured, smoothing the dress over her stomach, even though there wasn’t a wrinkle on it.

Gavin’s eyes tracked up from her legs, over the curve of her waist, pausing at her breasts before finally meeting her gaze.

“You look like trouble.”

Her lips curved slightly, not quite a smile.

“That’s not a compliment.”

He stood up slowly, letting the towel fall from his hips without ceremony. She didn’t flinch. She was used to his body by now—the broad chest, the clean lines of his stomach, the familiar thickness of his cock swinging naturally as he stepped into his pants. But tonight, the way he looked at her made her feel new again.

He approached, stopping just behind her, and adjusted a loose curl that had fallen from her updo. His fingertips brushed the nape of her neck, light and brief, but enough to make her shiver.

“I’m just warning you,” he said softly. “That dress is going to get attention.”

“From you?” she asked, glancing at his reflection behind her.

He met her eyes in the mirror.

“Not just me.”

Abby felt her pulse skip—just a fraction—but it was enough. The weight of the words settled into her chest. He wasn’t saying anything she didn’t already suspect. The pool earlier had already laid the groundwork. The glances. The touches. The unspoken permission.

And now, the way he was looking at her told her he wouldn’t be the only one watching her tonight.

“You planned this,” she said, more an accusation than a question.

He didn’t answer.

He just kissed her bare shoulder, turned away, and said, “You ready for dinner?”

Abby didn’t speak.

She just grabbed her clutch, smoothed the hem of her dress again, and nodded.

Whatever was waiting for her downstairs, she knew this much—it wasn’t just dinner.

It was the next step.

The elevator doors slid shut with a quiet hiss, sealing them into a private glass box that hummed and began to descend toward the lobby. Abby stood still, her hands at her sides, her clutch gripped a little too tightly. The silk of her dress felt thinner now, more revealing, like every shift of her weight could expose something she hadn’t meant to share.

Gavin didn’t stand close. He was two full steps away, facing forward, but she could feel him watching her through the mirrored panel to her right. His posture was relaxed, but his eyes—just visible behind the reflection—were devouring her.

She swallowed. Her throat was dry. Her thighs weren’t.

God, she was already wet again.

It wasn’t just arousal. It was anticipation. Uncertainty. The sharp edge of something she couldn’t name building behind her ribs, making her chest feel too tight for breath.

She turned her head slightly toward him.

“Are you going to tell me what this is?”

He didn’t look over. Just let the question hang for a moment before answering, voice low and casual.

“Dinner.”

“Bullshit.”

He smiled faintly. “You’re dressed like that for grilled salmon?”

Abby exhaled hard through her nose and glanced at herself in the mirrored wall. Her nipples were clearly visible. The silk clung to the outline of her body like it was painted on. She could feel her pulse in her cunt, and Gavin hadn’t even touched her since the pool.

“You’re making me crazy,” she said.

He tilted his head, still watching her through the reflection. “Am I?”

“You know you are.”

He stepped forward then—not all the way, but enough for his voice to drop into her ear.

“You’re soaked under that dress, aren’t you?”

Abby’s breath caught.

She didn’t answer.

He leaned in closer, mouth barely grazing the shell of her ear.

“You’re dripping down your thighs,” he murmured. “You’ve been like that all fucking day. Ever since he looked at you.”

She shivered.

“You wanted him to see it,” Gavin went on. “You wanted to bend over right there by the pool, didn’t you? Let him see how red your pussy still was? Let him taste what those other men left behind?”

Abby’s legs clenched. The heat between them was unbearable now. Her body was betraying her.

“I would’ve let you,” he whispered. “Would’ve pulled your bikini to the side and watched him fuck you with my hand on your throat.”

Her knees went weak.

She turned to face him, eyes burning.

“That what tonight is?” she asked. “You going to watch someone else touch me again?”

He looked down at her mouth. His jaw was tight.

“No,” he said.

Relief flared briefly—until he added:

“Not yet.”

Abby’s stomach dropped. Not from fear.

From need.

“Then what?” she asked.

“I want you to remember what it feels like,” he said. “To be looked at. Desired. Tasted. Owned.”

He reached out, ran one knuckle down the inside of her thigh, just barely grazing the skin just below the hem of her dress.

“I want you to sit across from me at dinner with your cunt still sore from strangers… and still know you’re mine.”

The elevator dinged. Doors slid open.

He stepped back, smiled like nothing had been said at all, and gestured politely for her to exit first.

Abby walked forward on shaky legs.

And as she stepped into the soft lighting of the lobby, surrounded by well-dressed couples and the hum of conversation, she realized something she hadn’t dared admit before:

She didn’t just want to be used.

She wanted to want it.

The restaurant was dim, all moody uplighting and warm tones, the kind of place that made people whisper instead of talk. Jazz murmured low from hidden speakers, and the bar near the entrance glowed like a hearth. Couples were gathered in intimate twos, laughing over wine, hands brushing across candlelit tables.

Gavin didn’t take her to their table.

He led her straight to the bar.

Abby already felt raw from the elevator ride. Her thighs were slick beneath the dress, her panties long abandoned upstairs, and every step reminded her she was utterly, unapologetically exposed.

Gavin pulled out a stool for her. She sat slowly, careful with the hem of the silk dress, though she knew it didn’t matter—it clung like a second skin anyway. She crossed her legs, trying to hide the way her inner thighs stuck slightly from the heat between them.

Then she saw him.

Two stools down. The man from the pool.

Closer now. In plain view.

Tan. Mid-to-late forties. Collared shirt open at the neck. Expensive watch. The kind of calm confidence that made everything he did feel deliberate. He was sipping something amber over ice, and his eyes locked on hers the second she turned.

He didn’t pretend it was the first time he’d seen her.

And neither did Gavin.

“Evening,” the man said smoothly, voice low and warm.

Abby swallowed. “Hi.”

“Didn’t expect to see you again.”

Gavin spoke then, voice casual. “You two know each other?”

Abby’s heart jumped. She glanced at Gavin. He was watching the man—not Abby—but his expression gave away nothing.

The stranger smiled. “No, not formally.”

He extended a hand across the empty stool between them. “Jason.”

She shook it. His palm was dry, fingers firm.

“Abby,” she said, breath catching slightly.

Gavin didn’t shake his hand.

He just said, “She noticed you earlier. At the pool.”

Jason smirked faintly. “Likewise.”

Abby flushed. Her body was already buzzing, her core still wet, the heat of both men circling her like wolves. She didn’t look at Gavin, didn’t need to—she could feel him giving her space to flirt.

“You here alone?” she asked.

Jason nodded. “Business trip. But the resort has its… perks.”

“Yeah?” she asked, lifting her drink to her lips. “What kind?”

Jason didn’t blink. “The kind that doesn’t require a room number to be fun.”

Gavin gave the faintest chuckle. “That sound like something you’d enjoy, baby?”

Abby nearly choked on her drink.

She turned sharply toward Gavin. “Are you serious?”

Gavin leaned in, resting his elbow on the bar. “You’re already soaked under that dress. Don’t act surprised.”

Jason raised an eyebrow. “You’re not wearing panties, are you?”

Abby’s stomach twisted. She tried to smile, but the arousal was too real, too high. Her voice came out breathy.

“No.”

Jason’s gaze dropped to her lap.

“Good girl.”

She flinched.

Gavin didn’t.

His hand landed on her thigh under the bar, slow and steady. His thumb traced tiny circles just above her knee.

“Tell him,” Gavin said, voice like steel under velvet. “Tell him what happened last night.”

Abby’s eyes darted to him, panic fluttering in her chest—but it wasn’t fear.

It was need.

Her voice shook. “Three of them. Gavin blindfolded me and let them…”

“Let them what?” Jason asked, leaning in.

Her mouth went dry.

Gavin’s thumb slid higher.

“Let them use me,” she whispered.

Jason exhaled hard. “Fuck.”

She swallowed again, her thighs tightening under the pressure of Gavin’s hand.

“Did you like it?” Jason asked.

“Yes,” she said, too quickly.

Gavin smiled at that.

“You still sore?” Jason asked.

She nodded. “Yes.”

Jason looked at Gavin now. “And you’d share her again?”

Gavin took a sip of his drink, eyes locked on Abby.

“That depends,” he said. “On how well she behaves tonight.”

Jason’s gaze lingered. “I’d be very well-behaved.”

Abby’s head was spinning.

She wasn’t just aroused. She was aching. Her nipples were hard as glass beneath the silk. Her pussy was pulsing. Her thighs stuck to the seat beneath her. Every nerve felt frayed and exposed.

Gavin leaned in close to her ear.

“Now,” he whispered, “imagine him between your legs, while I sit back and make you look him in the eye.”

Her whole body clenched.

She couldn’t speak.

And both men knew it.

When the hostess returned and informed them their table was ready, Gavin didn’t look at her. He looked at Jason.

“Join us?” he asked, like it wasn’t even a question.

Jason glanced at Abby. She couldn’t read his expression—something between curious and amused—but he nodded, slid off the barstool, and followed them.

The restaurant’s main floor was quieter than the bar, but even more intimate. The table they were led to sat tucked near a rear wall, half-surrounded by high-backed leather banquettes and shielded by soft drapes. Candles flickered. Wineglasses were already set. The space was perfect for a couple.

Now, it held three.

Abby slid in first, Gavin following beside her. Jason sat across, elbows resting casually on the table, one leg stretched forward. The waiter approached and took their orders—three glasses of red, a shared antipasto, steak for the men, fish for her. No one was really paying attention to the food.

The silence that followed wasn’t awkward. It was heavy. Every glance, every shift, carried weight. Abby sat between Gavin’s stillness and Jason’s interest like a live wire, the tension thrumming low in her belly and winding tighter each minute.

She could feel how wet she was—again. The silk of her dress clung tighter with every heartbeat. Her thighs were sticky, and each time she adjusted her posture, her cunt throbbed with the reminder of what wasn’t being touched.

Jason leaned slightly forward, eyes on her, voice calm.

“So… your husband likes to watch?”

It wasn’t accusatory. He wasn’t teasing. He just wanted to know.

Abby’s stomach flipped.

Gavin didn’t interrupt.

She glanced sideways at him, needing a signal, a word, anything. But he only looked at her, eyes cool and waiting, his wine untouched.

She exhaled. Her voice came quieter than she intended.

“Yes.”

Jason nodded, slow and thoughtful. “And you like being watched?”

“I do now.”

The words surprised her even as they left her mouth. But they were true.

She saw the change in Jason’s expression—his mouth shifted, not quite a smile, but something darker, something edged with appetite. His eyes dropped briefly to her chest, then back up again, bolder now.

“I can see why,” he said.

Abby’s pulse kicked harder. She felt Gavin’s leg press against hers under the table—silent pressure, but deliberate.

Jason turned his attention back to Gavin. “And the others? Last night… that was your first time letting her go?”

Gavin’s fingers brushed lightly against Abby’s thigh beneath the tablecloth.

“First time giving her what she needed,” he said. “Not the first time we’ve talked about it.”

“She needed three men?”

Gavin’s tone didn’t waver.

“She needed to feel everything she was afraid to ask for.”

Abby inhaled sharply.

Jason’s gaze flicked back to her. “And were you afraid?”

She held his eyes. Her body was a riot of tension now—heat between her legs, tightness in her chest, slickness she couldn’t stop.

“Yes,” she said. “But I came harder than I ever have in my life.”

Jason smiled now. It was slow, deliberate.

“I’d say you’re past the fear, then.”

Gavin’s fingers moved again beneath the table. Not groping. Not urgent. Just resting higher now—on the bare skin of her inner thigh. His thumb traced slow circles near the place that ached most, and Abby had to shift slightly in her seat to keep from reacting too visibly.

“You’re enjoying this,” she said softly, turning toward him.

He didn’t hide it. “You’re glowing.”

Her laugh was dry. “I’m soaked.”

“You think anyone here knows?” Jason asked.

Abby looked at him. Her heart pounded. Her hands were shaking around her wineglass.

“I think they’d know if you slid your fingers inside me right now.”

Neither man moved. But the charge in the air sharpened.

The waiter arrived just then, interrupting the moment with practiced politeness, placing plates and refilling glasses. Abby forced her breathing to slow, her expression neutral. She didn’t look at either of them until the waiter was gone again.

Jason’s voice came again, quieter now. “If you were mine, I wouldn’t let you walk like that through a restaurant.”

“She’s not yours,” Gavin said simply.

“No,” Jason said, “but you brought her here. Dressed like that. Leaking for someone else.”

“She’s leaking for me,” Gavin replied. “I just let her pretend it’s for anyone she wants.”

That shut down the conversation. Not because it killed the mood—but because it confirmed it.

Abby felt her heart in her throat. Her legs were trembling under the table. She wasn’t being seduced. She was being exhibited. And she didn’t want it to stop.

The plates had long since been cleared. The candles on the table had burned down low, their glow barely illuminating the space between glasses and untouched napkins. Dessert was offered. Declined. Coffee poured, but left half-sipped. No one at the table wanted sugar or caffeine.

They were already lit up in other ways.

Abby’s thighs stuck to the leather seat beneath her. Every time she shifted, she felt the tug of damp silk against her skin. Her whole body pulsed with a low, tight ache that hadn’t faded since they’d walked into the restaurant. She hadn’t been touched in any real way. Not since the pool. But somehow, her body was on the edge again. Sensitive. Needy. Humming with everything that wasn’t happening—but might.

She’d barely spoken in the last ten minutes. Neither had Gavin. Jason had asked a few quiet questions—where they were from, how long they’d been married, small talk laced with something darker underneath. But even that faded eventually.

There was nothing left to say at the table.

Just one question.

And it hadn’t been asked yet.

They stood together in the lobby, Jason lingering a few respectful steps behind. The elevator doors slid open, their mirrored interior reflecting all three of them: Abby in that nearly transparent dress, Gavin tall and calm beside her, Jason watching them both.

She could feel Jason’s eyes on her back. Not aggressive. Not possessive. Just interested.

And confident.

He wasn’t pushing. He didn’t have to.

Gavin turned to her slowly, one hand resting at the small of her back.

His voice was quiet, just for her.

“You want him to come up?”

That was all.

No pressure.

No command.

Just a key. And it was in her hand.

Her body was already screaming yes. Every inch of her felt stretched and hungry. Her panties were still upstairs, her nipples still hard, her pussy still soaked. And now, she had both men within arm’s reach.

She looked up at Gavin, eyes searching his face for any hint—any push, any pull. But he just watched her.

Completely still.

Completely willing to let her decide.

She turned slightly toward Jason, met his eyes, and held them. He didn’t smile. He didn’t speak. He just waited.

This is mine to choose.

Her pulse raced. Her mouth parted.

And then⁠—

The elevator doors began to close.

No one moved.

Not yet.


CHAPTER 10


Her heart thudded in her chest—slow, hard, deep. One beat at a time. She could feel it in her stomach, in her throat, in her knees. Everything inside her was burning and shaking all at once, but outwardly, she stayed still. Gavin’s eyes were locked on hers. His question hovered in the space between them, untouched but unmistakable.

“You want him to come up?”

Abby’s throat tightened. There was no room for words. She didn’t trust her voice, not now, not when every inch of her skin felt like it was vibrating. But the truth was already written across her body—between her thighs, across her nipples, in the damp silk that had long since become unwearable.

She nodded.

Once.

Not big. Not theatrical. Just enough.

Gavin didn’t smile. He didn’t smirk or exhale in relief. He just pressed the elevator button. The doors slid open. Jason stepped in beside them without hesitation.

And just like that, she’d invited another man into her marriage.

The ride up was quiet. Still. Too still. Abby could hear the blood rushing in her ears. She could smell the ghost of her own arousal on her thighs. She could feel her pulse in her wrists and the tiny shift of Jason’s weight beside her as he adjusted his stance, inching closer without crowding her. She didn’t move away. She couldn’t have moved if she tried.

Her mind spiraled.

I just said yes. No, not said—I showed it. That tiny nod, that tiny thing, and now he’s coming upstairs. To fuck me. Again. But this time, I know it’s coming. This time it’s not a surprise. It’s not a fantasy. It’s real.

And worse—she wanted it.

That knowledge cracked something wide open inside her. There was no story she could tell herself now. No pretending it was for Gavin, or because she was blindfolded, or because it was some once-in-a-lifetime taboo. She was wet, aching, and choosing this again.

She was walking herself into the lion’s den.

The elevator chimed. The doors opened onto their floor.

The suite waited at the end of the hall, golden light spilling out from beneath the door Gavin had left ajar earlier.

As they walked, her heels clicked softly on the carpet, each step a countdown. She felt both men’s presence behind her. Felt their eyes on her back. And for the first time, she didn’t feel like she was being followed.

She felt like she was being offered.

Like prey.

And she loved it.

The moment the door clicked shut, the quiet felt different. Not like peace. Not like privacy. It was heavier than that—like the walls had trapped the heat rising between them.

No one spoke.

Jason stood by the entry, his hands loose at his sides, head tilted slightly as if unsure whether to wait or advance. Gavin passed behind Abby without touching her, walking to the armchair across from the bed, his footsteps silent on the carpet. He sat down slowly, relaxed, his body dropping back into the seat like a man preparing to watch a show he’d already paid for.

Abby stood in the center of the suite, halfway between them.

She didn’t ask what to do.

She already knew.

Her hands trembled slightly as she reached for the thin straps at her shoulders, and she took a breath—shallow, uneven. Her mind was racing, but her body moved on instinct. This wasn’t like before. There was no blindfold. No mystery. No excuse to surrender without owning it. This time, she was fully seen.

And she wanted to be.

She slid the straps down her arms one by one, letting them fall into the bend of her elbows. The silk didn’t resist—it slid easily down her frame, whispering across her nipples, brushing the curve of her hips before puddling at her feet. She stepped out of it slowly, completely bare now except for her heels.

Her chest rose and fell with every breath.

She didn’t cover herself. Didn’t cross her arms or look away. She stood there, nude between two clothed men, feeling her heartbeat throb between her legs, the faintest wet trail already glistening down her inner thigh.

Gavin’s eyes moved over her slowly. Not hungrily. Not possessively.

Like she was a gift being unwrapped.

“Come here,” he said, voice low but steady.

She stepped toward him first, her heels clicking softly until she stood just in front of the chair. He didn’t touch her. He just looked up at her like he was memorizing the shape of her body all over again.

Then his eyes flicked past her—toward Jason.

“Show him,” Gavin said quietly. “What I’ve already broken in.”

Abby swallowed. Her mouth was dry, but her sex was soaked, the air cooling the slickness between her legs as she turned slowly toward Jason.

He hadn’t moved.

But the look in his eyes had changed. No more polite restraint. His gaze was sharp now. Focused. Hungry.

She walked toward him, her legs barely steady, hips swaying without her meaning to. Every nerve felt stretched thin, lit up. She felt the eyes behind her, Gavin’s attention trailing her every step like invisible fingertips running down her spine.

She stopped in front of Jason, heart pounding.

For a second, neither of them moved.

Then she reached for the buttons of his shirt, slow and deliberate, unfastening them one by one. Her fingers brushed his chest, warm and firm beneath the cotton, and he let out a breath she hadn’t realized he’d been holding.

He helped her slide the shirt off his shoulders. She dropped it onto the chair behind him, then went for his belt next—tugging the leather free with a quiet snap that echoed in the silence.

Still, Jason didn’t speak.

He just watched her.

Abby unzipped his pants, knelt slowly in front of him, and pulled them down with care. His cock sprang free—already hard, thick and flushed, slightly different than Gavin’s, but no less intimidating.

She stared at it, at the man behind it, and then glanced over her shoulder.

Gavin sat exactly where she left him, hand resting against the front of his slacks, watching her like he’d never seen anything more beautiful.

“Go on,” he said softly. “Taste him.”

She turned back to Jason.

And opened her mouth.

Abby parted her lips and took Jason into her mouth, slow at first, her tongue swirling instinctively around the head of his cock before she sank lower, just far enough to feel the heaviness of him on her tongue. Her jaw adjusted to the size, her lips stretching as she pulled back slightly, then sank forward again. She didn’t gag, didn’t flinch. It wasn’t about proving she could take it. It was about owning what she was doing—taking him because she wanted to.

Jason exhaled sharply, his fingers curling into the sides of the chair. His thighs tensed beneath her palms as she steadied herself between his legs, knees spread, the carpet biting lightly into her skin. The sound of her mouth working him—wet, rhythmic, hungry—filled the room in waves, broken only by his breathing and the faint rustle of Gavin’s slacks shifting as he adjusted himself in the chair behind her.

She didn’t look at Gavin right away. She knew he was watching. She felt him watching. Every time her mouth moved up and down that hard shaft, she knew Gavin was tracking the motion—watching her lips wrap, her tongue flatten, her cheeks hollow slightly as she began to speed up.

The taste of Jason was unfamiliar but not unpleasant—salty, slightly musky, clean. Her own arousal pulsed with every inch she swallowed, every slick stroke of her tongue, every breath she forced through her nose. She felt her nipples tighten, breasts swaying subtly as she worked. Her body had become an instrument of permission—Gavin’s permission—and now she was playing it for both of them.

Jason looked down at her, his voice low and tight.

“Fuck, you look incredible.”

Abby didn’t answer. She moaned softly around his cock instead, the vibration making him groan aloud, his hips twitching slightly in response. She pressed her hand to his stomach, keeping him steady, and sucked him in deeper, then pulled back slowly, saliva stretching from her lip to the tip of him as she looked up.

She turned her head slightly, her chin slick, her breath uneven.

Her eyes found Gavin.

He was stroking himself now—slowly, deliberately. Not in a rush. Not impatient. His eyes were locked on hers, and when he spoke, his voice was low and even.

“You look better like that. On your knees. Full mouth. Eyes up.”

Her pussy clenched, the wetness between her legs now unbearable. She was dripping, aroused to the edge of madness, the weight of Jason’s cock in her hand only part of the sensation overwhelming her body. The real heat came from Gavin’s words—the control in them, the pride, the ownership wrapped in admiration.

She turned back to Jason and opened her mouth again, this time taking him deeper, faster, her rhythm growing confident. Her hand joined her lips, twisting at the base, keeping time with each glide of her mouth. She could feel Jason’s tension mounting, the way his abs flexed beneath her touch, the way his voice caught in his throat when she moaned again, louder now, no longer holding back.

“Jesus—she’s fucking amazing,” Jason grunted, his hand moving to her hair, not pulling, just holding.

Gavin didn’t respond.

He just watched her.

She didn’t need to look to know his expression. He’d worn it the night before—focused, quiet, completely present. It wasn’t jealousy. It was satisfaction. He liked seeing her like this. Being taken. Being wanted. Being used because he allowed it.

Abby pulled back again, her mouth releasing Jason’s cock with a wet pop, and looked over her shoulder, her breath catching as she locked eyes with Gavin again.

“Do you want me to keep going?” she asked, voice thick, lips slick, chest heaving.

Gavin’s gaze dropped briefly to her ass, still high in the air, her thighs parted just enough for him to see the gleam between them.

“No,” he said calmly. “I want him to bend you over the bed.”

Her whole body went rigid at the command.

Then she stood.

And obeyed.

Jason’s hands were rougher than Gavin’s—not careless, but heavier. He gripped her waist with clear intent as he guided her toward the edge of the bed. Abby didn’t resist. Her legs felt weak, her heels clicking softly across the floor, her skin burning with anticipation. Her body moved without hesitation, and as she braced her hands on the mattress, bending slowly forward, she arched her back on instinct, her ass high, her thighs spread. She didn’t need direction. She knew how she looked like this. She knew what they both saw.

The room was quiet except for her breath and the subtle rustle of sheets beneath her palms. Gavin hadn’t moved from the chair. She didn’t have to turn to know his eyes were on her—the weight of them was unmistakable. That weight pushed her deeper into position, pushed her to hold still even when her legs shook, pushed her to keep her ass in the air and her pussy on full display while another man stood behind her, hard and ready.

Jason didn’t waste time. She felt his hands part her ass, felt the head of his cock slide slowly along her slit, teasing the slick folds, rubbing the swollen entrance that ached to be filled again. Abby clenched her eyes shut, her whole body twitching as he lined up to press inside. The first thrust wasn’t gentle—it was deep, slow, claiming—and her mouth fell open in a gasp that turned into a long, throaty moan.

“Oh—fuck…”

The burn was immediate. He was thick, the angle intense. She could feel her walls stretching to accommodate him, already sensitive from the night before. But it wasn’t pain—it was need being satisfied. Every inch that entered her lit her nerves on fire, made her knees buckle slightly, made her fingers grip the bedding tighter. She moaned louder, not because she couldn’t control it, but because she wanted Gavin to hear it all.

From behind her, Jason let out a grunt and grabbed her hips tighter, holding her in place as he started to move—long strokes at first, then faster. The sound of skin meeting skin filled the suite, rhythmic and wet, echoing in the quiet room like applause. Abby rocked back against him, not pulling away but meeting each thrust, grinding herself onto his cock with deliberate, slow abandon. She wasn’t being fucked. She was fucking back.

She turned her head, just enough to see Gavin in her periphery.

He hadn’t moved.

Still in the chair, shirt unbuttoned, hand wrapped around his cock, slow strokes keeping pace with her rhythm. But it was his face that lit her up—calm, hungry, proud. There was no jealousy in his eyes. Only focus. He watched her like she was his personal performance, and the more she moaned, the harder he stroked.

Abby reached beneath her, between her thighs, and rubbed her clit in tight, fast circles, the friction almost unbearable now. She wanted to come again. She wanted to do it while Gavin was looking directly into her eyes. She wanted him to see everything he’d created—his wife bent over, dripping wet, taking another man’s cock because he said she could.

Jason leaned forward, one hand sliding up her back, gripping her shoulder as he thrust harder.

“She’s so fucking tight,” he growled, panting against her neck.

Abby moaned louder, throwing her head back. “You like watching him fuck me?” she called out to Gavin, her voice breathless but strong.

“I like watching you take it like you were made for it,” Gavin replied, his voice low and steady from the chair. “Keep your eyes on me while you come.”

That broke something in her.

The heat that had been building in her stomach exploded upward. Her thighs trembled violently. Her mouth opened but no sound came out at first, just air. Then she came hard, her whole body seizing, cunt clenching around Jason’s cock as she cried out with a raw, guttural sound that wasn’t polite or quiet. It was desperate. Honest. Filthy.

Jason held her hips through it, still pounding her as she shook. And through it all, Gavin kept his gaze locked on hers—never blinking, never smiling, just watching like it was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen.

She didn’t collapse. She didn’t retreat.

She reached back again and begged for more.

Jason’s rhythm had shifted. He was no longer holding back, and she could feel it in every thrust—deeper now, faster, more ragged. Each time he bottomed out, her breath hitched. Her knees strained against the bed frame for support, her arms trembling slightly as she pressed her face to the sheets, flushed and panting. Her pussy was soaked, stretched, aching with pleasure, the pulse of her earlier orgasm still rippling faintly through her thighs.

But then she felt Gavin move.

The creak of the chair, the soft sound of his bare feet crossing the carpet—he was finally coming toward her. Her eyes fluttered open as she turned her head. Gavin was beside her now, tall and calm, stroking himself slowly as he watched Jason’s cock disappear into her body, again and again. He wasn’t angry. He wasn’t impatient. He was exactly where he wanted to be.

He knelt beside the bed and leaned in close, his lips brushing her ear just as Jason drove into her with another hard thrust that knocked a gasp from her chest.

“That’s it,” Gavin whispered. “Let him fuck you while you look at me.”

His hand slid gently up her spine, fingers tracing the curve of her back, grounding her. He didn’t grab. He didn’t take control. He anchored her, his voice wrapping around her like silk while her body was being stretched and pounded from behind.

“Feel how deep he is?” Gavin’s voice was darker now, his breath hot against her neck. “You’re swallowing his cock like it belongs to you.”

She moaned, helpless against the combination of pressure and praise. Her fingers gripped the sheets tighter as Jason slammed into her again, and again, and again, harder now, his grunts more urgent, his hands gripping her hips like he was holding on for dear life.

“I can see you dripping,” Gavin murmured. “You’re a fucking mess. Your thighs, your stomach, the bed—you’ve soaked everything.”

Abby couldn’t form words anymore. Her mind was spiraling, her nerves burning. Her body felt like it was breaking open again, the second orgasm building too fast, too hard, like her body had decided to take over without waiting for permission. Gavin’s hand slid between her legs, fingers brushing where Jason’s cock was buried inside her.

“You want to come again?” he asked softly.

She nodded, gasping, mouth open, eyes locked on him now.

He pressed his forehead gently to hers.

“Then come for both of us,” he said. “Come on his cock while I watch you fall apart.”

That was it.

Her body convulsed as the second orgasm tore through her—hotter, longer, wetter than the first. She cried out, not from pain or shame, but from sheer, overwhelming sensation. Her thighs trembled. Her arms gave out, folding beneath her, leaving her flat against the bed as Jason drove into her once more with a groan and buried himself to the hilt, spilling inside her with a final, deep thrust.

He stayed there for a moment, both of them panting, his hands softening at her hips. He slowly pulled out, her slick warmth clinging to him, dripping from between her legs and down her thighs in slow, messy trails. Abby collapsed fully onto the sheets, her body a live wire, every inch tingling, her breath shallow.

Gavin reached down and stroked her hair gently, pushing it back from her damp forehead. She turned her head toward him, exhausted, raw, but smiling.

He leaned down and kissed her.

Not hard. Not urgent.

Just real.

She was still his.

And she had never been more sure of it.


CHAPTER 11


The room was dim and warm, lit only by the golden spill of sunlight sneaking in through the sheer curtains. Abby blinked slowly, adjusting to the quiet, the stillness, the after. Her body ached in subtle, lovely places—hips, thighs, the base of her spine. Her nipples were sore. Her lips swollen. Between her legs, she felt the unmistakable stickiness of dried cum, the mixture of two men still clinging to her skin. She didn't move right away. She just laid there in the tangle of the sheets, eyes half-lidded, letting the ache settle and hum through her muscles like a second heartbeat.

The air still smelled like sex. A heavy mix of sweat, skin, spit, and the sharp, salt-slick scent of everything they’d done. Her inner thighs were tacky with it. Her hair was a mess, a halo of tangled heat against Gavin’s pillow, and her stomach bore faint marks—his handprint, Jason’s grip, the gentle aftermath of being filled, taken, seen. It should have left her feeling exposed. But it didn’t. It made her feel proud.

She let her hand drift down between her thighs, slow and lazy, her fingers slipping through the mess left behind. She wasn’t trying to clean herself—she just wanted to feel it. The slickness. The memory. Her middle finger grazed the edge of her swollen entrance and a small, involuntary gasp left her lips. She was sore, and sensitive, but already wet again.

That realization was like a slow burn rising through her chest. She wasn’t done. Her body hadn’t had enough. She hadn’t even begun to come down. The moment her fingertips found her clit, her hips lifted off the bed in a soft, desperate arch. It felt too good, too immediate, like her nerves were still firing from the night before. Her breath hitched, and she pressed harder.

Behind her, she felt Gavin shift under the covers. His presence registered slowly—warm skin against her back, the weight of his arm pulling away. She thought maybe he’d roll over and fall back asleep, but instead, his body shifted closer. His lips brushed her shoulder, then paused, and she felt him looking at her hand.

“You’re already touching yourself,” he murmured, voice still heavy with sleep but threaded with something darker.

“I couldn’t help it,” Abby whispered, not stopping. Her fingers circled faster now, slick with the mix of her own arousal and what Jason had left behind inside her. “I’m still dripping. From last night.”

Gavin’s hand slid across her stomach, slow and deliberate, anchoring her as he pulled her gently onto her back. His eyes traced her body like he was still claiming her all over again. He didn’t kiss her. He didn’t speak. He just moved his hand down, covering hers, guiding her fingers away so he could take over.

When his thumb pressed down against her clit, her whole body jolted. The sensation was too much, too raw, and she whimpered into the pillow, thighs trying to clench, but he held her open with his other hand and didn’t let up.

“You liked being filled up while I watched?” he asked softly, almost too softly. “Waking up still full of him?”

She couldn’t answer. Her breath was too broken, her thighs trembling as he circled her clit with practiced, cruel precision. Her orgasm hit faster than she expected, rushing up from her core like a riptide, tearing through her without warning. She gasped and arched, thighs slick, hips lifting as she came against his fingers, crying out his name as everything clenched and released in one long, overwhelming wave.

He didn’t stop right away. He eased her down slowly, fingers still stroking, coaxing every last tremor from her legs, watching her face the entire time.

When she finally went still, chest heaving, Gavin leaned down and kissed her forehead.

“You’re not done yet,” he whispered against her skin. “And neither am I.”

The scent of breakfast filled the suite—coffee, fresh strawberries, crisp bacon, and a soft, buttery cloud of croissants stacked neatly in a basket on the tray. The silverware clinked lightly as Abby and Gavin sat across from one another on the balcony, the ocean breeze lifting the edges of the linen napkins and fluttering through Abby’s sleep-tousled hair. She had wrapped herself loosely in one of the hotel’s robes, but she hadn’t bothered to tie it. The folds gaped at her chest, her thighs still bare underneath, her skin warm from the morning sun and even warmer from the low, slow ache still pulsing between her legs.

Gavin was shirtless, his robe hung open as he sipped his coffee and watched her over the rim of the cup. His gaze wasn’t heavy. He wasn’t staring. But he didn’t look away, either. There was something different about the way he was watching her now. Not possessive. Not even proud. It was closer to reverent.

She broke the silence first.

“You’ve barely said anything since we woke up.”

Gavin smiled faintly and leaned back in the chair. “I’m just… watching you. Processing it.”

Abby raised an eyebrow as she bit into a piece of melon. “Processing?”

He nodded, still calm, still unreadable. “That was a big night.”

“You mean me taking another cock while you sat across the room and jerked off?”

The bluntness in her tone made Gavin smirk, but he didn’t flinch.

“No,” he said. “I mean you asking for it this time.”

That shut her up for a moment. She looked down at her plate, suddenly aware of how exposed she still felt—even in his arms, even after everything. But it wasn’t shame curling in her stomach. It was something closer to pride, twisted with curiosity and a hunger she didn’t yet know how to satisfy.

She glanced up at him again. “Were you jealous?”

The question hung in the air like steam rising off the coffee. Gavin didn’t answer immediately. He picked up his fork and cut into a slice of bacon, chewing slowly before responding.

“Not in the way you think,” he said. “I wasn’t jealous of him. He wasn’t taking anything from me. He was doing exactly what I told him to do. You were still mine, even when he was inside you.”

Abby’s stomach tightened, but not from discomfort. She shifted in her seat, the robe falling slightly off one shoulder as she tilted her head and studied him.

“So what kind of jealous?”

Gavin took another sip of coffee before answering. “The kind that comes when I realize someone else is getting to feel how wet you are. How tight. How you clench when you’re about to come. The kind that makes me want to drag you back to bed and remind you that you only come like that because I taught your body to.”

That was all it took.

A shiver crawled up her spine, and her thighs clenched under the table. She hadn’t meant to get turned on again so quickly. She was still recovering. But the truth curled in her belly like heat. Gavin didn’t just allow what happened. He claimed it. He needed it to mean something.

She sipped her mimosa slowly, licking the sugar from the rim, then looked at him over the glass. “I liked knowing you were hard while he was fucking me.”

Gavin’s jaw flexed slightly, his eyes darkening just a shade.

“I know.”

“And I liked that you didn’t stop him.”

“I wanted to see how far you’d go.”

“I’m not sure I’ve found my limit yet.”

That silenced him.

He leaned forward now, elbows resting on his knees, coffee set aside. For the first time, he looked a little unsettled—not upset, not regretful, but like the weight of what she’d just said was settling into place in a new way.

Abby met his eyes, steady and sure now.

“I think that scares me a little,” she said softly. “But not enough to stop.”

Gavin didn’t speak for a few seconds. Then he nodded once.

“Then we find your limits together.”

The remains of breakfast sat forgotten on the tray. The plates were barely touched. Coffee half-cold. A mimosa slowly sweating in the sun. But neither of them noticed. Abby sat sideways in her chair now, one leg bent, robe draped carelessly around her body, exposing most of one thigh. She wasn’t trying to look seductive. She wasn’t even thinking about her posture. The ease in her limbs came from something deeper—ownership.

“I keep thinking about last night,” she said, tracing a fingertip along the rim of her glass. “But not just what happened.”

Gavin looked at her over his cup. “What, then?”

She turned toward him fully now, both legs curled beneath her, eyes darker than they had been even minutes before. “How it felt to know you were watching. To feel someone inside me while your eyes were on my face. Like I was putting on a show just for you.”

Gavin didn’t move. His stare held steady, but something changed in his expression—subtle, like a shift in pressure just before a storm.

Abby kept going.

“I wasn’t just being fucked,” she said. “I was performing. I wanted to make you harder. I wanted to hear your breath catch when I moaned loud enough. I wanted to feel you watching my body get used and know it made you crazy.”

Gavin swallowed, then set his coffee aside. The silence stretched between them, but it wasn’t awkward. It was alive—tense, charged, thick with the sense that something fundamental had just tilted beneath them.

Abby leaned forward now, elbows on her knees, voice dropping into something more intimate.

“And when I looked at you—when you were touching yourself—I realized something. I wasn’t doing it for him. Not even a little. I was doing it for you. So you could see what you’d made me into.”

Gavin exhaled once, a deep breath through his nose, and then leaned back, letting her words settle.

Abby smiled slowly, watching him. “You’re the reason I could take him so deep. You trained me to open up. To stay still when it hurts. To come harder when I’m full. That wasn’t about submission. That was about power. Yours. And now… mine too.”

She stood slowly, robe falling off her shoulder as she stepped closer to him. Gavin didn’t reach for her. He didn’t speak. He just watched her approach, watched her climb into his lap, straddle him, thighs sliding warm against his as her bare cunt settled against his still-loose robe.

She leaned in and whispered at his ear, the heat of her breath making him tense beneath her.

“I liked being your slut in front of another man. But what I really liked?” she murmured. “Was knowing you were the one I belonged to… while I made him come.”

Gavin’s hands gripped her thighs suddenly, his breath ragged now, his cock stiffening under her as the robe fell fully open. But Abby wasn’t finished.

She kissed the corner of his mouth—slow, wet, lingering—and pulled back just enough to meet his eyes.

“I want more,” she said. “Not just cock. I want to be watched. I want to perform. And I want you to know that the more you let me go… the harder I’ll come for you.”

Gavin said nothing at first.

But his hands tightened at her waist.

And his eyes—calm, dark, endless—told her he heard everything.
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The café was bright, open, and quietly buzzing with the late-morning crowd. Most tables were taken by couples still in vacation mode—sunglasses perched on heads, half-drunk cappuccinos, and the slow, dreamy movements of people who had nowhere to be. Abby fit the scene perfectly, at least on the surface. Her hair was tied up loosely, still slightly damp from the shower, and her dress—short, floral, barely opaque in the sun—clung to her curves with a softness that drew the eye without demanding it.

She didn’t wear a bra. Or panties. That part, of course, was intentional.

They took a table at the edge of the patio, shaded by a pale green umbrella and surrounded by oversized ferns that rustled gently in the breeze. Gavin ordered black coffee. Abby sipped her mimosa slowly, her sunglasses hiding the exact angle of her gaze.

But Gavin noticed something shift in her posture.

She was leaning back in the chair, knees slightly apart, letting the hem of her dress ride up naturally. Not flashing anything. Not yet. But not adjusting it either. And then her head turned just slightly to the right—toward the next table over.

That’s when Gavin saw him.

Late twenties, maybe thirty. Business casual. Athletic frame, good haircut, tan from somewhere expensive. He was alone, tapping something into his phone with one hand, a pack of cigarettes on the table next to his orange juice. When he looked up, Abby was already watching him.

She didn’t smile at first. Just held his gaze for a moment too long before slowly sipping from her glass.

“Don’t,” Gavin said, his voice quiet but edged with something hot. “Not unless you’re ready to play again.”

Abby lowered her sunglasses down her nose and looked at him directly.

“I’m not playing,” she said. “I’m shopping.”

Gavin blinked slowly, his jaw tightening. There was no teasing in her voice. Just hunger. That same quiet, confident heat that had been simmering since they woke up.

The man at the next table—Chad, as they’d later learn—glanced at them both. Not awkwardly. Not aggressively. Just curious. His gaze lingered on Abby a little longer than it should have. Then he nodded once, polite but interested, before going back to his drink.

A moment later, he reached into his bag for a lighter.

Then looked back at them.

“You wouldn’t happen to have one, would you?” he asked, his voice low and smooth.

Gavin reached for his jacket pocket, but Abby got there first. She pulled out the slim gold lighter Gavin had carried the night before and held it out toward Chad with a slow, knowing smile.

Chad took it, their fingers brushing. His eyes dropped for the briefest second to the gap in her dress, the way it slid along her thigh as she shifted in her seat. She didn’t close her legs.

He flicked the lighter, lit his cigarette, then exhaled and handed it back. “Thanks. I’m Chad, by the way.”

“Abby,” she said, without missing a beat. “This is Gavin.”

Chad gave Gavin a nod—polite, neutral—but his attention stayed on Abby. And Abby let it.

As Gavin watched, she crossed her legs slowly, the dress slipping higher, revealing smooth, bare skin that made it obvious—if he looked hard enough—that there was nothing underneath. She wasn’t reckless. She was careful. Controlled. But she wanted to be seen.

Chad leaned forward slightly. “You two here for the weekend?”

“Anniversary,” Abby answered before Gavin could speak. “Celebrating in our own way.”

Chad’s eyebrows lifted slightly. “That so?”

Gavin sipped his coffee, silent now, watching the subtle shift in Chad’s posture as he started to pick up the unspoken signals. The energy between them wasn’t hidden. It was charged, open-ended, full of dangerous potential.

Abby turned to Gavin, her voice low and sultry.

“Do you think he’d come in his pants,” she whispered, “if I slid under the table right now and started sucking your cock?”

Gavin’s hand gripped his coffee cup tighter.

“Abby.”

She smiled sweetly, then looked back at Chad, who was clearly pretending not to eavesdrop but failing miserably.

“I think we should go upstairs,” she said, standing slowly and letting her dress slide right to the top of her thighs.

Chad didn’t say a word.

But his eyes followed her the entire way.

As Abby walked ahead of him, her hips swayed beneath the light fabric of her dress, the hem fluttering just high enough to keep Gavin’s blood simmering. Her steps were slow but deliberate, her bare thighs brushing with every shift of her weight, legs long and warm in the sun. The dress clung to her lower back, thin enough to show the curve of her ass when the breeze caught it just right. Gavin followed, watching her with heat in his chest and tension in his jaw.

He didn’t rush. He let her keep the lead.

At the table behind them, Chad hadn’t moved. His posture was still casual, but his eyes followed Abby until she disappeared past the ferns and into the corridor leading back toward the elevators. Gavin glanced back once. Their eyes met. Chad didn’t smile. Didn’t nod. But there was something in the way he looked at Gavin—like he was trying to understand the rules of a game he didn’t know he was playing.

Gavin didn’t break eye contact. Just gave a slight tilt of his head, neutral but not unfriendly.

The look Chad returned was more curious than suspicious. It wasn’t aggressive. But it wasn’t confused either. It was the look of a man who’d seen something just outside the frame—something provocative, sexual, and not quite explainable. Gavin knew that look because he’d worn it himself, the first time he ever saw Abby flirting without apology.

As he turned and followed her down the hall, he could still feel Chad’s attention pressing against his back. A door was opening between them—not fully, not yet, but enough to let possibility slip through.

Abby waited by the elevator, her finger already on the button, her eyes steady on him.

She didn’t speak right away. Just stood there, sunlight glowing through the fabric of her dress, making her body all but visible beneath it. When he reached her, she stepped closer, their bodies barely touching, her mouth brushing the shell of his ear as she whispered.

“If I’d told him to come upstairs,” she murmured, “would you have stopped me?”

Gavin felt every word like a wire pulled tight across his skin. His breath caught, but he didn’t answer. He didn’t have to. Abby stepped back with a quiet, wicked smile and turned as the elevator doors opened. She walked in ahead of him, hips swaying, not bothering to press the skirt down as she stepped inside.

He followed, heart pounding, cock hard, and mind racing with the same question:

What if she had?

And what if he hadn’t said no?


CHAPTER 12


The shower hissed quietly behind the closed door, steam fogging the mirror above the marble sink, while Abby lay sprawled across the king-sized bed like she already owned the room. The sheets beneath her were rumpled, still faintly damp with sweat and memory. She wore one of Gavin’s dress shirts now—bare-legged, no bra, cuffs rolled back just enough to free her wrists as she scrolled lazily through her phone.

Her body was still sore. Her pussy tender. Her thighs carried the ghost of fingers that had gripped her hard enough to leave a story behind. But the ache wasn’t slowing her down. If anything, it fed the hunger curling tight in her stomach. That ache reminded her she was alive, wet, and still waiting.

She found Chad’s contact where Gavin had entered it the night before, still labeled with just his first name. She stared at it for a moment, tongue pressed against the inside of her cheek, thumb hovering over the message field. There was no hesitation. Just intention. Her heart didn’t even race.

She typed:

Drinks in our suite tonight? Bring that same energy.

Then hit send.

The moment it left her screen, a new kind of charge settled over her body—like stepping out onto a stage just as the spotlight hits. It wasn’t fear. It was power.

Gavin came out of the bathroom five minutes later, towel slung low on his hips, hair damp, chest still glistening with heat. His expression was relaxed, loose, that faint post-sex calm still in his eyes. But the moment he saw her, something in his posture shifted. Her shirt. Her stare. Her body language. She looked like she had something to say.

He didn’t have to ask. She told him before he reached the bed.

“I invited Chad.”

Gavin froze, just for a beat, towel still clutched in one hand as water dripped slowly from his hair onto his chest.

Abby sat up, legs crossing under her, the shirt sliding open just enough to show the soft swell of her breast beneath. Her voice stayed calm. Unapologetic. “I texted him while you were in the shower. Told him we’d be having drinks here tonight. Told him to come ready.”

For a moment, Gavin just stared at her. Not angry. Not surprised. But definitely feeling it. The message wasn’t what shocked him. It was the delivery. There had been no discussion. No buildup. No soft lead-in. Just a decision. Already made.

He stepped closer, towel now draped over the back of a chair, his cock beginning to harden again even as confusion flickered through his eyes. “You didn’t think to run it by me first?”

“No,” she said, simply. “I thought you wanted this.”

“I do,” he replied, but slower now. “I just wasn’t expecting it to come from you.”

Abby smiled—small, confident, dangerous.

“Good,” she said. “I’m done waiting for you to pull the trigger.”

Gavin stood at the foot of the bed, one hand gripping the back of the chair where his towel hung. He didn’t speak right away. His eyes flicked across her face, trying to read past her calm, her confidence, looking for a signal of hesitation that wasn’t there. Abby sat motionless, back straight, legs folded beneath her, hair loose around her shoulders, the oversized shirt barely hiding the heat that radiated off her skin.

“I know what you’re thinking,” she said softly, but not timidly. “That maybe this is happening too fast. That I’m getting reckless.”

He didn’t confirm or deny it.

She continued anyway.

“But I’m not spiraling. I’m not lost. I see what I’m doing. I see you. And this thing we’re in now—it’s not just your fantasy anymore. It’s mine too. You opened that door for me, and now I don’t want to wait for someone to walk through it. I want to hold it open. I want to choose who steps in.”

Gavin’s fingers tensed against the chair, but he stayed silent, letting her speak.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about him,” Abby went on. “Not just because he was hot. Not because I want to be passed around or collected like a toy. But because of the way he looked at me when he realized what we were. He didn’t know the rules, but he wanted to know. I could see it in his face—he felt the tension between us, and he liked it. He was curious. And I want to know what happens when that kind of curiosity is invited in.”

Her voice lowered, eyes locking onto Gavin’s. “You brought the first man to our bed. You watched me come on someone else’s cock. And I loved it. I loved every second of it—not just the way it felt, but the way you looked at me while it was happening. That look... it made me feel more desired than anything in my life.”

She paused long enough to let the weight of those words land. Then she reached for her phone and turned it slowly in her palm, eyes dropping to the screen for a beat before lifting again.

“So I took the next step. Because I need to know what it feels like to own that look. To create it. To pull it out of you again… but on my terms.”

Gavin finally moved, walking around the side of the bed, sitting beside her. He didn’t touch her. Just looked, brow drawn tight, but not with anger—just a kind of stunned realization that the dynamic he had once engineered was now being reconstructed in real time by the very woman he’d wanted to empower.

“And if I’d said no?” he asked, his voice low.

Abby shrugged one bare shoulder and answered with painful honesty. “I’d have canceled. Because you’re still the center of this for me. But I’d have been disappointed. Not just in missing the chance—but in the idea that you didn’t trust me to take it.”

That hit him harder than he expected.

Gavin leaned forward, elbows on his knees, rubbing his hands together once before turning his face back toward hers.

“I trust you,” he said. “I just don’t know if I trust myself not to lose control of this.”

Abby reached over and placed her hand on his thigh. Not to seduce. Just to anchor him.

“Then don’t control it,” she said gently. “Watch it. Enjoy it. Let it happen. And if it ever feels like too much… you tell me, and we stop.”

Gavin studied her for a long moment. Then, finally, he nodded.

“Okay,” he said. “Let’s see what happens.”

The silence between them was thick but not uncomfortable. Gavin leaned back against the headboard, arms crossed loosely over his chest, still processing everything Abby had said. She sat near the foot of the bed, knees drawn up, the hem of the shirt slipping higher as her thighs pressed together, her skin glowing in the late afternoon light pouring through the windows.

He rubbed the bridge of his nose with two fingers, then looked at her.

“Are we setting any rules?” he asked.

Abby tilted her head slightly, the corner of her mouth twitching—not with amusement, but recognition. She knew that question was coming.

“I don’t think I want any,” she said.

Gavin blinked. “None?”

She shifted onto her knees and crawled up the bed toward him, slow and deliberate, until her face hovered just inches from his. Her voice dropped into a whisper.

“No limits. No safe words. No warnings. Just you… watching me do what we’ve both already dreamed about.”

Her breath was warm on his mouth, her thighs brushing his as she settled in his lap. Gavin’s hands landed automatically on her hips, but there was no control in his grip. Just contact. Her body was soft, bare beneath the shirt, the heat of her skin bleeding into his. He swallowed hard.

“What if you like it too much?” he asked.

“I already do.”

The honesty in her eyes startled him. There was no performance in it. No teasing. Just truth.

“I’m not chasing danger, Gavin. I’m not trying to lose myself in strangers,” she said. “I’m showing you who I am now. And I need to know you still want me when I’m like this.”

Gavin’s fingers tightened just slightly on her skin. “There’s no version of you I don’t want.”

“Then stop asking for boundaries,” she said, voice softer now. “Just stay close enough to see what I become.”

He leaned forward, pressing his forehead against hers. For a moment, neither of them moved. The air between them was hot, intimate, quiet.

Then Abby pulled back just enough to meet his eyes again.

“If you ever need me to stop,” she said, “you tell me once. That’s all it takes. But I don’t want rules that tell me what I’m allowed to do. I want to feel how far you’ll let me go before you take me back.”

Those words hung between them like an unspoken dare. And Gavin, for all his quiet caution, felt his cock start to harden again beneath her. Not because he had control. But because he was willing to give it up—to her.

He nodded, barely.

Abby kissed him once, deeply, then pulled away.

“I’m going to go get ready,” she said.

And with that, she slid off his lap, the hem of his shirt fluttering just enough to show the curve of her ass as she walked into the bathroom—leaving him breathless, hard, and no longer in charge.
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The room was dim now, the daylight fading behind gauzy curtains as the sun sank lower outside. The suite had shifted from its earlier casual disorder into something more deliberate. The bed was freshly made. Candles burned low on the dresser. The minibar had been raided for good liquor, and two lowball glasses sat on the edge of the nightstand, untouched but ready.

Gavin sat in the same chair he had used the night before, now clothed in charcoal slacks and a dark, fitted button-down. He didn’t move. He didn’t pace. But inside, his pulse was a slow, steady drumbeat of nerves and anticipation. He wasn’t scared of what might happen. He was ready—even if readiness now felt more like surrender than control.

From the bathroom, he heard the faint sounds of makeup being closed, drawers shut, heels clicking lightly on tile.

And then, silence.

When the door opened, Abby stepped out slowly—backlit by the soft light of the vanity, her silhouette cutting clean and dangerous against the warm tones of the room. Her black lingerie wasn’t extravagant—no frills, no glitter. Just sleek straps, sheer panels, and the kind of cut that didn’t beg for attention so much as command it. Her nipples pressed against the thin fabric of the bra. The matching panties were barely there, high on her hips, revealing the curve of her ass every time she moved.

She didn’t look at Gavin right away. She didn’t need to. His silence said everything. His eyes dragged over her body with reverence, hunger, and awe. And when she finally met his gaze, her expression wasn’t seeking approval.

It was confirmation.

A knock at the door.

They both stilled for a moment, the sound soft but sharp in the stillness.

Gavin stood. Walked slowly. No words passed between them. He opened the door.

Chad stood in the hallway—clean-shaven, well-dressed in a tailored navy shirt and dark jeans. His cologne was subtle but masculine, and there was a slight tension in his jaw that made it obvious he knew something was about to happen. But he didn’t expect this.

When he looked past Gavin and saw Abby standing in lingerie beside the bed, his breath visibly caught in his throat.

Abby smiled slowly. “Hi, Chad.”

He stepped in.

“Didn’t expect it to start this fast,” he said, his voice rougher now, eyes locked on her body.

Abby stepped forward, bare feet silent on the carpet, and closed the distance between them. “I didn’t invite you up here for small talk.”

Gavin stepped aside. He said nothing. Just let the moment unfold.

Abby didn’t hesitate. She slid her hand behind Chad’s neck, pulled his mouth down to hers, and kissed him—hard. Deep. Slow. Her fingers tangled in his shirt as he pulled her flush against him, the heat between them igniting with zero preamble.

When she pulled back, her lips were already parted, breath faster.

“I’ve been thinking about your cock all day,” she said, just loud enough for both men to hear. “And now you’re going to show it to me.”

Chad’s hands slid to her hips, gripping tight, but Abby turned, stepped back toward the bed, and looked at Gavin.

Not asking.

Just checking.

Gavin nodded once.

And Abby lay back across the pillows, arms open, eyes on both of them.

The silence after her invitation wasn’t awkward. It was weighted—thick with awareness, lust, and the knowledge that no one in the room was confused about what came next. Abby stretched across the bed like she’d always belonged there, head resting on the pillows, one leg bent, the other extended toward the floor. Her bare thigh caught the warm light as it spilled across the sheets, and the black straps of her lingerie framed her curves like they’d been designed for this exact moment.

She didn’t speak again. She didn’t have to.

Chad looked at her like he’d never seen anything so naked, so shamelessly available, yet so in control. There was no awkward smile. No nervous fidget. He didn’t ask Gavin if this was okay. He didn’t need to. Gavin hadn’t said a word—but his presence, his hard cock pressing against his slacks, his unblinking eyes from the chair in the corner—that was permission enough.

Abby extended a hand toward Chad.

He took it.

She pulled him toward her, slow and firm, until he stood over her, body tense, eyes still wide. She let her fingertips slide down the buttons of his shirt, one by one, undoing them as if she were unwrapping a gift she’d ordered herself. The fabric parted to reveal a hard chest, toned and tanned, the soft line of hair disappearing beneath the waistline of his jeans.

She looked up at him, her voice low and sharp.

“Get undressed. I want to see all of you.”

Chad swallowed but didn’t argue. He stripped efficiently—shirt, belt, jeans, briefs—until he stood naked beside the bed, cock already hard, thick, and unmistakably eager. Abby sat up slightly, licking her bottom lip as her eyes raked down his body. She looked over at Gavin, still seated, unmoving but not passive.

She met his gaze. Held it.

“You want to watch me suck his cock?” she asked, her voice husky, playful, challenging.

Gavin didn’t answer, but his hand moved between his legs, unzipping his slacks just enough to free himself. He was already stiff. Already leaking. The answer was obvious.

Abby turned back to Chad and beckoned him forward. He stepped between her legs, standing at the edge of the bed as she sat upright and wrapped her fingers around the base of his shaft. His breath hitched. She smiled.

“Let me show you what my husband taught me.”

And then she opened her mouth and took him in.

Chad groaned, hands instinctively moving to her hair as she sank down halfway, her lips stretching around his girth, tongue swirling along the underside of his cock as she began to work him with deliberate, wet precision. Her throat relaxed as she took more, inch by inch, until she felt his thighs tense against her jaw.

Gavin’s breathing picked up across the room.

He didn’t speak.

He just watched—his wife, her lips stretched around another man’s cock, eyes flicking back to him with a look that wasn’t pleading, wasn’t apologetic, wasn’t submissive.

It was owning him.

She sucked harder, faster, saliva dripping down her chin as she moved her hand in rhythm with her mouth, moaning softly against Chad’s shaft just loud enough for Gavin to hear.

And the most dangerous part of all?

She hadn’t even started fucking yet.


CHAPTER 13


Abby didn’t wait for instruction. She didn’t look for a nod or cue. She climbed onto Chad with the fluid grace of someone who already knew her place—and claimed it. Her knees pressed into the mattress on either side of his hips, her hands planted firmly against his chest. Chad stared up at her like she was a goddamn vision. His cock stood hard and ready between them, already slick with her spit, already pulsing. He reached for her thighs, but she grabbed his wrists and pinned them to the bed.

“Don’t move,” she said, her voice calm, breathy, dominant. “Just feel it.”

She reached between them and wrapped her hand around his shaft, guiding him up against her slick entrance. Gavin could see the way her hips angled, the way her fingers trembled slightly—not with nerves, but with hunger. She rubbed the head of Chad’s cock against herself, slow, lazy, coating him in her wetness before lowering her body—inch by inch—until he was inside her.

Chad let out a low, strained groan, his muscles tensing beneath her.

Abby moaned too, her head tilting back as she stretched to take him. “Fuck, he’s thick,” she said, loud enough for Gavin to hear. “You feel that, baby?”

Gavin didn’t answer, but he couldn’t look away. He was seated just a few feet from the bed, cock out, hand wrapped around the base, his breath shallow and unsteady. This wasn’t watching anymore. This was witnessing.

Abby began to ride—slow, heavy, grinding strokes that made Chad’s hips jerk upward instinctively. She planted her hands on his chest, using him like a toy, keeping the rhythm she wanted.

“He’s so deep,” she gasped. “Stretching me open… You see it, don’t you?”

Gavin’s jaw clenched as he stroked harder.

“I’m full, Gavin. So fucking full,” Abby moaned, her body rocking forward, breasts bouncing slightly with every thrust. “And you’re just sitting there… watching me take it.”

She moved faster now, harder, hips slamming down against Chad’s with slick, audible sounds that filled the room. Chad started to lose his restraint, hands grabbing at her ass, mouth hanging open.

But Abby didn’t give him control. She set the pace. She leaned forward, hair falling over her shoulders as she whispered something filthy into Chad’s ear—something Gavin couldn’t hear, but felt in the way her body moved. Chad groaned again, louder this time, hips bucking uncontrollably.

“Harder,” Abby gasped, grinding down against him. “Fuck me harder. Show him how deep you can go.”

Chad grabbed her hips, thrusting up into her now, faster, more desperate—but still she kept control, keeping her knees planted, keeping her rhythm tight.

Gavin’s breath was ragged now. His cock throbbed in his fist, but he still hadn’t come. He couldn’t. Not yet. Not until she told him.

And Abby wasn’t done showing off.

Abby’s breath came in sharp gasps, her body rising and falling in a rhythm that was no longer just pleasure—it was performance. She moved like she owned every inch of skin she was riding, her thighs clenching, back arched, hair falling wild down her shoulders. Her moans weren’t sweet—they were guttural, wet, raw. And none of it was for Chad.

Every sound, every thrust, every word was aimed at Gavin.

She looked right at him as she slammed her hips down again. “You watching this?” she panted. “Watching me fuck him like I need it?”

Gavin’s knuckles were white where he gripped his cock, his breath sharp and ragged. He didn’t speak, but his body said everything. The way his muscles were locked tight. The way his jaw clenched every time Chad groaned beneath her.

Abby smiled, a dangerous, almost cruel little twist of her lips. “He’s not shy like the first one,” she said, rocking her hips in a tight circle. “He grabs me. Pulls me deeper. You like that?”

Chad let out a sharp breath, his hands digging into her ass. “She’s tight as hell,” he groaned, almost in disbelief.

Abby moaned louder, then looked at Gavin again. “Did you hear that? He said I’m tight. Your wife. Dripping on his cock. What does that do to you, baby?”

Gavin’s answer came in the form of a twitch in his fist, a stifled grunt as his hand moved harder. His face was flushed, but his eyes were still locked on hers. Hungry. Almost wild.

“You like watching me take another man raw?” she whispered, her voice trembling with pleasure. “You like watching me bounce on him until he forgets his own name?”

She paused, grinding slow and deep, her fingers clutching Chad’s chest as she rolled her hips again. Chad’s head dropped back on the pillow, his eyes shut, jaw clenched like he was barely holding on.

“I could make him come right now,” she said, staring at Gavin. “All I have to do is squeeze. Milk him. Let him fill me up while you sit there and watch.”

Gavin groaned low in his throat, eyes flicking to the place where their bodies met, where Abby’s slick thighs moved over another man’s lap. His jealousy burned in his chest—not as pain, but as heat. As need. His cock pulsed in his hand, harder than he could ever remember.

Abby kept moving, her voice darker now. “You want that, don’t you? You want to see what it looks like when he loses control. When he forgets I’m yours. When I forget, just for a minute, because it feels so damn good.”

She leaned forward, pressing her hands to Chad’s chest again, her back arching, her voice turning breathy as she moaned, “Oh God… I can feel him twitching. He’s close.”

Then she stopped.

Froze on top of him, her chest heaving, lips parted.

“No,” she whispered, shaking her head as she looked down at Chad. “Not yet.”

Chad groaned in frustration, his hands gripping her hips like he was trying not to explode. But Abby turned her eyes back to Gavin, sweat glistening at her collarbone, her expression firm.

“Not until you say it’s time.”

Gavin’s thighs ached from tension. His hand was wet with pre-cum, his cock slick and twitching in his grip. He hadn’t blinked in what felt like minutes. He couldn’t—not with what was in front of him. Abby sat frozen on Chad’s lap, her body gleaming with sweat, her chest rising and falling with each heavy breath. Her lips were parted, her pupils wide. But the stillness in her posture was deliberate. Intentional.

She wasn’t riding anymore.

She was waiting.

“Come here,” she said, her voice low and husky.

Gavin didn’t move.

Abby tilted her head, dark strands of hair falling across one eye. “I want you to see it,” she said. “Up close. I want you to see me—how wet I am, how deep he is inside me. I want you to look at what you’ve given me.”

His breath stuttered. His feet felt heavy. But he stood. His legs were tight with arousal, his jaw clenched, his cock swollen and aching. Slowly, almost cautiously, he moved to the bed.

Abby didn’t break eye contact.

She spread her knees a little wider as he approached, the muscles in her thighs flexing, her hips still pressed tight to Chad’s.

Gavin stood at the edge of the mattress now. Close enough to touch—but he didn’t. He looked down, and the sight of it nearly buckled his knees.

His wife.

Straddling another man.

Her inner thighs soaked.

Her lips swollen.

His cock visibly buried inside her.

Her body stretched and dripping and trembling—and all of it offered to him to see.

“Is this too far?” Abby asked, her voice quiet. Not teasing. Not smug. Just real. “Tell me now, and I’ll stop.”

Gavin shook his head, jaw tight. “No.”

“Then tell me what you see.”

His throat worked. “I see you… being taken.”

“Do you like it?”

He paused, then answered with a broken exhale. “More than I should.”

Abby leaned forward, resting her hands on Chad’s chest, hips still pressed full down against him. “Do you see how soaked I am for him?”

He nodded.

“Do you want to come?” she asked, glancing down at his cock, still pulsing in his hand.

“God, yes.”

Abby bit her lip. “Then get closer.”

Gavin stepped forward, his thighs brushing the mattress now. Abby moved her body just enough to tilt her hips, giving him a clearer view between her legs—showing him everything. Her folds stretched wide. Chad’s thickness still buried in her. Wetness gleaming on both of them.

“You’re going to come just from watching me, aren’t you?” she whispered. “Without even touching me.”

Gavin’s voice broke. “I already am.”

Abby started to move again, slow and grinding, dragging Chad deeper into her with every tilt of her hips. Her thighs flexed, her breath sharpened, her moans coming quicker now—not for show, not for Gavin’s pleasure, but because she was there. Right at the edge.

Chad groaned, his hands gripping her hips like he was trying to hold on for dear life. “Jesus, Abby…”

“Don’t stop,” she panted, riding him faster. “God, yes—just like that. Stay with me. Stay deep.”

Gavin stood at the edge of the bed, heart pounding so hard it blurred his vision. His cock throbbed in his hand, but he didn’t stroke it anymore. He couldn’t. He was frozen, transfixed, completely and utterly overwhelmed by the sight of his wife—his wife—fucking another man to the brink, moaning like it was the only thing keeping her alive.

Chad cursed under his breath, body jerking beneath her. “I’m gonna—fuck—I’m close⁠—”

Abby grabbed his wrists and pinned them again, her eyes flashing with heat. “Then come. I want it. I want you to lose it inside me while he watches.”

And that did it.

Chad’s back arched. He grunted, loud and ragged, hips lifting from the bed as he emptied into her with hard, helpless thrusts. His whole body shook beneath her.

Abby kept riding.

Slower now.

Softer.

Drawing it out.

Milking every last spasm until he collapsed back into the pillows, chest heaving.

She didn’t stop.

She slid off him, panting, her body soaked, thighs trembling, juices running down her legs. Then she turned—still burning with arousal—and crawled across the bed to face Gavin.

“You still haven’t come?” she asked, voice breathless but wicked.

He shook his head, barely able to speak. “I’m trying not to.”

“Why?” she whispered, crawling closer. “You think I haven’t earned it? You think I haven’t shown you how much this is yours?”

Her body was glowing, slick and flushed and aching, but she wasn’t done. She rolled onto her back, pulled her knees up, and spread herself open, wide and filthy and shameless. The sight of Chad’s cum glistening just inside her pushed Gavin straight to the edge.

She looked him in the eyes.

“Come watching your wife full of another man.”

And he did.

Hard.

Without touching her.

Without warning.

He came so hard it bent him forward, a raw, choked groan tearing from his throat as his entire body locked up.

And Abby?

She smiled, lazy and breathless, and let her legs fall closed.

The silence came like a tide rolling in—slow and heavy, washing over the room once the sounds of panting and moaning had faded. The only things left were sweat, the stickiness of release, and the slow settling of breath back into rhythm.

Abby lay stretched across the bed, her chest still rising and falling, her skin flushed and slick with heat. Her thighs glistened. Her hair stuck to her cheek. She hadn’t moved since Gavin came standing over her, hadn’t spoken since her last filthy command. She looked spent—but not undone.

Across from her, Gavin stood half-dressed, shirt unbuttoned, belt loose, cock softening. His heartbeat still thundered in his ears, and for a long moment, he didn’t speak either. He couldn’t. There was nothing to say that didn’t feel too small for what had just happened.

Chad sat up slowly, exhaling as he wiped his forehead with one hand. He didn’t look awkward. He didn’t scramble to leave. But the air told him—without anyone needing to say it—that his part was done.

“Should I—” he started, his voice scratchy.

Abby nodded once, not unkind. “Yeah.”

Chad gave a small nod of understanding and moved to gather his clothes. There was no tension. No coldness. Just a quiet kind of respect.

When he stood, fully dressed again, he glanced at both of them—first Gavin, then Abby. “You two are... something else,” he said, with a faint, crooked smile.

Abby smirked. “Took you long enough to figure that out.”

Chad chuckled under his breath, and without another word, he left—door closing with a soft click behind him.

And then it was just them.

Gavin sat down on the edge of the bed, silent still. Abby rolled toward him, her cheek resting against the pillow, watching him with heavy eyes.

He looked at her.

At the smudged mascara under her lashes. At the faint red marks on her hips. At the faint tremble still in her breath.

“I’ve never wanted you more than I do right now,” he said quietly.

Abby’s lips curled into a tired but unmistakable smile. “Good.”

He brushed her hair away from her face. “You didn’t just let it happen. You made it happen.”

“I needed to know if I could,” she whispered.

He nodded.

There was nothing fragile about her in this moment. Nothing broken. If anything, she looked like she’d just claimed something—inside herself, and inside him.

“Was it too much?” she asked finally, her voice lower now.

Gavin leaned down and kissed her, soft and slow.

“No,” he murmured. “It was perfect.”

Abby exhaled, her eyelids fluttering, but she didn’t fall asleep. Not yet.

She reached down, brushed her fingers between her thighs, and glanced at them as they came back slick and wet.

Her eyes found Gavin’s again.

“I don’t think I’m finished.”


CHAPTER 14


The light leaking through the hotel curtains was soft, golden, and slow—like the morning itself had no urgency. The air still smelled like last night: sweat, sex, a trace of cologne, and something warmer—Abby’s skin against his. Gavin lay on his back, one arm folded behind his head, the other resting against the curve of her bare waist. Her body was flush to his, skin to skin, and her breathing was steady. Deep. Peaceful.

She looked like she could sleep forever.

He, on the other hand, was wide awake.

Not in a panicked way. Not even in an overthinking way. But something inside him—coiled tight—refused to settle. His mind kept replaying it. The sound of Abby’s moans. The look on her face when Chad came inside her. The way her voice had trembled when she told Gavin to watch.

That hadn’t just been hot. It hadn’t even just been intense.

It had changed something.

He shifted slightly, careful not to wake her, but her eyes blinked open before he even moved an inch. She was never a heavy sleeper. She always knew when he was gone—even when he wasn’t.

She turned her head toward him and smiled, slow and soft.

“Hey,” she whispered, her voice raspy with sleep.

“Hey,” he replied, brushing his thumb along her waist. “You sleep okay?”

“Like a rock,” she murmured, stretching out beside him. Her breasts pressed lightly against his chest, and he could still feel the faint heat between her thighs as her leg slid over his.

They stayed like that for a moment.

Breathing.

Not speaking.

Until Gavin finally broke the silence.

“So… are you okay?”

Abby opened one eye and gave him a look. “You really think I’d be this cuddly if I wasn’t?”

He smirked. “Just making sure. You went pretty hard last night.”

Her expression shifted—just slightly. From soft to thoughtful.

“I didn’t feel like I was forcing anything,” she said quietly. “It didn’t feel like I was… pretending.”

“You weren’t,” Gavin said immediately. “You were perfect.”

That made her smile again. But there was something behind it—something that didn’t quite match the tone of her voice.

He waited.

And then she said it, just above a whisper.

“I’m still turned on.”

His body reacted instantly—his cock stirring against her thigh, his breath catching. But she didn’t move to act on it. She just said the words, like she needed them out in the air.

“I thought it would fade,” she continued. “I thought I’d feel tired, maybe drained. But I don’t. I feel… wired. Like I could do it again right now. Like my body hasn’t figured out it’s morning.”

Gavin exhaled slowly.

He understood.

Because he wasn’t entirely calm either.

They were both laying still—but something beneath the surface wasn’t. Something was spinning.

Abby leaned in, kissed his jaw, and nestled back against his chest.

“I’m not saying we have to,” she said softly. “I’m just saying… whatever got woken up last night?”

She ran her fingers slowly across his stomach.

“It’s still awake.”

The clink of silverware against china was soft and strangely calming. A little cart of breakfast sat between them—scrambled eggs, toast, fruit, and two steaming cups of black coffee. Abby had pulled on one of the hotel’s robes, loosely tied, her legs curled under her as she picked at her food with the distracted elegance of someone whose mind was far from breakfast.

Gavin sat across from her on the edge of the sofa, still shirtless, still a little stunned by how normal this should have felt—and how it didn’t. Not because something was wrong. But because everything inside him still buzzed.

She looked up at him over the rim of her coffee mug. “You’ve been staring at your eggs for like five minutes.”

He gave a tired smile. “Trying to remember how to eat like a person.”

She smirked. “Same.”

There was a beat of silence, comfortable but heavy. Abby set her cup down and leaned forward slightly, her elbows resting on her knees.

“Can I tell you something?”

Gavin nodded.

“I didn’t expect it to feel that… right,” she said. “I thought I might like it. Thought I might enjoy the kink of it. But last night? That wasn’t just fun. That was real.”

He swallowed. “Real how?”

She looked at him for a long moment, eyes clear. “Real like I wasn’t performing. I wasn’t trying to be your fantasy. I wasn’t trying to play a part. I was just... me. Wanting something. And knowing I could take it.”

Gavin’s pulse kicked up again. “You did take it,” he said, quieter than he meant to.

Abby tilted her head. “And you let me. You sat there. You watched. You didn’t stop it, didn’t direct it. You let me do it.”

He nodded slowly.

“And that…” she continued, “turned me on more than anything. Knowing I could push it that far and you wouldn’t flinch.”

Gavin shifted in his seat. Her words weren’t dirty. But they were doing something to him anyway. Something dangerous.

“I didn’t flinch,” he said. “But I felt it.”

Abby’s brows lifted slightly. “Jealousy?”

He gave her a look. “Jealousy, arousal, fear. Pride. Obsession. Pick one.”

She grinned. “I pick all of them.”

He chuckled, but it faded quickly. “It scared me how much I wanted it,” he said honestly. “Not just the idea of it. But watching it happen. Watching you happen. It made me feel—” He broke off, brow furrowing. “It made me feel like I wasn’t in control anymore. And I liked it.”

Abby leaned forward, reaching across the small table, her fingers brushing his knee.

“You still think this is about control?” she asked softly.

“I think it’s about you,” he said.

That stopped her. The words settled between them with more weight than anything else they’d said that morning.

She smiled—not coy, not smug. Just full of something quiet and electric.

“Well,” she said, “if it’s about me… then I should get to pick the next one.”
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The afternoon light had shifted to something softer, a golden wash across the hotel suite’s muted walls. The window sheers swayed gently in the breeze from the air vent, and somewhere in the distance, traffic murmured along the strip. But inside the room, the world was still.

Gavin sat on the edge of the bed, shirtless, quiet, his hands folded loosely between his knees.

He hadn’t meant to sit there so long.

But when Abby stepped out of the bathroom in a new set of lingerie—black, high-cut, sheer where it mattered—he didn’t move. Not because she looked hot (she did), or because she had that flushed post-breakfast glow still warming her cheeks (she did). It was something else.

She wasn’t performing.

She didn’t look at him. Not once.

She stood in front of the full-length mirror, her hips angled slightly, her back arched just enough to trace the curve of her ass, her ribcage expanding slowly with each deep, steady breath.

She wasn’t modeling the lingerie for him.

She was watching herself wear it.

Her fingers moved along the tops of her thighs. Down to the backs of her knees. Up over her hips. She turned slowly to one side, studying her own shape in the reflection, and adjusted the straps at her shoulders.

Gavin swallowed hard.

It wasn’t overtly sexual, but he felt his body react all the same—his cock thickening slowly, breath getting shallow.

Then her fingers moved higher.

She cupped one breast, her palm soft against the sheer mesh, and exhaled. Not a moan. Just a release of air. Almost like relief.

Like recognition.

She rolled her nipple between two fingers, watching the way it peaked under the fabric.

And still—she didn’t look at him.

She was having a moment with herself.

The woman she was looking at in the mirror wasn’t the same one who came here two days ago. Gavin knew that without a doubt. That woman—his wife—had been beautiful, confident, sharp.

But this woman?

This woman was dangerous.

And the terrifying part?

He wanted her even more now. Not because he owned her. But because he didn’t.

Abby finally spoke, voice soft but not uncertain.

“I see it now.”

Gavin’s throat was tight. “See what?”

She still didn’t turn.

“I see what he saw. The first guy. The second. What you see.”

She dragged her fingers slowly across her stomach, watching her skin shiver.

“They weren’t just looking at me because I was your wife. They wanted me because I wanted them to. Because I knew what I was doing.”

She paused.

“I want to do it again.”

That hit Gavin like a wave of heat. His pulse kicked. His mouth went dry.

Abby finally turned, eyes finding his.

“I want to choose the next one.”

Abby stood in the soft light of the room, one hip cocked, her body still in that black lingerie that looked like it had been sewn onto her. But the way she looked at Gavin now had nothing to do with seduction.

She was serious.

Not harsh. Not cold. Just very, very clear.

“I want the next one to be mine,” she said. “Not yours.”

Gavin’s lips parted, but nothing came out at first. Not a protest. Not a nod. His mind was racing, but his body already knew the answer. He was hard. His chest was tight. His fingers twitched where they rested on his thigh.

Abby stepped closer, slow and smooth, never breaking eye contact. “Not someone you screen. Not someone you choose for me. I want to find him. I want to feel it first. I want to say yes because I want to, not because I know it turns you on.”

Gavin took a breath, but she wasn’t finished.

“I want to flirt with him. Talk to him. Get close. See what I like. I want the moment to feel real. Not arranged. Not approved.”

There was no anger in her voice. No edge. She wasn’t rebelling.

She was becoming.

He swallowed, hard. “Would you… still tell me everything?”

Abby’s face softened just slightly. “Every word. Every look. Every filthy detail.”

That did something to him. Cut right through his hesitations and left nothing behind but heat.

“You want me out of it completely?” he asked, voice quieter.

“No,” she said. “I want you in it… deeper than before. But as the one who listens. The one who imagines it. The one who waits.”

That sent a tremor through his chest. Because he could already feel what that would be like. Sitting in the room. Not knowing where she was. Who she was with. What she was doing.

But also knowing that it was for him.

That every second of her pleasure would be brought back to him like a gift.

Abby placed a hand on his chest now, palm flat, eyes searching his.

“I don’t want this to feel like it belongs to both of us,” she whispered. “I want to know what it feels like to have it be mine. Just for a night.”

Gavin looked at her.

And then nodded.

“Okay.”

Abby leaned in slowly, pressing her lips to his—deep and warm and slow. Her mouth moved with a kind of gratitude that made him ache.

When she pulled back, she smiled against his mouth.

“Then let’s stay one more night.”

Gavin’s chest rose and fell with a slow, deliberate breath. The moment stretched out between them, warm and heavy with possibility. Abby stood in front of him, still in her lingerie, still radiant from everything they'd shared—and everything she now wanted to claim.

He reached up and touched her waist, fingertips grazing the lace just above her hipbone.

“Okay,” he said again, voice steady now. “You choose him. All of it. The who, the when, the how.”

Her expression flickered—relief, excitement, something more dangerous. “You mean it?”

He nodded. “I do.”

“But I want one thing,” he added. “Just one.”

Abby’s body tensed slightly beneath his hand. “What?”

“No secrets,” Gavin said. “I want to know what you wore. What you said. How he touched you. I want it all, Abby. Even the parts that make me jealous.”

She exhaled—slow and sharp—and a slow smile curled at the corners of her lips.

“Especially those parts?”

He nodded again. “Especially.”

Abby leaned in, her voice almost a whisper now. “You want to picture it, don’t you?”

His jaw clenched. “I already am.”

She didn’t tease him. Didn’t drag it out. She just leaned closer until their foreheads touched.

“No secrets,” she said softly. “Just sex.”

The kiss she gave him wasn’t soft. It wasn’t gentle.

It was full—of tension, of gratitude, of ownership. Her mouth was hot, open, hungry, her hands threading into his hair as if he were the only anchor she had left. She climbed into his lap, straddling him, not to fuck, but to press in—chest to chest, lips to lips, breath shared like it mattered more than anything.

Gavin kissed her back hard, pulling her against him, palms wide over her spine, and for a second—just a second—he felt it again: the raw need, the helpless devotion, the high-wire thrill of giving her everything she asked for.

When they finally parted, Abby’s cheeks were flushed.

“We’ll stay one more night,” she said, breathless. “And tonight…”

She slid off his lap, heading toward the closet to dress.

“I’ll find someone for me.”


CHAPTER 15


Abby stood in front of the closet, her robe hanging open as she flipped through hangers, her fingers gliding across dresses and blouses like she was choosing armor. The room was quiet except for the soft swish of fabric and the occasional clink of a zipper. Gavin sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, watching her.

She didn’t ask what he thought.

She didn’t need to.

She was calm. Not excited in the giddy way, not nervous either. Just settled. There was a purpose in her movements. She pulled out a deep green dress—fitted but not trashy, low in the back, high at the thigh—and held it against her body. Then she turned to the mirror.

Gavin swallowed. Hard.

“You going with that one?” he asked, trying to keep his voice level.

Abby glanced over her shoulder, one brow arched. “You think it’s too much?”

“No,” he said too quickly. “Not at all.”

She smiled faintly and stepped into the dress. No bra. No panties. She didn’t explain that either.

He watched her zip it up, smooth it down, adjust the thin straps over her shoulders. The shape of her was… goddamn. Elegant. Sharp. Sexual without being obvious. This wasn’t a costume. This was who she had become.

She turned around slowly, giving him a full look. “Good?”

Gavin nodded. “More than.”

She walked over to the dresser and slid a tube of lipstick from her makeup bag. Deep red. The same shade she’d worn the night of their anniversary. She applied it without looking at him.

He stood now, restless. His chest felt too tight for his lungs. His erection hadn’t left him since she started dressing, but it wasn’t even about that anymore.

“You sure you want to go alone?” he asked finally.

She looked at him in the mirror. Her tone was soft. Not defensive.

“You said I could choose.”

“I did.”

“Then let me.”

He stepped behind her and placed a hand on her waist, not possessive—just needing to feel her warmth. “I’m not trying to stop you.”

“I know,” she said. “But you’re scared it’s real now.”

His fingers tensed slightly. “Isn’t it?”

She turned to face him fully. Kissed him. Long, slow, breath-stealing.

Then whispered against his lips: “You’ll still be the one I come home to.”

And with that, she picked up her clutch, slid her phone inside, and walked to the door.

He watched her the whole way.

The sound of her heels against the marble tile.

The soft pull of the door opening.

And then⁠—

Click.

Silence.

Gavin stood in the empty room, his heart thudding like he’d just been kissed goodbye before a war.

She was gone.

And now?

Now the waiting began.

The hotel bar wasn’t loud, but it hummed. Low jazz filtered from hidden speakers, layered with the clinking of ice and the soft rise and fall of muted conversation. It was early enough that the crowd was mixed—travelers, business types, a few couples leaning in over cocktails.

Abby stepped in slowly, letting the doors swing shut behind her, heels clicking softly against polished tile. She didn’t scan the room with urgency. She walked with the quiet confidence of someone who belonged here, who wasn’t looking for anything in particular—and therefore, drew more attention than someone who was.

Her green dress caught eyes. Not because of how short it was, but because of how she wore it. It hugged her hips, dipped just enough at the neckline, hinted at everything without offering anything. The red lipstick didn’t match the dress. It didn’t need to.

She slid onto a barstool two seats in from the edge, crossing her legs slowly, deliberate in the way she rested one elbow on the counter. The bartender, a woman maybe her age, approached with a polite nod.

“Start you off with anything?”

“Dirty martini,” Abby said. “Three olives.”

The woman nodded, smiling faintly, and moved to prepare it.

Abby didn’t look around too quickly. She didn’t scan the bar like a teenager looking for a dance. She watched in mirrors. In reflections. In the way men sat up straighter when they realized she wasn’t accompanied.

She saw the first one within minutes.

Tan suit, loosened tie, mid-forties, probably a consultant or something corporate. He smiled when she looked his way. Confident. A little too polished.

She let him approach.

“Here on business or pleasure?” he asked with a smooth grin.

“Neither,” Abby replied, sipping her drink.

He laughed like she was charming.

She wasn’t.

They talked for two minutes. He asked if she was waiting for anyone. She said maybe. He asked if he could wait with her. She said no.

He got the message.

The next man was younger. Backpack slung over one shoulder, sneakers too clean. He complimented her lipstick. She nodded once, thanked him, and turned back to her drink.

Abby didn’t feel rude. She wasn’t here to practice manners. She was waiting for a feeling. And this wasn’t it.

She checked her phone once—no messages from Gavin.

Her lips curled slightly.

Good.

The bartender returned to ask if she wanted another. Abby declined with a smile.

“No offense,” she said, sliding a bill across the counter. “Just not the right bar.”

The woman nodded like she understood.

Abby stood, smoothed the sides of her dress, and walked toward the exit.

She wasn’t disappointed.

She was just getting started, but this wasn’t the right place. Abby decided to try a different spot to find the right guy.

The rooftop lounge was different.

Not louder. Just looser. The kind of place with warm lighting, woven couches, and quiet beats vibrating through speakers set low against brick walls. A breeze moved across the terrace, and the faint glow of the skyline reflected in the glasses of everyone who was trying to act cool.

Abby stepped inside and felt it instantly—less pressure. Less performance. Here, people weren’t on the prowl. They were waiting to be noticed.

She liked that.

She moved to the bar without urgency. Her heels were quieter here on the wood floors, but they still carried that rhythm—confident, sure. She ordered another drink. Something colder, cleaner. A gin and tonic this time.

And then she saw him.

Not in the way you notice a man trying to be noticed. There were plenty of those. This man didn’t shift when she walked in. He didn’t sit up, didn’t make space. He was leaned back on the corner of the bar, one foot braced on the rung beneath him, a glass of whiskey held loose in one hand.

Dark jeans. Crisp white button-down. No tie. A watch that wasn’t showy.

Abby couldn’t explain what hit her. He wasn’t smiling. He wasn’t even watching her. He was reading something on his phone, his jawline defined and faintly stubbled, his expression unreadable.

But when he did glance up?

The world shifted just slightly.

His eyes met hers—gray-blue, direct, no flicker of surprise—and then returned to his screen as if nothing happened.

And yet, she felt it.

A tug low in her stomach. The kind that had nothing to do with polite attraction. It was something older. Something deeper.

She didn’t think. She just moved.

One stool away. Not close. Not obvious. Close enough to be noticed if he wanted to.

She didn’t look over right away. Just sipped her drink, letting the silence stretch.

He didn’t speak.

Not right away.

Eventually, he slid his phone into his pocket. Took a sip of his drink. Glanced at her—not for show. Just to see.

“You here alone?” he asked, voice low, no affectation.

Abby turned toward him, not smiling.

“For now.”

He nodded once, like that was a fair answer.

“I’m Clay,” he said, offering no last name.

“Abby.”

A beat passed.

Then he said, “Want to talk?”

She met his eyes and nodded.

“Yeah. I do.”

Clay didn’t shift his body when she spoke. He stayed leaned back, his posture relaxed, hands steady around his glass. His presence wasn’t dominating—it was unbothered. Like nothing around him could shake his center. That made her feel seen in a way the others hadn’t.

“What are you drinking?” Abby asked, turning slightly toward him.

“Bourbon,” he replied. “Neat.”

“You look like a bourbon neat guy,” she said.

He raised an eyebrow. “What does that mean?”

Abby gave a slow shrug. “It means you don’t waste time pretending you want something sweeter.”

He gave the faintest smile. “No. I don’t.”

She sipped her gin and tonic. It felt cold and clean on her tongue, which helped because her mouth was dry. Not from nerves. From heat. From focus.

“Do you always come here alone?” she asked.

“Sometimes.”

“Looking for someone?”

Clay met her eyes again. “No.”

Abby held his gaze. “That’s a good answer.”

“You?”

She thought about lying. Thought about dodging. But that wasn’t what this was.

“I came here to meet someone,” she said. “But only if he was worth the effort.”

Clay nodded slowly. Not flattered. Just… acknowledging it.

“And am I?” he asked.

“Still deciding.”

He chuckled quietly, took another sip. “Let me know when the verdict comes in.”

The banter didn’t feel rehearsed. It didn’t even feel flirtatious. It was a test of rhythm. Of tempo. Of tone.

Abby leaned in slightly—not close, but closer than she had been. “How old are you?”

“Forty.”

That made her pause.

He didn’t rush to fill the silence.

“You?”

“Thirty-four.”

“Married?” he asked, not hesitating.

“Yes,” she said, without blinking.

Clay didn’t flinch. Just nodded once.

“Your husband know where you are?”

She smiled. “He does.”

Another pause.

Clay’s fingers moved along the rim of his glass. “So you’re not sneaking around.”

“No.”

“Good.”

Abby’s heart ticked up a beat. That one word—good—landed heavier than anything else he’d said. Not approval. Not judgement. Just understanding.

She leaned back, mirroring his posture now.

“What are you thinking?” she asked.

“I’m thinking I like the way you look at me.”

She tilted her head. “And how’s that?”

“Like you’ve already decided.”

She didn’t smile.

She just said, “I have.”
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The suite was too quiet.

Gavin had turned on the TV, but the volume was muted. Some rerun played out in awkward silence. A game show host gestured wildly at someone winning something, but it felt like background noise to a much louder reality.

Abby wasn’t here.

She was out there.

Looking. Choosing. Touching. Maybe already being touched.

Gavin had tried to be productive. Showered. Changed clothes. Ordered a drink from the minibar. He even opened a book, read three paragraphs, and realized he hadn’t absorbed a single word.

Her scent was still on the sheets.

Her lipstick still marked the rim of the water glass on the nightstand.

And his body was wired. Every nerve on edge. His cock had stayed hard and aching off and on for the last hour—not because he was fantasizing. Because he was feeling. Everything. All at once.

He sat on the edge of the bed, his phone in hand, checking the lock screen again.

No new messages.

He told himself not to text her.

He failed.

You okay?

Nothing.

Five minutes. Ten.

He stood, paced the room, then sat back down. His jaw was tight. His hands restless. He imagined her walking into a bar. Imagined her eyeing someone. Imagined them leaning in too close.

And for every image that twisted his stomach—there was another that made his chest seize with desire.

What if she was already kissing him?

What if she had taken him by the belt, pulled him close, and whispered that her husband knew—and liked it?

Gavin's breath came faster.

Then—buzz.

A message.

He didn’t hesitate.

He unlocked the phone.

Just three words.

Don’t wait up.

No emoji. No explanation. Just that.

And it broke him wide open.

He let the phone fall beside him and leaned forward, elbows on his knees, his heart in his throat.

She was doing it.

Right now.

And all he could do…

Was wait.


CHAPTER 16


The rooftop breeze lingered against Abby’s skin as she and Clay stepped out of the lounge together. The city stretched out beneath them in a smear of lights, but neither of them looked down. Their shoulders brushed as they walked, not holding hands but moving close enough that their paths were tethered. The music behind them softened with the closing doors, replaced by the hush of the empty corridor leading to the elevators.

Clay didn’t ask if she was sure.

Abby didn’t offer an explanation.

They both knew.

At the elevator, she pressed the button with a deliberate slowness, the cool metal under her fingertip making her pulse quicken. She felt Clay’s presence beside her—steady, quiet, a body that carried itself without effort. He didn’t lean in. He didn’t crowd her. That restraint made her want him more. It was confidence without arrogance. A man who didn’t need to fill the silence.

The doors opened with a muted chime. She stepped in first. He followed.

Inside, the mirrored walls caught them at angles—her lipstick still sharp, her dress hugging her body, his shirt crisp, his jawline set with something calm and unreadable. Their eyes met in the reflection. She didn’t smile. Neither did he. They just looked. The air between them thickened with everything that hadn’t been said.

The elevator hummed as it descended. Floors ticked by, each one a quiet acknowledgment of how close they were to no return.

When the doors slid open again, they stepped into another quiet hallway. Plush carpet softened the sound of her heels. Their pace slowed. Not hesitation—savoring. Like both of them understood that the build-up was part of the hunger.

Clay stopped in front of his door. Slid his keycard from his pocket. The lock clicked with a muted green light. He pushed the door open and stood aside, waiting.

Abby looked at him once, just long enough to confirm what she already knew.

Then she stepped inside first.

Her hand grazed the doorframe as she entered, steady, deliberate.

And in that moment, the line was crossed.

The hotel suite was clean, modern, softly lit. No clutter. No distractions. The bed was made, the windows drawn back to let in the view of the city below. Abby stepped in without speaking, letting the door click shut behind her. She didn’t turn around.

She walked to the center of the room, her heels silent on the carpet, and just stood there for a moment, taking in the space.

She could feel Clay behind her—waiting, not advancing. His restraint wasn’t polite. It was powerful. It told her that he wasn’t confused about what was happening. He just respected the fact that it was hers to begin.

Abby turned her head slightly and glanced back at him.

“Sit.”

He did. No smile, no smirk. He just took the nearby armchair, his whiskey still in hand, his legs slightly apart, one ankle resting on the opposite knee.

She turned to face him fully.

And unzipped her dress.

The sound of it—barely more than a whisper—seemed to echo.

She slipped the straps down her shoulders slowly, one side, then the other, and let the fabric slide down her body. It puddled at her feet. No bra. No panties. Just bare, warm skin in soft light and red lipstick.

She didn’t speak.

She didn’t ask if he liked what he saw.

She just watched him.

His eyes followed her with measured attention, never darting, never dropping to the floor. He took her in with a kind of quiet reverence, but there was heat behind it. Controlled, but present. His breathing shifted—slightly heavier now—but he stayed in his seat.

That made her wetter than anything.

She walked toward him slowly, hips loose, body loose. Not because she was trying to seduce. But because she was comfortable.

At the edge of the chair, she stopped. Looked down at him.

“Touch me,” she said, her voice low.

Clay set his glass down. Reached out.

One hand on her thigh, palm warm, steady. He let it rest there first, just a moment. Then moved up—slow, deliberate—tracing the curve of her hip, the line of her waist.

She stepped in between his legs, and his other hand rose to meet the first, both palms now gliding along her bare skin.

Still, he didn’t pull her down. Didn’t guide her body to his. He simply let her stand there. Held her.

Abby felt the weight of her own heartbeat now. Not from nerves—but from awareness. From the power of being seen and not claimed.

She bent at the waist slowly. Brushed her mouth against his.

And whispered, “I’m going to fuck you.”

Clay’s only answer was a soft exhale through his nose.

As she climbed into his lap, his hands moved instinctively to support her.

And she smiled.

Because even though he hadn’t said it…

She knew he would do exactly what she wanted.
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The lights were low in the suite, the curtains drawn tight, but the glow of the city still leaked through the gaps. Gavin sat in a chair by the window, fully clothed, a glass of something strong in his hand—untouched. The ice had already melted.

He’d moved around the room all evening. First on the bed. Then the couch. Then the floor for some stupid reason. Now, back in the chair.

It was almost 1 a.m.

No word from her. Not a single text since Don’t wait up.

He’d read that message over and over until the screen felt burned into his retinas. Three words. Just three. And yet they had cracked his chest wide open.

He tried to play it cool. Tried to tell himself she might still be at the bar. Still talking. Still sipping that second drink.

But he knew better.

She was with him.

Clay.

The name she hadn’t texted. The face he hadn’t seen. The man he’d never even met. That was the part that hit hardest—how anonymous it all was. Clay didn’t need to know Gavin existed. He was just… some husband in a hotel suite, letting it happen.

He’d unzipped his pants earlier. Sat on the bed. Started to touch himself.

But the images came too fast. Too vivid.

Abby—naked, flushed, her legs around another man. Her voice breaking. Her back arching.

Her eyes on someone else’s.

He got hard, painfully hard—but couldn’t finish. Couldn’t even move.

Instead, he lay back on the bed and just felt it. The weight. The ache. The impossible pressure of needing to see her—knowing he couldn’t.

What was she doing right now?

Was she riding him?

Whispering to him?

Was she laughing?

The thought gutted him. Not because he didn’t want her happy. But because she might be happy… without him.

He pressed the heels of his palms into his eyes.

No secrets, he reminded himself. That was the deal. She’d tell him everything.

Later.

Tomorrow.

If she came back.

The clock changed again.

2:01 a.m.

She wasn’t coming back tonight.

And in that silence, in that raw emptiness, Gavin realized something that nearly undid him:

He didn’t want it to stop.

He wanted it all. Every word. Every moan. Every filthy detail she hadn’t told him yet.

He lay back on the bed, fully clothed, staring at the ceiling.

And waited for morning.
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The room smelled like skin and fabric and something faintly woodsy—the cologne that clung to Clay’s collar as Abby settled onto his lap. His shirt was unbuttoned now, his chest bare beneath her hands, warm and solid and steady. He hadn’t rushed to undress her. He hadn’t peeled her apart like a prize. He’d let her move, let her pace it, let her decide every inch.

She straddled him slowly, letting her knees settle on either side of his thighs. Her hand moved between them with confidence, wrapping gently around the length of him, already thick, already warm against her palm. He didn’t gasp. Didn’t groan. He just looked up at her with the kind of calm that only made her wetter.

Clay felt like a man who didn’t need to be overwhelmed by a body to want it. He knew exactly what was about to happen, and that made him the safest kind of dangerous.

Abby guided him into her inch by inch, her body tight with anticipation, but not fear. She was open, aching, and still completely aware of every breath, every pulsebeat. He filled her in a way that felt satisfying, not just physically—but emotionally. Like something inside her had been stretched in the right direction.

She rocked her hips once, then again, her breath hitching on the second slow thrust. Clay didn’t grip her. He didn’t buck up. His hands rested lightly at her hips, thumbs grazing her skin but never forcing her rhythm. He let her ride him at her own speed—measured, purposeful, deep.

There was no small talk. No compliments. Just breathing. The slap of skin, the low groan that curled up from his throat when she shifted forward, squeezing him with just the right clench of her muscles.

Abby leaned forward and braced her hands on his chest. Her hair slipped over her shoulder, sticking lightly to the sheen of sweat gathering at her collarbone. Clay met her thrusts now, subtly, in sync, not trying to steal the lead. Just following. Mirroring.

She didn’t moan his name. Didn’t perform. Her pleasure came in waves—quiet at first, then heavier, louder, until she stopped riding him entirely and just ground down against him with tight, slow circles. Her eyes closed. Her teeth found her lower lip. Her head fell forward as her body tensed.

And then she whispered it.

“Gavin…”

It wasn’t a cry. It wasn’t a slip. It was a quiet, intimate murmur—as if she needed him there in the room, needed him to feel it too. She came just after, her whole body flexing, her breath caught in her throat before it left her in a sharp exhale that sounded like freedom.

Clay didn’t ask about the name.

He just held her as she shuddered through it, one hand sliding up her spine, the other firm at her lower back. When she went still, slumped slightly against his chest, he didn’t speak.

She stayed like that for a while. Breathing. Remembering where she was. Who she was. What she’d just done.

And the strangest thing?

She didn’t feel guilty.

She felt alive.
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The room was completely still when Gavin’s eyes opened. The clock on the nightstand read 2:04 a.m., glowing soft green in the darkness. The sheets beside him were still undisturbed, cool to the touch, and that was all it took.

She wasn’t coming back tonight.

He lay there for a long time, staring at the ceiling, listening to the hum of the air conditioning and the faint traffic below. No panic gripped his chest. No fury bubbled up. Just a slow, strange ache that settled deep in his stomach and wouldn’t move.

He’d thought he’d be ready for this.

He’d imagined it so many ways—quick encounters, long conversations after, her slipping back into bed with stories she’d whisper just for him. He’d thought he’d be the one who waited up, burning for her return, hard and ready and full of questions.

But this… this was different.

She hadn’t even texted. No photo. No update. Just silence.

And somehow that was more intimate than anything else she could’ve done.

It wasn’t about disrespect. It was about ownership. She had taken the night for herself. Claimed it. Fully. Without negotiation. Without performance. She wasn’t checking in because she didn’t need permission. And in a strange, devastating way—that turned him on more than anything.

Gavin pressed a hand to his chest. His heart was beating fast again.

He let his eyes close and pictured her—hair tousled, dress in a heap on some unfamiliar floor, her thighs parted and mouth open as she whispered someone else’s name into a different bed.

No.

Not someone else’s name.

His.

That part struck like a bolt. Not pain. Not even jealousy. Just… heat.

She had taken another man inside her.

And still thought of him.

He let the image linger, let it sink deeper, and felt his body harden beneath the covers. He didn’t touch himself. Didn’t need to. The ache was enough. The truth of it.

This wasn’t fiction anymore. This was real. Happening. Done.

And there would be stories.

She’d come back with them.

But tonight… she stayed.

And Gavin, wide awake and aching in the dark, realized something else:

He didn’t want her to come back yet.

He wanted her to stay just a little longer.

And then tell him everything.


CHAPTER 17


Gavin woke before the sun crested the skyline. The room was still dim, the early morning light just beginning to edge its way around the corners of the blackout curtains. But he didn’t need light to feel it—the absence. It still hung in the space beside him, as heavy as it had been when he finally drifted off to sleep a few hours before.

The sheets where she should’ve been were cool. He’d checked more than once throughout the night, even in a half-sleep haze, stretching out an arm to find only folded blankets and the scent of her perfume fading further by the hour.

He sat up slowly, the weight in his chest thick and unmoving.

He couldn’t stop picturing it.

Her voice. Her skin. Her legs spread across someone else’s lap. The way she might’ve whispered, or moaned, or gone completely silent when she came. And worst of all—how much she might’ve loved it.

He rubbed his face, then his chest, like he could force calm back into his ribs. But it didn’t come. Only heat. Only need.

He moved to the edge of the bed, then stood, pacing slowly to the window. He pulled the curtain back a few inches. The city was still waking up. A few cars below. Some early risers on the sidewalk.

Somewhere out there, she was making her way back.

Maybe.

He didn’t know the exact moment he started listening for her. But when the sound came—muffled, distant—he felt it before he registered it.

An elevator chime.

Footsteps on the carpeted hallway.

A pause.

Then another soft step. Closer.

His heart kicked harder than it had all night.

He moved to the door without realizing he was doing it, then stopped short, standing a few feet away, frozen in place.

There was a moment of total silence.

Then the card reader clicked.

The door handle turned.

And she walked in.

The door swung shut behind her with a soft click, and Abby took two steps into the room before stopping. She didn’t fumble with the lock. She didn’t say hi. She simply stood there, the weight of the city still clinging to her skin, the hallway air slipping off her shoulders as she looked across the room toward Gavin.

Her dress was the same one she had left in—deep green, unmistakably wrinkled now, clinging more loosely to her body after a long night. Her heels were still on but she kicked them off one by one as she crossed the threshold, the leather falling against the carpet with soft, careless thumps. Her hair was a little messier, her lipstick faintly worn. Not a disaster—just real. She looked like a woman who had done everything she meant to do, and hadn’t rushed to come home.

Gavin remained where he was, halfway between the window and the bed, unsure whether to step forward or stay still. His heart was already pounding, but his body didn’t move. He couldn’t speak yet. Couldn’t figure out what the right words were supposed to be. She didn’t seem to be expecting any.

Abby turned away from him briefly, set her clutch on the small table by the window, and stretched her shoulders slightly, a soft exhale escaping her lips like the first full breath she’d taken all morning. There was no guilt in it. No nerves. If anything, she looked at peace—centered. As if she’d stepped back into the room more herself than when she had left it.

When she finally turned to face him again, her expression didn’t shift. She didn’t offer a smile or an apology or a story. She just met his eyes and held them. Steady. Unshaken.

For a long moment, neither of them moved. Gavin’s mouth was dry. His fingers curled into his palms, fighting the urge to reach for her—to grab her, pull her close, kiss her, demand to know what had happened. But he didn’t move. He let her set the tone.

And Abby? She didn’t rush forward, didn’t collapse into his arms. She simply stood there with her weight balanced on one hip, watching him, her lips parted just slightly as if she was about to speak—but chose not to.

It wasn’t tense. It wasn’t cold. It was electric in the quietest, most dangerous way. The kind of tension that said: something happened. And they both knew it.

Gavin’s throat felt dry, but he didn’t reach for water. His hands were still at his sides, unmoving, and his eyes stayed locked on her. Abby didn’t look away, but she didn’t speak, either. It was as if she was waiting to see what he would do—if he’d ask. If he could ask.

He wanted to.

God, he wanted to ask everything. Where did you go after the bar? Did he bring you straight to the room? Did you take your dress off yourself, or did he help you? Did you let him kiss your neck? Your mouth? Did you moan his name? Or did you moan mine?

But the words stuck behind his teeth.

He didn’t want to ruin it. Didn’t want to force her into a corner or make her justify something he had already given permission for. This wasn’t interrogation. It was… something else. Something deeper. If he asked too soon, it might come out wrong. It might come from fear. From jealousy. From ownership.

And that wasn’t what this was.

So instead, he asked the only thing he could trust himself to say.

“You okay?”

His voice sounded rougher than he expected. It broke the silence but didn’t shatter it. Abby’s expression didn’t change much—only the faintest tilt of her head, a little nod that came slow and easy. She stepped forward, just one step, then paused again.

“Yes,” she said, and her voice was calm. Not guarded. Not guilty. Just… calm.

That single word settled between them like a stone dropped into water. It didn’t sink. It rippled.

Her calmness wasn’t distant. It was confident. As if the question didn’t surprise her. As if she’d known he would ask. And now that he had, she didn’t need to dress it up with explanations.

Gavin felt the tension shift in his chest. Not lighter—just deeper. She was okay. And that meant it had happened.

She had gone through with it.

He wasn’t imagining anymore. He was reacting to fact.

He lowered himself onto the edge of the bed slowly, elbows on his knees, still looking at her. She didn’t follow right away. She stayed standing for a moment, one hand brushing her hip, the other hanging loosely by her side. She was still in the dress. Still barefoot. And somehow, still glowing.

Gavin felt something ache in his throat again.

There were so many things he wanted to say.

I missed you. I thought about you all night. I came close to texting a dozen times. I wanted to watch. I wanted to know every second. I didn’t sleep. I got hard thinking about you with him, and then hated myself for wanting it.

But instead, he stayed quiet.

And she let him.

The bed barely shifted when she sat beside him, her hip brushing his. She didn’t look down. She didn’t fidget. She simply turned slightly toward him, knees angled just enough to face him, and let the silence breathe for another long moment.

“I went back to his room,” she said finally, and her voice was steady—low but not quiet. “We didn’t talk about much in the elevator. Just little things. Where we were from. What we were drinking. But it was calm. No pressure. I liked that.”

Gavin didn’t move. His hands were folded between his knees, jaw clenched just enough to feel it, but his eyes never left her.

“I liked how he didn’t try to sell himself. He didn’t touch me until I told him to. He didn’t even kiss me until I was already on top of him.”

She paused and looked at Gavin now—not to check his reaction, but to share it with him. Like this was a memory they were both allowed to carry.

“I undressed first. On my own. I wanted to feel like I was doing it for me… not to put on a show. Just to feel the shift. My skin felt hot. Not from nerves. Just… awake. I liked the way he looked at me. He didn’t react the way you see in porn. He didn’t grunt or grab me. He just watched. Quietly. Like he saw everything.”

Gavin’s breath came slower now, deeper, but not relaxed. He was hanging on every word, a part of him trembling, another part getting painfully hard again.

“I climbed into his lap,” she continued. “And told him what I wanted. I didn’t ask. I told. That was the difference. I felt like I owned the moment.”

She exhaled softly, her voice growing even steadier.

“He didn’t rush. He let me take what I wanted. And I did. I rode him slow. I held his chest. I watched his face the entire time.”

She paused again, then added, with just the slightest smile curling at the edge of her mouth, “He was good. Quiet. Present. Big. But not cocky about it.”

Gavin’s stomach clenched. The heat in his body had moved lower, thicker, heavier. His fingers were digging into his own palm now, jaw tight, breathing shallow—but he still didn’t speak. He wanted more. Needed more.

“I came hard,” Abby said, simply. “I didn’t hold it back. I didn’t perform it either. It just… happened. Like my body was louder than my thoughts. It felt incredible.”

Her voice dropped even softer now. “And when I did… I whispered your name.”

That broke something in him. Not painfully. Not with regret. It cracked through him like a shiver, and he looked at her with something between awe and disbelief.

She reached for his hand and finally took it in hers—warm, steady, grounding him.

“I stayed the night,” she added. “Not because I didn’t want to come back. But because I wasn’t ready to leave it yet. I wanted the night to stay mine. All the way.”

Gavin nodded once, his throat too tight to speak.

Abby leaned closer, her forehead brushing his.

“I’m here now,” she whispered. “And I’d do it again.”

Gavin didn’t speak. He just looked at her—really looked—and something behind his eyes broke open. Not pain. Not anger. Just the raw weight of being overwhelmed by who she was now, what she had done, and how much he wanted her.

He lifted her hand to his lips and kissed it. Not out of politeness. It wasn’t a gesture. It was a grounding point—his way of touching the real, tangible truth that she was here. With him. After everything.

Then he stood.

She watched him as he stepped in front of her, the air between them thick with energy. When his hands reached for the zipper at the back of her dress, she didn’t stop him. She stood too, turning slightly so he could slide it down, his knuckles grazing her skin with aching slowness.

The fabric fell, soft and silent, pooling at her feet. He knelt without a word, guiding it the rest of the way off her, running his fingers along the sides of her thighs as he did. He didn’t kiss her yet. Didn’t touch her breasts. Didn’t even look at her like a man trying to devour.

He looked at her like she was holy.

She stood in front of him now, fully naked, her posture relaxed, chin tilted slightly down as she gazed at him. She didn’t feel small in that moment. She felt powerful—loved, seen, revered.

Gavin leaned in and pressed a kiss to her hipbone. Then lower. His mouth barely brushed the skin above her mound, his breath warming her core, his hands firm around the backs of her thighs.

She inhaled, sharp and quiet, as his lips finally parted and he tasted her.

There was no hesitation. No teasing. He buried his tongue into her slowly, steadily, letting the taste of her—her sweat, her sex, her story—spread across his tongue like truth. He didn’t rush to find rhythm. He explored. Listened. Responded.

His mouth moved with purpose, not performance. He didn’t look up at her. He just focused. Worshipped. Drank her in like he was trying to learn something new from every drop.

Abby’s fingers slid into his hair, not pulling, just grounding herself in the moment. Her legs trembled slightly, her breath breaking as his mouth found the perfect pressure, the perfect pace.

She didn’t moan for show.

She just whispered, “God, yes…”

And he answered her with his tongue, firmer now, hungrier—but still deliberate. Like he wanted this to last forever. Like she was a gift he wasn’t finished unwrapping.

When she came, it wasn’t sudden. It built like a storm—slow pressure, then heat, then her whole body locking around his mouth, thighs closing slightly, hands gripping his shoulders as her breath scattered.

She didn’t collapse.

She stood tall, shuddering through it, and Gavin didn’t stop until she opened her eyes again and looked down at him, her chest rising fast, her mouth parted in awe.

He kissed the inside of her thigh once more.

Then looked up at her, his lips still wet, and whispered, “You taste like you.”

She didn’t answer with words.

She just dropped to her knees with him.

And kissed him back.


CHAPTER 18


The hotel room was still and dim, painted in the soft gray light of a city morning that hadn't yet decided to wake fully. Sheets lay half-pushed down their legs, the air cool against their skin. Abby rested her head on his chest, her hair a warm tangle against his shoulder. Her breath moved in slow, even waves—neither fully asleep nor entirely awake. The kind of rest that only came after something honest.

Gavin stared at the ceiling. He hadn’t spoken in nearly twenty minutes. Not because there was nothing to say—but because every word felt important now. He didn’t want to speak just to fill the quiet. He wanted to speak to understand it.

She had gone through with it.

He’d seen it in her body when she walked through the door. In the way her shoulders settled, in the deep calm of her eyes. Something had happened to her last night—something that didn’t take from her, but gave. That shook him more than he expected.

It hadn’t made her smaller.

It had made her more.

And yet, here she was, curled against him, fingers resting lightly on his stomach, skin warm, heartbeat slow. She was still his. Or… maybe that wasn’t even the right word anymore.

Not his.

Still with him.

That difference mattered now.

He finally let his hand glide through her hair, slow and gentle, like he was touching a secret.

“I couldn’t sleep,” he said softly, voice catching just a little on the tail end. “Not really.”

She stirred but didn’t move far. “I figured,” she murmured.

He swallowed hard. The words kept coming, but not in a rush. They peeled themselves off slowly, like something being uncovered piece by piece.

“I kept checking the time. I thought you’d text. Even just something quick. A line. A picture. Anything.”

She didn’t apologize. She just listened.

“And when you didn’t…” His throat tightened again, and he paused, grounding himself in the feel of her skin under his palm. “I couldn’t stop picturing it. Not just what you were doing. But where you were. What the room looked like. What you were wearing when it came off.”

Abby shifted slightly, not in guilt—just to look at him more clearly now. Her cheek rested on his chest, but her eyes found his.

“It was hard,” Gavin added. “But not… in a bad way. Just intense. Way more than I thought it would be.”

She didn’t say anything right away, but her fingers traced slow lines along his ribs, grounding him. Encouraging him.

“I wanted it,” he continued. “All of it. I wanted you to have that. I’m not regretting anything. But I think… if we do this again…” He took a long breath, then let the rest out. “I don’t want to be completely shut out.”

He wasn’t accusing. His tone held no resentment. Only need. And underneath that, a quiet longing to be closer—not to stop her, but to stay with her, even when she left the room.

Abby lifted her head slightly, brushing a kiss over his chest before whispering, “Tell me what you want.”

And just like that, the air shifted.

He wasn’t confessing anymore.

He was asking.

And she was ready to hear it.

Gavin sat up slightly in bed, bracing his forearms on his thighs while Abby remained close, watching him from the warm nest of pillows and sheets. The way she looked at him now—calm, composed, completely open—it gave him the safety to say what he’d been struggling to put into words.

“I didn’t expect it to hit like that,” he said. “You leaving. Not knowing. Not seeing it. I told myself I could handle it, and I did. But it was like…” He shook his head, exhaling slowly. “Like I was locked out of something I helped build. I gave the key away and then sat behind the door, waiting.”

He looked over at her, and she hadn’t looked away. She hadn’t bristled or shrunk. She just listened, her body language still completely open.

“I want to be part of it,” he said. “Not just after. Not just through your stories. I want to feel it with you. As it happens. I want you to send me a picture when his hands are on you. I want to see your dress pulled up, or your lipstick smeared. Or even just a message that says, ‘I’m about to.’”

Abby didn’t blink. She absorbed every word with the same quiet poise she had walked in with hours ago.

“I thought I could handle not knowing,” he continued. “And I could. But now I don’t want to. Not like that. I don’t need control. I just need… presence.”

She sat up slowly, pulling the sheets around her as she mirrored his posture, their knees brushing. Her voice was low, thoughtful. “You want to feel like you're still there. Even when I’m somewhere else.”

He nodded, relief flooding his chest just from hearing her phrase it like that.

“Yes,” he said. “Exactly that.”

Her fingers slid along his wrist, tracing his skin slowly. “And if I invited you to watch… next time?”

His pulse jumped. He didn’t answer right away. The idea wasn’t new—it had crossed his mind more than once. But hearing her offer it made it real.

“I’d want to,” he said. “But not to interfere. I wouldn’t be able to sit there pretending like it’s nothing. I’d want to watch you fall into it. And I’d want to know that you wanted me to.”

Abby leaned in, close enough to kiss, but she didn’t.

“I did,” she whispered. “Last night. I thought about you while he was inside me. I wondered if you were touching yourself. I wondered if you were hard. I even pictured you standing in the doorway… just watching.”

Gavin exhaled sharply, his fingers tightening into fists at the image.

“That’s what I want,” he said, voice raspier now. “I want to feel it while you’re still in it. Not just after.”

Her mouth brushed his then, soft and slow, and when she pulled back, she said, “Then next time… we’ll make it real.”

Abby sat cross-legged on the bed now, her hair slightly tangled, the blanket pooled around her hips. Gavin mirrored her position, one knee pulled up, the other stretched out across the sheets, hand resting on his shin. The room had taken on a different kind of quiet—not empty this time, but full. It buzzed with the hum of emotional gravity, not tension.

Abby broke the silence first. “Do you think it changed anything? Between us.”

He thought for a long moment. “No,” he said finally. “But I think it showed us what was already there.”

She nodded like she understood instantly.

He leaned back on his palms, looking at her the way a man looks when he realizes his world has shifted—not fallen apart, just moved into a different orbit.

“I felt jealous,” he admitted, “but not the kind that makes you angry. More like… the kind that makes you burn.”

Abby smiled softly. “I know that feeling.”

He raised an eyebrow. “You do?”

She shrugged slightly, the motion casual but not dismissive. “You were here, alone. While I was out… taking something you couldn’t touch.”

Gavin’s breath caught. That’s exactly what it was. She hadn’t just taken another man’s body—she’d taken space. Time. Autonomy. And she hadn’t needed to ask for any of it.

“I was thinking about that,” she continued. “How strange it felt not to check in with you. I thought I’d feel guilty, but I didn’t. Not once. I just felt… awake. And powerful. Like I didn’t belong to anyone in that moment. Not even myself. Just the experience.”

He nodded, trying to process the weight of that. It didn’t make him flinch. It made him revere her even more.

“I think that’s what scares most people,” he said. “That if they let go of their partner, even for a moment, they won’t come back the same. And the truth is… you didn’t.”

She held his gaze. “Do you want me to go back to the way I was?”

“No,” he said quickly. “Not even a little.”

That landed heavy between them. Not in a way that hurt—but in a way that made everything more real.

Abby stretched her legs out under the sheet, then leaned back on her elbows. “So tell me… what part of it turned you on the most? The sex? The jealousy? The not knowing?”

He didn’t answer right away.

“It wasn’t just one thing,” he said. “It was… the way I had to imagine it. All of it. I’ve never had to build a fantasy around you like that before. Usually I know you. I have you. But last night, I didn’t. And that made every version of you in my head feel like something I couldn’t control.”

“And that was hot?” she asked, not teasing—genuinely curious.

Gavin nodded slowly. “Terrifying. And yes… absolutely fucking hot.”

Abby smiled again, just slightly, and there was something in her eyes—pride, maybe. Or recognition. The version of her he saw now wasn’t a performance. It was her, becoming more herself, because she was finally allowed to.

And Gavin? He was no longer trying to pull her back.

He was leaning forward.

Gavin sat back against the headboard, a pillow behind his shoulders, legs stretched long under the sheets. Abby mirrored him on the other side of the bed, knees pulled up, one hand loosely holding the edge of the blanket over her chest. The sun was higher now, casting soft stripes of light across the floor.

They hadn’t touched in ten minutes.

Not because the moment had passed, but because they were thinking. Not processing what had already happened—building what came next.

Abby spoke first.

“So what would you want, exactly? Next time.” Her voice was clear, but not cold. She wasn’t challenging him. She was giving him the space to define his needs.

He hesitated—not because he didn’t know, but because he wanted to say it right. Not like a demand. Like an invitation.

“I want a thread,” he said finally. “A connection that stays open while it’s happening. Not just before. Not after. During.”

She nodded slowly. “A text?”

“Or a photo. A voice memo. Anything. Just… something that puts me there, even if I’m not.”

He looked at her then, fully, his gaze deep and unguarded.

“I don’t want to chase you down afterward for a story,” he said. “I want to feel it while it’s still yours. Before it becomes a memory.”

Abby tilted her head. “And if I say no?”

He took a breath. “Then you say no. But I’d want to understand why. And I’d want it to be a decision, not a default.”

She studied him for a long moment, her expression unreadable—then softened. “That’s fair.”

He smiled, just a little, relieved she didn’t flinch from the clarity.

“Anything else?” she asked, brushing hair back from her face.

Gavin nodded. “Recount everything. After. Even if it’s not sexy. Even if it’s awkward or boring or didn’t go the way you thought. I want the real story. Not the highlight reel.”

“I can do that,” she said. “That part’s easy. I like telling you.”

“And what about you?” he asked. “What do you need?”

Abby leaned back, stretching her arms over her head briefly before letting them rest in her lap again. “Freedom,” she said simply. “Not just permission. Real space. I don’t want to have to check in unless we agree to it beforehand. I want to feel untethered in the moment. That’s what made last night so intense.”

Gavin nodded, processing it.

“So if we agree in advance,” he said, “that you can go dark—no messages, no photos—then I’ll hold that.”

“And I’ll tell you afterward,” she added. “All of it.”

They both sat with that for a moment. It felt solid. Not like rules. More like a map. Something they could refer to—not a cage, just coordinates.

“And if something goes sideways?” he asked.

“Then I bring it to you first,” she said without hesitation.

“And if I ever want to stop?” he asked.

“You say it out loud. We don’t guess anymore.”

That landed between them like a stone—weighty, steady, grounding.

They looked at each other and didn’t speak for a few beats.

It was done.

They’d built something.

Not a fantasy.

A real thing.

Abby stood from the bed without ceremony, wrapping the thin hotel robe around her body and tying it loosely at the waist. The light caught her collarbone as she moved toward the minibar, pausing to pour a glass of water. She didn’t look back at him. Not because she was avoiding his gaze, but because she didn’t need to. The power wasn’t in the performance—it was in the complete comfort she had in her own skin now.

Gavin sat up in bed and watched her move with a kind of reverence that startled him. This wasn’t just the same woman he’d married, post-fantasy, post-fuck. This was someone else—someone whose edges were sharper and softer at once. She carried no tension, no apology. Just presence. And it made his chest tighten in a way that didn’t hurt—but felt dangerously close to awe.

He wasn’t afraid anymore. He’d spent the night wondering if something would be lost. But sitting there now, watching her sip her water and toss her hair back with a lazy flick of her wrist, he realized the opposite was true.

He didn’t want the old version of her back.

She turned to glance at him then, a slight smile at the corners of her mouth, and the way she looked at him—not for approval, but with trust—made the back of his throat ache.

“You’re staring,” she said lightly, her voice raspy from sleep and sex and whatever she hadn’t said yet.

He didn’t flinch. “I know.”

Abby raised an eyebrow, stepping closer. “You like what you see?”

Gavin let out a quiet breath, not quite a laugh. “I’m still trying to believe it’s real.”

And he meant it. Because it wasn’t just about last night. It was about the fact that she could come back from another man’s bed and still stand in front of him like this—with nothing missing. No distance. No damage. Just her. Fully her.

She sat down on the edge of the bed, facing away from him as she twisted her hair into a messy bun, the robe falling open slightly around her thighs.

“I feel…” she started, then paused, searching. “Not different. Just clearer. Like I finally moved something inside me that had been stuck for years.”

Gavin reached forward, his hands finding her hips beneath the fabric. He didn’t pull her closer. He just touched her, needing the contact, the confirmation.

“I feel it too,” he said. “You’re still you. But there’s… more.”

She turned to face him over her shoulder. “And that doesn’t scare you?”

He took a beat to answer—not to stall, but to mean it. “No. What scares me is going back to pretending we didn’t want this.”

Her expression softened, then deepened. She nodded slowly, and in that moment, everything between them felt stable—not because they’d returned to anything familiar, but because they’d built something new.

Abby leaned in and kissed him once—soft, firm, without urgency. A punctuation mark on everything they’d just built.

They didn’t speak again for a while.

They didn’t need to.


CHAPTER 19


The afternoon sunlight bled gently across the bedspread, casting warm geometric shapes through the slats of the blinds. Gavin was sitting at the edge of the bed with his laptop open, half-paying attention to the screen, half watching Abby across the room. She was curled in a chair by the window, legs folded up, her phone resting lightly in her palm.

She hadn’t said much for the last few minutes—just small sounds, the occasional grin, the flick of her thumb scrolling through something.

He watched her, quietly curious.

Then she spoke without looking up. “Clay texted me again.”

Gavin’s stomach twitched, but not in panic. The name didn’t hit like a threat anymore. Still, it struck deep.

“Yeah?” he said, keeping his tone even.

She smiled down at her phone. “Mm-hmm. Just casual. He’s funny.” She looked up. “Want to see?”

He nodded, and she stood, walking over with the phone held loose in her hand like it was nothing more than a funny meme. She sat beside him and held the screen so they could both read.

Clay:

“Still thinking about that dress. You should wear it again—but only for about five minutes this time.”

Gavin let out a breath, a laugh that almost wasn’t a laugh. Abby looked over at him, watching his reaction more closely now.

“That too much?” she asked, voice soft.

He shook his head, even though it was hard to process. “No. It’s not too much.”

It was real. That’s why it hit hard. Not the words. The fact of them. That she was being flirted with, remembered, wanted again. And that she was sharing it. Not hiding. Not sugar-coating. Just bringing it into the light between them.

Abby tilted her head slightly. “I didn’t answer right away,” she said. “I wanted to talk to you first.”

Gavin looked at her then, fully. There was no edge in her voice. No seduction. Just honesty.

She paused, then set the phone down on the nightstand and turned her body to face his. One leg folded up, the other resting gently against his thigh.

“What would you think,” she asked carefully, “if I saw him again?”

The question wasn’t shocking. Not anymore. Gavin had already imagined it. Replayed last time in his head a hundred different ways. But now it was her asking. It was real.

“I think I’d want to know more,” he said slowly. “Like… how. When. What you’d want it to look like.”

She nodded thoughtfully, then leaned in slightly. Her eyes didn’t flinch.

“And what if you were in the room?” she asked.

His breath caught—not from fear, but from the weight of it.

She wasn’t flirting now. She was inviting.

“You mean… just watching?” he asked, even though he already knew.

“Yes,” she said. “Sitting. Watching. Not interfering. Just being there.”

His pulse picked up. The room seemed quieter than it had seconds ago. Every sound from outside—the faint traffic, the air conditioning hum—fell away.

He hadn’t expected it to feel this intense. He thought the idea would turn him on, maybe even thrill him. But it wasn’t lust that filled his chest first.

It was something deeper.

“It’d be a lot,” he said after a moment.

Abby nodded. “I know.”

“But I think I’d want it.”

She didn’t smile. She didn’t shift. She just let her fingers slide across his knee—soft, anchoring, without expectation.

“Then we can plan it,” she said. “On your terms. As slow as you need.”

Gavin swallowed. His skin felt warm all over. His thoughts were racing, but under all of it, there was clarity.

He was going to say yes.

He already had.

The door to the bathroom clicked shut behind her, and Gavin was alone. The sound of running water filled the background, soft and steady, as steam began to fog the mirror just beyond the frosted glass. Abby had kissed his cheek before stepping away, casual and warm, as if they’d just agreed on dinner plans. But what they’d actually agreed to—what he had just said yes to—felt like something that lived miles below the surface of normal life.

Gavin laid back on the bed, arms folded under his head, staring up at the ceiling with his thoughts churning beneath the stillness. It wasn’t panic. He wasn’t spiraling. But his mind was stretching—reaching toward something he’d never actually touched. All this time, he’d imagined it. He’d built fantasies around it. Scenarios. Poses. Groans. Flash-frames of Abby’s body, taken by someone else while he waited in another room or replayed it through secondhand stories. But now? That distance was gone. He wouldn’t be waiting next time.

He would be there.

He would see it—all of it.

Not as fiction. Not as a postscript. As truth. As sweat and rhythm and noise. He would see her clothes come off piece by piece for another man. Hear the sigh in her throat when his hands touched her hips. He would watch her eyes flutter, her mouth fall open, her body rise and fall to a rhythm that didn’t involve his skin at all. He would smell it. The sex in the air. The warmth in the room. And he wouldn’t move. Wouldn’t stop it. Wouldn’t speak.

He thought he might come just imagining it.

But arousal wasn’t the only thing blooming in his chest.

There was tension there too—not fear, but weight. A heaviness that whispered one undeniable truth: once he saw it, he could never go back. There would be no retreat to innocence. No return to only imagining. His mind would hold that image—Abby, taken and loving it—for the rest of his life. That wasn’t a risk. It was a fact. And strangely, it didn’t make him hesitate.

It made him hard.

It made him need it.

Not just for the erotic thrill, but for the closeness. He realized, with surprising clarity, that this was the deepest kind of intimacy he’d ever have with her. Not because he’d be part of the act. But because she would let him see her in it, exactly as she was—unfiltered, undone, unashamed.

He wouldn’t be excluded.

He’d be invited.

And that made all the difference.

The shower turned off, and he sat up slowly, the sheets rustling around his waist. Abby would step back into the room soon, wet hair, warm skin, soft robe.

He didn’t know when the night would happen. Or what exactly it would look like. But one thing was clear in the tightness of his chest and the ache between his legs:

He was ready.

There was a knock on the door—two short raps, light but confident. Gavin had known it was coming. He’d watched Abby text Clay thirty minutes earlier with the room number, then toss her phone aside with the kind of effortless composure that made his chest ache. But when he heard that knock, his breath still caught.

He was already seated where they’d agreed—on the wide velvet armchair in the corner, lights dimmed low, a bottle of whiskey untouched on the small table beside him. The chair faced the bed but angled slightly toward the center of the room. Close enough to see. Far enough not to intrude. His heart beat against the back of his throat like a second pulse.

Abby didn’t hesitate. She walked to the door barefoot, wearing the same pale silk robe from earlier, tied in a loose knot that let the shape of her body speak underneath it. She opened the door without a second glance toward Gavin, which somehow only made him lean forward slightly, eyes fixed on her spine, her posture, the grace in the curve of her hips.

And then Clay stepped in.

He was taller than Gavin remembered. Broad-shouldered, relaxed, carrying a faint trace of cologne that reached even across the room. He wore a black T-shirt and dark jeans, nothing flashy, but the air shifted when he entered—like gravity made room for him.

No greetings. No introduction. Clay’s eyes flicked toward Gavin once—just once—and he gave the smallest nod. Not acknowledgment. Not dominance. Just recognition. Then he turned his focus fully to Abby.

Gavin felt a rush of heat crawl up his neck.

She closed the door behind Clay and turned toward him with a soft smile, her body language unhurried. She didn’t reach for Clay immediately. She walked past him, slowly, to the center of the room and paused in front of the bed. Her hands untied the robe’s knot in a slow, almost meditative movement.

She let it fall.

Not with flair. Not with a tease. Just a soft whisper of silk leaving her skin, revealing the quiet confidence she wore now like a second, stronger layer of flesh.

Clay didn’t move toward her. He waited. Gavin could feel the restraint in the room like it had shape, like it could be touched.

Abby stepped closer to Clay and placed a hand gently on his chest. Gavin couldn’t see the expression on her face now, but he saw the way Clay’s body softened under her touch. She leaned in and kissed him once—slow, deliberate, like she was greeting a memory.

Gavin’s chest was tight. Not with anger. Not with jealousy. Just pressure—the kind of thick, slow-building heat that made his muscles coil. He hadn’t moved an inch, but every nerve in his body was screaming awake.

Abby turned slightly then, just enough to glance over her shoulder toward Gavin. Her eyes met his—not with a question, not for permission, but to remind him: You’re part of this.

That single look held more power than anything she could’ve said.

And then she reached for Clay’s shirt.

Gavin couldn’t look away.

He wasn’t frozen, exactly. It was something deeper—like his entire nervous system had slowed to match the pace of what was unfolding in front of him. Every second stretched long. Every inhale between them stretched wider. It felt like he was watching something sacred, and he didn’t dare interrupt.

Abby stood in front of Clay now, her bare body flush against his clothes, her fingers slowly tugging at the hem of his shirt. Gavin could see her hands shaking slightly, but not from nerves—it was energy. It buzzed off her skin in waves. She was already turned on. Already warm and wet and completely present.

She pulled Clay’s shirt up and over his head, tossing it to the side, and Gavin caught his first real look at the body of the man his wife had chosen. Clay wasn’t bulky, but he was solid—broad shoulders, smooth stomach, a dusting of dark hair across his chest. He didn’t flex. Didn’t puff up. He just stood there, letting Abby explore.

Her hands moved over his chest, then down to the buckle of his belt. Still facing Gavin, she worked the metal slowly, her head tilted slightly, her eyes not leaving her husband’s. Gavin felt a rush of heat ripple through his body as the belt came undone, the quiet clink of it hitting the floor louder than it had any right to be.

Clay’s pants followed. Briefs next. And then he stood naked, hard, already ready. Gavin’s eyes flicked down briefly, registering the size of him—impossible not to—but it wasn’t comparison that filled his chest.

It was impact.

This was the moment that changed things.

Clay wasn’t a concept anymore.

He was real.

Abby dropped to her knees then—not as a gesture of submission, but something calmer. Ritualistic. She looked up at Clay, touched him once at the base, then dragged her palm slowly up the length of his cock before leaning in and placing a single kiss at the head. Not for him—for herself. For the moment. For the act of acknowledging how far she’d come and what she was about to do next.

And she looked at Gavin the whole time.

Her lips parted around Clay’s cock, slowly, and she took him into her mouth with smooth, practiced control. Gavin felt his breath hitch—not from jealousy, not from discomfort—but from the sheer beauty of it. The pace. The eye contact. The intimacy.

She wasn’t showing off.

She was sharing herself.

Gavin’s hands were fists on the armrests. His cock was hard, untouched, straining against the inside of his jeans—but he didn’t move. Couldn’t. If he touched himself now, it would cheapen it. This wasn’t porn. This was real. This was his wife, on her knees, mouth full, and eyes locked onto him—not to ask if he was okay, but to tell him:

This is who I am now. Watch me.

Abby pulled back slowly, letting her tongue swirl at the tip before standing again. She was flushed, her breathing heavier. She turned her back to Clay, stepping backward toward the bed, and reached between her legs to press two fingers along her slit—parting herself without shame, without hesitation.

Then she brought those fingers to her mouth.

And sucked.

Gavin’s heart felt like it might detonate inside his chest. Every muscle in his body vibrated with tension, and still, he didn’t move. He couldn’t break the spell. Abby was writing a new language with her body, and every syllable of it hit him with truth.

She wasn’t gone.

She wasn’t someone else.

She was more.

And for the first time in his life, Gavin didn’t need to be the man inside her to feel connected.

He only had to watch.

Gavin stayed in the chair, his hands still gripping the sides, his legs slightly apart, not out of posture but out of readiness. The room felt heavier now—not stifling, but thick with heat and breath and unspeakable weight. Everything was slower. More real. He could hear the small sounds Abby made as she leaned forward onto the bed, her knees parting as she climbed up, her hair falling loose across her bare shoulders.

She didn’t look at him again. Not yet. And somehow, that struck deeper than anything else.

She was in it now—completely immersed in the moment, not performing, not narrating, not holding herself in two worlds at once. And Gavin had never loved her more than he did in that second.

Clay joined her on the bed with a slow, grounded movement. There was no urgency between them. No breathless rush or teenage chaos. It was adult. Confident. Consensual. Abby didn’t act shy, and Clay didn’t try to dominate. It was something far more powerful than either—a shared rhythm that Gavin could feel vibrating in his chest, like a song he didn’t know the words to but understood anyway.

Then the first sound escaped her lips.

Not loud. Not performative. Just the kind of low, involuntary gasp that comes from deep inside a person when they stop thinking. Gavin felt his body react immediately—not just arousal, but gravity. He felt his stomach tighten, his skin heat, his heart kick harder.

It wasn’t just knowing what was happening.

It was hearing it.

Feeling it in his bones.

She didn’t call his name. She didn’t have to. Every part of her body was speaking to him without language. The small arch of her back. The way her fingers gripped the sheet. The tone of her breath when it deepened. None of it was for show. It was for her. And he was still part of it.

For all his anticipation, Gavin hadn’t truly prepared for the emotional rawness of it. How exposed he would feel. It wasn’t humiliation—it was something closer to reverence. He was witnessing his wife unfold in front of another man, and instead of wanting to stop it, he felt his chest ache with how much he wanted to hold on to every detail.

She was gorgeous like this.

Not just in body.

In truth.

He saw her fully, maybe for the first time—not just as his wife, or his lover, but as a force. A person with power. Desire. Autonomy. Someone who could take without asking. And give without guilt.

And it undid him.

He didn’t need to close the distance between them. He didn’t need to touch her. Not tonight. Not now.

Because in every breath she took, every sound that rose from her throat, every gasp that broke the rhythm of the room—he was already there.

With her.

Watching her.

Wanting her.

And knowing, beyond all doubt, that she would look back at him again.

Maybe not now.

But soon.

And when she did, it wouldn’t be an apology.

It would be permission.


CHAPTER 20


The room was quiet now, but it wasn’t empty. It felt full—saturated. The air held the scent of skin and sex and something even deeper, something that had no name but lingered anyway. The light had changed outside; the last hints of evening pressed dim orange across the blinds, and shadows had grown longer across the carpet. Time had moved, even if they hadn’t.

Clay stood near the foot of the bed, buttoning his shirt in slow, methodical movements. There was no awkwardness in the way he moved, no need for small talk or forced goodbyes. Just the clean, quiet finality of someone who understood his part in something rare, and didn’t try to extend it longer than it was meant to last.

Gavin stayed in the chair.

He didn’t look away, didn’t speak, didn’t fidget. His hands were folded now in his lap, his breathing steady, his eyes clear. He didn’t feel the sharp heat of jealousy. He didn’t feel guilt or adrenaline or anything like the anxiety he’d prepared himself for. What he felt was... stillness.

Something had settled inside him.

Clay glanced at Abby once as he pulled on his shoes. She was lying on her side, one leg bent up toward her chest, arm tucked beneath her head. She didn’t look at him. Not out of coldness. Just... completion. She had no need for closure. What was meant to happen had happened.

Clay looked over at Gavin. Not with expectation or discomfort—just a quiet nod. A kind of thanks, maybe. Then he left.

The door clicked shut.

And the room exhaled.

Gavin stayed in his chair for a long moment, letting the silence thicken. Not dead silence—there was still the sound of Abby’s breath, the faint hum of the A/C, the soft rustle of the sheets when she shifted slightly. But it was a silence without urgency. The kind that comes only when everything that needed to be said had already been felt.

He let his eyes fall to her back, the long line of her spine, the way her shoulder blades rose and fell with her breathing. She wasn’t crying. She wasn’t curled up or recoiling. She looked calm. Whole. Like someone who had stepped through something difficult and had come out the other side not broken, but solid.

And yet... Gavin didn’t move.

Not yet.

Because this moment wasn’t for fixing.

It was for witnessing.

She had given him that much, hadn’t she?

He owed her the same.

The carpet felt cool beneath Gavin’s feet as he rose from the chair. His legs ached—not from tension, but from the sheer act of holding still for so long. He didn’t move quickly. There was no reason to. The urgency had passed. This moment didn’t belong to adrenaline or impulsivity. It belonged to something gentler—something built on presence, on trust, on quiet acknowledgment that everything that had just occurred was not a break in the fabric between them, but a reweaving.

He crossed the short space between them, each step deliberate, not hesitant but careful. Abby hadn’t moved much. Her eyes were open now, half-lidded and relaxed, and when she turned her head to see him approach, there was no question in her expression. No fear. No doubt. Only reception.

Gavin sat down slowly on the edge of the bed beside her, not touching her yet, just letting their nearness do what words couldn’t. The warmth from her body radiated toward him. He could feel the heat that hadn’t left her skin yet, the faint dampness at the crease of her lower back, the slow, full rhythm of her breath beginning to settle back into her.

She turned onto her back, her arm brushing against his thigh. She didn’t say anything right away, and neither did he. They just looked at each other. Her pupils were still wide, her lips parted slightly, her hair in disarray over the pillow. She looked spent—but not used. And Gavin felt something tender rise in his chest at the sight of her in this state: undone, open, honest.

He reached up and let his fingers trail lightly over the line of her collarbone, brushing a strand of hair away from her cheek. The contact was soft, grounding. He wasn’t touching her to start something. He was touching her because he was still here.

She smiled faintly, and her voice came low and raw, the way it always did after too much emotion. “You’re okay?”

He didn’t rush his answer. He let the question settle first.

“More than okay,” he said, his voice just as quiet. “You?”

Abby nodded, her gaze steady. “I feel… full. Not overwhelmed. Just—filled.”

There was a moment after that where neither of them spoke. Gavin could feel the weight of everything they had just allowed themselves to experience—the gravity of seeing her, hearing her, feeling her energy leave and return to the room. And still, in all of that, the most surprising thing was the peace.

“I thought it would be harder,” he said finally, his thumb stroking the inside of her wrist. “To see it. To be here. But it didn’t feel like something I had to endure. It felt like something I got to witness.”

Abby’s eyes glistened a little at that, and she reached up to touch his jaw, letting her fingers rest there. “I didn’t look away because I wanted you to see me. All of me. Not because I needed approval. But because I wanted to be known.”

“You were,” Gavin said, leaning in just enough for his forehead to rest against hers. “You are.”

There was nothing performative in the moment that followed. No pivot into sex. No grand declarations. Just the kind of silence that existed only between people who had broken through something real—and were still lying side by side on the other side of it.

The room was quieter now than it had been all night, but the silence wasn’t empty. It felt full—thick with breath, warmth, and something heavier than words. Gavin remained beside her, one hand still resting near Abby’s, the back of his fingers grazing the edge of her arm. Neither of them moved quickly. They weren’t rushing toward anything. They were just here, sharing the space that had been changed forever, not with shame, but with something far deeper: acceptance.

He watched her as she looked up at him, her eyes soft but clear. The calm in her gaze struck him more powerfully than any of the heat or urgency he’d felt earlier. She wasn’t apologizing. She wasn’t asking him to say the right thing. She was just letting herself be seen.

And that—more than the night, more than the act, more than anything—was what undid him.

Gavin leaned in slowly, giving her time to pull back if she needed to. But she didn’t. Her eyes fluttered closed, not with hesitation, but with trust. When their lips met, it wasn’t electric or dramatic. It was slow, warm, and achingly human. Her mouth opened under his like she’d been waiting for this—not because she needed forgiveness, but because she needed closeness.

He deepened the kiss carefully, not devouring her, just holding her there. His hand moved to her cheek, then to her hair, fingers slipping through the tangles as his other arm wrapped around her waist. Her body pressed into his with a soft, steady kind of heat. There was no hurry. Just presence. Just the rhythm of breath and skin and belonging.

As they kissed, Gavin felt something loosen in his chest. He hadn't realized how much he'd been holding in—not just tonight, but across every conversation, every fantasy they’d teased but never touched. Watching her come undone in front of someone else had changed him—but not in the way he feared. It hadn’t made him question her. It had made him see her.

And now, kissing her like this, he felt like he was meeting her again for the first time. But this time, with nothing hidden. Nothing restrained.

He pulled back just enough to look at her face again, their foreheads resting together, their noses brushing lightly.

“I didn’t lose anything,” he said quietly, as if the words were only meant for the air between their mouths. “I just found more of you.”

Abby’s fingers slid into his hair, gently tugging him closer again. “I didn’t feel like I was leaving you,” she whispered. “I felt like I was making space for both of us.”

Their lips met again, slower this time. Deeper. And Gavin let himself lean into her completely, pressing her back into the mattress, not with hunger, but with reverence. He kissed her with everything he hadn’t said. Every breath he’d held. Every part of him that had watched her open—and now just wanted to hold her there.

They stayed like that for a long time. Touching. Breathing. No words. No more fear.

Just closer.

The sheets had cooled around them, their bodies still close but no longer tangled in movement. Abby lay curled on her side, her forehead tucked beneath Gavin’s chin, one leg draped across his. He rested his hand against the small of her back, tracing the soft, even line of her spine with the pads of his fingers. Neither of them had spoken in several minutes, but it wasn’t silence born of hesitation. It was something gentler—like the lull that follows an answered question.

Gavin exhaled slowly, not from exhaustion, but from settling. The kind of exhale that comes after holding something in too long and finally letting it go. He felt warm, grounded, and still riding the edges of an emotional intensity that hadn’t worn off yet.

“I thought I might feel different,” he said softly, breaking the quiet with words that had been sitting on his tongue since the moment he touched her after it all.

Abby didn’t move away. Her body stayed pressed against him, her fingers curled into the sheets near his shoulder.

“Different how?” she asked gently, not afraid.

He paused, letting the question hang there just long enough to gather the real answer. “I thought maybe I’d see you differently. That something would be missing. Or worse—that I’d feel like I wasn’t enough.”

Abby shifted only slightly, lifting her head just enough to look at him. Her eyes weren’t guarded. She didn’t rush to reassure him. She let him finish.

“But that’s not what happened,” he continued, brushing her hair back from her cheek. “I didn’t feel like I lost anything. If anything, I feel like you let me into a part of you I’ve never seen before. Like I didn’t know how much more of you there was to love.”

Her breath caught—not sharply, but enough to show it landed. She leaned in and kissed the underside of his jaw, slow and quiet, like she wanted to put something in his skin that would stay there.

“I was afraid you’d flinch,” she said softly. “Or look at me like I was someone else afterward.”

“I did look at you like someone else,” Gavin said, his voice thick. “But not because I didn’t recognize you. Because I finally saw the parts you hadn’t shown me before.”

Abby swallowed and laid her head back against his chest, pressing her ear over his heartbeat. “I didn’t hold anything back tonight,” she said. “And it meant everything that you didn’t turn away. That you watched. That you stayed.”

Gavin let his hand move over the bare curve of her hip, not with need, but with the slow certainty of belonging. “You didn’t disappear from me,” he said. “You just… expanded. You became more.”

The room stayed quiet after that, but the kind of quiet that held no weight. Just stillness. Trust. A depth of understanding that couldn’t have existed before tonight—not because they hadn’t wanted it, but because they hadn’t dared ask for it. Until now.

Abby pressed a kiss to his chest and whispered, “So what now?”

He didn’t have a plan.

But he knew the answer.

“We keep going,” he murmured. “We stay honest. We listen. And when something scares us… we talk about it instead of hiding from it.”

She nodded against his skin.

And neither of them moved to change the subject.

The space between their bodies felt different now. Not because there was distance, but because the nearness had shifted into something deeper. When Gavin looked down at her, Abby’s eyes met his without hesitation. There was nothing playful in her expression, nothing teasing. She looked calm. Grounded. Her body was relaxed beside his, but her gaze was sharp and steady—as if she was still seeing him just as clearly as he was seeing her.

She reached up first, her hand finding the back of his neck, fingers threading slowly into his hair. It wasn’t a pull. It wasn’t even an invitation. It was just contact—the kind that said, You can come closer now, if you want to. And Gavin did. Not with urgency. Not with hunger. But with a kind of quiet certainty that lived somewhere beneath his ribs.

He moved over her gently, the weight of his body supported on his forearms as he kissed her again. This time, her mouth opened to him with the softest breath, her lips brushing his like they were meant to carry something unspoken. There was no build-up. No teasing. No escalation. Just warmth and presence and two people who didn’t need to rush anymore.

Abby’s hands moved along his back, palms flat, fingers slow. She wasn’t pulling him into her—she was holding him with her, anchoring him in the space they now shared. Gavin kissed the corner of her mouth, then her cheek, then the line of her jaw, each one slower than the last. His breath warmed her skin, and he felt her exhale beneath him, not in arousal alone, but in surrender—not to him, but to this moment.

When he entered her, it wasn’t a reclaiming. There was no part of her that had been taken away. It was simply the act of joining again—two bodies that already knew each other, now reacquainted on deeper terms. Abby’s breath hitched softly, and her hands slid to his shoulders, holding—not gripping. Just staying connected.

Their rhythm built slowly, not driven by climax or tension, but by something more rooted. Gavin felt every shift in her body, every ripple of muscle and breath and need. He watched her eyes, her mouth, her chest, not because he was seeking approval or looking for signs—but because he didn’t want to miss a single detail.

Abby kissed him like she was writing the last sentence of a letter. Her fingers stayed threaded in his hair, and when he pressed his forehead to hers, they both closed their eyes—not to block anything out, but to feel it more fully.

When they came together, it wasn’t loud. It wasn’t cinematic. It was just theirs—shared in a breath, in the curve of her back rising to meet him, in the stillness afterward when neither of them moved.

They didn’t speak. There was nothing left to say.

Gavin stayed inside her long after the rhythm faded, his body resting against hers, his cheek against her shoulder. Abby’s hand traced lazy circles across his back, their legs tangled under the sheets, their skin cooling, but their connection steady and alive.

For the first time in a long time, Gavin didn’t feel like he needed to define what they had just done.

He didn’t need to name it.

He just needed to feel it.

And in that silence, in that closeness, in the slow, tired beat of her heart against his chest—he did.


EPILOGUE


The house felt lived in, softened by years of shared routines and quiet nights. It wasn’t grand or sprawling, but it was theirs, and Gavin had long since realized that what mattered most wasn’t the square footage or the furniture—it was the way Abby moved through it. She filled every room, not with noise, but with presence. Even now, as he sat on the edge of their bed, he could hear the rhythm of her steps across the hall, the faint rustle of fabric as she adjusted her dress, the occasional hum she made when she thought she was alone.

He let himself breathe it in, slow and steady, the way he always did before these nights. The anticipation wasn’t nervous anymore. It was heavier, steadier. Like the quiet stretch before a storm you didn’t fear but welcomed. He’d come to crave it—the waiting, the knowing, the certainty that soon he would see her in ways most husbands never did, and that she would let him because he had earned it.

Abby appeared in the doorway, leaning against the frame for a moment before stepping inside. She was barefoot, her hair falling loose around her shoulders, wearing a deep burgundy slip that clung to her in all the right places. Her eyes found his immediately, and the small smile that curved her lips wasn’t shy or uncertain. It was knowing. Confident. A woman completely at ease in her own skin.

“Do I look all right?” she asked, though the question was rhetorical. She wasn’t fishing for approval. She knew.

Gavin’s chest tightened as he looked at her. Years ago, he might have answered with reassurance. Now, he just told the truth. “You look like yourself,” he said, his voice low. “That’s all I ever want.”

She crossed the room and sat beside him, close enough that he could feel the heat of her body. He reached for her hand, and she let him take it, her fingers cool against his palm. For a moment, they didn’t speak. They didn’t need to. The hum of the house filled the silence, and beneath it, Gavin could feel his heart settling into the same rhythm it always did before nights like this—not frantic, not jealous, but awake.

There was no performance in Abby’s posture, no nervous energy. This was not the hesitant wife who once looked at him with questions in her eyes. This was the woman she had become, and Gavin felt the weight of pride and desire mingle in his chest as he realized, once again, how far they had come.

Soon, Allen would arrive. And Gavin would be there. As always.

The sound of the doorbell broke the hush of the house, not sharp, not jarring—just a reminder that the night was moving forward. Abby stood, smoothing the slip against her thighs, and gave Gavin a quick look before she turned toward the hall. It wasn’t a question, and it wasn’t a request for permission. It was simply acknowledgment. He was here, she was ready, and this was theirs.

Gavin listened to the faint sounds of her footsteps and the soft click of the deadbolt. The front door opened, and a deeper voice carried in—warm, steady, casual. Allen’s. He didn’t need to strain to catch the words. The details weren’t important. What mattered was the ease of it. No posturing, no awkward small talk, just the familiar cadence of a man welcomed into a space that already had room for him.

A moment later, they entered the bedroom together. Allen was tall, broad, his dark shirt fitted across his chest, his presence grounding rather than imposing. He gave Gavin a nod, the same kind of quiet respect he always had, and Gavin returned it. No tension passed between them. No competition. Just understanding.

Abby lingered close to Allen’s side, her arm brushing against his as if the connection was effortless now, second nature. She wasn’t coy, and she wasn’t playing a part. She was simply herself, moving into the current she’d chosen, the current Gavin had chosen with her.

Watching them like this didn’t sting anymore. If anything, it stirred something deep in him that was equal parts pride and hunger. The pride came first: pride that she could stand so certain in who she was, pride that he had walked beside her long enough to see this confidence bloom. The hunger followed, low and steady, curling through his chest and settling between his legs as he realized how much he craved what came next—not in spite of Allen, but because of him.

Allen placed a hand at the small of Abby’s back, steady and casual, and she leaned into the touch without hesitation. Gavin felt his breath catch—not from jealousy, but from the visceral reminder of what it meant to see her in this light. She wasn’t just his wife. She was a woman in full possession of herself, and he was lucky enough to witness it.

Abby’s eyes flicked back to him then, brief but sharp, a silent tether pulling him closer without a word. That look was always for him. No matter who else was in the room, no matter what unfolded, she never let him forget: he wasn’t on the outside. He was the constant.

Gavin sat back against the headboard, his pulse steady but alive, and let the weight of the moment settle into his bones. The night had only begun, and already he felt the familiar truth humming through him—this was theirs, and he was right where he belonged.

Abby led Allen toward the bed with the same easy grace she had shown in the doorway, her body loose, her movements fluid. There was no hesitation in her steps, no flicker of doubt in her expression. She knew herself now in ways Gavin remembered she once only guessed at. Watching her like this was different from those early nights when every gesture felt like discovery. This wasn’t discovery anymore. This was ownership.

Allen slipped his hands along her waist as she turned to face him. The burgundy fabric shifted, catching the dim lamplight, and Gavin saw the way her body pressed into his with the faintest arch, subtle but sure. Their mouths met in an unhurried kiss, lips lingering, her hand sliding up the back of his neck. Gavin’s breath deepened as he watched her tilt her head, opening to Allen with the same instinctive surrender she’d shown countless times before. It didn’t diminish what she shared with him—it only sharpened it.

For a moment, Gavin let himself simply observe. He took in the curve of her back beneath Allen’s hands, the delicate parting of her lips, the soft sound in her throat that wasn’t for performance but for release. He could feel himself responding, his body heating, his arousal steady and thick. But what struck him more than anything was the calmness. He wasn’t wrestling with the old shadow of jealousy. He wasn’t trying to parse his place. He knew his place, and she knew it too.

Abby broke the kiss with Allen and turned, her eyes seeking Gavin across the short space of the bed. She didn’t speak, but her hand reached back, fingers stretching toward him. The gesture was simple, but it carried weight. It was her reminder, her anchor: I’m here, and you’re part of this.

Gavin moved to take her hand, his fingers curling around hers, grounding her even as Allen slid the strap of her slip down her shoulder. The fabric gave way, baring her skin inch by inch, and Gavin felt his chest tighten with the gravity of it. Abby closed her eyes briefly, leaning back into Allen’s touch, but her hand never left Gavin’s.

Allen eased the slip down her body, letting it fall to the floor, and Abby stood between them—nude, radiant, utterly unashamed. Gavin’s gaze swept over her, not with the hunger of a man who wanted to reclaim, but with the reverence of one who knew he already belonged. She was his, even here, even now, even as she turned back to Allen and kissed him again, her body molding against his.

When Allen guided her back onto the bed, Gavin followed, settling beside her as she stretched onto her back. Allen’s hands moved with steady confidence, exploring her as if he already knew the map of her skin. Abby’s breath caught, her chest rising and falling, and Gavin reached out to stroke her hair, letting his thumb brush her temple. Her eyes fluttered open at his touch, and she looked at him—not at Allen, not at the ceiling, but at him.

The connection anchored him, even as Allen began to take her. Gavin felt every shift in her body, every tremor, every sigh, not as an outsider, but as the man she reached for when she needed grounding.

She had Allen’s body.

But Gavin had her soul.

Abby’s breath came in uneven waves, her body arching with each motion Allen gave her. The sounds filled the room, not loud, but full — the kind of noises that lived deep in her chest, heavy and raw. Gavin sat close enough to feel the heat radiating from her skin, close enough to see every flicker of her expression, the parting of her lips, the way her fingers clawed lightly at the sheets. He held her hand through it, their fingers tangled tight, and though her body moved with Allen’s rhythm, her eyes found Gavin’s again and again.

It was always like this now. No matter how far she let herself drift, no matter how completely she gave in, she returned to him with her gaze. That was the tether. That was the unspoken vow.

When Allen pulled back slightly, letting Abby catch her breath, Gavin moved. He leaned down and captured her mouth in a kiss that was nothing like the ones Allen gave her. His was deeper, slower, filled with years of belonging. She opened to him instantly, a soft sound escaping her throat that was different — not the sound of release, but of recognition. Gavin felt the tension in her fingers ease, her body melting into his even as Allen’s weight remained against her thighs.

He pulled back just enough to whisper, his forehead pressed to hers. “Mine.” The word wasn’t a claim born of insecurity. It was a truth. A reminder. A pulse between them that had anchored every night like this.

Abby answered him without words, lifting her hips toward him, her lips brushing his ear as she murmured his name in a tone that belonged to no one else. Gavin’s body answered before his mind did, his hand sliding down her side, his breath rough in his chest.

Allen gave space — he always did. It wasn’t about pushing Gavin aside or holding dominance. He knew the rhythm too. He leaned back, letting Abby turn into Gavin’s arms, her body twisting so she could pull him fully on top of her.

The shift was immediate. Everything narrowed to the two of them, the room shrinking, the noise of the night fading until all that remained was Gavin’s breath against her lips, Abby’s nails at his shoulders, and the unshakable truth of who they were together. He kissed her again, deeper this time, the kind of kiss that said more than language could.

When he entered her, it wasn’t frantic. It wasn’t rushed. It was grounding. Abby’s legs wrapped around him, pulling him closer, and the sound she made then was different from the ones Allen had drawn out of her. This sound was softer, more intimate, like it came from a part of her only Gavin had the key to.

Their bodies moved together in a rhythm that had been written over years, and Gavin felt it in every part of himself — not reclaiming what had been lost, because nothing was gone, but reaffirming what had always been there. This was theirs. This would always be theirs.

Allen faded into the background, silent and steady, until eventually he rose, pulling his shirt back over his shoulders. He didn’t interrupt. He didn’t intrude. He left quietly, respectfully, because they all understood the truth: the night always ended like this. Abby and Gavin, entwined. No one else.

Gavin held her tighter, his lips brushing against her temple as he whispered her name again, and Abby clung to him with a kind of desperation that wasn’t about need, but about anchoring herself in him, in them, in the unshakable rhythm of what they’d built together.

The reclaiming wasn’t a performance. It was a ritual. And as Gavin felt her tremble beneath him, felt her body give way to him completely, he knew it would always be this way.

The front door closed softly in the distance, and the house settled back into its familiar quiet. Gavin lay on his back, Abby draped half across him, her head resting over his chest. Their skin was damp, cooling, their breaths slowly syncing in the stillness. He could feel the steady beat of her heart against his ribs, an intimate rhythm that grounded him more deeply than any climax ever could.

The bedroom smelled of them, warm and heavy, layered with everything that had just passed. But the air didn’t feel crowded. It felt lived in, settled. This wasn’t the disorienting aftermath of something foreign or risky. It was the aftermath of something known. A ritual that belonged only to them.

Abby shifted slightly, her arm sliding higher across his chest, her fingers drawing lazy circles on his shoulder. She didn’t speak at first. She didn’t have to. They’d long since stopped filling the silence with nervous reassurances or questions. Their silence now was full, comfortable, heavy with meaning.

When she finally lifted her head to look at him, her hair falling across her cheek, her expression was soft but unwavering. “You’re quiet,” she said gently.

Gavin smiled faintly, brushing the hair back from her face. “Just thinking.”

“About what?”

He let his eyes travel across her features, lingering on the way her mouth curved, the way her pupils were still wide even in the dim light. “About how lucky I am,” he said simply.

Abby studied him for a long moment, as though she was weighing the truth in his words. But then she smiled, small and certain, and lowered her head back against his chest. “You’re not the only one.”

The words warmed him more than the sheets. He wrapped his arm tighter around her, pulling her close, and kissed the top of her head.

Years ago, he might have worried about what nights like this meant—what they took, what they risked, what they could break. But lying here now, with Abby curled against him, her body still humming from everything they had shared, he felt only the steady certainty that this wasn’t loss. This was gain. This was expansion. This was their life.

Allen had been there. Others had been there before him. And maybe others would come after. But the truth had never changed, and it never would: Gavin was always there. Abby was always his. And every night like this ended the same way—with them together, entwined, closer than they’d been the day before.

He pressed his lips to her hair again, breathing her in, and let his eyes close. The house was quiet, the night stretched long before them, and in that stillness, Gavin felt the truth settle into his bones like something permanent.

This wasn’t the end of anything.

It was the always.
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