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Chapter 1: Ideation
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The evening air was thick with the lingering scent of garlic and red wine, the remnants of their dinner still scattered across the table. Trevor leaned back in his chair, fingers idly tracing the rim of his glass as he watched Isabella. The candlelight flickered across her face, casting shadows that accentuated the curve of her lips, the knowing glint in her dark eyes. She had that look—the one that always sent a slow, curling heat through his gut.

"You know that new tattoo artist everyone’s talking about?" she asked, her voice smooth as honey, deliberate. Her brunette hair, with strands of fading blonde highlights, framed her face perfectly.

Trevor smirked. "Slater? The one who did your thigh piece?" He nodded towards her leg, even though it was under the table.

Trevor remembered that session—how she’d come home flushed, the green ink stark against her skin, how he’d kissed his way up her leg that night, possessive and hungry. He remembered how careful he had to be. How tender and sore she was. Just the memory of kissing Isabella like that began to arouse him.

"Yeah, he’s solid,” Trevor finally spoke.

Isabella laughed, her giggle light and airy, shaking her head. "No, not him, honey." She leaned forward, elbows on the table, the neckline of her blouse dipping just enough to tease. "Zane."

The way she said the name—like it was something sinful, something secret—made Trevor’s fingers tighten around his glass.

“Zane? Who’s that?” Trevor questioned. He’d never heard his name before. Trevor wondered if he was new in town.

"Oh, he’s a new guy. He’s... different," she continued, her gaze locked onto his. "Younger. Intense. The way he works... like he’s not just tattooing skin, but memorizing it." Trevor noticed how Isabella bit her lip.

Trevor’s pulse began to kick. He knew that tone. Knew the way her breath hitched ever so slightly when she was turned on. And fuck, the idea of her stretched out under some stranger’s hands, letting him mark her, letting him touch—

"Interesting," Trevor managed, forcing his voice steady. "Sounds like a character. Maybe I’ll bump into him around town." He paused, then added, deliberately casual, "Or swing by the shop sometime."

Isabella’s lips curved. "Why wait?" She reached across the table, her fingertips brushing Trevor’s wrist. "Come with me to my next appointment." She shot him a sly wink.

Trevor’s eyebrows lifted. "You booked already?" This was news to him.

"Not yet." She drew the words out, savouring them. "But I’ve been thinking about where I want it this time." The way she was talking made it sound as though she were trying to arouse Trevor. Or at least trying to tease him.

The way she held his gaze told him she was thinking something naughty. This wasn’t his first rodeo. Not with Isabella.

Trevor’s mouth went dry. He couldn’t wait to hear what she had to say next. He began to feel his excitement building. Whatever Isabella was doing was clearly working.

Her smile deepened, wicked now. "My ass. I think I’m going to get my next tattoo on my right cheek," she smiled, refusing to break eye contact with her man.

A rough sound escaped him before he could stop it. The image hit him like a punch—Isabella, face down on that table, her jeans peeled low, Zane’s hands spreading her skin taut as the needle buzzed—

"You’d like that, wouldn’t you?" she murmured, watching him. "Knowing he’d have to touch me there. Hold me still. Squeeze me and pin me down, to prevent me from ruining it..." Isabella trailed off.

Christ. Trevor could hardly take it. Sweat prickled his skin.

Trevor’s cock throbbed. He should say no. Should tell her to pick somewhere else, someone else. But the heat in her eyes, the way she was already wet just from teasing him—

Isabella tilted her head. "Well? What do you think? Do I have your permission, sir?" she asked him in a sultry tone.

He exhaled, sharp, and surrendered. "Yeah. Sure."

“So that’s it, right? You’re totally agreeing to this?” Isabella smirked, growing happier.

“Yeah. I am. I agree.” Trevor said, calmly. He secretly loved this part of their relationship. He loved sharing her. He’d loved every minute, ever since they’d opened things up.

Isabella couldn’t help but giggle more. And he knew exactly what it meant, too.

Her laugh was pure victory.
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Chapter 2: The Phone Call
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The front door clicked open, followed by Trevor’s voice—warm, familiar, laced with the exhaustion of a long week. He couldn’t wait to see his lady. He’d been looking forward to this moment all day.

“Honey, I’m home!” He called out, after shutting the door.

Isabella didn’t turn around.

She sat perched on the edge of the couch, phone pressed to her ear, one leg crossed over the other, swinging lazily. Her bare foot twirled in slow circles, the polish on her nails a deep, tempting red. She’d changed out of her work clothes into something softer—a thin, off-the-shoulder sweater that slipped just low enough to tease the curve of a freckled collarbone.

Trevor dropped his keys into the dish by the door. He called out again. “Bella?”

She held up a single finger, silencing him without even a glance. She acted as though his presence meant nothing.

A pause. Then, her voice—sweet, deliberate, dripping with false innocence—filled the room.

“Yes, hi. I was hoping to book a consultation with Zane? For this weekend, if he’s available.”

Trevor froze. He could feel his heart racing. He could practically hear the rushing blood in his ears.

Isabella smirked, tracing a nail along the seam of the couch. “Mmm, perfect. I’m very flexible.” She finally looked over to Trevor, though only briefly. She dragged out the word, letting it linger. “Saturday afternoon works wonderfully!”

Trevor’s jaw nearly dropped. He knew this game. Knew the way she tilted her head just so, the way her voice dropped to that throaty register when she wanted to get under his skin. And she could do this all so easily. As if torturing her man was just part of her routine by now.

She glanced at him, eyes dark with amusement. “Oh, and just to confirm—it’ll be right on my ass cheek. So he should... prepare for that. However you guys do, I guess.”

A rough exhale escaped Trevor. His jeans strained against his cock, already hard just from her voice.

Isabella’s grin widened. “Yes. Very sure.” She tapped her nails against the phone. “Thanks, darling. See you then!” She sounded overjoyed about every aspect of this.

The second she hung up, Trevor was on her.

He crowded her against the couch, hands gripping the cushions on either side of her hips. “You’re a fucking menace.” He couldn’t help but lean in and kiss her.

Isabella kissed back, before breaking away and speaking. She blinked up at him, all faux innocence. “What? I was just booking an appointment!”

“Bullshit.” His voice was gravel. “You did that on purpose. And you know it!”

“Did what?” She trailed a finger down his chest, stopping just above his belt. “You mean... mentioning how free I am this weekend? Or how excited I am to feel his hands on me?” She bit her lip. “Or maybe it was the part where I said he’d have to spread me open to—”

Trevor crushed his mouth to hers, cutting her off with a kiss that was all teeth and hunger. Isabella melted into it, humming her approval.

When he finally pulled back, she was breathless. “See?” She smirked. “You love it.”

His grip on the couch tightened. “I never said I didn’t.” He stayed positioned there, above her, in a masculine, forward posture. He wanted Isabella to know how badly he wanted her. And how much he loved being her man.

Trevor had always been open about loving this—the teasing, the sharing. But beneath it thrummed something darker: possession. He wanted to be sure Isabella knew, at the end of the day, she was still his.

Isabella laughed—low and victorious, yet again—and Trevor knew, with terrifying clarity, that this weekend was going to ruin him.
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Chapter 3: The Appointment
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The morning of the consultation, Isabella took her time getting ready.

Trevor leaned against the bathroom doorway, watching as she smoothed lotion over her legs, the scent of coconut and vanilla curling in the air. She’d chosen her outfit with deliberate care—tight black jeans that hugged every curve, a cropped tank top that exposed a sliver of toned stomach, and a sheer lace bralette underneath, just visible through the fabric. Her hair fell in loose waves, and her lips were painted a shade of red that made Trevor yearn for her.

Only, this wasn’t for him.

“You’re staring,” she murmured, catching his gaze in the mirror. It was more matter-of-fact than frustration. She always enjoyed Trevor’s attention.

“Just admiring the view.” Trevor responded. He kept a light tone, wanting to stay flirty with her today.

She turned, running a hand down his chest. “Good. That’s the point.” The two exchanged a quick kiss, before separating, as Isabella went back to getting ready.

She could hardly wait for today.

—-
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THE DRIVE DOWNTOWN was tense, the air between them thick with unspoken anticipation. Isabella crossed and uncrossed her legs, her sandals dangling from her toes as she hummed along to the radio. Trevor’s grip on the steering wheel tightened every time her thigh brushed the gearshift.

“You’re quiet,” she teased, tracing a finger along his forearm. “Nervous?”

He shot her a look. “No.”

Isabella laughed, low and knowing. “Liar.” Trevor smirked, beginning to chuckle, too. Both of them knew he was, in fact, lying.

The tattoo shop was smaller than Trevor remembered it— it was dimly lit, with exposed brick walls and a faint buzz of needles in the background. It had been a while since he’d been here. He’d actually never gotten a tattoo, himself.

A woman with a sleeve of floral ink glanced up from the front desk as they entered, her smile polite but tired. It was a weekend, after all.

“Hey there,” she said, stretching her arms overhead. “You must be Isabella. Zane’s just finishing up.”

Trevor’s jaw clenched at the way Isabella’s eyes lit up at the name. These situations always tore him up inside. But he still loved it, anyway.

The woman—Mia, according to her name tag—led them past a curtain to the back of the shop, where Zane stood wiping down a leather tattoo bed. Isabella was excited beyond words.

He looked up, and the air in the room shifted. It was immediate. And it was quite noticeable.

Zane was all lean muscle and ink, his dark hair tousled, a silver hoop glinting in one ear. His sleeves were rolled up, revealing intricate tattoos that coiled around his forearms. When his gaze landed on Isabella, something unreadable flickered in his eyes.

“Isabella,” he said, voice smooth as whiskey. He extended a hand. “Nice to meet you.”

She took it, her fingers lingering a beat too long. “You must be Zane. I’ve heard a lot about you.”

Trevor didn’t miss the way Zane’s thumb brushed her wrist before letting go. As if he’d wanted her touch to continue.

“And you are?” Zane nodded at him, unsure of Isabella’s companion.

“Trevor, this is my partner, Trevor.” Isabella introduced him, seeming to blush as she did it.

Trevor forced a tight smile. “Yep. That’s me.” Trevor shoved his hands in his pockets, suddenly hyperaware of Zane’s assessing gaze.

Isabella walked over, before sitting down. She perched herself on the edge of the tattoo bed, swinging her legs like she owned the place. “So,” she said, tilting her head, “about that design...”

Zane grabbed a sketchbook, his movements effortless. “What’re you thinking?”

She bit her lip. “Something delicate. A vine... or a rose.” She paused, then grinned. “Or maybe a dragon? Something you think would go well, right here.” Her hand drifted to the curve of her ass, and Trevor’s stomach twisted.

Zane didn’t react, but his pencil moved faster. “I can work with that,” he nodded, understanding exactly where she wanted to be tattooed.

As they leaned over the sketchbook, heads bent together, Trevor’s chest tightened. The way Zane’s fingers traced the paper—confident, precise—sent a jolt of something hot and uneasy through him.

Isabella laughed at something Zane murmured, her knee brushing his. It was quite clearly intentional.

Trevor crossed his arms, his pulse a ragged drumbeat in his ears. Was this really happening? He could feel his stress building. Although it always did, in these types of scenarios.

He looked over, seeing how happy Isabella looked. Seeing how she touched his calf, again and again, teasing it with her foot.

This was just the consultation. Just the first step.

And he was already drowning.
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Chapter 4: Grip
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The bell above the door chimed as Mia left, locking it behind her with a wink. “All yours,” she’d murmured to Zane, and the words sent a thrill down Isabella’s spine.

Now, it was just the three of them.

The shop hummed with quiet energy—the buzz of the overhead lights, the faint scent of antiseptic and ink, the way Zane’s gaze lingered on Isabella as she approached the tattoo bed.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice low.

Isabella didn’t answer with words. Instead, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her jeans, slow and deliberate, her eyes locked onto Trevor’s as she pushed them down just enough to reveal the curve of her ass. The lace of her thong barely covered her, the fabric taut against her skin.

Trevor’s breath hitched. Already, things were beginning to get steamy.

She leaned forward onto the bed, propping herself up on her elbows, and glanced over her shoulder at Zane. “Where do you think it should go?”

Zane’s throat worked as he swallowed. He reached for the stencil paper, his fingers steady despite the tension in his jaw. “Here,” he said, his voice rough as he pointed to the swell of her right cheek.

Isabella bit her lip. “I can’t see. You’ll have to show me.”

A beat of silence. Then—

Zane’s touch was electric. His fingers pressed against her skin, warm and firm, tracing the spot where the ink would go. Isabella exhaled, arching slightly into his hand.

“Like this?” he asked, his thumb brushing lower than necessary.

“Mmm. Exactly like that,” Isabella replied, in ecstasy.

Trevor’s fists clenched at his sides. This wasn’t very professional. He should say something. Should step forward, claim her, remind them both who she belonged to—

But the way Isabella moaned softly, the way her hips shifted just slightly against the bed, kept him rooted in place.

Zane’s other hand joined the first, spreading her skin to test the placement. “You’ll need to stay still,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. “Very still.”

Isabella’s laugh was breathless. “I’ll try my best.”

Trevor’s vision blurred at the edges now.

This wasn’t just a tattoo anymore. This was a surrender.

Zane’s hand lingered a moment too long on Isabella’s bare skin, his fingers skimming just below the lace of her thong. She didn’t flinch. Instead, she pressed back into his touch, a low hum escaping her lips.

“Is this part of the tattoo process?” Trevor asked, his voice tight, though he made no move to stop them.

Isabella glanced over her shoulder, her eyes dark with challenge. “You wanted me to do this, Trevor. Don’t act surprised now.”

Zane smirked, his gaze flicking to Trevor before it settled back on Isabella. He finally seemed to understand. “He’s got a point. This is part of the process. Isn’t it, sweetheart?”

Isabella’s lips curved into a wicked smile. “It is. And I’m the canvas. So, why don’t you let the artist work, honey?”

Trevor stepped closer, watching intently, but he said nothing. Zane’s hand slid further down, his palm cupping the curve of her ass. He squeezed, hard enough to make her gasp, and Trevor’s hands twitched at his sides.

“Careful,” Zane murmured, though his tone was anything but cautious. “You don’t want to interfere. You might upset your beautiful wife! You don’t want to do that. Do you, Trevor?”

Trevor’s eyes narrowed, but he stayed silent, his chest rising and falling with each shallow breath. This was the type of painful excitement he lived for.

Isabella’s voice cut through the tension, soft but commanding. “Zane. Don’t hold back. I can take it. I promise.” Rarely did she ever look so happy.

Zane’s lips curled into a smirk. “Oh, I know you can.” His hand came down hard on her ass, the sharp sound echoing through the shop. Isabella arched against the bed, a moan slipping from her lips. “Ughh!” Isabella gasped, slightly surprised at how hard this first spank was. All Trevor could do was watch.

“Again,” Isabella breathed, her voice trembling with need.

Zane obliged, his hand landing on her other cheek, the sound even louder this time. Isabella’s breath hitched, her hips grinding against the bed. “Harder,” she demanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Zane’s eyes seemed to darken, and he didn’t hesitate. His hand came down again, and again, each strike leaving a faint red mark on her skin. Isabella’s moans grew louder, her body writhing under his touch. It was clear this was pleasurable for her.

Trevor’s voice finally broke through, strained and shaky. “Isabella...”

She turned her head, her eyes locking onto his. “What? You wanted this. You wanted me to let him mark me. Doesn’t this count?” A wicked smile spread across her face.

Trevor’s jaw worked, but he couldn’t find the words. Zane chuckled, low and dark, his hand caressing the reddened skin. “I think she’s right, man. You clearly wanted her to be mine tonight. Don’t act like you didn’t.” His confidence simultaneously irked and excited Trevor.

Isabella’s laughter was breathless, her chest rising and falling as she looked at Trevor. “You did. You gave him permission. You gave me permission. Don’t forget that.”

Zane’s fingers hooked into the lace of her thong, and with one sharp tug, the fabric was gone. Isabella gasped, but she didn’t protest. Instead, she spread her legs slightly, her body open and waiting.

“Fuck,” Trevor muttered, his voice barely audible.

Zane’s fingers traced the curve of her ass, his touch deliberately slow. “You’re mine tonight,” he murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. “Every inch of you.”

Isabella shivered, her hips pushing back into his hand. “Prove it.”

Zane didn’t need to be told twice. His fingers slid between her legs, finding her wet and ready. She moaned, her body arching into his touch. Trevor’s breath caught, his eyes fixed on the scene before him.

“See something you like?” Isabella taunted, her voice thick with desire. “Or are you just going to stand there and watch?” She teased Trevor, knowing how much he enjoyed being humiliated.

Zane’s fingers moved faster, his thumb pressing against her clit. Isabella’s hips rocked against his hand, her moans filling the quiet shop. His fingers were long and firm. Somehow, they felt commanding. Trevor took a step forward, but Zane’s free hand shot out, stopping him in his tracks.

“Stay back,” Zane warned, his voice deep and somewhat threatening. “She’s mine tonight.” He did not want to share.

Trevor’s eyes flicked to Isabella, but she didn’t even look at him. Her focus was entirely on Zane, and her own pleasure. Her body trembled as his fingers worked her closer to the edge.

“Zane,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “Please.”

“Not yet,” he growled, his fingers slowing just enough to drive her mad. “You don’t get to come until I say so.” He smirked, looking so proud as they carried on.

Isabella whimpered, her hips moving desperately against his hand. “Zane, I—”

“Beg,” he interrupted, his voice sharp. “Beg for it.”

Trevor’s fists clenched at his sides, but he didn’t move. He couldn’t.

Isabella’s voice was a whisper, trembling with need. “Please, Zane. Please let me come.”

Zane’s lips curled into a smirk, and his fingers moved faster, pressing harder. He continued to rub her clit in circles, as his index and middle finger entered her repeatedly. Isabella’s body tensed, a cry tearing from her lips as she came undone. Trevor stopped breathing for a moment, his own need obvious, but he didn’t dare move. Tonight wasn’t about him.

Zane pulled his hand away, his fingers glistening. He brought them to his lips, his eyes locked on Trevor’s as he tasted her for the first time. “Fuck,” he muttered, his voice rough as he licked and sucked his fingers. “She’s even sweeter than I imagined.”
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Chapter 5: So Good
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The car door slammed shut, sealing them in the dim glow of the streetlights. Trevor gripped the steering wheel, his knuckles pale, the engine rumbling to life. The scent of Isabella’s arousal still clung to her, mixing with the leather seats, and it took everything in him not to reach for her right there.

“H-how was that, honey?” Trevor asked, his voice a little shaky as he fumbled the keys into the ignition. He already knew the answer.

Isabella let out a breathy laugh, stretching like a satisfied cat. “Oh. My. God. That was fucking incredible!” She turned in her seat, her eyes gleaming. “I know we didn’t even fuck, but wow. That was one of my hottest hookups yet.”

Trevor’s teeth clenched together. He’d heard her moan before—for him, for others—but never like that. Never with her voice breaking, never with her begging like that.

He forced a smile, pulling out of the parking spot. “That’s great, hun. I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

Isabella smirked, trailing a finger along his thigh. “How about you? Did you like it? Wasn’t it sexy?”

Fuck. His cock twitched at the memory—Zane’s hands on her, the sharp crack of his palm against her skin, the way she’d arched and pleaded...

“Yeah,” Trevor admitted, his throat dry. “It was.” Anything else would’ve been a lie.

The drive home was a slow torture. Isabella wouldn’t stop talking.

“His hands, Trevor,” she sighed, shifting in her seat. “God, the way he touched me. Like he owned me.” A shiver ran through her. “And his voice? That growl when he told me to beg?” She giggled, twirling a strand of hair around her finger. “I melted. Holy fuck, I melted.”

Trevor’s grip on the wheel tightened. He’d thought the teasing part of the night was over.

“And the way he tasted me—” She bit her lip, glancing at him. “You saw that, right? When he licked his fingers? How hot was that? Insane.”

A muscle jumped in Trevor’s jaw. “I saw. And yeah, it was.”

Isabella grinned, kicking her feet up onto the dashboard. “I wonder what he’d taste like.”

Trevor nearly swerved.

By the time they got home, Isabella was practically vibrating. She bounced into the kitchen, pouring herself a glass of wine, her hips swaying to some silent rhythm.

“You’re really into him,” Trevor said, leaning against the counter.

Isabella took a slow sip, her eyes dancing. “Mmm. Maybe.” She set the glass down, stepping closer. “Does that bother you?”

Trevor exhaled. Yes. No. Fuck. “I don’t know.”

She traced his collarbone, her touch feather-light. “You loved it. I saw how hard you were.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Admit it. You liked watching him ruin me.”

Trevor’s breath stopped once more. What could he even say to that?

Isabella pressed closer, her lips brushing his ear. “And you know, we’re probably going to have to do it again.”

A shudder ran through him. “R-really?” Trevor asked.

“Yes. Of course! He hasn’t tattooed me yet, has he?” An evil smirk crossed her lips as she stared deep into her man’s eyes. She loved tormenting him like this.

She pulled back, grinning. “Now, are you going to stand there pouting—” she nipped his lower lip, “—or are you going to fuck me like you mean it?”

Trevor didn’t hesitate.

He hauled her over his shoulder, ignoring her squeal, and carried her to the bedroom. Like he knew a man should.

The night ended the way these nights always did—with Isabella moaning his name. The reclamation sex was always his favourite part of these adventures. It let him know that she still truly loved him.

But even as she came apart beneath him, Trevor couldn’t shake the thought:

Zane’s still on her mind. That drove him crazy.

And fuck if that didn’t excite him.
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Chapter 6: Desire
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The evening air was thick with unspoken tension, the kind that clung to the walls and settled in the spaces between their words. Trevor sat on the couch, a beer in hand, the television murmuring some forgotten show in the background. Isabella had been restless all week—fidgeting during meals, sighing into her wine, her gaze distant and unfocused. He’d known something was coming.

And then she turned to him, her eyes filled with intent.

“We need to talk.” He’d sort of expected this from her.

Trevor’s thumb paused on the bottle’s label. That tone—soft but unyielding—always preceded something dangerous. “Okay,” he said slowly, setting the beer down. “About what?”

Isabella took a breath, her fingers twisting in the fabric of her sweater. “Zane.”

A beat of silence. The name hung between them, heavier than it had any right to be.

Trevor forced a casual shrug. “What about him? You booking another session or something?”

“No.” She met his gaze, unwavering. “I mean, yes, eventually. But that’s not what this is about.”

Trevor’s stomach dropped. He knew where this was going. He’d known since the moment they left the shop, since the way she’d moaned Zane’s name in her sleep two nights ago. But hearing it out loud—

“I need him, Trevor,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “Not just for the tattoo. Not just for... what happened last time.” She leaned forward, her hair slipping over one shoulder. “I need all of him.”

The room tilted. Trevor’s pulse roared in his ears. “You mean—”

“I want him here.” Her words were deliberate, each one a nail in the coffin of Trevor’s composure. “In our bed. With us. Or with me, at least.”

Silence. Complete and utter silence was the only thing that followed.

Trevor’s mouth opened, closed. His mind spun with images—Isabella beneath Zane, her legs wrapped around his waist, Zane’s tattoos glistening with sweat as he—

Fuck.

“You’re serious,” Trevor managed.

Isabella’s lips curved, but there was no teasing now. Just hunger. “Deadly.”

Trevor dragged a hand down his face. This was too much. Too fast. And yet—

“You want this,” he said, searching her face. “Not just to mess with me.”

She laughed, low and throaty. “Oh, I love messing with you. But this?” She shifted closer, her knee brushing his. “This is for me.”

Trevor exhaled sharply. He should say no, he thought to himself. He should shut this down before it spiraled further. But the heat in her eyes, the way his own body reacted despite himself—

“How would it even work?” he asked, his voice coming off concerned.

Isabella’s smile was victorious. She’d known he’d ask. “However we want. He comes over. We have drinks. We see where the night takes us.” Her fingers trailed up his thigh. “Or maybe I just ride him while you watch. Maybe he fucks me into the mattress while you listen from the hallway.” She tilted her head. “Maybe you join in.”

Trevor’s breath caught in his throat. The images came faster now, unbidden—Isabella moaning around Zane’s cock, Zane’s hands gripping her hips as he—

“Jesus, Bella,” he muttered.

She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. “Tell me you haven’t thought about it,” she whispered.

He had. Of course he had. Nearly every night since the shop.

Isabella pulled back, studying him. “So? What do you say?”

Trevor swallowed. This was insane. This was—

“Yeah,” he heard himself say. “Okay, I guess. If you need it.”

Isabella’s grin was electric. She kissed him, hard and possessive, before pulling away. “Good.”

Then she stood, grabbing her phone from the coffee table. “I’m calling him.”

Trevor stared as she walked out of the room, her hips swaying with purpose. The bedroom door clicked shut behind her, leaving him alone with the echo of her words.

Okay.

He slumped back against the couch, his head spinning. How the hell had they gotten here? A week ago, Zane was just a tattoo artist. Now he was—

Wow.

Trevor’s cock throbbed.

He was fucked.
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Chapter 7: He’s Here
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The doorbell rang, and Trevor’s stomach dropped like a stone.

Isabella didn’t even pause. She glided past him, her bare feet silent on the hardwood, her hips swaying in that way that always made his mouth go dry. The pink lace of her thong peeked from beneath the sheer robe she’d thrown on—just for show, since it hid nothing. The matching bra cupped her breasts, the dark peaks of her nipples visible through the fabric. Her lips were painted that deep, sinful red he loved, the one that left smudges on his skin for days.

She glanced over her shoulder, catching him staring. “Well?” she teased, her fingers on the doorknob. “Are you excited?”

Trevor’s throat worked. He should say something—something clever, something dominant, anything—but all he could manage was a strangled noise.

Isabella laughed, low and knowing, and opened the door.

Zane stood on the threshold, all lean muscle and ink, his dark eyes flicking from Isabella to Trevor and back again. A slow smirk curled his lips. “Evening.”

Isabella stepped aside, letting him in. “Right on time. I like that,” she smirked up at Zane.

Zane’s gaze raked over her, lingering on the sheer robe, the lace barely containing her. “Fuck, you look good enough to eat.” His voice was rough, appreciative, and Trevor’s fingers twitched at his sides. Just like before.

Isabella preened, turning in a slow circle. “Glad you think so.”

Zane didn’t hesitate. He reached out, his fingers brushing the curve of her waist, sliding up to tug at the robe’s tie. It fell open, pooling at her feet, leaving her in nothing but that scrap of pink lace. “Even better,” he murmured.

Trevor’s pulse hammered. This was happening. Really happening.

Isabella leaned into Zane’s touch, her back arching just slightly. “Mmm. Getting handsy already, are we?” She teased Zane.

Zane’s smirk deepened. “You invited me over for a reason, sweetheart.” His thumb traced the edge of her bra, dipping beneath the fabric to graze her nipple. “Unless I misread the situation.”

Isabella’s breath hitched, but her eyes sparkled with mischief. She glanced at Trevor. “Did he misread it, sweetie?”

Trevor’s jaw clenched. He should say no. He should make her his again, he thought. He should step forward, claim her, remind them both who she belonged to—

But the way Zane’s hands slid possessively over Isabella’s hips, the way she melted into him, tore the words from his throat. And the expression on Trevor’s face betrayed him.

Zane chuckled, low and dark. “Looks like I didn’t.” He bent his head, his lips brushing Isabella’s ear, but his eyes stayed locked on Trevor. “Your man’s real quiet. That normal?”

Isabella grinned. “Oh, he’s just thinking.”

“About what?” Zane asked.

“How badly he wants to watch you ruin me.” Just hearing those words made Trevor’s cock shoot up, as if a jolt of electricity had been sent through it.

Zane’s laugh was a rumble against her skin. “Yeah?” His hand slid lower, cupping her ass through the lace. “That true, Trevor?”

Trevor’s breath came short. Fuck. Fuck. “I—”

Isabella cut him off with a moan as Zane’s fingers squeezed. “He doesn’t have to say it,” she purred. “You can see it.”

Zane’s gaze dropped to Trevor’s obvious arousal, and his smirk turned wicked. “Oh, I see it.” He nipped at Isabella’s neck. “Guess we’d better get started, then.”

Isabella took Zane’s hand, leading him toward the bedroom. She paused at the door, glancing back at Trevor. “You coming?”

Trevor’s feet moved before his brain caught up.

This was madness.

And he couldn’t wait to drown in it.
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Chapter 8: Need
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The bedroom door clicked shut behind them, and the air grew heavy with anticipation. Isabella didn’t waste a second. She turned to face Zane, her eyes filled with lust, her lips slightly parted as her chest rose and fell with every breath. The pink lace of her lingerie clung to her curves, teasing what lay beneath, but Zane’s gaze burned hotter than the fabric could conceal.

“Well?” she purred, her voice dripping with challenge. “What are you waiting for?”

Zane’s smirk was all teeth as he stepped closer, his boots thudding against the floor. “Oh, sweetheart,” he drawled, his voice low and confident. “I’m not waiting. I’m savouring.” His hands came up to cup her face, his calloused fingers brushing against her cheeks before sliding into her hair. He tugged gently, tilting her head back until their eyes met. “You sure about this?”

Isabella’s lips curved into a wicked smile. “You’re still asking?” She pressed herself against him, her body flush with his, her hands roaming over the hard planes of his chest. “I’ve been waiting for you to ruin me since the moment you walked through that door.”

Zane’s laugh was a dark rumble as he leaned down, his breath hot against her ear. “Then ruin you I will.” His hands slid down her body, gripping her hips with a possessiveness that sent a shiver down her spine. He spun her around, pressing her back against his chest, his lips grazing her neck as he spoke. “But first, I want to hear you say it. Tell me what you want.”

From the corner of the room, Trevor shifted uncomfortably, his eyes glued to the scene unfolding before him. Isabella’s gaze flicked to him, a sly smile playing on her lips. “You hear that, Trevor? He wants me to say it out loud.” She let out a soft laugh, her voice teasing. “But I think you already know, don’t you?”

Trevor’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t respond. His hands rubbed into his thighs, his arousal obvious despite the conflict warring in his eyes.

Isabella tilted her head back, her lips brushing against Zane’s stubbled jaw. “I want you to fuck me,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry. “I want you to take me so hard I can’t think, can’t breathe, can’t do anything but feel you inside me.” Her eyes flicked back to Trevor, her smirk widening. “And I want him to watch every second of it.”

Zane’s fingers tightened on her hips, and he let out a low growl. “Fuck, you’re something else.” He spun her back around, his hands gripping her wrists and pinning them above her head as he crushed his lips to hers. The kiss was brutal, demanding, and Isabella moaned into it, her body arching against his.

When he finally pulled away, Isabella’s lips were swollen, her chest heaving. Zane’s eyes were dark with want as he stepped back, his hands moving to the clasp of his belt. “On the bed,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. “Now.”

Isabella didn’t hesitate. She climbed onto the bed, her movements fluid and deliberate, her eyes never leaving Trevor’s as she settled onto her back. She spread her legs, her pink lace thong doing little to hide her arousal, and she let out a soft sigh as Zane climbed over her, his body caging her in.

Zane’s hands moved to her thighs, spreading them wider as he leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear. “You’re mine now,” he murmured, his voice a dark promise. “And I’m going to make sure you feel it.”

Isabella’s breath caught as Zane’s hands slid up her body, gripping the lace of her bra and ripping it away. Her breasts spilled free, and Zane’s lips were on her, his tongue flicking against her nipple as his hands continued to explore her body. Isabella’s fingers tangled in his hair, urging him on as she let out a breathy moan.

“God, you’re beautiful,” Zane muttered against her skin, his hands sliding down to grip her hips. He pulled her thong down her legs, tossing it aside, and Isabella let out a soft laugh, her eyes meeting Trevor’s.

“See something you like, sweetie?” she teased, her voice dripping with mockery. “Too bad he’s the one who gets to touch me.”

Trevor’s jaw clenched, his hands gripping the edge of the chair he was sitting in, but he didn’t respond. His eyes were locked on the scene before him, his arousal obvious despite the tension in his body.

Zane’s lips curved into a smirk as he leaned back, his hands moving to the waistband of his jeans. “You’re fucking lucky,” he said, his eyes on Trevor as he stripped out of his clothes. “Not every man gets to see his woman like this.”

Isabella’s laugh was low and sultry as she reached out, her fingers brushing against Zane’s length. “And not every man gets to have me like this,” she murmured, her eyes meeting Zane’s as she stroked him, her touch firm and confident.

Zane’s breath hitched, and he let out a low growl as he grabbed her wrist, pinning it above her head. “Careful, sweetheart,” he warned, his voice rough. “Or I might forget you’re not mine.”

Isabella’s lips curved into a wicked smile. “Maybe I want you to forget.”

Zane’s eyes darkened, and he didn’t hesitate. He positioned himself between her legs, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust into her in one smooth, brutal motion. Isabella let out a loud moan, her back arching off the bed as Zane began to move, his pace ramping up fairly quickly, becoming fast and relentless.

“Fuck,” Isabella gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders as he drove into her again and again. “Zane, yes—harder.”

Zane’s hands gripped her hips tighter, his thrusts growing more forceful as he leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear. “You’re mine,” he growled, his voice low and rough. “Say it.”

Isabella’s breath came in short, sharp gasps as she met his gaze, her eyes dark with desire. “I’m yours,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Yours, Zane—fuck.”

Trevor’s hands clenched into fists, his breathing ragged as he watched, his eyes locked on the way Zane’s body moved against Isabella’s. It was such a hot, sensual scene. A low groan escaped his lips, and Isabella’s eyes flicked to him, a wicked smile once again curving her lips.

“Enjoying the show, sweetie?” she taunted, her voice breathy and uneven. “Wish it was you, don’t you?”

Trevor didn’t respond, but the look in his eyes said it all.

Zane’s laugh was a dark rumble as he leaned down, his lips brushing against Isabella’s ear. “I think he does,” he murmured, his voice low and teasing. “But he’s not the one who gets to fuck you, is he?”

Isabella’s breathing deepened as Zane’s thrusts grew harder, faster, and she let out a loud moan, her body trembling beneath him. “No,” she gasped, her fingers tangling in his hair. “It’s you—only you!”

Zane’s thrusts grew more forceful, his body slamming into hers as he pushed her closer and closer to the edge. Isabella’s moans grew louder, her body trembling beneath him as she let go, her climax crashing over her in waves. Zane let out a low groan, his own release following moments later as he spilled inside her. He spasmed as he thrusted again and again, as if he couldn’t pull away from her. All the while, his body was shuddering with pleasure.

For a moment, the room was silent, the only sound their laboured breathing. Zane pulled back slightly, his hands still gripping her hips as he looked down at her, his eyes brimming with satisfaction. “Not bad for a tattoo artist, huh?” He laughed.

Isabella let out a flirty giggle, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of her climax. “Not bad at all,” she murmured, her voice soft and sultry. She glanced over at Trevor, her proud, beaming smile returning to her lips. “What do you think, sweetie?”

Trevor could manage just one word, his face flushed, mind reeling, lungs empty.

“Incredible.”
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Chapter 9: Clean Up
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The room smelled of sex—musky and thick, the sheets tangled and damp beneath them. Zane rolled onto his back, his chest rising and falling as he caught his breath. Isabella lay beside him, her skin glistening, her hair a wild halo around her face. She looked thoroughly ruined, and Trevor’s stomach twisted with something hot and possessive.

Zane sat up, running a hand through his tousled hair. “I can head out, if you want,” he said, his voice coarse.

Trevor saw his opportunity. For once, the words came easily. “I think that would be best.”

A beat of silence. Zane glanced at him, then smirked. “Yeah. Got it.” He leaned down, pressing a kiss to Isabella’s shoulder—slow, deliberate, just to watch Trevor’s reaction. “See you around, sweetheart.”

Isabella smiled, lazy and satisfied. “Mmm. Count on it.”

Zane dressed quickly, his movements unhurried, like he knew exactly how much it grated on Trevor. The door clicked shut behind him, and the room felt suddenly smaller, the air heavier.

Trevor reached for the tissues on the nightstand, his hands unsteady as he dabbed at the mess on Isabella’s stomach—Zane’s cum, her sweat, the evidence of what they’d just done. She watched him, her proud eyes gleaming, her lips swollen from kissing.

“Well?” she murmured, stretching like a cat. “How’d you like the show?”

Trevor’s throat worked. “It was good.” The admission came out hoarse.

Isabella’s smile widened. “Just good?”

“Fuck, Bella.” He crumpled the tissue in his fist. “You know what it did to me.”

She reached up, tracing his lower lip with her thumb. “You were jealous.”

“Yeah.” No point lying.

“Good.” Her voice dropped, low and approving. “That’s the point, isn’t it?” She patted his cheek. “Good boy.”

The words sent a jolt through him. He caught her wrist, pressing her hand to the mattress. “My turn.”

She winced slightly as she shifted. “I’m a little sore, baby.” She did ask to be destroyed, after all.

Trevor’s gaze darkened. “Then you’ll just have to use your mouth.”

He didn’t wait for permission. He climbed over her, his knees bracketing her shoulder, his cock already hard again. Isabella’s laugh was breathless as she wrapped her fingers around him, stroking once before leaning up to take him into her mouth.

“That’s it,” Trevor growled, his hands tangling in her hair. “Just like that.”

She hummed around him, the vibration making his hips jerk. He fucked her mouth slowly at first, then harder, deeper, until her eyes watered and her nails dug into his thighs. The sight of her—lips stretched, cheeks flushed, still marked from Zane—drove him wild.

“Look at you,” he muttered. “My filthy girl.” He couldn’t stop himself from pinching and pulling at one of her nipples.

Isabella moaned, the sound muffled, and Trevor began to lose it. Watching her work his member, faster and faster, with a smug look of ease upon her face, just about drove him crazy.

It wasn’t long after that.

“Oh fuck!” 

He came with a groan, spilling over her tongue, down her chin. She swallowed what she could, the rest dripping onto her chest, neck, and the sheets. It began mixing with the mess already there.

Trevor collapsed beside her, his breath ragged. Isabella wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, grinning up at him. “Feel better?” she asked, hoping her man was content with her services.

He pulled her against him, licking a stripe up her neck, tasting salt and sweat and them. “Perfect.”

The sheets were ruined. She was ruined.

And they both fucking loved it.
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If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review! It really helps small artists and creators like me better understand my customers. I sincerely appreciate your time reading this book, and humbly ask you for an honest review. Thank you <3

-Ms Naughtee
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