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CHAPTER ONE




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 TWO




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 THREE




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 FOUR




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 FIVE




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 SIX




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 SEVEN




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 EIGHT




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 NINE




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 TEN




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 ELEVEN




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 TWELVE




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 THIRTEEN




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 FOURTEEN




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 FIFTEEN




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.
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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 SEVENTEEN




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 EIGHTEEN




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 NINETEEN




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 TWENTY




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.
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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.
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