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CHAPTER ONE




The bottle of wine sat half-drained on the coffee table, two glasses stained with red where Sierra’s lipstick had marked the rim. The TV was on mute, flickering light across the living room, but neither of them had been paying attention for a while.

Luke had been watching her, not the screen. Sierra Barker was stretched across the couch in her favorite tank top and leggings, bare feet tucked beneath her, a careless spill of dark hair over one shoulder. The curve of her ass pressed tight against the fabric, and he kept glancing at it until she caught him.

“What?” she laughed, cheeks warm from the wine. “You’re staring again.”

Luke smirked, shifting closer. “Can’t help it. You’re too damn sexy.”

“Flatterer,” she teased, sipping from her glass. “You’ve seen this body every day for over ten years.”

“And I still can’t get enough.” His tone was serious, his hand resting on her knee.

There was a pause. Sierra arched an eyebrow. “You’ve got that look, Luke. What’s going on in that head of yours?”

He hesitated, thumb rubbing over her knee. His pulse quickened, but he pushed the words out. “I’ve been… thinking about something. A fantasy.”

“Oh?” She set her glass down, leaning in. “Do tell.”

He licked his lips, nervous. “It’s… different. Not sure how you’ll take it.”

“Try me.”

Luke drew in a breath. “I’ve always wanted to see you with someone else. Another man.”

The air stilled. Sierra blinked, then let out a laugh. “Shut up. You’re joking.”

“I’m not.” His voice was low, steady.

Her smile faltered. “Wait. You mean… like… actually cheat? And you’d be okay with that?”

“Not cheating,” Luke said quickly, cupping her leg tighter. “Not behind my back. With me knowing. With my permission. With my encouragement.”

Sierra’s jaw slackened, her brain racing to catch up. “You’re serious?”

He nodded. “Dead serious.”

She sank back into the couch, staring at him. “Jesus, Luke… where did this come from?”

“I’ve thought about it for years. Just never had the balls to say it out loud.” His eyes searched hers. “I want it. I want you.”

Sierra’s heart thudded. Her face was hot, not just from the wine. “You’d want me to… what, exactly?”

Luke leaned closer, his voice a whisper against her ear. “Dress up in that red dress I love. No panties. Walk into a bar. Pick a man. Fuck him.”

Her mouth dropped open. A laugh bubbled out, nervous and wild. “Oh my god. You’re insane.”

“I’m hard as a rock just thinking about it.” His hand slid higher on her thigh, pressing firmly. “You have no idea how bad I want to see it.”

Sierra’s breath caught. Her pussy clenched at the bluntness of his words.

“Luke…” she murmured, unsure. “What would I even say to the guy? What would I tell him?”

“Tell him the truth,” Luke said, eyes dark. “Tell him your husband dared you. That you’re not wearing panties. That you need a cock inside you and he’s the lucky bastard who gets it.”

Her cheeks flushed crimson. “That’s… insane.”

“Hot,” Luke corrected, sliding his hand between her thighs.

She gasped, feeling his fingers press against her through the thin leggings. “Luke⁠—”

“You’d send me proof,” he murmured, rubbing her slit until the fabric dampened. “A video. Or his cum inside you. Something undeniable.”

Her eyes widened, pupils dilating. “You’d want… that? Really?”

His fingers pushed past the waistband, sliding into her wet folds. “You’re soaked just thinking about it.”

Sierra bit her lip, a moan breaking free. “Fuck…”

Luke fingered her slow and deliberate, his thumb circling her clit. “You’re going to wear that red dress. You’re going to walk in there dripping. And some guy’s going to bend you over and fuck you raw while I watch from the car.”

Her hips bucked against his hand. “Stop,” she gasped, grabbing his wrist. “If you keep going, I’ll⁠—”

He pulled out suddenly, leaving her trembling and unsatisfied. “No cumming,” he said firmly. “Not until after you’ve been fucked.”

Sierra’s head spun. She panted, thighs slick, her whole body aching. “Luke… are you sure about this?”

He cupped her face, staring hard into her eyes. “I’ve never been more sure. You’re mine, Sierra. You’ll always be mine. This just makes it hotter.”

She swallowed hard, nodding slowly. “And if I say yes… if I actually do this… you won’t hate me?”

His lips brushed hers, hungry and certain. “I’ll love you even more.”

Silence stretched, thick and charged. Then Sierra whispered, “Okay.”

Luke stood, walked to the bedroom closet, and pulled out the red dress. He held it up with a grin. “Then let’s get you ready.”

Her pulse skyrocketed as he stripped her naked, sliding the fabric over her skin, smoothing it down her hips. He crouched, lifting the hem, making sure she was bare beneath. His lips brushed her inner thigh, his tongue flicking just once against her swollen folds before he pulled back.

“No panties,” he said, eyes gleaming. “Just how I want it.”

Sierra shivered. “God, this is crazy.”

“Crazy hot,” Luke said, kissing her mouth hard. His hand slipped under the dress, fingers teasing her slit again before pulling away once more. “Save it.”

She groaned in frustration, clinging to him. “You’re killing me.”

He grinned. “Not yet.”

Moments later, she stood at the door in heels, the dress hugging every curve. Luke stared at her like she was brand new. His cock strained against his jeans.

“You’re breathtaking,” he murmured, voice rough. “Every man in that bar is going to want you. And you’re going to pick one.”

Her heart hammered. “And bring you proof.”

“That’s right.” He kissed her deeply, pulling back only when she was breathless. “Remember, you’re mine no matter what. This is our game.”

She nodded, lips trembling, legs weak.

Luke opened the door, hand resting on her lower back as they stepped into the cool night. His touch lingered on her ass as she slid into the car, the dress riding high on her thighs.

The drive was quiet, charged. His hand stayed on her leg the whole way, fingers stroking slowly up and down, making sure she was dripping by the time they reached the bar.

Sierra stared out the window, chest rising and falling in short bursts. The neon lights ahead glowed brighter as they pulled into the parking lot.

Luke killed the engine, turned to her, and said softly, “Time to play.”


CHAPTER TWO




The tires hummed against the pavement, the only sound filling the silence at first. Sierra sat in the passenger seat, legs pressed tightly together, her hands knotted in her lap. The red dress clung to her thighs like a second skin, the hem threatening to ride higher with every shift in the seat.

Her stomach flipped. I can’t believe I said yes. I can’t believe I’m actually in the car right now. Jesus Christ, what am I doing?

She glanced sideways. Luke’s jaw was tight, his eyes fixed on the road. One hand on the wheel, steady. The other rested on her thigh, fingers spread wide, possessive. His touch burned hot against her bare skin. He hadn’t taken his hand off her since they’d left the driveway.

She cleared her throat, voice unsteady. “You’re really serious about this, aren’t you?”

His lips curled in the faintest grin. “Dead serious.”

Her cheeks flamed. She turned her gaze to the windshield, to the streak of streetlights rushing past. This is crazy. Totally crazy. Normal wives don’t do this. Normal husbands don’t ask this. But God… why does it make me so wet?

Luke’s hand slid higher, the rough pad of his thumb brushing the hem of her dress. He didn’t look at her, but his voice was low, husky. “You’re wet already, aren’t you?”

“Luke…” Her voice cracked with warning.

He smirked. “Answer me.”

She bit her lip, pressing her thighs tighter. “Maybe.”

His fingers pressed harder, nudging the soft flesh of her inner thigh. “Not good enough.”

Sierra exhaled sharply, her heart hammering. “Yes. Okay? Yes. I’m wet.”

A deep chuckle rumbled from his chest. “Good girl.”

Her pussy clenched at the praise, betraying her. She looked out the window again, but her reflection in the glass gave her away—wide eyes, flushed cheeks, lips parted. She looked like a woman about to do something sinful

Luke’s thoughts burned as he drove. He hadn’t expected her to agree so quickly. Hell, he thought she might laugh in his face, tell him he was sick. But here she was, in the dress, no panties, trembling but willing.

She’s really going to do it. My wife’s going to walk into that bar and spread her legs for another man.

His cock throbbed painfully against his jeans. He squeezed her thigh, pushing the hem higher until his knuckles brushed her bare slit. He nearly groaned at the wet heat against his skin.

“You’re dripping,” he muttered.

“Stop,” she hissed, shoving his wrist lightly. “You’re making it worse.”

“That’s the point.” He flexed his fingers, slipping two inside her before she could react.

“Luke!” Her back arched, thighs spreading involuntarily.

He kept his eyes on the road, his hand steady on the wheel, but his other hand worked between her legs, sliding in and out, curling just so. “I want you soaked when you walk in there. I want his first touch to shock him, like you’ve been waiting all night just for him.”

Sierra’s nails dug into the seat cushion. Her breaths came shallow, ragged. God, his fingers… fuck, I need it. I need to cum.

“Please,” she whispered. “Please, just let me⁠—”

“No.” His tone was firm, brooking no argument.

Her hips bucked, desperate. “Luke…”

“You’re not cumming for me tonight,” he said, voice low and steady. “You’re going to cum on another man’s cock. That’s the proof I want.”

The words shot straight through her, hotter than his touch. Her pussy clenched greedily around his fingers, begging for more, but he pulled out suddenly, leaving her empty.

She whimpered, frustrated. “You’re a bastard.”

“Maybe,” he said with a wicked grin. He brought his fingers to his mouth and sucked them clean, groaning softly at the taste. “But you love it.”

Her chest heaved. “I should slap you.”

“Do it,” he said, smirking. “You’ll still walk in dripping.”

Sierra leaned her head back against the seat, eyes closed, trying to slow her pulse. Her mind spun.

He’s serious. I’m really about to walk into a bar alone. No panties. Drenched. And I’m supposed to pick a man? Just… pick one and let him fuck me?

Her thighs pressed together tighter, but the wetness only smeared, slick against her skin. Her clit throbbed painfully.

What if I freeze? What if no one wants me? What if someone I know sees me?

Another thought crept in, darker, hotter. What if I love it too much? What if I can’t stop?

She shook her head, whispering under her breath. “God, I’m insane.”

Luke’s hand smoothed over her thigh again, reassuring. “Nervous?”

She barked a laugh. “You think?”

He squeezed her leg, voice soft but steady. “Good. That’s how it’s supposed to feel. Fear, excitement, lust—all tangled up. That’s when it’s real.”

Her stomach fluttered. She hated how right he sounded.

The neon glow of the bar sign appeared ahead, bright against the dark night. The parking lot was half-full, cars scattered in messy lines. Music pulsed faintly from inside, the bass thumping like a heartbeat.

Sierra swallowed hard. “We’re here.”

Luke pulled into a space near the entrance and cut the engine. For a moment, neither of them moved.

Finally, Luke turned to her. His eyes were dark, burning. “Remember what I told you. Walk in like you own the place. Smile. Flirt. Let them chase you.”

Her hands shook as she smoothed the hem of her dress. “And then?”

“You’ll know when you find him.” His hand cupped her jaw, his thumb stroking her cheek. “You’ll feel it. And when you do… you’ll record everything. Send me proof.”

Her breath caught. “Everything?”

“Every second.” He kissed her hard, tongue deep, leaving her dizzy. When he pulled back, he pressed two fingers into her mouth, forcing her to taste her own slickness still coating them.

She moaned softly, her eyes fluttering shut as she sucked his fingers clean.

Luke’s cock ached. “That’s my girl.”

He leaned back, letting her go. “Before you get out—finger yourself once more. I want you dripping down your thighs when you walk in.”

Her eyes went wide. “Here? In the car?”

“Here,” he said firmly.

Her chest rose and fell. God, he’s serious. He’s really making me do this. Her pussy clenched just thinking about stepping out of the car messy.

She slid a hand under the dress, her fingers finding her clit instantly. She moaned, louder than she meant to. The squelch of wetness filled the air.

Luke groaned. “Fuck, Sierra…”

She rubbed faster, panting, teetering on the edge of orgasm. Her hips bucked, her thighs trembling.

Just as she was about to fall over the edge, Luke grabbed her wrist. “Enough.”

She whimpered, half-crazed. “You’re cruel.”

“You’ll thank me,” he whispered.

Sierra’s heart pounded as she opened the door, the night air cool against her overheated skin. The hem of her dress lifted in the breeze, baring her thighs. She shivered, her pussy aching, wetness already trickling down her inner thighs.

Luke leaned across, his voice low and urgent. “Remember… you’re mine, even when his cock is inside you.”

She stared at him, trembling. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

“You are.” His eyes blazed. “Now go.”

She stepped out on shaky legs, heels clicking against the pavement. She straightened, smoothed her dress, and began walking toward the entrance.

Every step was torture, the cool night reminding her she was bare, exposed, leaking. Her pulse roared in her ears.

Behind her, Luke gripped the steering wheel so tight his knuckles whitened, his cock painfully hard. His chest burned with jealousy, lust, pride, fear—all tangled together.

He watched her hips sway as she crossed the lot, his breath ragged. My wife’s about to fuck another man… and I want it more than anything.


CHAPTER THREE




The door swung open, and Sierra stepped into the dim glow of the bar. The smell hit her first—stale beer, fried food, the faint tang of cigarettes from the back patio. Music thumped from a jukebox in the corner, some classic rock riffing over the low murmur of voices and laughter.

The moment she crossed the threshold, heads turned.

It was instant, like a ripple through the room. Men looked up from their beers, from dart games, from pool tables. Some glanced casually, others openly stared. Sierra’s skin prickled under their gaze, heat spreading across her cheeks.

Oh God. They know. They can tell. They’re all staring because they can see right through me—because I’m bare under this dress, wet between my legs, and my husband told me to come here and fuck a stranger.

Her heart pounded. She almost turned around, almost bolted back through the door. But Luke’s words echoed in her head. You’re mine, even when his cock is inside you.

She forced her chin up, shoulders back. If she looked nervous, if she looked timid, she’d collapse. She needed to play the part—confident, sexy, untouchable. The red dress hugged her body, and she let it. She let her hips sway as she walked to the bar.

Luke’s phone buzzed in the car. He snatched it up, heart hammering.

Sierra: Inside. Everyone’s looking at me. I feel naked.

His cock throbbed at the words. He typed back fast.

Luke: Good. Let them look. They all want you. Pick who deserves it.

He pictured her in the bar, legs bare, thighs slick, strangers eyeing the woman who was his wife. Jealousy twisted in his gut, but it only made him harder. He shifted in his seat, his hand stroking himself through his jeans as he waited for her next text.

At the bar, Sierra slid onto a stool, crossing her legs carefully. The dress rode high, and she knew the bartender saw more than he should when his eyes flicked down. He cleared his throat, grinning.

“What can I get you?”

“Vodka cranberry,” she said, her voice steadier than she felt.

As he mixed the drink, she scanned the room. A group of younger guys by the pool table. A pair of older men in leather jackets near the jukebox. Two truckers in baseball caps at the corner booth. She felt their eyes slide over her curves like hands.

God, this is insane. They’re all wondering. They all want to know if I’m really as easy as I look. And the truth is… I am. I’m here to spread my legs for one of them. Luke’s making me, and I’m soaked just thinking about it.

Her drink slid onto the bar. She sipped, the vodka burning her throat, giving her something to focus on.

Her phone buzzed.

Luke: Describe them to me. Who’s looking at you right now?

She glanced around, thumb shaking as she typed.

Sierra: Three young guys at pool table. Two older ones by jukebox. Couple trucker types. Everyone staring.

Luke: Which ones make your pussy throb? Be honest.

Her cheeks flushed. She bit her lip, considering. The younger guys were handsome, but too boyish. The truckers looked rough but sloppy. Her eyes caught on the jukebox—two men in leather vests, tattoos curling up their arms, heavy boots planted wide.

One of them in particular—tall, broad shoulders, a trimmed beard streaked with gray. His eyes were dark, sharp, and when they met hers, something dangerous flared.

Her pulse spiked.

She typed quickly.

Sierra: One of the bikers. Beard. Big. He’s staring at me like he already knows what I’m here for.

Her phone buzzed back instantly.

Luke: Then he’s the one. Flirt. Let him come to you.

Sierra’s stomach twisted with nerves and arousal. She downed half her drink for courage.

The biker didn’t make her wait. He peeled himself away from the jukebox, swaggering toward her with a slow, predatory stride. His vest hung open over a faded T-shirt, tattoos covering his forearms. He smelled like smoke and leather when he leaned against the bar beside her.

“Well, hello there,” he rumbled, voice deep and gravelly. “That’s one hell of a dress.”

Her throat tightened. Jesus, he’s huge. What am I doing?

She forced a smile, heart hammering. “Thanks.”

His eyes dragged down her body, lingering on her thighs. “Sitting here all alone?”

“Yes.” Her voice was small, then steadier. “Just needed a drink.”

He smirked, eyes glinting. “A woman like you doesn’t need to sit alone for long.”

Her phone buzzed on the bar. She risked a glance:

Luke: Flirt. Make him want you. You’re dripping for him already, aren’t you?

She swallowed hard, thighs pressing together. God help me, yes. I’m drenched. He doesn’t even know how close he is to sliding inside me already.

She turned back to the biker, forcing a sultry tone. “Maybe I was waiting for the right company.”

He chuckled, low and rough. “Lucky me, then.”

His gaze pinned her, daring her to look away. She didn’t. She let her lips part just slightly, let her body language speak. His eyes darkened, hungry.

This is it. I’m really doing this. Luke’s out there waiting, and I’m about to fuck this man for him.

The biker leaned closer, the wood of the bar creaking under his weight. His voice dropped low, rough as gravel.

“You’re trouble, aren’t you?”

Sierra’s breath hitched. God, he smells like leather and whiskey. He looks like the kind of man I’d never bring home. And yet my pussy is clenching just from his voice.

“Maybe,” she managed, tracing her finger around the rim of her glass.

“Maybe?” He grinned, flashing white teeth under the beard. “You walk in here in that dress, every guy staring like he’s starving, and you say ‘maybe’? Sweetheart, you know damn well what you’re doing.”

Her cheeks burned. She took another sip of her drink just to give her mouth something to do. He sees right through me. He knows I’m begging for attention. He doesn’t know my husband told me to, but God, he can smell the slut on me already.

His gaze flicked down to her thighs. The hem of her dress had inched higher on the bar stool, and when she shifted, he noticed. His nostrils flared. “You wearing panties under that?”

Her chest tightened. Her lips parted. “No.”

The word came out soft but sure, a hot knife slicing the tension.

His grin widened. “Fuck me.”

Her phone buzzed. She glanced quickly.

Luke: Did you just tell him you’re not wearing panties?

Her fingers trembled as she typed back: Yes.

The reply came instantly.

Luke: Good girl. Let him touch you. Let him find out how wet you are.

Her pulse roared in her ears. She looked back at the biker, who was watching her with a predator’s patience, like he knew she’d just gotten permission.

He leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. “Spread those legs for me. Right here. Let me see.”

Sierra’s eyes went wide. “Here? Everyone⁠—”

“Don’t care,” he cut her off, his tone firm. His hand slid to her knee, rough and calloused. “Either you spread for me now, or I’ll drag you to the alley and make you. Which one do you want, baby?”

Her thighs quivered under his touch. God, this is insane. People could see. But I’m so wet I can feel it sliding down my skin. He’ll know the second he touches me. Luke will know too. They both will.

She parted her legs just slightly, just enough for him to slip his hand higher. His fingers pressed against her bare slit, and he let out a low growl.

“Jesus Christ. You’re dripping.”

Sierra’s eyes fluttered shut as his finger slid between her folds, finding her clit with unerring precision. She gripped the edge of the bar, knuckles white.

“Please,” she whispered, unsure if she meant stop or more.

The biker chuckled, circling her clit with slow, deliberate strokes. “That little dress is wasted in here. You need to be bent over something.”

Her phone buzzed again. She fumbled it open.

Luke: Film it. Just a little. Show me him touching you.

Her hands shook as she lifted the phone, angling it low. The screen caught his thick fingers rubbing her bare pussy under the hem of her dress, her thighs trembling wide open. She hit record, her heart in her throat.

She sent it before she could think.

Out in the car, Luke nearly came in his jeans. The video looped on his screen—his wife’s legs spread, another man’s rough hand rubbing her soaked pussy.

He groaned, squeezing his cock through denim. Fuck, it’s real. She’s really letting him touch her. My wife’s pussy is in another man’s hand and she’s dripping for him.

Jealousy burned hot in his chest, but it was drowned by lust. He unzipped, stroking himself furiously, waiting for the next clip.

Back at the bar, Sierra’s eyes darted around the room. No one seemed to notice, or maybe they pretended not to. Her cheeks burned, but the danger only made her wetter.

The biker leaned back, licking his fingers, grinning like he’d just won a prize. “Taste sweet as you look.”

Her thighs pressed together, desperate. God, Luke told me not to cum. I can’t cum, not yet. But I’m so close already…

He stood, towering over her. “Come on, sweetheart. Let’s take this outside.”

Her heart jumped. “Outside?”

“Alley’s right there.” He jerked his head toward the back door. “You want me to fuck you, don’t you?”

Her throat went dry. She swallowed hard. “Yes.”

He smirked. “Then let’s go.”

She slid off the stool, her knees weak. The hem of her dress rode high as she followed him across the bar, every eye in the place on her. Her heels clicked on the wood floor, her skin hot with shame and excitement.

Her phone buzzed again.

Luke: Take him. Alley. Film everything. Send me proof.

Her legs shook as she pushed through the back door, the cool night air hitting her bare thighs. The biker grabbed her hand, leading her into the shadows of the alley, and the door slammed shut behind them.


CHAPTER FOUR




The door banged shut behind her, muting the throb of jukebox music. The alley stretched dark and narrow, lit only by a buzzing security light above the back entrance. The smell of smoke and grease from the bar’s kitchen vents hung heavy in the air.

The biker tugged her hand, leading her deeper into the shadows, away from the glow spilling from the doorway. His grip was rough, certain. He wasn’t asking.

Sierra’s heels clicked against the cracked pavement. Her pulse roared in her ears. This is it. I’m really doing this. My husband is out there, sitting in the car, waiting for me to fuck another man.

She wanted to turn back. She wanted to run into Luke’s arms and tell him it was too much. But her thighs pressed together, slick with her arousal, betraying her.

The biker stopped and turned. He loomed over her, broad chest blocking the light. “You sure about this, sweetheart?”

Her breath caught. His eyes were dark, unreadable. He was giving her an out—but she couldn’t take it. She couldn’t walk away now.

“Yes,” she whispered, voice shaking.

His grin returned, wicked and knowing. “Thought so.”

Her phone buzzed in her hand. She fumbled it open, her fingers trembling.

Luke: You picked him. Good girl. Film this for me. I want to see everything.

Her stomach flipped. She held the phone low, hit record, the little red light glowing.

The biker noticed, eyebrows raised. “You filming this?”

“My… husband,” she stammered, cheeks blazing. “He… wants to see.”

The man let out a deep laugh. “No shit? Well, he’s one lucky bastard.” He stepped closer, crowding her against the wall. “Guess I’ll give him a show.”

His hands were on her instantly, rough palms sliding up her thighs, shoving her dress higher until the cool night air hit her bare cunt. He groaned when his fingers brushed her slick folds.

“Fuck. You’re soaked already.”

Sierra moaned, pressing back against the brick wall for support. Oh God, Luke, he knows. He knows I’m dripping for him.

The biker shoved two fingers inside her, thrusting hard, curling just right. She cried out, the sound echoing off the alley walls.

Her phone buzzed again, the screen lighting in her hand.

Luke: Show me. Let me see him finger you.

Her heart raced. She angled the phone down, catching the sight of the biker’s thick fingers pumping into her, her pussy glistening in the glow of the security light. She sent the clip before she could chicken out.

Out in the car, Luke nearly exploded. The video filled his screen—Sierra’s pussy stretched around another man’s fingers, her body jerking against the wall. He stroked himself furiously, torn between rage and lust, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

My wife… my Sierra… being fingered by another man. And she’s loving it. She’s wetter for him than she’s ever been for me.

Jealousy burned hot in his chest, but he couldn’t stop. He didn’t want to stop. He wanted more.

He typed with his free hand.

Luke: Let him taste you. Make him lick you while I watch.

The biker was already ahead of him. He dropped to his knees, shoving Sierra’s thighs wider, his beard scraping her skin. His tongue pressed against her slit, lapping up her wetness.

Sierra gasped, grabbing his shoulders for balance. “Ohhh fuck…”

Her knees wobbled as he ate her, tongue plunging deep, flicking her clit. She moaned loudly, not caring who might hear.

I’m letting him do this. I’m letting a stranger put his mouth on me. Luke’s watching. Luke’s making me. And I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop.

She angled the phone down again, recording the biker’s face buried between her thighs, his tongue glistening, her hips grinding against his mouth. She sent the clip with a whimper.

Luke’s cock throbbed painfully. The video looped, Sierra moaning, another man devouring her pussy. He groaned, stroking faster. Goddamn, she’s beautiful. She’s mine, but she’s letting him use her like a slut, just like I wanted.

His stomach churned with jealousy, but his cock didn’t care. He needed more.

Luke: Let him fuck you. Now. I need to see it.

The biker rose, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, grinning. “Sweetest pussy I’ve had in a long time.”

Sierra’s breath came in ragged gasps. Her thighs trembled, her clit aching. She could barely stand, and he hadn’t even given her his cock yet.

He unzipped his jeans, pulling out a thick, veined shaft that made her eyes widen.

Her pussy clenched hard, a gush of wetness dripping down her thighs.

“Turn around,” he ordered.

Her heart pounded, her phone buzzing again in her hand. She didn’t even need to look. She already knew what Luke had texted.

She turned, pressing her hands to the cold brick wall, her ass jutting back, her dress riding up to her waist.

The biker growled behind her, lining up. “Hope your husband’s watching, sweetheart. Because I’m about to ruin his wife.”

The biker’s cock pressed against her soaked slit, the blunt head nudging insistently. Sierra gasped, her palms flat against the cold brick, her body trembling with a cocktail of fear and wild arousal.

Her phone buzzed again in her hand, the vibration sharp against her fingers. She didn’t need to look at the screen. She already knew what it said.

Do it. Let him inside. Show me everything.

The biker growled low in his throat, his hand gripping her hip hard. “Hope your husband’s watching, sweetheart. Because I’m about to ruin his wife.”

Sierra squeezed her eyes shut, heart hammering so loud she swore the whole alley could hear it. She hit record again, lifting the phone just enough to capture the moment.

The thick head of his cock pushed against her entrance, stretching her open.

She sucked in a sharp breath, her body arching back toward him despite her nerves.

And then⁠—


CHAPTER FIVE




The blunt head of his cock pressed against her slit, hot and thick, nudging insistently at her entrance.

Sierra’s breath caught, her palms flat on the cold brick. Her whole body trembled, the hem of her dress bunched high on her hips, her bare ass exposed. Every nerve screamed at her to stop, to run—but her pussy clenched, slick and needy, betraying her.

And then he shoved forward.

The stretch was brutal, shocking, her body flaring with pain and pleasure all at once. Her mouth fell open in a cry, her nails scraping the rough wall as he sank deeper.

Oh God, he’s inside me. He’s actually inside me. Luke, he’s really fucking me.

The biker groaned low behind her, his hand gripping her hip tight. “Fuck. You’re tight as hell. And so goddamn wet. Like you’ve been waiting all night for this cock.”

Sierra whimpered, her body arching back against him without meaning to. The thick shaft filled her inch by inch until he was buried to the hilt, his pelvis grinding against her ass.

The sensation was overwhelming—stretching her wider than she’d been in years, hitting spots deep inside that made her toes curl in her heels. Her pussy clenched around him like it was trying to hold him, milk him, never let him leave.

Her heart hammered. I can’t believe this is happening. I’m married. My husband’s outside in the car. And another man is balls-deep in me right now.

She raised her phone with trembling hands, angling it down. The camera caught his cock glistening as it slid into her from behind, her pussy swallowing him greedily. The slick sound of her wetness filled the alley, obscene and undeniable.

She hit send before she could think.

Luke’s phone buzzed in the dark car. His hands shook as he opened the video.

The screen lit up with his wife bent over, her red dress bunched around her waist, a stranger’s cock stretching her pussy open. Her moan poured through the speaker, raw and desperate.

Luke’s breath left him in a ragged groan. His cock throbbed painfully in his hand, precum soaking his fist as he stroked harder.

Jesus Christ. That’s my Sierra. My wife. And she’s getting split open by another man’s cock while I sit out here jerking off like a cuck.

Jealousy punched him in the gut, hot and sharp. Rage tried to flare, but lust drowned it instantly. He couldn’t look away. He didn’t want to.

She’s beautiful. She’s perfect. And she’s doing this for me. She’s my slut, and she’s letting him ruin her because I told her to.

His thumb hovered over the screen, wanting more, needing more.

In the alley, the biker pulled back and slammed forward, the slap of his hips against her ass echoing off the walls.

Sierra gasped, her voice breaking. “Ohhh fuck⁠—”

Her body rocked with every thrust, her tits bouncing under the thin fabric of her dress. The cold brick scraped her palms, grounding her as her world narrowed to the thick cock pistoning into her.

He’s so big. God, he’s bigger than Luke. I can feel him hitting places deep inside, places I forgot existed. I should hate this. I should feel guilty. But all I can think about is how full I am, how my pussy is clutching him, begging for more.

The biker groaned, his beard brushing her neck as he leaned over her. “Bet your husband’s losing his fucking mind, huh? Watching me stuff his wife like the filthy little slut she is?”

Her stomach twisted. Humiliation seared through her—but it made her clit throb harder. She moaned, her voice shaking. “Yes. He’s watching… he’s watching everything.”

Her phone buzzed in her hand again. She forced it up to her face.

Luke: Tell him. Say it for me. Tell him your husband dared you to do this.

Her chest heaved. The words stuck in her throat, burning. But she obeyed.

“My husband…” she gasped, each thrust punctuating her words. “He dared me… he told me to pick a man… and let him fuck me.”

The biker let out a dark laugh, slamming into her harder. “Jesus Christ. Your husband’s a fucking freak. But you—you’re even worse. You’re dripping for me, baby. You love this.”

Sierra moaned, tears pricking her eyes from the intensity. God, he’s right. I’m soaked. My body loves it. I can’t hide it.

Luke’s jaw clenched as he read the words and heard them moaned through the video. His fist moved faster over his cock, precum slicking his shaft.

She said it. She told him I dared her. My wife’s confessing my fantasy while he’s fucking her raw.

His gut churned with jealousy, but his orgasm hovered close, his body shaking.

The biker’s thrusts grew faster, rougher, his hips smacking against her ass. The wet slap of their bodies filled the alley, each sound dirtier than the last.

Sierra’s legs quivered, her pussy clenching wildly. Pressure coiled deep in her belly. I’m going to cum. God, I can’t hold back. He’s going to make me cum, and Luke will see. He’ll know I lost it for another man.

Her moans grew higher, more desperate, spilling out into the night air.

The biker yanked her hair back, growling in her ear. “That’s it, slut. Beg for it. Beg me to make you cum.”

“I’m begging!” she sobbed, her voice breaking. “Please—please, make me cum. Use me. Use me like your whore!”

Her body spasmed, her pussy tightening in violent pulses. She screamed, her orgasm ripping through her, her vision going white as waves of pleasure wracked her.

Luke shouted in the car, his cock spurting across his fist, cum dripping onto his jeans as he watched his wife convulse around another man’s cock. His whole body trembled, torn between jealousy and awe.

She did it. My Sierra let another man make her cum. And it’s the hottest, dirtiest, most perfect thing I’ve ever seen.

The biker groaned, pounding harder, his balls slapping against her ass. “Fuck, you’re clenching me so tight. Gonna make me bust any second.”

Sierra’s body was still trembling, her pussy fluttering around him as aftershocks shook her. She clung to the brick wall, dizzy, overwhelmed.

I just came. I came on a stranger’s cock. Luke saw it. And I want more. God help me, I want more.

The biker’s cock hammered her, his pace wild, his growls vibrating against her ear. He didn’t slow when she came. If anything, her orgasm only drove him harder, his hips slamming into her ass until her knees buckled.

Sierra whimpered, body still convulsing from release. Her pussy was a mess of wet heat, sucking him back in with every thrust.

“Fuck, you’re milking me,” he groaned, his grip bruising her hips. “Like your cunt doesn’t want to let go.”

She moaned, head falling forward against the wall. God, he’s right. My pussy’s clutching him like it knows he doesn’t belong and it doesn’t care. I’m holding him, keeping him, begging him to stay inside me.

His thrusts grew ragged, frantic. His cock swelled thick inside her, and her whole body tensed at the realization.

“Oh God,” she gasped. “You’re⁠—”

“Gonna fill you up,” he growled. “You’re gonna take it all, slut.”

Her phone buzzed in her hand, the screen lighting up.

Luke: Let him cum in you. Show me. Give me proof.

Her throat went dry. She stared at the words, her stomach flipping. Luke wants this. Luke wants me dripping with another man’s cum. Jesus Christ, how did we get here?

The biker yanked her hair back again, his voice a snarl. “Tell me you want it. Tell me you want me to pump this married pussy full.”

Tears pricked her eyes from the intensity, but her voice came out broken and desperate. “I want it. Please. Cum inside me. Fill me up.”

He roared, slamming deep, grinding into her as hot spurts flooded her womb.

Sierra cried out, her whole body shuddering as she felt him throb inside, his cock jerking with every release. Cum poured into her, thick and hot, dripping down her thighs even as he kept her pinned against the wall.

It’s real. Oh my God, it’s real. I’m full of another man’s cum. And Luke’s watching it happen.

She lifted her phone, angling it low, capturing the sight of his cock still buried deep, her pussy stretched and dripping. The biker slapped her ass hard, grinning at the camera. “Hope your husband likes the show.”

She hit send with trembling fingers.

In the car, Luke’s world shattered.

The video played on loop—Sierra bent over, her pussy stuffed full of another man’s cock, cum already leaking down her thighs. Her moans filled the speakers, raw and filthy.

Luke’s breath came ragged. His cock twitched painfully in his fist, but this time the orgasm didn’t come with joy—it came with something deeper, darker. Lust tangled with jealousy, with love, with humiliation.

He shot hot streams across his lap, shuddering, his eyes glued to the video.

She’s mine. She’s my wife. And she let another man cum inside her because I told her to. God, it’s filthy. It’s perfect. I don’t know if I want to cry or make her do it again tomorrow.

The biker finally pulled out with a wet sound, his cock slick, her pussy gaping and dripping down her thighs. He slapped her ass again, leaving a red print.

“Good little slut,” he muttered, tucking himself back into his jeans.

Sierra staggered against the wall, her legs shaking. Hot cum trickled down to her stockings, sticky between her thighs. She lifted her phone again, filming the mess, her voice breathless as she whispered into the mic.

“Proof.”

She hit send, her whole body trembling.

Luke’s phone buzzed again. The new video loaded—her swollen pussy leaking white, her fingers scooping it up, holding it to the camera.

He groaned, his cock twitching again despite being soft only moments before. She did it. She brought me proof. My filthy, perfect wife.

The alley was silent except for Sierra’s ragged breathing. She turned, back against the brick, her chest rising and falling fast. Her mind whirled. What did I just do? What am I going to say when I go back to the car? How do I look Luke in the eye after letting this man cum inside me?

But her body… her body still hummed with satisfaction. Her clit still throbbed. Her thighs still quivered. She couldn’t deny it. She didn’t regret it. Not yet.

The biker gave her a final grin, patting her ass. “Tell your husband thanks for sharing.”

Then he walked back toward the bar, leaving her panting, cum dripping down her legs, her phone slick in her hand.

And Sierra stood there in the dark, trembling, her heart caught between shame and thrill, knowing the night wasn’t over yet.


CHAPTER SIX




Sierra’s heels scraped against the cracked pavement, uneven, almost stumbling. Every step felt like walking out of a dream and into a confession. The alley still clung to her skin—his hands, his cock, his cum sliding sticky down her thighs. Her body hummed with the aftershocks, but her heart pounded with dread.

He saw it. He saw everything. He wanted it, but what if now he hates me? What if I crossed some line we can’t take back?

The car loomed in the lot, quiet, dark. Luke’s silhouette was sharp behind the windshield, his face unreadable. The thought made her stomach knot. She’d never felt so exposed, not even with her dress hiked up and a stranger pounding her in the alley.

Her hand shook on the passenger handle. She opened it anyway.

The dome light flicked on. Luke turned his head. His eyes were locked on her instantly, burning, almost fevered. She slid in, pulling the door shut, smoothing her dress over trembling legs. The silence was thick enough to choke.

Her throat was dry when she whispered. “You saw?”

Luke swallowed hard, his jaw flexing. His voice was rough, low. “Yeah. I saw.”

The words landed heavy. She looked down, twisting her phone in her lap. “Say something.”

His chest rose and fell, his hand gripping the steering wheel so tight his knuckles whitened. “I don’t even know what to say.”

Her stomach dropped. Tears pricked her eyes. “You… you wanted this. You dared me. I only⁠—”

“I know.” His voice cracked. He dragged a hand over his face, groaning. “Jesus, Sierra. I thought I was ready. I thought I knew what it would feel like.”

Her breath caught. “And now?”

He turned, eyes locking on hers. They weren’t cold—they were wild, torn. “I’ve never been more jealous in my life. Seeing him inside you… hearing you beg him…” He shook his head, his voice breaking. “But I’ve also never been so hard. Never wanted you more.”

Her tears spilled, her chest trembling with relief and confusion. “So you don’t hate me?”

He laughed once, harsh and raw. “Hate you? Baby, I love you so much it hurts. That’s the problem. Watching you with him—it killed me. And it turned me on so bad I almost lost my fucking mind.”

She reached for him, her hand shaking, fingers brushing his jaw. “I was so scared you’d regret it. That you’d look at me and see… a slut.”

Luke grabbed her wrist, pressing her hand harder against his cheek. His eyes burned. “You are my slut. That’s the difference. You did this because I told you to. Because you trust me. That makes it the hottest thing I’ve ever seen in my life.”

Sierra’s breath hitched, her whole body quivering. The knot in her stomach unraveled all at once. She whispered, voice trembling, “So what now?”

Luke’s gaze dropped to her thighs, glistening with another man’s cum. His hand slid down, resting heavy on her knee. His voice dropped to a growl.

“Now you open your legs. I need to taste what you brought me.”

Sierra’s throat was tight, words trapped there. Luke’s hand was still heavy on her knee, warm, possessive. His eyes burned, but he hadn’t moved closer yet. He was holding himself back, fighting with something inside.

She whispered, barely audible. “Do you want me to tell you?”

His jaw worked. “Tell me everything.”

Her pulse jumped. She licked her lips, hands fidgeting in her lap. “He… he was rough. He didn’t ask, he just… took me. Pushed me against the wall, lifted my dress. The second he touched me, he knew. He said I was dripping.”

Luke inhaled sharply, his fingers tightening on her leg.

Sierra’s voice shook, but she kept going, her words tumbling out like a confession she had to make. “He fingered me right there. I sent you the video. People could’ve walked out the back door and seen everything, but I didn’t care. I was so wet, Luke. I couldn’t stop shaking.”

Luke’s cock pulsed hard in his jeans. His knuckles whitened as he gripped her tighter. “Go on.”

Her cheeks flamed, her thighs pressing together instinctively. “Then he went down on me. His mouth was… God, he didn’t stop until I was moaning so loud I thought someone would hear. I knew you were watching. I wanted you to see.”

A low growl escaped Luke’s throat.

“And then,” Sierra whispered, her eyes darting down, unable to meet his, “he bent me over and shoved it in. No warning. Just… filled me. He was so big, Luke. It hurt. And it felt… incredible.”

Luke groaned, his free hand raking through his hair. Jealousy twisted in his gut, but his cock throbbed so hard it hurt. “You begged him.”

Tears burned her eyes as she nodded. “I begged him. I couldn’t stop myself. I told him to use me like a whore. I came all over his cock, and then he… he came inside me. Hard. I can still feel it dripping down my legs.”

Luke’s chest heaved, his nostrils flaring. His voice was low, guttural. “Fuck, Sierra…”

Her voice cracked, trembling. “Do you still want me?”

Luke snapped, his restraint breaking. He shoved her legs apart, his hands gripping her thighs hard enough to bruise. His voice shook with hunger. “Want you? Baby, I need you. Right now. I need to taste him on you. I need to taste all of it.”

Sierra gasped, her body flooding with heat as he pushed her dress higher. “Luke⁠—”

“Shut up,” he growled, lowering his face between her trembling thighs. “Let me have what’s mine.”

Luke’s breath was hot against her thigh as he pushed her legs wider, spreading them apart with steady pressure. Sierra trembled in the seat, her hands gripping the edge of the cushion so hard her knuckles whitened.

Her dress was bunched at her waist, exposing everything. Her thighs glistened with slickness, streaks of cum trailing down to her knees. The smell of sex was unmistakable, thick in the confined car.

Luke stared for a long moment, his eyes dark, reverent, almost awed. His voice was hoarse when he spoke. “You’re a mess. Dripping. Ruined.”

Sierra’s lip trembled. “I’m sorry⁠—”

He shook his head sharply. “Don’t you dare apologize. You’re beautiful like this. My beautiful, filthy wife.”

He lowered his face slowly, deliberately, until his lips brushed her inner thigh. He kissed her there—soft, tender—then higher, and higher still. His tongue darted out, licking a slow line along the wet trail on her skin.

Sierra gasped, her head falling back against the seat. “Luke…”

He groaned low in his chest. “God, I can taste him. I can taste you. Both of you together.” He licked again, slower, savoring. “And it’s perfect.”

Her thighs quivered as his mouth traced up, his tongue cleaning every sticky streak, his lips pressing reverent kisses into her skin. Each kiss felt like a brand—filthy, claiming, holy in its own way.

When he reached her swollen slit, he paused, hovering, breathing her in. His voice cracked. “This pussy is mine. Always mine. No matter who you give it to.”

Her breath shuddered. “Yes, Luke. Always yours.”

He kissed her outer lips gently, reverently, before sliding his tongue slowly between them. The taste was immediate—her sweetness mingled with the thick salt of another man’s cum.

Luke moaned, his whole body shuddering. “Fuck… Sierra… it’s all here. Everything you gave him, everything he gave you. And I’m swallowing every drop.”

Her hands flew to his hair, clutching him tight. Her hips lifted, pushing into his mouth. “Oh God… Luke… that’s so filthy…”

He licked her slowly, deliberately, dragging his tongue through the mixture, savoring her. Every stroke was tender but obscene, his lips sucking at her folds, his tongue plunging deep to lap up the mess.

Her eyes fluttered shut, her voice breaking. “You’re tasting his cum inside me.”

He groaned against her pussy, his tongue pressing deeper. He pulled back just enough to murmur, voice husky, “I’m reclaiming you. Every drop that’s his becomes mine now.”

Sierra sobbed softly, overwhelmed. “Yes… yes, Luke…”

He returned to her slit, tongue slow but relentless, circling her clit with delicate precision, then dipping back down to scoop out the leaking spend, swallowing it greedily. His lips pressed soft kisses around her swollen folds, his breath warm and reverent.

Her body shook with sensation, her legs spread wide, her pussy aching from the double assault of tenderness and filth.

Luke sucked gently at her clit, his voice muffled but clear. “Mine. Always mine.”

Her cry tore from her throat, her body arching, her pussy clenching wildly. The tenderness, the filth, the love in his words—it broke her open.

Her orgasm hit, sharp and sweet, her thighs trembling violently around his head. She moaned his name again and again, tears streaking down her face.

Luke held her through it, licking every pulse, every spasm, swallowing every drop that spilled from her. He didn’t stop until her body collapsed against the seat, shuddering and weak.

When he finally lifted his head, his face was wet, his lips glistening. His eyes were dark but soft, his chest heaving.

He pressed a gentle kiss against her trembling thigh, whispering, “You’re mine, Sierra. No matter who touches you… you’ll always be mine.”

Luke rose from between her thighs, his face wet, his lips glistening. His breathing was ragged, his pupils blown wide. He stared at Sierra like a man starved, like nothing else in the world mattered except the trembling woman in front of him.

She tried to catch her breath, her body still quaking from the orgasm he’d just wrung out of her. Her voice came out soft, hoarse. “Luke…”

He kissed her, hard. The taste of herself, of the biker, smeared between them, salty and sweet and filthy. He groaned into her mouth, his hands rough now, grabbing her thighs and dragging her onto his lap.

The steering wheel pressed awkwardly into her back, the console digging into her side, but Luke didn’t care. He needed her. Needed her now.

He fumbled his jeans open, his cock springing free, thick and hard and slick with the mess of his earlier climax.

Sierra gasped as he lifted her dress higher, shoving her soaked slit down against his shaft. “Luke⁠—”

“Shut up,” he growled, his hands gripping her ass tight. “I don’t care if you’re sore. I don’t care if you’re full of him. I need to be inside you.”

She cried out as he thrust up, his cock pushing into her raw, stretched pussy. She was still wet, still messy, and he slid in with a wet squelch that made them both groan.

Her head fell against his shoulder, her body trembling. “God—Luke—I can feel him still⁠—”

“I want to feel him too,” Luke growled, his hips driving up into her. “I want to feel his cum inside you while I fuck you. I want it mixing with mine.”

His thrusts were hard, frantic, his cock pounding into her messy cunt. The car rocked with their movements, the leather seat creaking under them.

Sierra moaned, clinging to him, her nails digging into his back. “It’s so dirty—oh God—it’s so dirty…”

“Say it,” Luke demanded, slamming her down onto him. “Say whose pussy this is.”

“Yours!” she cried, her voice breaking. “Always yours, Luke!”

“Even when he was inside you?” His voice was savage, desperate.

“Yes—yes—it was still yours!”

Luke’s eyes squeezed shut, his teeth gritted. “Then take it, baby. Take my cock. Take it all.”

He thrust faster, his cock slick with the mess of another man’s release and Sierra’s endless arousal. The heat, the filth, the intimacy—it was too much. His orgasm surged up, unstoppable.

“Fuck!” he roared, slamming deep, his cock jerking as hot streams spilled into her, mixing inside her with the biker’s cum.

Sierra cried out with him, her body convulsing, another shattering orgasm ripping through her as she clutched his shoulders.

The car filled with the sound of their moans, their wet bodies grinding together, the air thick with sex and sweat.

Luke held her tight, burying his face in her neck as he emptied himself into her, his voice muffled, broken. “Mine. You’re mine, Sierra. No matter what.”

Sierra sobbed softly, trembling, her body limp against his, her pussy full to the brim with both men’s cum. Her heart ached and soared all at once.

“Yes, Luke,” she whispered, her lips brushing his ear. “Always.”

The car was still. Quiet, except for the sound of their heavy breathing. The windshield fogged faintly from the heat of their bodies.

Sierra slumped against Luke’s chest, her hair damp with sweat, her body trembling. Her thighs were a mess—his cum, the biker’s cum, her own slickness smeared together, dripping down onto his jeans. She was used, ruined, and completely undone.

Luke’s arms stayed locked around her, his face buried in her hair. His chest rose and fell hard, each exhale shaky.

Minutes passed before he finally spoke, his voice low, raw. “I didn’t know it would feel like that.”

Her fingers traced idle patterns across his shoulder. “What did it feel like?”

He pulled back just enough to look at her. His eyes were bloodshot, but soft. “Like I was going insane. Watching him inside you—it tore me apart. But at the same time, I’ve never been more turned on in my life.”

Her lips parted. Relief loosened the knot in her chest. “I was scared you’d regret it. That you’d hate me for letting it happen.”

Luke cupped her face, his thumb brushing her cheek tenderly. “I could never hate you. I wanted it. I asked for it. And seeing you… hearing you…” He swallowed hard. “It’s burned into me now. I’ll never forget it.”

Tears pricked her eyes. “I didn’t just do it for you. I wanted it too. That scares me.”

He leaned in, pressing his forehead to hers. “It scares me too. But maybe that’s what makes it so fucking powerful.”

They sat in silence for a moment, hearts pounding, sweat cooling on their skin.

Sierra shifted slightly on his lap, her thighs still slick, her pussy raw and sore. She winced. “God, I’m a wreck.”

Luke kissed her softly, lingering. “You’re perfect.”

She smiled faintly through her exhaustion. “You’re insane.”

“Maybe,” he whispered, brushing his lips against her again. “But you make me that way.”

The dome light clicked off when she shifted, plunging them into darkness. Sierra curled into him, her heart still racing, her body aching but sated.

For the first time all night, she felt safe.


CHAPTER SEVEN




The sunlight was thin and pale, slipping through the blinds in streaks across the bedroom. Sierra blinked against it, her body heavy, her muscles sore. Her thighs ached, tender reminders of the night before. When she shifted, she felt it—stickiness still clinging to her skin, faint soreness between her legs. The biker’s cum, Luke’s cum, her own release—all still inside her hours later.

She lay frozen, staring at the ceiling. It wasn’t a dream.

Her mind played the images like a cruel slideshow: the biker’s rough fingers spreading her open under the flickering alley light, his beard scraping her thighs when he ate her out, the growl in his voice when he told her he was going to ruin her. The way his cock split her open, the slap of his hips against her ass, the gush of hot cum filling her while she moaned into the bricks.

Her body reacted even now—her clit throbbing, her nipples tightening against the sheet.

Beside her, Luke stirred. He lay on his side, propped on an elbow, watching her. His hair was messy, his eyes bloodshot from too little sleep, but there was softness there that caught her off guard.

“Morning,” he murmured.

Her throat tightened. “Morning.”

The silence stretched, heavy with unspoken words. Sierra wanted to ask if he’d replayed the videos, if he hated her for how desperately she’d begged, how shameless she’d looked with another man’s cock inside her.

Instead she kept still, her chest rising and falling too fast.

Luke reached out, brushing his fingers over her arm. His touch was warm, grounding. “How do you feel?”

Her stomach twisted. She couldn’t lie. “Sore. Exhausted.” She hesitated, then added softly, “Different.”

He nodded slowly, his thumb tracing her skin. His jaw was tense, but his voice stayed gentle. “Me too.”

Her eyes darted to him. “Do you regret it?”

Luke’s hand stilled. He swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “…No.” His voice cracked slightly. “Do you?”

Her lips parted. A dozen emotions rushed her at once. Shame burned hot, but the memory of how hard she’d cum, the way Luke’s texts had spurred her on, drowned it. She whispered, “…No.”

Relief flashed across his face, raw and real. He leaned in, pressing a kiss to her forehead.

But even as she curled into his warmth, Sierra couldn’t push the images away. The biker’s growl. His cock filling her. Cum leaking down her thighs. Proof.

And Luke watching it all.

The smell of coffee filled the kitchen, rich and bitter. The sunlight was stronger now, spilling across the counter where Sierra sat on a stool in one of Luke’s T-shirts. Her hair was pulled up messily, her legs curled beneath her, her bare thighs dotted with faint bruises from the biker’s grip.

Luke set a mug down in front of her, then leaned against the counter opposite, arms crossed, watching her. His eyes were dark, restless, like he hadn’t stopped turning it over in his head since they’d crawled into bed hours ago.

Sierra wrapped her hands around the mug, avoiding his stare. She sipped, the warmth steadying her, but it didn’t stop the nerves that fluttered in her stomach.

Finally, Luke spoke. His voice was low, firm. “I need you to tell me.”

Her head snapped up. “Tell you… what?”

“Everything.” His gaze didn’t waver. “Not the videos. Not what I think I saw. I want it from you. Every detail.”

Her pulse spiked. “Luke…”

He stepped closer, bracing his hands on the counter. “I watched him bend you over. I heard you begging. But I need to hear you say it. I need to hear what it felt like. What you thought when his cock went inside you.”

Her breath caught. Heat flooded her face. “That’s cruel.”

His jaw clenched, but his voice softened. “It’s not cruelty. It’s the only way I can handle it. If I’m going to keep this fantasy alive—if we’re going to keep doing this—I need you to make me part of it. Not just a man in the car with a phone.”

Sierra’s stomach flipped. She stared down at the swirling coffee, then back at him. “You really want to know?”

His eyes burned. “I need to know.”

Her throat tightened. She swallowed hard. “He didn’t waste time. The second he touched me, he knew I wasn’t wearing anything. His fingers…” She shifted on the stool, her legs pressing together instinctively. “He said I was dripping. He was right.”

Luke’s breathing quickened. He moved closer, his hands gripping the counter edge like he needed the anchor. “And when he bent you over?”

Her cheeks flamed. She whispered, “He didn’t ask. He shoved it in. Hard. I gasped so loud I thought people inside would hear. I felt like I was splitting in half.”

Luke groaned, his head tipping back, his jaw tight. “Fuck, Sierra…”

Her eyes flicked up to him, wary. “You wanted this. Don’t look at me like I’m disgusting.”

He snapped his head down, his eyes fierce. “Disgusting? Baby, I’m hard as a rock just hearing you say it. Tell me more.”

Her chest rose and fell fast. Her voice dropped, trembling. “I begged him. I told him to fuck me like a whore. And he did. Every thrust… it was like I didn’t belong to myself anymore. I came so hard, Luke. Harder than I should have.”

Luke’s hand flexed against the counter. His cock ached, straining in his sweatpants. “And when he came?”

Her eyes glossed, her lips parting. Shame and heat tangled in her voice. “I felt it flood me. Hot, thick. I thought of you right then, waiting, knowing you’d demand proof. And I knew you’d see it dripping out of me.”

Luke shoved away from the counter, closing the space, his hand gripping her jaw firmly. His breath was ragged. “That’s all I wanted. To see you full. To see you marked.”

Sierra trembled under his grip, her thighs clenching.

Luke’s grip on her jaw tightened, but his voice stayed controlled, almost clinical, like he was interrogating her. “Did you like it when he bent you over?”

Sierra’s breath shook. “Yes.”

“Did you like it when he stretched you wide? When he filled you deeper than I ever have?”

Her eyes flicked shut, shame and heat colliding. “…Yes.”

Luke groaned low in his throat, his cock straining painfully. He leaned closer, his forehead almost touching hers. “And when you came all over his cock? Did you think about me?”

Her eyes flew open, glassy, desperate. “The whole time. Every second. Even when I begged him, I was imagining you.”

Luke swallowed hard, his jaw locked, his voice trembling. “Then tell me. Tell me what it felt like when he came inside you.”

Sierra’s lips parted, her voice breaking. “It was… hot. Overwhelming. I felt him throbbing, filling me, and I thought—I thought I’d drown in it. I couldn’t stop shaking.”

Luke’s control snapped. His mouth crashed against hers, hungry and rough, his hands sliding down to grip her thighs. He yanked her off the stool, lifting her onto the counter with a thud.

Sierra gasped against his lips, her mug tipping, coffee spilling forgotten across the counter.

“Luke—” she panted, but he cut her off with another kiss, his tongue forcing her mouth open, devouring her like he couldn’t get close enough.

His hand shoved up the hem of his T-shirt she wore, baring her pussy. She was still tender, still messy from the night before, but he didn’t hesitate. He pulled his cock free from his sweatpants, thick and already dripping, and pressed the head against her slit.

Sierra whimpered, clinging to his shoulders. “You’re going to⁠—”

“Yes,” he growled, thrusting in hard, burying himself in her in one motion. “I can’t wait anymore.”

She cried out, her body jolting as he filled her, raw and slick. Her legs wrapped around his waist instinctively, pulling him deeper.

Luke groaned, his lips at her ear, his voice shaking. “God, you’re still sloppy. I can feel him inside you. I’m fucking you through his cum right now.”

Sierra sobbed against his shoulder, her body surrendering. “Yes… oh God, yes.”

The counter creaked under them as he pounded into her, his hands gripping her ass, his thrusts sharp and desperate. Their moans mixed with the slap of skin, the mess between her legs squelching with every thrust.

Luke bit her shoulder, muffling a growl. “You’re mine, Sierra. Even when you’re full of him—you’re mine.”

Her cry tore from her throat, her nails clawing his back. “Yours, Luke. I’m yours.”

He groaned, his cock jerking deep inside her, his thrusts growing frantic. His climax surged fast, unstoppable. He slammed deep, his whole body shuddering as he spilled hot streams into her, mixing with everything still inside her from the night before.

Sierra clung to him, shaking, her own orgasm ripping through her, waves of pleasure flooding her body as she pulsed around him.

Their cries filled the kitchen, desperate, raw, breaking the morning silence.

When it ended, Luke slumped against her, both of them panting, sweaty, sticky, wrapped in the smell of coffee and sex.

Luke slumped against her, his forehead pressed to her shoulder, both of them gasping for breath. The counter beneath Sierra was sticky with spilled coffee, her thighs smeared with slickness, the air heavy with the scent of sweat and sex.

Her legs still locked around his waist, keeping him buried inside her. His cock twitched, softened, but stayed sheathed in the mess he’d made of her.

Neither spoke. They didn’t have to. The slap of skin, the moans, the ragged cries still echoed in the kitchen, louder in their heads than any words could be.

Luke finally lifted his face, his lips grazing her ear, his voice rough and wrecked. “That’s what you do to me.”

Sierra trembled, her body wrecked, her heart pounding. She kissed him hard, messy, teeth clashing, her body still clinging to him even as exhaustion set in.

They stayed locked together like that, tangled on the counter, the morning light spilling across the chaos they’d made.

No clean ending. Just the mess.


CHAPTER EIGHT




The house was silent. No TV humming in the background, no clink of dishes from the kitchen—just silence pressing against her ears.

Sierra sat on the edge of the bed, knees hugged to her chest, a blanket draped around her shoulders. Her hair was damp from the shower, but even under the soap and steam she swore she could still smell the alley on her skin—smoke, sweat, sex.

Her body ached everywhere. Her thighs bore faint bruises from the biker’s grip. Her pussy was sore, stretched, as if it still remembered the size of him. And her stomach… her stomach churned with something she couldn’t name.

She squeezed her eyes shut. What kind of wife does this? What kind of woman lets a stranger bend her over in a filthy alley while her husband watches?

Her chest tightened. She imagined her mother’s face if she knew, her friends’ voices if she ever told them. Slut. Whore. Broken.

A sob tore loose, muffled into her knees. She hated herself for how easy it had been. How quickly she’d spread her legs for a man she’d never met.

But the more she fought the memories, the harder they pushed back.

The heat of the biker’s breath on her neck. His growl: Hope your husband’s watching, sweetheart, because I’m about to ruin his wife. The stretch when he shoved inside without warning. The gush of cum filling her, dripping down her thighs as she whispered proof into her phone.

Her pussy clenched, slicking despite herself.

“No,” she whispered, shaking her head, rocking against the blanket. But her clit throbbed, her body betraying her.

The guilt twisted into something darker, filthier. Her hand slipped between her thighs almost without thought, pressing hard through the blanket, feeling the ache, the wetness returning.

“Oh, God…” she gasped, her voice breaking, as if she were both confessing and damning herself.

Sierra rocked slowly on the mattress, the blanket sliding down her shoulders. Her breath came shallow, uneven. Every time she tried to shove the memories away, they clawed back sharper.

She saw the biker’s beard glistening with her wetness as he pulled back from between her thighs. Heard her own voice, ragged and filthy: Use me like your whore. Felt the slap of his hips against her ass, the flood of hot release spilling inside her.

Her face burned with shame. Her stomach twisted so hard she thought she might be sick.

But her hand wouldn’t stop moving.

She pushed the blanket aside, sliding her palm under the hem of Luke’s old T-shirt. Her fingers brushed her swollen folds, still tender, still messy despite the shower. The second she touched herself, her hips jerked, her body betraying the storm in her head.

“Fuck…” she hissed through clenched teeth, half in despair, half in surrender.

Tears streaked down her face. “I’m disgusting.” Her voice cracked, choked. “I’m his wife and I let another man fill me, and now I can’t stop thinking about it⁠—”

Her fingers circled her clit, wet and needy, her body humming despite the words. Her thighs shook. She moaned softly into the quiet room, her eyes squeezing shut as the memories rewound on a loop.

Luke watching from the car. His texts buzzing in her hand. The biker’s cock sliding inside. Proof.

Her hips bucked against her hand, the sound of her own wetness filling the silence.

She gasped, whispering hoarse. “God, I’m so fucked up.”

And still, she couldn’t stop. Her fingers working frantically between her thighs, tears streaking her cheeks.

The bedroom door creaked.

She froze. Her eyes flew open, heart leaping into her throat. Luke stood in the doorway, leaning against the frame, his expression unreadable. His eyes were locked on her hand, on the slick sound of her fingers circling her clit.

“Jesus, Sierra,” he said softly, voice low and rough. “Look at you.”

Her chest heaved, shame flooding her. She yanked the blanket up, trying to cover herself. “I—I wasn’t⁠—”

“Don’t lie.” His tone was sharp, but his gaze burned with something more than anger. He stepped inside, closing the door behind him. “You were thinking about him, weren’t you?”

Her breath caught. Tears blurred her vision. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I can’t stop replaying it. I feel filthy, Luke. Disgusting. And still…” Her voice broke, a sob spilling out. “Still, my body wants it again.”

Luke crossed the room slowly, deliberately, his eyes never leaving hers. He knelt on the edge of the bed, prying the blanket from her grip. His voice dropped, husky, raw.

“You’re not disgusting. You’re mine. Even your filth belongs to me.”

Sierra trembled, her thighs falling open under his steady hands. She whispered, pleading, “Then why can’t I stop shaking when I think about him?”

Luke’s jaw flexed, jealousy flashing across his face, but he leaned closer until his lips brushed her ear. “Because I made you live it. Because I wanted you ruined. And now I’m going to make sure you don’t forget who put you there.”

Sierra’s lip quivered as his words hit her, her whole body trembling. Her hands hovered uselessly in her lap, torn between hiding her shame and clinging to him.

Luke’s eyes softened. He lifted a hand, brushing his thumb across her wet cheek. “Hey. Don’t cry.”

Her breath hitched, broken. “I can’t help it. I feel like I crossed a line I can’t come back from.”

He shook his head firmly, cupping her face. “You didn’t cross it alone. I put you there. I asked for it. Every second of it was because I wanted it. You trusted me.”

Her eyes glossed again, more tears slipping free. “But what if trusting you makes me something ugly?”

His chest ached at the sound of her voice. He leaned in, kissing the trail of her tears, his lips soft and lingering. “You’re not ugly. You’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. Even when you’re messy. Especially when you’re messy.”

Her body sagged into him, a shaky sob escaping against his shoulder. His arms came around her, holding her close, letting her shake, letting her release it. For long minutes, neither spoke, the quiet broken only by her uneven breaths and the steady beat of his heart against her cheek.

When she finally pulled back, her eyes red, her voice was small. “You really don’t hate me?”

His gaze hardened then, jealousy creeping back in, possessiveness rising like a tide. His voice dropped lower, rougher. “I hate that he got to feel you cum around him. I hate that he got to fill you. But hate you?” He shook his head sharply. “Never. I just need to remind you—and him—that no matter what, you’re mine.”

The softness lingered in his touch as he brushed her hair back, but his eyes burned darker now. His grip on her thigh tightened. “And maybe it’s time you prove it again.”

Luke didn’t give her time to steady herself. The softness had been a balm, but something in him snapped—jealousy braided with hunger—and he needed to mark her again, to make the house remember that she belonged to him.

He moved with a suddenness that stole her breath. Hands hard and sure, he slid her off the bed and turned her to face him, lifting her so her legs wrapped around his hips. The blanket slid away, forgotten. For a second she was weightless, suspended between him and whatever came next.

“Sierra,” he said, voice low and rough. There was no question in it. It was demand, claim, confession. He kissed her with a roughness that bruised and soothed at once, tasting salt and leftover sweetness on her lips. “Look at me.”

She blinked, tears still glinting in her lashes. Her chest fluttered. He looks like he could break and worship me at the same time. The thought made her dizzy.

He was all control and heat: palms on her thighs, thumbs pressing into the soft meat there as if memorizing the map of her. When he finally sank to his knees—right there on the rug—he didn’t pretend gentleness. He cradled her hips and pulled her down so their bodies met, his mouth finding the place the biker had touched hours ago and claiming it anew.

“Ssh,” he murmured, voice hoarse. “This is how I take care of my wife.”

His mouth moved slow at first, worshipful—tongue mapping, lips sealing, fingers weaving through her hair. Sierra moaned, body melting, torn between the ache of last night and the new, sharper need building beneath his hands. He tasted everything: the sharp salt of the other man, the candied heat of her, the tiny tang of coffee from the morning’s spill. He swallowed it like a benediction.

“You taste like last night,” he said finally, not ashamed of the way his voice dipped into possessiveness. “You’re marked, and I’m going to make sure everyone knows how mine you are.” He kissed the slick of her inner thigh, then moved between her legs with a slow, deliberate slide of his tongue.

This time his ministrations were threaded with an almost reverent intensity. He lapped and sucked, circling her clit, teasing the swollen bud until her hips bucked and her hands found purchase in his hair. “Tell me what you want,” he breathed against her, “use words.”

Sierra’s reply came as a ragged string of sounds—pleas, confessions, a sabbath of shame and need. “I want you. I want you to make me forget the rest. I want you to take me like you never will again.” Her voice broke on the sentence; she meant it and she didn’t.

He smiled against her, a dark, tender thing, then rose, palms braced on each thigh. He met her eyes, the kitchen light catching the wet sheen at the corners of her pupils. For all his earlier restraint, his need now was animal and exact. He slid his hand to the base of himself, feeling the slick heat of their earlier coupling, and positioned himself at her entrance.

“Ready?” he asked. It was a question loaded with hunger.

“Yes,” she whispered, and the single word was permission braided with need.

He shoved forward with a force that made her gasp, filling her completely—this time slow, deliberate, like he wanted to memorize every contour, every seam. The steering wheel of the car would have been awkward if they’d been there; here, on the bed, his body pressed into hers, it felt primal and right.

Luke’s pace started measured, heavy, then picked up as the old, raw edge of jealousy sharpened each stroke. He wanted to feel her clench him, wanted the mix of their bodies to erase the last man’s touch. His hands gripped her hips like anchors, pulling deep and hard, each thrust a declaration.

“Say it,” he growled when he could. “Say his name and say mine. Tell me how it felt and who you want now.”

Sierra’s breath came fast, her words tumbling out. “His name… I don’t—” She paused, then laughed, a little hysterically, “I can’t even remember his name. I remember his beard, the smell, the way he used me. But I only want you now, Luke. I want yours.”

The admission hit him like a shot. He moved faster, nearly frantic now, as if to prove her words true with force. He buried his face in her neck, biting gently, tasting skin as he thrust, feeling their rhythms collide and harmonize. The room was full of wet sounds and the slap of skin. She was hot, loud, her juices slicking his thighs as she clenched around him, the aftershocks of her earlier come-fraying into new spirals of pleasure.

He came hard, moaning, his release hot and heavy as it slid into her. This time there was no need to record, no proof to send. His hands closed around her, holding, claiming. He rode out his orgasm with soft growls, letting the aftershudder pass while he kept her close, their breaths mingling in the small space between them.

When they finally slowed, Luke didn’t pull away. He pressed her back into him, forehead resting to forehead, letting the quiet settle. His fingers combed through her hair, then traced small, aimless patterns on the curve of her hip as if reassuring himself she was still there.

“You’re hotter than before,” he murmured, voice thick with something he couldn’t name—pride, hunger, jealousy turned tender. “You should know that.”

Sierra laughed—a wet, breathless sound—and leaned into him, letting herself sink into the safety of his arms. The edge of shame was still there, a dull ache under everything, but for the moment it was softened by the weight of his hand on her back and the steady beat of his heart against hers.

They stayed that way for a long while, tangled and messy, the ordinary room transformed by what they'd done. The world outside their walls didn’t exist. The bed held them, witness and altar all at once.

Sierra lay sprawled across the sheets, skin slick with sweat, hair plastered to her forehead. Her chest still heaved from Luke’s jealous taking, her body pulsing with the aftershocks. She wanted to close her eyes, to let exhaustion drag her under, but Luke’s weight pressed her into the mattress, his breath still ragged against her ear.

He didn’t move off her. Instead, his lips brushed her temple, his voice rough but steady. “Last night wasn’t the end, Sierra.”

Her stomach flipped. “Luke…”

He lifted his head, his eyes sharp now, awake in a way that made her heart race. “You think I’m satisfied just watching you with one man? You think one alley fuck is enough for me?”

She swallowed, shame and heat colliding in her chest. “I don’t know if I can handle more.”

His hand slid down her side, slow and deliberate, gripping her hip. “You can. You proved it already. You let me watch you get ruined. You let him cum inside you and then brought me the proof. And instead of breaking us, it lit something I can’t put out.”

Her lips parted. She wanted to argue, to say she was still shaking from what they’d done. But the truth was in her body, throbbing, aching, still wet from his claim.

Luke leaned closer, his words a whisper, hot against her skin. “Next time, I want more. Not just some biker in an alley. I want to see you surrounded. Tempted. I want to see how far you’ll go when I dare you again.”

Sierra’s breath caught, fear and arousal tangling tight in her chest. “Luke… what are you asking?”

He kissed her shoulder, his teeth scraping lightly. “I’m not asking, baby. I’m telling you. There will be another dare. And you’re going to take it.”

Luke’s grip on her hip tightened, holding her there even as her body begged for rest. His mouth brushed her shoulder, his voice low, deliberate.

“There’s going to be another dare.”

Sierra stiffened under him. Her breath caught, the words settling heavy in her chest. “Luke… I don’t know if I can.”

“You can,” he murmured, kissing the curve of her neck. “Because I’ll be right there, daring you every step of the way.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, the ache between her thighs deepening at his certainty. “What kind of dare?” she whispered.

Luke pulled back just enough to meet her eyes. His gaze was sharp, unreadable, but burning with intent. “Not yet. You’ll find out when the time is right.”

Sierra swallowed hard, her body betraying her with a fresh wave of heat. Fear, shame, and arousal tangled tight in her stomach. She wanted to press him, to demand the details—but some part of her was terrified of hearing them too soon.

Luke kissed her again, slow and claiming, then whispered against her lips: “Just know it won’t be smaller. It won’t be safer. It’ll be more.”

Her pulse thundered. She shivered beneath him, caught between dread and a hunger she didn’t dare name.

Later, when Luke finally drifted off, Sierra lay awake in the dim room. The blanket was tangled at her waist, her skin still damp where his sweat had dried. The soreness between her legs pulsed with every shift of her hips, a reminder that she had been taken twice already that day—and still, she wanted more.

Her mind replayed his words. There’s going to be another dare.

She bit her lip, rolling onto her back. Her hand slid down her stomach, stopping just above the ache between her thighs. Images from the night before surged again: the biker’s rough hands, the filthy alley, Luke’s texts lighting up her phone. And then Luke himself, eating her like a prayer, fucking her in the kitchen, claiming her over and over.

Her pussy clenched at the memories, wetness slicking her already tender folds. She should have been ashamed, should have been afraid. Instead, she found herself smiling faintly in the dark.

She whispered into the quiet room, testing the words on her tongue. “More.”

Her thighs rubbed together, a shiver running through her body.

Luke wasn’t pushing her into this anymore. He’d opened the door, but she’d stepped through. And now, she realized with a jolt of heat, she didn’t want it to close.

Her pulse quickened, her nipples hardening under the thin shirt. Her body throbbed with anticipation, her mind racing with possibilities she hadn’t dared to admit before.

She wanted it. She wanted the next dare.

And she wanted it soon.


CHAPTER NINE




The smell of bacon and coffee filled the kitchen the next morning. The sunlight poured through the blinds, painting the counters in gold. Sierra stood barefoot at the stove, Luke’s old T-shirt hanging loose on her frame, flipping strips of bacon with a practiced hand. Her hair was still a mess, but her face carried a new kind of calm—a glow that wasn’t there yesterday.

Luke walked in, rubbing the sleep from his eyes, wearing only sweatpants. He stopped in the doorway, leaning on the frame, watching her.

For a moment, it looked like any ordinary morning. Normal. Safe.

But Sierra’s heart pounded. It’s not ordinary anymore. We can’t pretend it is.

She plated the bacon and turned, her lips curving into a small, knowing smile. “So…”

Luke raised an eyebrow, suspicious. “So?”

Sierra carried the plate to the table, setting it down. She didn’t sit. Instead, she leaned against the chair, crossing her arms under her breasts. “You said last night there would be another dare.”

Luke froze mid-step, eyes narrowing slightly. He hadn’t expected her to bring it up—not this soon. “Yeah,” he said slowly.

Her pulse raced, but she forced herself to hold his gaze. “What if I told you I don’t want to wait?”

Luke’s jaw flexed. He straightened, crossing the room to stand in front of her. His eyes burned into hers, searching. “You’re serious?”

Sierra nodded, heat coiling low in her stomach. “I keep thinking about it. About how it felt. About what’s next.” She swallowed hard, her voice dropping lower. “I want more, Luke. I want the next dare.”

Luke didn’t answer right away. He let the silence drag, let it press against her. His eyes flicked over her—bare legs, the way his T-shirt just barely covered her ass, the nervous bite of her lip.

Finally, he smirked, tilting his head. “Listen to you. Begging for more like you can’t help yourself.”

Heat flared in Sierra’s cheeks. She straightened her shoulders, trying to hide the shiver that ran through her. “I’m not begging. I’m telling you.”

Luke chuckled low in his chest, but his eyes sharpened. He stepped closer, until his body nearly touched hers, his hand bracing on the back of the chair she leaned against. “You think you’re ready to call the shots now? That’s cute.”

Her breath hitched. “I just… I don’t want to wait.”

His smirk faded, replaced by a look hotter, heavier. His voice dropped. “You don’t want to wait because you liked it too much.”

Sierra swallowed hard, her thighs pressing together. “I did.”

Luke’s chest rose and fell faster. His restraint cracked in that moment, his arousal winning out. He caught her chin in his hand, tilting her face up to his. His voice was rough now, almost a growl.

“Then tell me how far you’re willing to go. Because I’ve got ideas, Sierra. Big ones. And if you’re asking for more, I’m not going to hold back.”

Her pulse thundered in her ears. Fear, lust, anticipation—everything collided in her chest. Her lips parted, trembling. “Try me.”

Luke groaned, crushing his mouth against hers, kissing her with the kind of hunger that promised she’d regret the challenge—but love it all the same.

Luke broke the kiss, his hand still gripping her jaw, his forehead pressed against hers. His breath was hot, uneven.

“You really want the next dare?” he whispered.

Sierra’s lips brushed his, her eyes wide, desperate. “Yes.”

He chuckled, low and dangerous. “Careful, baby. Once you ask, you don’t get to take it back.”

Her thighs squeezed together, her body betraying her. “I don’t want to take it back.”

Luke groaned, biting her lower lip before pulling away just far enough to look into her eyes. “Then here’s what you get: more. Bigger. Riskier.”

Her stomach flipped. “What does that mean?”

He smirked, stroking her cheek with his thumb. “It means the alley was just the beginning. I’m going to dare you into situations you can’t even imagine yet. Situations that’ll make last night look tame.”

Her breath caught, her pulse racing. “Tell me.”

“No.” He kissed her again, softer this time, lingering. “I want you wondering. I want you fantasizing until I give the word. The not knowing—that’s part of the game.”

Sierra whimpered against his mouth, her body aching already. “You’re cruel.”

His lips brushed her ear, his voice a growl. “I’m your husband. And I’m going to make you the filthiest wife in this city.”

Her whole body shivered, torn between dread and pure, searing arousal.
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The house was quiet again that night. Luke had fallen asleep quickly, his arm draped heavy across her waist, his breathing steady. Sierra lay still until she was sure he wouldn’t stir, then slipped out from under him and padded into the bathroom.

She closed the door, leaned against it, and pressed a hand to her chest. Her heart was racing, pounding like she’d just run a mile.

More. Bigger. Riskier.

She stared at her reflection in the mirror. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips still swollen from his kisses. She looked different—wilder, like some part of her she’d never known was now staring back.

Her thighs rubbed together, the ache between them impossible to ignore. She sank down onto the closed toilet lid, pulling Luke’s shirt up, sliding her panties aside. The second her fingers brushed her clit, her body jolted.

“Oh God,” she whispered, her head tipping back against the wall.

Her mind spun with possibilities. What if he takes me to another bar? What if it’s more than one man this time? What if I’m put on display, not hidden in an alley, but somewhere I can’t hide my shame?

Her pussy clenched, wetness coating her fingers.

She bit her lip, whispering into the silence. “Would I let him? Would I let them?”

Her fingers moved faster, circling, dipping lower, teasing her entrance. “I shouldn’t want this… I should be horrified… but God, I do. I want it. I want to know how far he’ll push me. How far I’ll let myself go.”

She gasped as the heat built, her thighs trembling. “More… bigger… riskier… yes…”

Her orgasm ripped through her, her body jerking, her cry muffled against her own wrist. She shuddered violently, riding it out, her fingers working until the last tremor left her limp and panting.

For long minutes, she sat there, flushed and sweating, her fingers sticky, her thoughts a tangle of shame and hunger.

Finally, she whispered into the dark bathroom, her voice trembling but certain: “I’m ready.”


CHAPTER TEN




The next evening, Sierra padded into the living room, fresh from a shower, her hair damp against her shoulders. She wore nothing but a loose tank top and panties, the kind she knew always made Luke stare.

He was sprawled on the couch, beer in hand, flipping through channels without paying attention. She stood in the doorway, watching him, her pulse thudding in her ears.

Then she spoke, her voice casual, but her words anything but. “I couldn’t stop thinking about what you said last night.”

Luke glanced up, suspicious. “What part?”

Sierra stepped closer, biting her lip. “You said there would be another dare.”

His eyes sharpened instantly. He muted the TV, setting the remote aside. “Yeah. I did.”

Sierra sat on the arm of the couch, close enough that her thigh brushed his shoulder. “You’ve been holding it over me. Teasing. I know you already have something in mind.”

Luke smirked faintly, but his hand tightened on his beer. “Maybe I do.”

She leaned down, her breath warm against his ear. “Then why don’t you tell me? Unless you’re afraid I’ll say yes too quickly.”

That landed. He set the bottle on the table, turning his head to look at her fully. His eyes burned hotter now, his jaw tight. “Careful, Sierra. You’re playing with fire.”

Her lips curved in a daring smile. “Maybe I want to get burned.”

Luke groaned, grabbing her waist and tugging her down into his lap. She squealed softly, straddling him, her tank top riding up. His hands slid over her thighs, possessive, hungry.

“You’re pushing me,” he growled, his cock already hard beneath her.

Sierra pressed her hips down against him, her pussy dampening her panties. “Good. I want to be pushed.”

Luke’s hands gripped Sierra’s hips, holding her down against the bulge in his sweatpants. His voice was low, dangerous. “You think you’re ready for the next dare? You think you can handle it?”

Her breath came fast. She ground her hips subtly against him, her panties already damp. “Yes.”

He chuckled darkly. “That’s too easy. I don’t want ‘yes.’ I want you begging for it.”

Her cheeks flushed hot. She pressed her palms against his chest, feeling the solid beat of his heart. “I’m not begging.”

Luke smirked, leaning back into the couch. His grip shifted, guiding her hips in a slow grind across his lap. “Not yet. But you will.”

A sharp whimper escaped her throat at the friction. She bit her lip hard, her nails curling into his shirt.

He leaned up, his lips brushing her ear. “Every time you move on me, I’ll give you one piece of what I’m planning. But if you stop, you get nothing.”

Her thighs trembled, heat pooling low in her belly. She rocked her hips again, slow, needy. “Tell me.”

Luke’s hand slid up under her tank top, palming her breast, his thumb grazing her nipple. His voice was a growl. “The next dare won’t be in the dark. You won’t be hidden in an alley. This time, people will see you.”

Sierra gasped, her pussy clenching around nothing. Her hips ground down harder. “More.”

He smirked, squeezing her ass as he pulled her tighter against him. “You won’t just have one man. You’ll have a choice. And I’ll watch you make it.”

Her breath caught, shame and arousal colliding. “Luke…”

He kissed her, biting her lip before pulling back, eyes burning into hers. “Now beg me, Sierra. Beg me to give you the rest.”

She trembled in his lap, her body desperate, her pride dissolving under his touch. Her voice came out a whisper, raw and needy. “Please, Luke. Tell me everything.”

Luke’s smirk faltered, replaced by something darker, hungrier. He gripped Sierra’s hair, pulling her head back just enough to force her eyes to lock on his. His voice was low, almost a growl.

“You want it? Fine. Here’s the dare.”

Sierra’s chest rose and fell fast, her lips parted. “Tell me.”

He dragged her hips hard against him, grinding his cock against her soaked panties. “Next time, you’re going to walk into a bar just like before. But not in the shadows. Not slipping out the back with some stranger. This time, you’ll sit there in plain view—short dress, no panties—waiting for whoever’s brave enough to approach you.”

Her pussy clenched, wetness soaking through her underwear. “Luke…”

He kissed her rough, biting her lip, then pulled back, eyes burning. “I’ll be there. Watching. Close enough to see everything. But I won’t stop it. Whoever you choose, you’ll take him right there. A booth, a bathroom, maybe even the barstool itself—I don’t care. People will see. That’s the dare.”

Sierra whimpered, her nails digging into his chest. “That’s insane.”

“It’s filthy,” Luke corrected, his voice rough with lust. “And it’s exactly what you want. Don’t lie to me, Sierra. I feel how wet you are just from me saying it.”

Her cheeks flamed, but she couldn’t deny it. She rocked against him, her clit aching, her whole body alive with the thrill of the risk. “God…”

Luke kissed her hard again, then pulled back just enough to whisper against her mouth. “That’s the next dare. And you’re going to take it for me.”

Her answer came out broken, breathless. “Yes. I’ll take it.”

Luke’s cock strained against his sweatpants, his hands gripping Sierra’s hips hard enough to bruise. She rocked against him, her panties soaked, her tank top riding up to bare her breasts. Their mouths crashed together, teeth clashing, tongues desperate, both of them lit up by the fire of what he’d just promised.

Sierra tore her mouth away, gasping. “You really want me to do it… where everyone can see?”

Luke growled, shoving her tank top up to suck her nipple into his mouth. His voice was muffled against her skin. “I want them staring while you spread your legs for someone else. I want them to know you’re my wife while you’re moaning on another man’s cock.”

She cried out, grinding harder, her pussy slick against the fabric. “God, Luke…”

He flipped her onto her back on the couch in one swift motion, yanking her panties aside and freeing his cock. He shoved inside her with a single, brutal thrust. Sierra screamed, her back arching as he filled her raw and deep.

His mouth was at her ear, his thrusts relentless. “Picture it, Sierra. You bent over a barstool. A stranger behind you. People drinking, watching you get filled in front of them.”

Her nails raked down his back, her pussy clenching around him. “Yes—oh God yes—I want it⁠—”

Luke snarled, pounding into her, his words filthier with each thrust. “They’ll hear you beg. They’ll see your pussy dripping. And I’ll be in the corner, jerking my cock while you take every inch of him.”

She screamed again, her orgasm slamming into her hard. Her body convulsed, slick pouring around him, her cries echoing off the walls.

Luke groaned, his cock jerking deep inside her. “Fuck—Sierra—your cunt’s milking me just thinking about it⁠—”

He slammed harder, filling her with hot spurts of cum, grinding deep as his body shook. He held her there, buried to the hilt, his teeth sinking into her shoulder.

When the tremors finally faded, they lay tangled, sticky, gasping. Luke’s lips brushed her ear, his voice still thick with lust. “Now you know why it has to happen. Because even the fantasy wrecks us. The real thing will destroy us—in the best way.”

Sierra shivered, a wild smile tugging at her lips even as her thighs quaked. “Then destroy me, Luke.”


CHAPTER ELEVEN




Luke had always been the planner between them. Vacations, finances, even the night he’d first dared her to leave her panties at home—it had all been him setting the pieces just right. But this time, the stakes were higher.

He sat at his desk with his laptop open, Sierra curled in a chair nearby pretending to scroll her phone. He wasn’t looking at work. He had two browser tabs open side by side: one with a list of local bars, the other a map, zoomed into parking lots, entrances, exits.

“Too crowded,” he muttered, closing one tab. “Not private enough.” He clicked another. “Too empty. No one would notice you.”

Sierra peeked up, her stomach flipping at his tone—calm, almost businesslike. “You’re really doing this,” she whispered.

Luke glanced at her, his lips curving into a slow, hungry smile. “Of course I am. I told you there’d be more. Did you think I was bluffing?”

Her cheeks heated. She shifted in the chair, thighs pressing together. “No. But hearing you plan it like this… it makes it feel real.”

“Good,” he said, clicking into another map. “Because it is.”

He leaned back, tapping the pen against his desk. “We need the right place. Somewhere with just enough anonymity, but enough people to make it risky. Somewhere I can sit back and watch while men circle you like sharks.”

Sierra’s breath caught. Her pulse quickened, shame and arousal colliding. She lowered her gaze, but the words slipped out anyway. “You want me to be hunted.”

Luke’s smirk widened. “Damn right I do.”

He closed the laptop with a sharp snap and stood, moving toward her. She swallowed as he crouched in front of her chair, his hands bracing on either side of her thighs. His eyes locked on hers, unflinching.

“Next step is prepping you,” he said. “Because when we walk in there, I want every man’s head to turn. And I want you dripping before anyone even touches you.”

Luke didn’t waste time. The very next afternoon, he told Sierra to get in the car. She didn’t ask where they were going—her stomach already knotted with a mix of dread and excitement. When he pulled into the parking lot of a boutique lingerie shop downtown, her breath hitched.

“Luke…” she whispered.

He cut the engine, turning to her with that sharp, hungry smirk. “If I’m going to put you on display, you’re going to look the part. No more guessing with what’s in your closet. We’re picking it together.”

Heat rushed through her body. Her thighs clenched. She wanted to protest, to say it was too much—but her nipples hardened against her bra, betraying her.

Inside, the boutique smelled of perfume and leather. Mannequins in lace and satin lined the walls. Sierra shifted under the bright lights, hyper-aware of the young saleswoman who greeted them with a polite smile.

“Looking for something special today?” the woman asked.

Luke’s arm slid around Sierra’s waist. His voice was smooth, deliberate. “Something that will make every man in a bar want to fuck her.”

The saleswoman froze, eyes widening, then forced a professional smile. “Right this way.”

Sierra’s face burned hot as she was ushered toward racks of tiny dresses, see-through bodysuits, thongs with ribbons. Luke stayed close, his eyes never leaving her. Every time she picked something up, he shook his head.

“Too safe,” he murmured.

“Too boring.”

“Not slutty enough.”

Her hands shook as she lifted a short red dress, barely more than a slip, the fabric thin and silky. Luke’s eyes darkened immediately.

“That one,” he growled. “Try it on.”

The fitting room was small, the curtain barely shielding them from the rest of the shop. Sierra stepped inside, tugging the dress over her head. It clung to her curves like a second skin, hitting mid-thigh, showing every inch of her legs. No bra, no panties. Just red silk and bare skin.

She turned, heart hammering. Luke had pulled the curtain aside, slipping in with her. His eyes raked over her body, his cock visibly hard in his jeans.

“Jesus, Sierra,” he groaned, pushing her against the mirror. “You look like a slut begging to be taken.”

Her breath caught, her pussy throbbing. “Luke… the curtain⁠—”

“Let them hear.” His mouth crashed against hers, his hands groping her ass through the thin fabric. “This is the dress. Every man will know what you are the second you walk in wearing it.”

Sierra whimpered, her body arching into him. Shame and desire tangled tight inside her. She knew in that moment—he wasn’t just dressing her. He was building her into a fantasy neither of them could escape.

The curtain barely shielded them from the boutique. Sierra’s back hit the mirror, the cool glass shocking against her skin through the thin red fabric. Luke’s mouth was hot and insistent on hers, his hands sliding down her sides, cupping her ass, pulling her hard against him.

She gasped into the kiss, her hands pressing against his chest. “Luke—someone could hear⁠—”

“Good,” he growled, his lips moving to her neck. “Let them hear how wet my wife is.”

His fingers slid up the hem of the dress, brushing the tops of her thighs. The fabric clung to her curves, offering no protection. When his hand cupped her bare pussy, Sierra let out a sharp whimper.

“Fuck,” Luke muttered, groaning against her throat. “You’re dripping already. You like being paraded like this. You like knowing some twenty-year-old salesgirl is outside wondering why this dress makes you moan.”

Her hips rocked into his hand helplessly, shame and arousal colliding. “I can’t help it.”

He slid two fingers between her folds, stroking her clit in slow, deliberate circles. “Don’t help it. Get wetter. I want you ruined in this dress before you even step foot in the bar.”

Sierra’s head tipped back against the mirror, her mouth falling open in a soft cry. Her hands gripped his shoulders, nails digging in as his fingers plunged inside her.

“Luke,” she gasped, her body clenching around him. “We’ll get caught.”

His smirk was dark, wicked. “Then they’ll know what kind of wife you are.”

He fingered her harder, curling inside, his thumb relentless on her clit. Sierra’s thighs trembled, her body teetering on the edge. Her voice broke, desperate. “I’m going to—oh God—I’m going to cum⁠—”

“Do it,” Luke demanded, his mouth capturing hers in a bruising kiss. “Cum in that slut dress. Prove you’re ready for the dare.”

Her orgasm tore through her, sharp and fast, her moan muffled against his mouth. She shook in his arms, her wetness slicking his fingers, dripping down her thighs.

Luke held her through it, groaning as he pulled his hand free. He shoved his slick fingers into her mouth, forcing her to taste herself. “You taste like a fucking whore. My whore.”

Sierra sucked his fingers greedily, eyes wide, her body still shuddering.

Luke pulled back finally, his breath ragged, his cock straining painfully in his jeans. He straightened the hem of the dress, smoothing it down over her thighs with shaking hands.

“This is the one,” he said, his voice low and certain. “And now, every time you wear it, you’ll remember that you soaked it with your orgasm before anyone else ever touched you.”
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The house was quiet except for the buzz of the kitchen light and the tick of the clock on the wall. Sierra sat curled on the couch, her legs tucked beneath her, the new dress draped across her lap. Luke had insisted she bring it out of the bag and keep it close—like he wanted her to feel its presence, to know what it meant.

He sat in the armchair opposite her, a beer in his hand, watching her with an intensity that made her squirm. Finally, he leaned forward, setting the bottle down on the table.

“Time for rules,” he said.

Sierra’s stomach flipped. “Rules?”

Luke nodded slowly, his eyes locked on hers. “You’re not just some slut walking into a bar blind. You’re my wife. You belong to me. That means I decide how far this goes.”

Her thighs clenched, heat spreading low in her belly. She nodded. “Okay.”

He leaned back, voice steady, deliberate. “Rule one: you don’t pick just anyone. You wait until I give the nod. If I don’t approve, it doesn’t happen. Got it?”

“Yes.”

“Rule two: you don’t leave with anyone. No car rides, no hotel rooms. Everything happens where I can see you.”

Her breath caught. “Where you can… see me.”

Luke smirked. “Exactly. That’s the point.”

Her cheeks flushed hot. She nodded again.

“Rule three,” he continued, his tone sharper, “no secrets. You tell me every word, every touch, everything that goes through your head. If I ask, you answer. No shame, no hiding.”

Sierra swallowed hard. “Even if…” She hesitated, her voice trembling. “Even if I like it too much?”

His eyes darkened, his cock stirring just from her saying it. “Especially then.”

Her pulse thudded in her ears. She shifted on the couch, the dress sliding down her thighs. “Are there more?”

Luke leaned forward, his elbows on his knees. His voice dropped, guttural. “Rule four: you remember that no matter who makes you moan, who fills you, who watches you spread your legs—you’re still mine. Always.”

Her body clenched, heat flooding her. She whispered, “I understand.”

Luke sat back, studying her. “Good. Then the only thing left is mindset. When you walk into that bar, you’re not Sierra Barker, wife and mother and good girl. You’re the slut in this dress. You’re bait. You’re temptation. And you’re going to love it.”

Her breath caught, shame and arousal colliding in her chest. She whispered, “And if I don’t?”

Luke’s smirk was dark, hungry. “You will. Because I’ll be there, watching you fall apart. That’s what you’re addicted to now. Not him. Not them. Me watching you.”

Sierra’s thighs pressed together, her body aching at his words. She hated how right he was. She loved how right he was.

Later that night, Luke stood in the doorway of their bedroom, arms folded, watching Sierra step out of the bathroom. She wore the red dress again, no bra, no panties, her bare skin gleaming under the lamplight.

Her cheeks burned. “This feels ridiculous.”

Luke shook his head slowly, his eyes devouring her. “No. This feels perfect.”

She shifted under his gaze, tugging the hem of the dress down, though it barely covered the tops of her thighs. “What am I supposed to do?”

He pushed off the doorframe, circling her like a predator. “You walk in. Every eye turns to you. You sit at the bar, legs crossed, sipping a drink. You know every man there is imagining what’s under this dress.”

Her pulse raced. She licked her lips. “And then?”

Luke stopped behind her, his hands sliding down her arms until his fingers curled around her wrists. He pressed his mouth close to her ear. “Then you wait. You don’t chase. You don’t smile first. You make them work for it. You let them come to you, hungry, desperate. You give them just enough to bite.”

Sierra’s body shivered. Her nipples pressed hard against the thin fabric.

Luke spun her gently, pushing her back against the wall. His hand slid under the hem of the dress, cupping her bare pussy. “And when one of them gets bold enough to touch you…” He stroked her slowly, his breath hot on her neck. “You’ll already be dripping. Just like this.”

Her gasp tore from her throat, her body arching into his hand. “Luke…”

He kissed her hard, then pulled back, his fingers wet with her arousal. He held them up between them, his eyes burning. “This is your rehearsal, Sierra. Tomorrow night, this is who you’ll be. And when it happens for real, you’ll remember how much I wanted it. How much I need it.”

Sierra trembled, her pussy throbbing under his touch, her mind dizzy with the image of men staring while Luke watched from the shadows. She hated how much it turned her on. She loved how much it turned her on.


CHAPTER TWELVE




Sierra woke with a knot in her stomach. At first, she thought it was nerves for work or a lingering dream. Then she saw the red dress draped across the chair in the corner, exactly where Luke had left it last night, and her pulse jumped.

Her thighs clenched under the sheets. It’s happening tonight.

She lay there staring at the dress, her body humming with a mix of dread and desire. Every shift of her hips reminded her of Luke’s rehearsal—his hand pushing under the fabric, his voice in her ear, Tomorrow night, this is who you’ll be.

Her pussy clenched at the memory, heat slicking between her thighs. She hated how easily her body betrayed her.

In the kitchen, Luke was already up, the smell of coffee and bacon filling the air. He greeted her with a casual kiss, but his smirk gave him away. “Sleep well?”

Sierra shot him a look, reaching for a mug. “Not exactly.”

“Good,” he said simply, sipping his coffee. “You’re supposed to feel restless. It means your body’s already waking up for tonight.”

She rolled her eyes, but her cheeks heated. All through breakfast, she caught him watching her—the way she shifted in her chair, the way her thighs pressed together, the way her nipples hardened under her T-shirt when he said “tonight.”

The day stretched endlessly. She tried to distract herself—laundry, dishes, scrolling through her phone—but everything led back to the same thought: tonight, she’d be walking into a bar dressed to tempt strangers, with her husband’s full permission.

By afternoon, she was a wreck. She found herself pacing the bedroom, glancing at the dress every few minutes. Her stomach twisted with anxiety, but her pussy pulsed with heat each time she pictured the moment men’s eyes landed on her.

She whispered to herself, voice shaky. “You can do this. You want this.”

From the doorway, Luke’s voice slid in, smooth and low. “Talking to yourself already?”

She spun, her face flushing. “I’m just… trying to psych myself up.”

Luke leaned on the doorframe, arms crossed, his smirk sharp. “Good. Keep doing that. Because when you slip into that dress tonight, I don’t want hesitation in your eyes. I want every man to think you’re begging for it.”

Sierra’s breath hitched. Her thighs pressed together, heat slicking. She nodded, heart hammering.

The hours dragged. Sierra tried to busy herself, folding laundry in neat piles, scrolling through emails, even wiping down the kitchen counters twice. But no matter what she did, her eyes kept darting to the chair in the bedroom where the red dress waited like a challenge.

Her phone buzzed. A text from Luke.

Picture it on. No bra. No panties. Every man staring.

Her breath caught. Heat flushed her chest. She dropped the dish towel, gripping the counter for balance. Her thumbs hovered over the screen, but she didn’t reply. She couldn’t trust herself not to sound desperate.

Another buzz.

Bet you’re already wet just thinking about it.

She cursed under her breath, squeezing her thighs together. She went upstairs, shut the bedroom door, and pressed her forehead to the cool mirror. He’s right. God, he’s right.

She peeled off her shorts, sliding her hand between her legs. The wetness was unmistakable. Shame twisted her gut, but her fingers kept moving.

Her phone buzzed again on the bed.

Don’t touch yourself. Save it for tonight.

Her hand froze. She snatched the phone, staring at the words. He knows me too well.

She climbed back into bed, trembling, forcing herself to stop. The ache between her thighs was unbearable, but her mind spun even faster. What if I can’t go through with it? What if I freeze? What if I want it too much?

By late afternoon, she was restless. She wandered the house, glancing at the clock every few minutes, counting down hours. Each time she passed the dress on the chair, her body pulsed with heat.

When she tried to nap, her dreams betrayed her: faceless men crowding her in the bar, hands sliding over her thighs, Luke’s voice in her ear daring her to spread wider. She woke gasping, her panties soaked.

The sound of the shower downstairs snapped her out of it. Luke’s voice carried faintly, humming. Casual. Calm. Like tonight was just another date. But Sierra knew better. Her stomach knotted, her heart hammering.

She whispered to herself again, staring at the dress. “You’re ready. You want this.”

But her hand slid lower, pressing against her pussy through damp cotton. And this time, she didn’t stop.

She rubbed herself furiously, biting her lip to muffle the sounds, imagining men’s eyes on her, imagining Luke’s hand on her thigh as he nodded his permission. She came quickly, shuddering, whispering his name.

Afterward, guilt burned hot in her chest. I couldn’t even wait for tonight.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. Another text.

Keep it up. I want you desperate by the time we leave.

Her face flamed. She curled into the pillow, heart pounding, pussy still throbbing.

Luke knew everything.

The bedroom felt different as the sun dipped low, shadows stretching across the walls. The red dress hung over the back of the chair like a warning, or maybe a promise. Sierra stood in front of the mirror in just a bra and panties, her hands shaking as she clipped on earrings.

Luke entered quietly, his presence filling the room before he even spoke. His eyes raked over her, lingering at the swell of her breasts, the soft curve of her hips.

“Take them off,” he said simply, nodding at her bra and panties.

Her pulse spiked. “Luke⁠—”

“You know the rules. No bra. No panties.”

Heat rushed to her cheeks, but she obeyed, unclasping the bra, sliding the straps down her arms, then stepping out of her panties. Naked, she shivered under his gaze.

Luke crossed the room slowly, the weight of his eyes making her thighs clench. He picked up the dress, holding it between his hands, the silk pooling through his fingers. He stepped behind her, brushing her hair over her shoulder.

“Arms up.”

She obeyed. He slipped the dress down over her head, smoothing it over her body. His hands lingered at her breasts, palming them through the thin fabric, then slid lower, cupping her bare ass.

“Fuck,” he muttered against her ear. “You look like sin.”

Her eyes fluttered shut, her breath catching. “Luke…”

He pressed his body against hers, his cock hard against her back. His hand slipped under the hem, his fingers gliding over her already slick folds. “You’re soaked. You’ve been touching yourself all day, haven’t you?”

Her cheeks burned. “I⁠—”

“Don’t lie.” His fingers pressed against her clit, making her gasp. “I told you to be desperate. Looks like you followed orders.”

She whimpered, her hips rocking helplessly into his hand. “I can’t stop thinking about it.”

“Good.” He kissed her neck, his breath hot. “That’s exactly how I want you walking into that bar. Dripping. Needy. Every man able to smell it on you.”

Her thighs trembled, her voice breaking. “Luke…”

He pulled his hand away, smoothing the hem back down, his smirk sharp. “Not tonight. Tonight you save it.”

She shuddered, aching, but nodded.

Luke turned her to face the mirror, gripping her shoulders. Their eyes met in the reflection—hers wide, trembling; his dark, steady, hungry.

“This is who you are now,” he whispered against her ear. “A wife who wears a dress like this, no panties, and waits for me to nod when it’s time for another man to touch her.”

Her breath hitched. Shame and arousal collided in her chest, making her dizzy. She whispered, barely audible, “I want it.”

Luke’s smirk deepened. He kissed her shoulder, then stepped back. “Then let’s go give them a show.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN




The hum of the engine filled the silence. Streetlights slid across the windshield in quick flashes, bathing Sierra in alternating bands of light and shadow. She sat in the passenger seat, legs pressed tightly together, her bare thighs gleaming under the short hem of the red dress.

Her heart hammered. Every bump in the road made her aware of just how naked she was under the fabric. No bra. No panties. Just silk and skin, exactly the way Luke wanted.

Luke’s hand rested casually on the wheel, but his other hand traced up her thigh, fingertips brushing higher with every mile. He smirked when she shifted, pressing her knees tighter.

“Nervous?” he asked.

She swallowed hard, her voice shaky. “A little.”

“Good,” he said simply, his fingers sliding closer to the heat between her legs. “You should be.”

Her breath caught, her thighs trembling. “Luke, what if I can’t do it?”

He chuckled, low and dark. “You’ll do it. Because you want to. Because I’ve watched you drip all day just from the thought of it.”

Her cheeks burned, but she couldn’t deny it. Her pussy clenched, wetness slicking her folds, the silk clinging to her body.

Luke’s fingers grazed her clit through the thin fabric. She gasped, her hand flying to his wrist.

“Relax,” he murmured, his eyes never leaving the road. “I’m just reminding you what you’re walking into. Men will smell how wet you are before they even touch you.”

“Luke…” she whimpered, torn between fear and pure heat.

His fingers pressed harder, circling slowly, drawing a desperate moan from her throat. “You’re going to walk in dripping. Sit at the bar while they circle you like animals. And when one gets bold enough to take what’s being offered…” His smirk deepened. “You’ll let him.”

Her body shook, her pussy aching for more. “Oh God…”

Luke pulled his hand away suddenly, licking his fingers clean. “Perfect. That’s the mindset I want. Hungry. Messy. Ready.”

Sierra whimpered, her body begging for release, but the sight of him sucking her arousal off his fingers sent another flood of heat through her. She clenched her thighs together, her pulse racing.

Every turn of the car brought them closer.

Every mile, her nerves tangled tighter with her arousal.

And when Luke finally slowed, pulling into the bar’s lot, Sierra’s heart nearly burst from her chest.

The car door shut with a heavy thud, and Sierra swore the sound echoed in her chest. Her heels clicked against the cracked pavement as she followed Luke across the lot. The red dress clung to her, thin straps slipping against her shoulders, every step reminding her she was bare underneath.

The neon sign buzzed overhead, its light flickering, casting the bar’s entrance in a dirty glow. She hesitated at the door, her heart pounding. Once I walk in, there’s no hiding. No pretending this is normal.

Luke leaned close, his hand sliding down to squeeze her ass through the silk. “Head high. Shoulders back. You’re not a nervous wife—you’re temptation in heels. Let them see it.”

Her stomach flipped, but she nodded. She took a steadying breath, pushed the door open, and stepped inside.

The bar was dim but alive—pool tables clacked in the corner, music thumped low from the jukebox, laughter carried from a booth. Cigarette smoke and cheap beer hung in the air.

Conversations dipped as she crossed the threshold. Heads turned.

She felt it immediately—the shift, the weight of men’s eyes sliding over her. Some subtle, some not at all. A group at a high table paused mid-laugh. A man at the bar swiveled on his stool, his gaze traveling slowly up her bare legs to the hem of her dress.

Her pulse hammered. Her skin prickled under their stares. God, they know. They can tell. They see right through me.

Luke guided her forward with a hand at the small of her back, steering her toward an empty stool at the bar. “Sit.”

She obeyed, the leather seat cool against her thighs. She crossed her legs, tugging at the hem of her dress instinctively. But the movement only drew more eyes—men craning for a glimpse, imaginations already running.

I shouldn’t like this. I should feel ashamed.

Her thighs clenched. Heat slicked between them, soaking her already.

She caught her reflection in the mirror behind the bar—flushed cheeks, parted lips, eyes too wide. I look like prey. Or bait.

Luke slid onto the stool beside her, ordering drinks with calm ease, like nothing was unusual. His hand brushed her thigh under the counter, his thumb stroking circles that made her shiver.

“Relax,” he murmured, his voice low, meant for her alone. “They’re already looking. That’s the first step.”

Her breath hitched. She lifted her glass with a shaky hand, sipping just to keep her mouth from trembling.

Across the bar, a man leaned to whisper something to his friend, both of their eyes still locked on her. Another brushed past too close, his shoulder grazing hers as he reached for a napkin. She swore she felt his gaze burning into her cleavage as he moved away.

Every glance fed the fire in her belly, every accidental touch made her pulse trip faster.

They’re imagining me spread open right here. They don’t even know my name, and they already want me.

Her thighs pressed tighter together, her body betraying her.

Luke smirked at her, reading her mind without needing words. He leaned close, his breath hot on her ear. “Good girl. Now let’s see which one’s bold enough to make a move.”

The bar hummed with the low thrum of voices and clinking glasses, but Sierra felt like every sound blurred around her. All she could focus on was the heat of eyes on her bare legs, the weight of men’s stares tracking every movement.

She shifted on the stool, the red dress sliding higher, her thighs glistening faintly under the dim light. She sipped her drink just to keep her hands busy, though even lifting the glass drew glances from two men playing pool across the room. They watched the tilt of her wrist, the shape of her lips against the rim, their cues hanging useless in their hands.

God, they’re all looking at me. They know. They can smell what I am.

Her pulse drummed in her ears. Her pussy ached, wetness slicking her inner thighs.

Luke stayed silent beside her, sipping his beer with calm patience. But his hand kept tracing circles on her thigh beneath the counter, just high enough to remind her she wasn’t wearing panties. Each touch made her shift, thighs pressing tighter together, trying to hold herself in.

A man at the far end of the bar let his gaze linger too long, then caught her eye and smirked before lifting his glass in a subtle toast. She looked away quickly, cheeks burning.

Two more brushed behind her stool on their way to the jukebox, shoulders grazing her back, one leaning just a little too close as he excused himself. She swore she felt his eyes dip down her dress before he walked away.

Her body buzzed with the attention. Every small interaction wound her tighter, feeding the heat in her belly.

Luke’s voice slid low into her ear. “They’re waiting for someone to be first. Look at you—shaking already, just from being seen.”

She whispered back, her voice trembling. “It’s too much.”

“It’s not enough,” he corrected. His thumb pressed harder against her inner thigh, making her gasp. “But it will be soon.”

Sierra swallowed hard, her eyes darting nervously across the room. The pool players were still watching. The man at the far end hadn’t looked away. A booth of three laughed too loudly, but every few seconds, one of them glanced at her again.

She felt it—something shifting. A charge in the air.

And then one man broke away.

He was tall, broad-shouldered, with dark hair curling slightly at his neck. His jeans were worn, his T-shirt tight across his chest, his tattoos catching the dim light. He moved with the easy confidence of someone used to being noticed.

He didn’t hesitate, didn’t circle, didn’t pretend to look anywhere else. He walked straight toward her.

Sierra’s breath caught, her hand tightening on her glass. Oh God. He’s coming to me.

Luke’s smirk curved wider. His hand slid higher on her thigh, squeezing.

“Here he is,” he murmured, his voice thick with pride and jealousy. “Your first volunteer.”

The man stopped right beside her stool, leaning one elbow on the bar. His eyes flicked to Luke briefly, then dropped to Sierra, his smirk lazy, confident.

“Name’s Tristen,” he said, his voice low, smooth. His gaze traveled openly down her body, then back up to her eyes. “Can I buy you a drink?”

Tristen’s question hung in the air—smooth, confident, direct. Sierra’s lips parted, but no words came out. Her pulse thudded in her ears, her fingers tightening around her glass.

Say something. God, he’s waiting. He’s staring at me like he already knows I’ll say yes.

But the rules came back to her—Luke’s voice in their bedroom, sharp and steady. Rule one: you don’t pick just anyone. You wait until I give the nod.

Her stomach twisted. Slowly, she turned her head toward Luke.

His beer was half-raised to his lips, but his eyes were locked on hers. The corner of his mouth twitched, that knowing smirk playing at his lips. He took a slow sip, set the glass down, then leaned back on his stool like he had all the time in the world.

Finally, he gave the smallest nod.

Heat shot through Sierra’s chest, down to her thighs. The permission made her dizzy. He wants this. He’s making me do this.

She turned back to Tristen, her cheeks burning. Her voice came out softer than she intended, breathy. “Yes… I’d like that.”

Tristen’s smirk deepened. He signaled the bartender with a flick of his hand, then slid onto the stool on her other side. His arm brushed against hers, his cologne musky and sharp.

Luke’s hand remained on her thigh beneath the counter, his thumb stroking just enough to remind her who she belonged to.

Sierra swallowed hard, her body buzzing. It’s real now. He’s here. Luke’s watching. I’m doing this.

The bartender slid a fresh glass of wine in front of Sierra, a dark red that matched her dress. Tristen nodded his thanks and turned his full attention back to her.

“So,” he said, his voice steady, smooth. “What’s a woman like you doing in a place like this?”

Sierra’s fingers curled around the stem of the glass. God, he’s staring right through me. She took a small sip, her throat dry. “Just… out for a drink.”

Tristen’s smirk widened. “Alone?”

Her stomach fluttered. She hesitated, eyes flicking toward Luke. His expression was unreadable—calm, almost detached—but his thumb still stroked her thigh under the counter, a steady reminder.

“Not exactly,” she whispered, her voice soft.

Tristen chuckled low, leaning a little closer. “That dress says you’re here to be noticed.”

Her breath caught. She shifted on her stool, tugging at the hem though she knew it was useless. The silk rode higher with every movement, baring more of her thighs.

Tristen’s eyes followed the motion, lingering shamelessly. His knee brushed hers under the bar, casual at first, then firmer, pressing slightly against her leg.

Sierra’s pulse thudded. He’s touching me. God, he’s already touching me, right in front of Luke.

Luke didn’t stop him. His hand gripped her thigh a little tighter, a silent order. Don’t pull away.

Tristen leaned closer, his arm brushing hers along the bar. “You nervous?” he asked, his voice low enough only she could hear.

Sierra’s lips parted. Her body hummed with heat, her mind spinning. “A little,” she admitted, her voice barely audible.

Tristen’s smirk softened into something hungrier. “Don’t be. You’ve got half this place staring at you already.”

Sierra’s cheeks burned, her pussy clenching hard. She lifted her glass again, sipping just to keep her trembling hands occupied.

Tristen’s knee pressed harder against hers. His arm slid behind her stool, his fingers grazing the bare skin of her upper arm. He tilted his head, his eyes dark and steady. “Relax. Let me buy you another when that one’s gone. We’ve got time.”

Sierra’s thighs pressed tighter together, her body betraying her with every heartbeat. God, this is happening. He’s not stopping. And Luke’s letting him.

The glass felt cool in Sierra’s trembling hand, but it did nothing to steady her pulse. She sipped too quickly, the wine sharp on her tongue, her throat tight.

Tristen’s knee stayed pressed against hers, not hard enough to seem obvious, but not moving away either. His arm hung lazily along the back of her stool, his fingers close enough that one shift could graze her bare shoulder again.

He wasn’t rushing. He didn’t have to. Every casual brush of his skin, every glance down her dress was deliberate, a slow drip of gasoline on the fire already raging inside her.

He knows what he’s doing. God, he knows exactly how close to get without touching too much. He’s teasing me, testing me. And Luke’s letting him.

Her body hummed, heat pooling low in her belly. She squeezed her thighs together under the bar, trying to ease the ache, but it only made her more aware of how wet she already was.

Luke’s hand stayed steady on her thigh, his thumb stroking slow circles that betrayed nothing. His silence was louder than words, forcing her to feel the weight of every choice, every reaction. He wants me to sit here and let this happen. He wants me shaking while another man edges closer.

Tristen leaned in a little, his voice low, casual. “You seem jumpy. Am I making you nervous?”

Sierra’s lips parted, but her voice caught in her throat. She glanced at Luke again, but he only smirked into his beer, his eyes fixed on her like he was daring her to answer.

“Yes,” she whispered finally, her voice shaky.

Tristen chuckled, the sound warm and unbothered. “Good. Nervous looks good on you.”

Her cheeks flamed. He likes that I’m nervous. He likes seeing me squirm. And I do look nervous—flushed, fidgeting, thighs pressed together. He knows. God, he knows I’m wet already.

Her glass shook slightly when she set it back down. She curled her hands into her lap to hide the tremor.

Tristen didn’t push further yet. He leaned back just enough to sip his drink, his smirk never fading. The weight of his presence pressed against her, the space between them taut like a wire ready to snap.

Sierra swallowed hard, her chest tight. How much longer until he touches me for real? How much longer until Luke gives him permission?

Tristen set his glass down with a soft thud, then leaned in, closing the last inches between them. His arm stayed draped across the back of her stool, his chest brushing her bare shoulder as he angled his head low.

Sierra stiffened, her breath catching. His mouth was so close she could feel the heat of it on her ear, the faint scrape of stubble against her skin.

“You know,” he murmured, his voice low and rough, “you walked in here like you were begging to be noticed. Every guy in this bar saw it. But you let me be the one to sit here.”

Her pulse spiked, her pussy clenching hard. God, he’s right. I didn’t say no. I let him sit. I let him stay. Luke let him stay.

Tristen’s lips brushed her earlobe, not quite a kiss, more of a tease. His breath sent a shiver down her spine. “So tell me, sweetheart… are you nervous because of me? Or because you like it?”

Sierra’s chest tightened, her body trembling. She darted a desperate glance at Luke.

Luke’s smirk was sharper now, his eyes dark and steady. His thumb stroked her thigh under the bar, silent approval. Answer him. Let him hear it.

Her throat felt dry. She swallowed, her voice barely a whisper. “Both.”

Tristen chuckled, low and satisfied, his lips grazing her ear again. “That’s what I thought.”

Her whole body buzzed, the words sinking deep. She could feel men still watching from across the bar, could see their stares in the mirror behind the counter. She imagined how it looked: her in the red dress, one man leaning close, whispering in her ear while her husband sat on the other side.

Her thighs trembled. Her panties would have been ruined by now—if she’d been allowed to wear any.

Tristen didn’t pull back after his whisper. If anything, he settled in closer, his arm pressing against her bare shoulder as if staking a claim. His hand shifted from the bar to her lap, fingers brushing lightly against the smooth silk clinging to her thighs.

Sierra froze, her breath sharp. Her skin tingled where he touched her, every nerve lit. Oh God, he’s doing it. He’s touching me. Luke’s right here—he can see everything.

The pressure grew firmer, his palm spreading against her thigh. He stroked upward slowly, deliberate, as though daring her to stop him.

Her pulse pounded in her ears. She glanced at Luke again, panic and heat colliding.

Luke’s eyes flicked down to her lap, then back up to her face. His smirk curved deeper. His thumb dug into her opposite thigh under the counter, a wordless command: Don’t stop him.

Tristen’s hand slid higher, fingers grazing the bare skin just under the hem of her dress. His brows lifted slightly when he found no barrier, his smirk turning wicked. “No panties,” he murmured, his voice almost a growl. “Knew it the second you walked in.”

Sierra’s breath hitched, her cheeks flaming. Shame and arousal tangled, her pussy throbbing with wet heat. He knows. God, he knows I came in here like a slut, bare under this dress.

His fingers brushed closer to the heat between her thighs, not quite touching where she ached most, just circling, teasing. “You’re trembling,” he whispered. “Is that for me?”

Her voice cracked. “I—” She swallowed hard, unable to say the truth aloud.

Luke’s hand squeezed her thigh, hard enough to sting. She turned her head toward him instinctively. He leaned close, his lips brushing her ear. “Answer him, Sierra. Tell him why you’re shaking.”

Her body burned. Her voice came out soft, breathless. “Because… I like it.”

Tristen’s smirk deepened. His fingers pressed higher, slipping closer to the slick warmth waiting for him. “That’s all I needed to hear.”

Tristen’s hand slid higher, no hesitation this time. His fingers slipped beneath the hem of her dress, grazing the bare curve of her inner thigh. Sierra’s breath caught, her chest heaving as his touch moved further, further—until finally, his fingertips brushed against the slick heat of her pussy.

She jolted, a small gasp tearing from her throat. Her knees pressed together instinctively, but it was too late—he’d already felt her.

“Fuck,” Tristen muttered low, his smirk curling darker. “You’re soaked.”

Sierra’s cheeks flamed, her whole body trembling. Oh God. He knows. He feels how wet I am.

Luke’s grip tightened on her opposite thigh, steady, grounding. He leaned closer, his voice calm, deliberate. “Let him.”

Tristen’s fingers stroked slowly, testing, teasing along her slick folds. He pressed the pad of his thumb against her clit through the thin silk, rubbing in lazy circles that made her thighs quake.

Her lips parted, a muffled whimper slipping free before she could stop it. She tried to sip her wine, but her hand shook too badly.

Tristen chuckled, his breath hot at her ear. “Sweetheart, you’re about to spill your drink just from my hand on your pussy. What would happen if I really touched you?”

Her head spun, shame and heat colliding, her body pulsing with desperate need. He’s right. God, if he keeps going, I’ll come right here. In front of everyone.

Luke smirked into his beer, watching her unravel. His thumb stroked steady circles on her thigh under the counter, a silent tether. He leaned close, murmuring for her alone. “You’re showing him how ready you are, Sierra. That’s what this dress was for.”

Her pussy clenched around nothing, wetness coating Tristen’s fingers as he slid them lower, parting her folds. The slow glide made her hips twitch forward helplessly.

Tristen groaned. “Damn… you’re dripping for me already.”

Sierra bit her lip, her breath ragged. She couldn’t stop herself—her thighs spread a little wider, granting him more access.

Luke’s smirk deepened. He didn’t stop her. He wanted this.

Tristen’s fingers slid lower, parting her folds with confident ease. Sierra’s thighs trembled, her breath catching in her throat as he lingered at her entrance. For a heartbeat, she thought he might keep teasing—but then he pushed, slipping one thick finger inside her, slow and deliberate.

Her whole body jolted, a sharp gasp tearing from her lips. She clutched her wine glass tighter, nearly spilling. Oh God. He’s inside me. At the bar. Luke’s right here.

Tristen’s smirk widened at her reaction. His finger slid deeper, curling slightly, then withdrawing just enough before sinking back in. Each movement was subtle, hidden under the red silk of her dress, but Sierra felt it like a lightning strike.

“Fuck,” he muttered under his breath, his lips brushing her ear. “Tight. Wet. Like you’ve been waiting for this all night.”

Her cheeks flamed, her pussy clenching around his finger. Shame and arousal knotted in her belly, her thighs quaking as she tried to stay still. He can feel everything. He knows how bad I want it.

Luke’s hand gripped her opposite thigh, hard, grounding her in place. He leaned close, his voice calm, deliberate. “Don’t spill your drink, Sierra. Sit there and take it. Let him feel what I already know.”

Her lips parted, a soft whimper escaping before she could stop it. She shifted on the stool, the leather squeaking under her, her body betraying every ounce of her need.

Tristen pumped his finger slowly, deliberately, his thumb brushing her clit in lazy circles. “That’s it, sweetheart. Open up for me. Let me see how messy you can get.”

Her vision blurred at the edges, her breath coming in shallow gasps. I’m really doing this. I’m letting him finger me at the bar while Luke watches. I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop.

Luke smirked into his beer, his thumb stroking steady circles on her thigh. His eyes never left her face as she trembled on the stool, her body opening for another man.

Tristen’s finger curled inside her, brushing just enough to make her thighs quake. His thumb teased her clit in slow, lazy circles that sent jolts of pleasure through her belly. Sierra’s lips parted, a breathy moan escaping before she could swallow it back.

God, I’m so close. If he keeps going, I’ll⁠—

But just as the pressure began to peak, Tristen eased off. His strokes slowed, his thumb drifting away from the spot that made her shiver. He didn’t stop—just kept her simmering, hovering, never giving her enough to fall over the edge.

Her hips twitched forward helplessly, chasing his hand. A whimper slipped from her throat, desperate and raw. “Please…”

Tristen’s smirk deepened, his breath hot at her ear. “Begging already? We’re not even warmed up, sweetheart.”

Her cheeks burned. She clutched her glass tighter, trying to steady herself, but her body shook with every subtle thrust of his finger. Wetness slicked her thighs, the red dress clinging damply.

Luke’s grip on her thigh tightened, his thumb pressing hard into her skin. He leaned close, his voice low and steady. “Don’t you dare come yet. Not until I say. You sit there and take it, Sierra. Let him play with you until I decide you’ve earned more.”

Her pussy clenched around Tristen’s finger at Luke’s command, another wave of slick coating him. She bit her lip hard, muffling the sound threatening to escape her throat.

Tristen chuckled quietly, curling his finger once more before withdrawing almost completely, leaving her empty and aching. His hand lingered against her thigh, teasing but withholding. “So wet. So ready. But not yet, sweetheart. You’re going to squirm for me first.”

Sierra trembled on the stool, thighs pressed tight together, her pussy throbbing for release. Her chest heaved, her breath ragged. I need it. God, I need it. Why won’t he just let me come?

Luke smirked into his beer, watching her unravel. “Look at you,” he murmured, pride and jealousy threading his voice. “Already dripping from just a finger. You’re not even close to done tonight.”

Sierra’s whole body shook as she sat trapped between them—Tristen’s finger still wet from her, Luke’s hand gripping her thigh, both of them in complete control. Her pussy throbbed, slick dripping down her folds, need clawing at her belly.

Her breath came in shallow gasps. Her nipples strained against the thin fabric of the red dress. She couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe past the ache. I’m going to lose my mind if they don’t let me come. I can’t take it.

Tristen leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. “So wet. So messy. And we’re just getting started.”

Luke’s smirk curved deeper, his voice calm, deliberate. “Stay right there, Sierra. Let it build. Let everyone see how desperate you are.”

She whimpered, thighs clenching, her hands gripping the edge of the bar to steady herself.

Her eyes darted to the mirror behind the bottles, catching her own reflection—flushed, trembling, pupils blown wide. She looked like a woman on the brink of breaking.

And she was.
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Sierra gripped the edge of the counter so hard her knuckles whitened, her chest rising and falling with uneven breaths. The bar around her blurred—music, clinking glasses, laughter—it all faded into background noise. All she could feel was the ache between her thighs, the slick mess coating her skin, and the weight of two men watching her come undone.

Tristen’s hand still lingered on her thigh, his finger wet from her, dragging idle patterns against her skin as if to remind her of what he’d just done—and what he could do again. He smirked at her flushed face, at the tremble in her lips.

“Never seen someone this wet from just one finger,” he murmured, his voice meant only for her. “Makes me wonder how fast you’ll fall apart if I really touch you.”

Her breath caught. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, but it only made the ache sharper, her pussy clenching around nothing. God, I can’t take much more. I need it. I need more.

Luke sat calm and steady at her other side, beer in hand, but his eyes were locked on her. That smirk played at his lips, but his gaze burned hotter, darker, each stroke of his thumb on her opposite thigh more commanding than comforting.

“Keep squirming, Sierra,” he said low, his voice a thread of control wrapping around her. “Let them see how desperate you are. You’re not hiding anything anymore.”

Her chest tightened. She could feel it—other eyes on her. The man at the end of the bar, the pool players across the room, all of them sneaking glances at the trembling woman in the red dress, flanked by two men who looked like they could devour her whole.

Tristen leaned closer, his breath hot at her ear. His voice was bolder now, edged with promise. “I could take you somewhere right now. Back room, bathroom, doesn’t matter. You’d be dripping down my hand before we even got the door locked.”

Sierra’s eyes fluttered shut, her body shuddering at the thought. Wet heat flooded her again, her pussy aching so badly she could barely sit still.

Luke’s smirk deepened, his jealousy and pride sparking in equal measure. “Careful, Sierra,” he whispered into her other ear. “If you want that, you’ll have to show me. Show both of us.”

Her pulse hammered, her body strung tight, her mind teetering between terror and hunger. She couldn’t hide anymore. She didn’t want to.

Tristen’s hand tightened on her thigh, and with casual confidence, he tugged her stool closer to his. The scrape of wood on the floor was barely audible under the bar’s noise, but Sierra swore it echoed in her chest.

Her breath hitched. His knee pressed firmly against hers now, their bodies so close she could feel the heat radiating off him.

He leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. “You’re soaked,” he murmured, his voice a low growl meant for her alone. “I can still feel it on my fingers. And the way you clenched down on me?” His chuckle was dark, satisfied. “Sweetheart, that was you begging for more without saying a word.”

Sierra’s cheeks burned, her pussy tightening around nothing. God, he’s right. I did beg him. I’m still begging him, even now.

Tristen’s breath swept down her neck as he whispered darker. “I want to bend you over the bar stool in the back room. Hike this little dress up around your waist. Slide my cock into you while the door’s half open so anyone passing can see how messy you are for me.”

Her stomach flipped, her thighs trembling. The shame was sharp, cutting, but the heat was sharper. She pressed her knees together, but the wetness slicking her thighs betrayed her. I’d let him. God help me, I’d let him.

Luke’s hand dug into her other thigh, steady, grounding. He didn’t interrupt—just listened, smirking into his beer, watching his wife squirm under another man’s promises.

Tristen’s lips brushed her earlobe as he finished, his voice thick with hunger. “Tell me you want it, sweetheart. Tell me, and I’ll make you forget you ever came in here with anyone else.”

Her breath came fast, ragged. Her hands gripped the bar to steady herself, her reflection in the mirror showing a woman flushed, trembling, already undone.

Her lips parted. The words trembled at the edge of her tongue.

Sierra’s breath trembled in her throat, her chest heaving. Tristen’s words coiled inside her, filthy and irresistible. His finger still wet from her, his promises thick in her ear, Luke’s hand a steady command on her other thigh. She couldn’t think past the throbbing ache between her legs.

Say it. God, just say it.

Her lips parted, her voice low, broken. “I want it.”

Tristen stilled for a moment, then grinned against her ear. “That’s my girl.”

The sound of her own words hit Sierra like a shockwave. Her pussy clenched hard, wetness spilling onto her thighs. Heat flamed her cheeks, shame and arousal tangling into something sharper. I said it. I told him I want it. In front of Luke.

Luke’s hand squeezed her thigh so hard it almost hurt. She turned her head slightly, meeting his eyes. His smirk was still there, but it was darker now, dangerous, jealousy burning just beneath it.

He leaned close, his voice sharp, cutting through the haze. “Say it louder.”

Her heart lurched. Her eyes darted around the bar—men watching from the pool table, the man at the far end still sneaking glances. Could they hear? Could they see?

Luke’s thumb pressed harder into her thigh, demanding. “Let him—and everyone else—know exactly what kind of wife you are.”

Her throat was dry, her body trembling, but she obeyed. Her voice cracked, shaky but clear enough to carry past their stools.

“I want it.”

The words hung heavy in the air, bolder than she intended. Heads turned. Conversations faltered.

Tristen chuckled low, his hand squeezing her bare thigh under the dress. “Damn. You’re even filthier than I thought.”

Luke’s jaw flexed, pride and jealousy warring in his expression. His hand slid higher, his thumb grazing the edge of her folds. His voice was tight, rough. “You have no idea what you just started, Sierra.”

Her pulse thundered, her pussy throbbing with desperate heat. She’d crossed the line, and there was no way back.

Tristen’s chuckle lingered low in her ear, vibrating through her chest. Then his hand slid from her thigh to her wrist, wrapping around it with easy certainty. He lifted her hand off the bar, holding it like he’d already claimed her.

“C’mon, sweetheart,” he murmured, loud enough for Luke to hear. “Let’s take this somewhere with fewer eyes. Back room’ll do just fine.”

Sierra’s stomach flipped. Her heart pounded against her ribs. He’s really going to take me. Right here. Right now.

Her gaze darted to Luke, desperate, searching. His smirk didn’t falter, but his eyes burned hotter, darker than ever. He didn’t stop Tristen. He didn’t move to pull her back. He just let her squirm under the weight of his stare.

Tristen tugged gently, guiding her off the stool. Sierra’s legs shook as she slid down, the hem of her red dress riding higher, baring more of her thighs. Every man who’d been sneaking glances now stared openly, watching her stand, watching her falter.

Her pulse hammered in her ears. Shame and arousal tangled into a dizzying knot.

Tristen squeezed her hand tighter, his grin wicked. “Let’s see what you’re really made of.”
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The scrape of Sierra’s heels against the worn floor sounded too loud in her ears as Tristen tugged her hand toward the back hallway. Her heart raced so hard it made her chest ache, every step carrying her further from the crowded safety of the bar and deeper into danger.

Luke followed close behind, his boots steady on the scuffed boards, his presence heavy, impossible to ignore. Sierra could feel his eyes burning into her back, branding her with every step she took beside another man.

Her stomach twisted. He’s right there. Watching me go with him. Why isn’t he stopping this?

The hallway stretched dim and narrow, lit by a flickering fluorescent overhead. Tristen pushed open a half-closed door with his shoulder, guiding Sierra inside. The smell of beer and old wood hit her, the space nothing more than a storage room with a couple of chairs and a battered table shoved against the wall.

“Perfect,” Tristen muttered, pulling her further in.

Sierra’s knees felt weak. Her hand trembled in his grip. Her body throbbed, wetness slicking her thighs, but guilt and fear coiled in her chest all the same. God, what am I doing? Luke’s right there.

Luke stepped into the room a beat later, the door shutting behind him with a soft thud. He leaned against it, arms crossed, his smirk sharp, dangerous.

“Don’t mind me,” he said, his voice low, steady. “Just here to watch what my wife does when I give her permission.”

Sierra’s breath caught. Her pulse thundered in her ears. She glanced back at Luke, shame and heat colliding in her chest. He’s really going to make me do this. He’s really going to watch.

Tristen grinned, his hand sliding down to her hip. “Lucky bastard,” he muttered with a chuckle. “Most men would kill to see their wife this wet for someone else.”

Luke’s smirk didn’t falter, but his jaw tightened, his eyes darkening as they locked on Sierra. “Show him, Sierra,” he said. “Show him how wet you are.”

Her whole body shook at the command, her thighs pressing together instinctively, trying to hide the mess between them. But she knew there was no hiding now.

Sierra froze, her chest tight, Luke’s command ringing in her ears. Show him how wet you are.

Her fingers twitched at the hem of her dress, but she couldn’t make herself move. Heat flushed her face, her thighs pressed together, her whole body trembling with shame.

“I… I can’t,” she whispered, her voice shaky.

Luke didn’t move from the door. He only tilted his head, smirk sharp, eyes locked on hers. “Yes, you can. You just don’t want to admit how much you want him to see.”

Her stomach twisted. She shook her head weakly, caught between the burn of Luke’s gaze and the weight of Tristen’s hand on her hip.

Tristen chuckled low, his grip tightening as he pulled her closer to his chest. “Relax, sweetheart. If you can’t show me…” His hand slid down, bold, deliberate, slipping under the hem of her dress. “…I’ll find out myself.”

Sierra gasped as his fingers grazed her bare skin, sliding higher with no barrier to stop him. He parted her thighs with firm pressure, forcing her legs to open.

Luke’s eyes darkened, jealousy and pride flaring together as he watched. “That’s it. Let him take what you’re too shy to give.”

Tristen’s smirk widened when his fingers found her slick heat. “Fuck,” he muttered, curling his finger against her folds. “She’s dripping. Like she’s been waiting all night for this.”

Sierra whimpered, her knees trembling, her hands clutching at his shirt for balance. Oh God, he’s touching me again. Right in front of Luke. He knows how wet I am. They both know.

Tristen pressed harder, dragging his finger slow and deliberate over her clit. “Messy little thing, aren’t you?”

Her breath caught, her pussy clenching with desperate need. She turned her head toward Luke, her eyes wide, pleading.

Luke only smirked deeper, his voice rough. “Don’t look at me for help, Sierra. You wanted this.”

Her thighs quaked as Tristen’s touch grew firmer, his confidence undeniable. She was caught between them, shame and arousal crushing her chest, heat flooding low in her belly.

Tristen’s fingers lingered between her thighs for another teasing stroke before sliding away. Sierra sagged with a shaky breath, thinking he might stop. But then his hand rose higher, clutching the thin strap of her dress at her shoulder.

Her eyes widened. “Wait⁠—”

Tristen smirked, tugging the strap down her arm, his voice rough with hunger. “No waiting. You wore this for me, didn’t you? Might as well show me all of it.”

Sierra’s stomach flipped. The silk slipped against her skin, baring one trembling breast to the cool air. Her nipple tightened instantly, stiff and exposed.

Heat burned her cheeks. Oh God, he’s undressing me. Right in front of Luke.

She instinctively lifted her hand to cover herself, but Luke’s voice cut through the haze—sharp, commanding. “Don’t.”

Her hand froze midair. She turned her head toward him, shame written across her face.

Luke leaned back against the door, arms crossed, smirk sharp and eyes burning with possession. “Let him see what’s mine. Let him see what I share.”

Tristen growled low, emboldened. He yanked the other strap down, the dress sagging at her waist. Sierra’s breasts spilled free, flushed and heaving with every ragged breath.

“Fuck,” Tristen muttered, his hand closing around one breast, rough, greedy. He pinched her nipple hard, making her cry out, then soothed it with a slow rub of his thumb. “Perfect tits. Could stare at these all night.”

Sierra whimpered, her body betraying her, nipples tightening under his touch. Wet heat gushed between her thighs, dripping down her skin. They’re both watching. One stripping me, the other making me stay still. God, I’m really letting this happen.

Luke’s jaw flexed, his smirk tight with jealousy and pride all at once. “Keep going,” he ordered, voice low and rough. “Show me how far she’ll let you take it.”

Tristen chuckled, his hands sliding down to the bunched fabric at her waist. He curled his fingers in the silk, tugging it lower, inch by inch. “Don’t worry,” he said, his voice dripping with wicked promise. “I plan to.”

The silk clung stubbornly around Sierra’s waist, bunched at her hips where Tristen’s rough hands had tugged it down. Her breasts were bare, flushed, trembling with every frantic breath. Her nipples stood stiff and aching under Tristen’s greedy fingers.

He grinned, rolling one nipple hard between his thumb and forefinger, then leaning down to take it into his mouth. His tongue circled slowly, drawing a broken gasp from Sierra’s lips.

Her knees buckled. She clutched at his shoulders to steady herself, her head falling back. God, he’s sucking my breast… right in front of Luke. He’s devouring me while my husband watches.

Tristen groaned low against her skin, his teeth scraping just enough to make her moan louder. His hand slid lower, gripping the hem of the dress where it clung to her hips. He tugged sharply, testing it, but left it pooled there for now.

Luke’s smirk was sharp, his voice steady but edged with jealousy. “That’s far enough—for now. Leave the dress. Let her feel the shame of still wearing it while you taste what’s underneath.”

Tristen chuckled darkly, lifting his head. “Fine by me.” He shoved the hem higher, baring Sierra’s thighs, exposing the slick shine between her legs.

Sierra’s whole body burned. Wet heat streamed down her inner thighs, her pussy clenching desperately. She tried to close her legs, but Tristen’s knee pressed between them, forcing her open.

Her reflection in the cracked mirror across the room caught her eye—red dress hiked, breasts bare, lips parted in a desperate moan. She looked like a woman already ruined.

Luke’s eyes never left her. His voice was low, almost a growl. “Look at you, Sierra. You’re half-dressed and already dripping for him. You want him to take the rest off, don’t you?”

Her breath hitched, shame choking her. She couldn’t say it. She couldn’t admit it.

But her body betrayed her—her hips rocking against Tristen’s thigh, slick soaking his jeans.

Tristen grinned, his hand cupping her bare pussy again, spreading her folds with rough confidence. “She doesn’t have to say it,” he muttered, his voice thick. “Her body’s screaming for it.”


CHAPTER SIXTEEN




The room felt hotter, heavier, as though the air itself thickened around them. Sierra stood trembling between the two men, her breasts bare, the red dress bunched stubbornly at her hips. Her chest rose and fell in frantic rhythm, her nipples aching from Tristen’s mouth, her thighs glistening with wet heat.

Tristen smirked at her, his hand still cupping her pussy, his fingers slick with her arousal. “Cute dress,” he muttered, curling the fabric tighter in his fist. “But it’s in my way.”

Her eyes widened. He’s going to take it. He’s really going to strip me bare in front of Luke.

She turned her head toward her husband, searching, pleading. Luke leaned against the door, arms crossed, his expression unreadable except for the sharp gleam in his eyes.

“Go ahead,” Luke said finally, his voice low, guttural. “Take it off her.”

Heat shot through Sierra’s chest, down to her core. Her knees nearly buckled. He’s giving permission. He wants this. He’s making me do this.

Tristen growled in satisfaction. With one rough yank, he dragged the red silk down past her hips, past her thighs. Sierra gasped as the cool air hit her soaked skin, her whole body bared except for the heels still strapped to her feet.

The dress pooled uselessly on the floor.

She stood naked now, trembling, her breasts flushed, her pussy slick and glistening under the dim light.

Luke’s jaw clenched, his smirk fading into something darker, more dangerous. His eyes raked over her, pride and jealousy twisting into one. “Look at you, Sierra. My wife. Naked in front of another man because I told you to be.”

Her chest tightened. Her breath came in ragged gasps. Her body burned with shame, but her pussy clenched hard, dripping more at his words. God, I’ve never been this wet. I’ve never been this exposed. And I love it.

Tristen circled her slowly, his eyes devouring every inch. His hand slid over her ass, squeezing hard before slipping lower to spread her folds again, exposing just how messy she was. “Fuck,” he muttered. “She’s dripping down her legs. Never seen anything like it.”

Luke’s smirk returned, thin and sharp. “That’s because she’s mine. I made her this way.”

Tristen’s smirk widened as he crouched in front of her, his rough hands gripping her thighs. Sierra gasped, her heart hammering as he pressed his face closer.

“Oh God…” she whispered, shame choking her. He’s really going to do this. He’s going to put his mouth on me. With Luke watching.

Tristen inhaled deeply, his nose brushing her bare skin. “Jesus,” he muttered, his voice thick. “You’re dripping. Smell like you’ve been aching for me all night.”

Before she could respond, his tongue dragged hot and slow up her slit. Sierra cried out, her knees buckling, her hands flying to the wall behind her for balance.

“Fuck!”

Her thighs trembled as he licked her again, rougher this time, his tongue pushing between her folds, dipping inside. Wet heat exploded through her belly, her pussy clenching around nothing as slick poured down his chin.

Luke’s breath hitched across the room. His smirk faltered, his jaw flexing hard as he watched his wife’s body quake under another man’s tongue. “Look at you, Sierra,” he muttered, voice rough. “Spread wide for him. Drenching his face.”

Tristen groaned low, gripping her thighs tighter as he buried himself deeper. His tongue circled her clit, flicking fast, then slower, teasing her until she whimpered. “Sweet little pussy,” he murmured against her. “Can’t get enough of this.”

Sierra’s head fell back, her cries spilling free, shame and arousal tangled into one desperate sound. Luke’s watching me fall apart. He’s watching me melt on another man’s tongue.

Her pussy pulsed, her body shaking, every nerve burning. She was close—so close she could taste it—her thighs clenching hard around Tristen’s head.

Luke’s voice cut through, sharp, guttural. “Don’t you fucking come yet.”

Her breath hitched. Her body spasmed with need. She whimpered, clinging to the wall. “Luke—please⁠—”

Tristen only chuckled against her, his tongue flicking faster. “She’s right there,” he muttered, voice muffled by her slick. “Can feel her twitching.”

Luke’s smirk twisted into something darker. “Make her beg. I want to hear her choke on how bad she needs it.”

Tristen’s tongue worked her clit mercilessly, fast circles that made Sierra’s knees quake, her thighs squeezing his head. His rough hands held her open, spreading her for his mouth, leaving her no escape.

Her whole body shook. Wetness gushed down her thighs, her breath came in ragged sobs. I can’t—oh God, I can’t hold it⁠—

Luke’s voice cut sharp across the room. “Not yet.”

Her stomach twisted, her pussy clenching hard. She whimpered, pressing her back to the wall, trying to stay upright as Tristen devoured her. Tears stung her eyes from the sheer intensity.

“Luke—please—” she gasped, her voice cracking. “I can’t—please⁠—”

He didn’t move. His eyes burned into hers, his smirk razor sharp. “Say it.”

Tristen growled against her pussy, his tongue plunging deep, then flicking her clit until she cried out again. Sierra’s hands clawed at the wall, her head shaking.

“Say what you are,” Luke demanded, his voice guttural.

Her shame burst like a dam. She sobbed, her voice high, broken. “I’m your slut—your messy, desperate slut—please let me come—please!”

Luke’s chest heaved. His smirk slipped into something raw, his jealousy and pride tangled tight. He stepped forward, his voice rough, almost snarling. “Come for him, Sierra. Come on his tongue while I watch.”

Her body shattered at the words.

She screamed, thighs clamping around Tristen’s head as waves of release tore through her. Slick flooded his mouth, spilling down her legs, her whole body convulsing against the wall.

Tristen groaned low, lapping greedily, his hands digging into her ass to hold her still. “Fuck yes,” he muttered against her, drinking her down. “Messy little slut.”

Luke’s jaw clenched, his hand curling into a fist at his side as he watched his wife’s body quake under another man’s tongue.

Sierra’s vision blurred, her voice hoarse from crying out. She sagged against the wall, trembling, her chest heaving as aftershocks rolled through her.

And Luke’s eyes never left her.

Sierra was still trembling against the wall, her body slick with sweat and release, her thighs wet from Tristen’s tongue. Her chest rose and fell in frantic rhythm, nipples flushed and stiff, her pussy still pulsing with aftershocks.

Tristen stood slowly, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, his grin dark and hungry. “Goddamn,” he muttered, his eyes raking over her shaking frame. “Never tasted anyone that wet before.”

Sierra whimpered, trying to catch her breath, shame flooding her chest even as her pussy clenched for more. Oh God, I came on his tongue. In front of Luke. And I still want it.

Tristen’s hand dropped to his belt, unbuckling it with a sharp clink. His jeans sagged as he shoved them down, freeing his cock—thick, hard, slick already with his own precum.

Her eyes widened, her stomach twisting. He’s really going to fuck me. Right here. Right in front of my husband.

Luke’s smirk was gone now, replaced by something darker, more dangerous. His fists curled at his sides, his jaw flexing hard. But he didn’t move to stop it. His voice came low, guttural, strained with control. “Do it. Show her what she begged for.”

Tristen stepped closer, his hand gripping her chin, forcing her eyes up to his. “You ready for this, sweetheart? Ready to feel me stretch you open while your man watches?”

Sierra’s legs trembled. Her lips parted, her voice breaking. “Yes…”

Tristen groaned low, pressing his cock against her slick folds, sliding it up and down her pussy. Her whole body jolted at the contact, her hips jerking forward helplessly.

Luke’s eyes narrowed, his breath sharp as he watched his wife grind against another man’s cock. Pride and jealousy warred inside him, each breath tight, each second harder to bear.

Tristen smirked, lining himself up at her entrance. “Good girl,” he muttered. “Now let’s see how tight this pussy really is.”

He pushed forward, the thick head of his cock stretching her slowly, parting her folds inch by inch.

Sierra cried out, her nails clawing at the wall, her pussy clenching hard around the intrusion. Wetness streamed down her thighs as her body opened for him. Oh God, he’s inside me. He’s really inside me.

Luke’s voice cut sharp across the room, ragged with need and rage. “Take it, Sierra. Take his cock and remember who put you here.”

Tristen groaned as the swollen head of his cock pushed past Sierra’s slick folds, sinking into her inch by inch. Her body clenched around him, trembling, wet heat coating him as she gasped against the wall.

Her nails scraped at the plaster, her chest arching forward, breasts bouncing with every shaky breath. Oh God, he’s inside me. He’s stretching me. Luke’s watching every second.

Luke’s jaw tightened, his voice guttural, ragged with jealousy and pride. “Take it, Sierra. Take his cock while I watch you come apart.”

The room pulsed with heat, the air thick, every sound sharper—the rasp of Tristen’s breath, Sierra’s broken cry, Luke’s low growl.

And then Tristen shoved deeper.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN




Luke leaned against the door, his fists clenched so tight his knuckles whitened. His jaw ached from how hard he ground his teeth, every muscle in his body coiled tight.

He watched Tristen’s cock sink into Sierra, watched her body stretch around him, wetness coating the thick shaft inch by inch. The sound alone—slick and obscene—made Luke’s blood run hot.

His chest heaved, pride and rage battling in equal measure. That’s my wife. My wife taking another man’s cock. Mine, not his. She’s only this wet because of me. She’s only here because I told her to be.

But jealousy clawed through him all the same. Seeing Tristen’s hands gripping her thighs, seeing her breasts bounce as her body gave way—it made Luke’s vision blur with fury. He wanted to rip her away, shove the bastard against the wall, and remind Sierra whose pussy really belonged to him.

And yet… his cock strained painfully against his jeans, harder than it had ever been. His chest ached with hunger, his skin electric with need. The sight of her opening for another man lit him up in ways he couldn’t deny.

She cried out—high, broken, desperate—and the sound speared straight through him. He smirked despite the rage burning in his chest. That’s it, baby. Scream. Show him what I already know—that no one makes you fall apart like me watching you.

Luke’s breath came rough, ragged. He was shaking with the need to touch her, to claim her, to taste the mess Tristen was making of her. His jealousy was fire in his veins, but it was the kind that burned him alive with lust.

“Fuck,” he muttered under his breath, eyes locked on Sierra. “She’s mine. Every cry, every drop—mine.”

uke’s nails bit into his palms as he clenched his fists tighter, the sound of Sierra’s wetness filling the room with every inch Tristen forced inside her. Each obscene noise hit him like a slap, stoking his fury and his arousal in equal measure.

His cock throbbed painfully, straining against his zipper, demanding release. But he refused to touch himself. Not yet. He needed to feel every sting of this moment raw.

Look at her. My wife. My sweet Sierra, spread open for another man. Taking him deeper than she’s ever taken anyone but me. She looks ruined already, and he’s barely started.

The thought made his stomach twist, made his vision pulse red with jealousy. But at the same time, his heart hammered with hunger, his chest alive with heat. His wife’s gasps, her trembling thighs, the way her nipples stood flushed and stiff—it all belonged to him, even while Tristen used her body.

When this is over, she’s mine again. I’ll drag her into the car, taste the cum dripping out of her, fuck her until she can’t stand. I’ll make sure she remembers who she belongs to.

The image of it made his cock twitch, a groan slipping past his lips. He smirked, dark and hungry. Go ahead, Sierra. Fall apart for him. Because when he’s done, I’ll make you beg to be filled again. And you’ll beg me this time.

He shifted his weight against the door, eyes narrowing, watching every desperate cry, every roll of her hips.

“Fuck,” he muttered under his breath, his voice low, guttural. “She’s never looked hotter. Never sounded filthier. Goddamn, I’m going to break her when I get her back.”

Sierra’s nails clawed at the wall, her chest arched forward, her breasts bouncing with each ragged breath. Tristen’s cock stretched her wide, sliding deeper inch by inch until she thought she might split apart.

A broken cry tore from her throat. God, he’s so thick. He’s filling me. He’s really inside me—and Luke’s watching every second.

Her pussy clenched hard around him, slick gushing down her thighs. The obscene sound of it filled the small room, echoing louder than the pounding of her heart. She felt ruined already, stretched and dripping, every nerve alight with pleasure and shame.

Tristen groaned, gripping her hips tighter, dragging her back against him. “Shit, you’re tight. Squeezing me like you’ve been starving for cock.”

She whimpered, her face burning. I’m soaking him. I can feel myself spilling down his shaft. Oh God, I can’t hide how much I want it.

Her eyes flicked toward Luke—leaning against the door, fists clenched, jaw tight. His smirk had gone darker, sharper, but his eyes burned like fire, locked on where Tristen’s cock split her open.

The sight made her pussy clench harder, made wet heat pour out of her. Shame knifed through her chest, but so did hunger. He’s watching me be used. He’s making me stay open for another man. And it’s making me wetter than I’ve ever been.

Tristen grunted, pulling back just far enough to slam in again, harder this time. Sierra’s cry rang off the walls, high and desperate, her nails dragging down the plaster.

Her breasts bounced, her thighs quaked, her whole body trembling with every thrust. She could feel Luke’s stare on her, hot and consuming, feeding her need even as it burned her with guilt.

I’m falling apart. I’m his wife, and I’m falling apart on another man’s cock.

Tristen’s hands tightened on her hips, but instead of slamming, he shifted his weight and sank into a slow, grinding rhythm. The tip of him stayed buried, then pulled back half an inch and pressed forward in a deliberate, torturous slide that left her feeling both filled and teased.

Sierra’s breath hitched. The change was worse than force—this slow, steady friction stroked places that stabbed straight through her shame into something feral. Her whole body reacted before her brain could protest. Her hips rocked, chasing the movement even as she tried to brace against it.

“God,” Tristen murmured, low and satisfied. “You feel so good when you squirm.”

She couldn’t answer. Words tangled in the heat pooling at the base of her spine. Every pull and press of his hips rubbed her clit against his pelvis, the silk-thin sensation of flesh on flesh making her thighs tremble. The pressure made her toes curl. Her hands found the nearest bit of wood and dug in until her fingernails ached.

He’s not pummeling me. He’s making me writhe, she thought, breathless and dizzy. This is worse—slower and smarter. He can feel every little shiver I make.

Luke watched from the doorway, the slow grind pushing him almost as much as it did her. He could see the way her back arched, the way her mouth fell open with each press. Pride rolled through him in hot waves—this was his work, his dare—and jealousy flared like a torch. He wanted to yank Tristen off and take her then and there, to barrel into her with the same urgent hunger, but that would ruin the scene he’d set. He swallowed the need down, letting the ache twist in his gut.

Tristen shifted his hand to the front of her thigh and stroked upward in rhythm with the grinding, his palm tracing the path her juices were making, leaving a damp trail. He watched her face as if cataloguing every flutter and gasp.

“You like that, don’t you?” he whispered against the shell of her ear. “You like being watched while you melt for someone else.”

Sierra’s throat bobbed. Tears clung to her lashes from the earlier releases, and now a fresh, hot tremor threatened to tear loose. “Yes,” she gasped. The word was barely a sound, but it was true—filthy, humiliating, undeniable.

Tristen dipped his head and kissed the side of her neck, a deliberate, possessive press. “Say it,” he urged. “Say you want me.”

She choked on the confession, heart hammering. “I want you,” she breathed, and the admission felt like both a surrender and a blade.

Luke’s jaw tightened at her words. “Say it louder,” he rasped, not stepping forward but letting his demand carry. His voice was rough around the edges, hungry. “Say his name and say mine. Say what you want us to do to you.”

For a moment, Sierra only felt the world as rhythm: his hips, his hand, the wet slick that connected them. Then the room narrowed to the two men who held her—the man grinding slow inside her, the man who’d pushed her into this and watched it happen. She opened her mouth, each syllable a small surrender.

“Tristen,” she said, breathless. “Luke. I want you both. I want him inside me, and I want you watching.”

Tristen hummed appreciatively and increased the pressure just a notch, driving the head of him into the spot that made her toes curl. The movement was gentle enough to be merciless. Sierra’s whole body twisted in response; a low moan tore out of her before she could stop it.

Luke’s hand tightened against his beer bottle on the counter until the glass rattled. He didn’t move away—he didn’t need to. The sight of Sierra naming them both, the way her voice went thin and wrecked, drove something sharp and satisfied through him. He let himself imagine pulling her into the car later, making her tastes his alone, but for now the watching was everything.

Tristen leaned forward, lips brushing her collarbone. “Messy for me,” he said, savoring the word. “So sloppy. I could fuck you slow all night and you’d still be crying for more.”

Sierra’s knees threatened to give. The slow grind had already ground away her pretense; every word, every press of his pelvis made her squirm harder. She felt ridiculous and feral at once—ashamed that she enjoyed the exposure, incandescent with wanting.

When Tristen changed the angle, that little pivot of his hips knocked her breath out. He found the exact spot to press and held it there, long, delicious pressure that had her jaw clench. Her fingers dug deeper into the wood, nails raking, while the wet warmth soaked his stomach where he pressed against her.

“Please,” she whispered, not sure who she begged—him, Luke, herself.

Tristen’s hand cupped her jaw, thumb stroking her lip. “Not yet,” he breathed, a smile in his whisper. “I want you to wobble for me.”

Sierra’s shoulders shook. She was unmoored, trembling at the edge of everything. The room hummed with the small, obscene music of their bodies—squeaks, breaths, the slick sound of heat on skin. She wanted to beg full-throatedly, to collapse and give everything away, but Tristen’s deliberate cruelty kept her circling the edge, and Luke’s presence kept the shame bright as a brand.

She squirmed again, desperate and small and craving, each slow slide of Tristen pressing her closer to a breaking point she knew she couldn’t hold for long.

Sierra’s nails dug grooves into the plaster, her body writhing helplessly under Tristen’s slow, deliberate thrusts. Every drag of his cock set her nerves alight, every pause made her wetter, needier.

Luke’s stare seared her from across the room, sharp as a blade, heavy as a brand. She couldn’t escape it—her husband watching her squirm, watching her beg without words.

Her thighs quaked, her body burned, her voice cracked into a whisper. “Please…”

Tristen only chuckled against her ear, hips grinding in a cruel, perfect rhythm. “Not yet, sweetheart. Not until I make you scream.”

Her whole body trembled on the edge, every nerve stretched thin. The waiting was its own kind of torture, and she knew she couldn’t hold much longer.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN




Tristen’s growl cut through the silence, raw and hungry. “Enough teasing.”

His grip on Sierra’s hips tightened, bruising, and in one sharp movement he yanked her back against him. His cock drove deep, no hesitation, no mercy.

Sierra screamed, the sound echoing off the walls. Her body slammed against the wall, breasts bouncing, nails scraping down the plaster as her pussy stretched to take him.

“Oh God—!” she gasped, her legs shaking, her whole body jolting with the force of him.

Tristen didn’t slow. He pounded into her, rough and relentless, each thrust pushing her harder against the wall. The room filled with the wet slap of skin on skin, her cries mingling with his grunts.

Luke’s breath caught at the sight, his fists curling tight at his sides. His smirk was gone—now his jaw flexed, his eyes burning with rage and lust as he watched his wife take another man’s cock in brutal rhythm.

She’s mine, he thought, chest heaving. Every scream, every drop soaking his cock—it’s all mine. And when he’s done, I’ll fucking show her.

Sierra’s vision blurred with tears, her body breaking under the pace. Shame, heat, guilt, and hunger tangled in her chest, leaving only one truth—she couldn’t stop. She didn’t want to stop.

Each thrust drove her closer, her pussy clenching tighter, slick gushing down her thighs. Her voice broke in a desperate cry: “Luke—oh God—Luke!”

Tristen’s cock slammed into her again, the sound of wet flesh echoing in the cramped room. Sierra’s body jolted with each thrust, her breasts bouncing wildly, her nails clawing at the wall for something to hold onto.

Her cries came ragged, high-pitched, breaking with every snap of his hips. “Oh God—oh God—so deep—” She couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe past the brutal rhythm splitting her open. Her pussy clenched hard, milking him, her slick pouring down her thighs with every thrust.

The shame was scorching, but so was the heat that burned through her belly. And when her voice finally broke into a sob, the name that tore free wasn’t the man inside her.

“Luke!”

Her husband’s name ripped from her throat in a scream that echoed off the walls.

Luke’s chest heaved, his hands curling into fists against the door. The sound of his name on her lips, screamed while another man’s cock wrecked her, speared straight through his chest.

His jaw clenched tight, his eyes narrowed on her trembling body. Pride and fury tangled in his gut, molten and unbearable. She’s screaming for me. Not him. Me. Even while he’s inside her, she still belongs to me.

Tristen groaned, his hands bruising her hips as he pounded harder. “Fuck, she’s tight. She’s squeezing me like she doesn’t want to let go.”

Sierra sobbed, her body shattering under the pace. Her skin slapped against his with each brutal thrust, every sound a humiliating soundtrack to her surrender. Yet her mind screamed with one truth—Luke’s watching. Luke’s listening. Luke’s the one I’m really giving this to.

Her knees buckled, her voice hoarse, but still she cried out again, desperate, raw. “Luke!”

Luke’s cock strained painfully in his jeans, his chest burning with the need to tear Tristen off her and bury himself in her dripping pussy. But he held still, his voice a guttural growl. “That’s right. Keep saying my name while he fucks you. Let him know who you really belong to.”

Sierra’s pussy clenched harder at the command, wetness spilling down her thighs as she screamed again, her body convulsing against the wall.

Luke’s eyes burned hotter, his fists trembling with the fight to stay back. When he’s done, she’s mine. Every inch of her. Every drop dripping out of her. Mine.

Tristen’s pace turned savage, his hips snapping against her ass, the wet slap echoing in the small room. Sierra’s body jolted forward with every thrust, her nails leaving deep gouges in the plaster.

Her breasts bounced wildly, sweat dripping down her flushed chest. Her cries grew higher, more frantic, her voice breaking apart. I can’t take it—God, I can’t—he’s splitting me—he’s ruining me⁠—

Tristen groaned, his cock driving deeper, his grip bruising on her hips. “You feel that? That’s me owning this pussy. Squeezing me so hard, dripping like you can’t get enough.”

Her vision blurred, her whole body trembling. Heat exploded low in her belly, her pussy pulsing tight around him. She couldn’t hold back. She didn’t want to.

“Oh God—Luke—I’m gonna⁠—”

Luke’s chest heaved, his fists curling tight, his cock straining hard. His eyes burned with fire as he watched her break apart, screaming his name while another man’s cock wrecked her.

“Come,” he growled, his voice sharp, guttural. “Come on his cock, Sierra. Let him feel what only I can give you.”

The command hit like lightning. Sierra screamed, her body convulsing, pussy clamping hard around Tristen as slick gushed down her thighs. Her whole body shook violently, collapsing against the wall as waves of release tore through her.

Tristen groaned, gritting his teeth as she milked him, her tight spasms dragging him deeper. “Fuck—she’s squeezing me like she wants to rip my cock off—” He slammed harder, grinding into her as her orgasm poured out over him.

Sierra sobbed, her legs trembling, her voice hoarse from screaming. I came—I came so hard—with him inside me—and Luke watching⁠—

Luke’s jaw flexed, his eyes locked on the mess dripping down her thighs, his wife convulsing around another man’s cock. Pride burned hot, but so did fury. She looks ruined. But she’s mine. Mine to put back together. Mine to reclaim.

Tristen’s groan rumbled low in his chest, his thrusts sharp and deep as Sierra spasmed around him. Her pussy clamped down hard, pulsing with every wave of release, milking his cock in a desperate rhythm.

“Fuck,” he muttered, gritting his teeth, his grip bruising her hips. “She’s wringing me dry.”

But he didn’t let go. He held himself back, sweat dripping down his temples as he growled through clenched teeth. His cock throbbed inside her, heavy and straining, but he refused to spill.

Sierra sagged against the wall, her whole body trembling, her voice hoarse from crying out. Her pussy still clenched around him in aftershocks, wetness slicking down her thighs, soaking his jeans where their bodies met. I came so hard—I’m still shaking—I can’t stop shaking⁠—

Luke’s breath came ragged, chest heaving as he leaned against the door. His fists were tight, his jaw locked, his cock straining painfully in his jeans. He watched every tremor of her body, every shiver of her thighs, every drip that ran down Tristen’s cock and onto the floor.

She looks wrecked. My wife looks ruined. And I let this happen. I made this happen.

His smirk returned, sharp and dark. But beneath it, his eyes burned with fire, jealousy simmering like a storm ready to break. He won’t finish inside her. Not yet. That’s mine. That’s for me.

Tristen chuckled breathlessly, leaning close to Sierra’s ear. “Messy little slut. You just soaked my cock like I’ve never seen before. Bet your husband’s never watched you fall apart like that.”

Luke’s jaw tightened, his fists curling tighter. Careful, he thought, heat roaring in his chest. Say one more word like that, and I’ll rip you off her myself.

Sierra whimpered, her face pressed to the wall, her body still trembling. But even through the exhaustion, her pussy clenched again, aching for more.

And Luke saw it.

She’s not done. She’s still hungry. And she’s mine to finish.

Tristen’s groans deepened, his thrusts losing rhythm as his grip tightened bruisingly around Sierra’s hips. “Shit—fuck—can’t hold it⁠—”

Before she could process, he slammed deep and stayed there. His cock pulsed hard, twitching inside her. Hot release surged into her pussy in thick waves, filling her to the brim.

Sierra gasped, her back arching, her nails dragging helplessly down the wall. Oh God—he’s coming inside me—he’s filling me⁠—

Warmth flooded her, gushing around his cock and dripping down her thighs. The wet sound was obscene, sticky and slick as Tristen groaned against her shoulder.

Luke froze at the sight, every muscle in his body seizing. His fists clenched so tight his knuckles cracked, his jaw grinding until his teeth ached. His eyes locked on the mess spilling out of his wife’s pussy—thick, white, leaking down her trembling legs.

He came inside her. He dared to fucking spill inside what belongs to me.

Jealousy scorched his veins, sharp and brutal. Rage curled hot in his chest, but so did something darker—hunger, raw and unbearable. His cock throbbed in his jeans, harder than it had ever been.

Tristen groaned, pulling halfway out, only for more cum to gush free, dripping to the floor. He chuckled breathlessly, smacking Sierra’s ass with a rough hand. “Fuck—tightest pussy I’ve ever been in. Couldn’t help myself.”

Luke’s vision blurred red. He pushed off the door, his boots heavy against the floor as he closed the distance in sharp, controlled steps. His voice was guttural, shaking with fury and lust.

“You’re done.”

Tristen smirked, still catching his breath. “Yeah, she’s all yours now, man.”

Luke’s eyes narrowed, burning holes into Sierra—her body quaking, her thighs slick with another man’s cum. His cock throbbed painfully, his chest heaving. She’s wrecked. She’s ruined. And now I’m going to take her back.

He gripped Sierra’s wrist, yanking her back from the wall, spinning her to face him. His lips crushed to hers in a bruising kiss, his tongue claiming her mouth as his hands dragged over her sticky thighs.

The taste of her moan, the scent of sex, the sight of cum dripping down her legs—it all drove him over the edge. His kiss was a promise and a punishment.

Now she’s mine again.

Luke’s kiss broke with a growl, his hand clamping tight around Sierra’s wrist. She gasped, her legs still trembling, slick and cum dripping down her thighs.

“Luke—”

“Not here,” he snapped, his voice guttural, shaking with fury and need. “You’re mine. You’re fucking mine. And he doesn’t get to watch this part.”

Before she could answer, he yanked her toward the door. Tristen leaned back against the wall, smirking, but Luke didn’t spare him a glance. His entire focus was locked on Sierra—his ruined, glistening, shaking wife.

The hallway blurred around her, her heels scraping against the floor as he hauled her forward. Her chest heaved, her breasts still bare, the bunched red dress clinging uselessly at her hips. She was flushed, wrecked, dripping, and her husband dragged her through the bar like a man possessed.

The night air hit her skin sharp and cool when they spilled outside. Luke didn’t stop. His grip never loosened. The parking lot was half-empty, shadows stretching long under the flickering lights.

He shoved her up against the car, his mouth crashing to hers again, his kiss messy, devouring. His hands dragged over her ass, spreading the slick mess that still leaked between her thighs, smearing it over her skin.

Sierra whimpered into his mouth, her body melting into his rough grip. Her chest ached with shame, but her pussy clenched hard, wetter than ever. He’s furious. He’s jealous. And he’s about to claim me harder than he ever has.

Luke broke the kiss with a snarl, his voice low and rough in her ear. “Get in the car.”

Her stomach flipped. She scrambled into the back seat, her body still trembling, her skin hot and sticky. The second she was inside, Luke followed, slamming the door shut behind them.

The car was dark, the air heavy with their ragged breathing. Luke loomed over her, his hands already tugging the ruined red dress down her legs and throwing it aside.

His eyes were wild, his chest heaving, his cock straining painfully against his jeans. He grabbed her thighs, spreading them wide, staring at the mess between them—cum still dripping from her swollen pussy.

“Look at you,” he growled, his voice rough with rage and lust. “Wrecked. Used. And now I’m going to fuck you until every drop of him is gone.”

Sierra gasped, her whole body shaking as his words ripped through her. Shame burned in her chest, but so did unbearable hunger. Yes. God, yes. Take me. Make me yours again.


CHAPTER NINETEEN




The car rocked under Luke’s weight as he shoved Sierra back against the seat, her thighs spread wide, her body slick and ruined. His hands gripped her hips like he could crush them, his jaw tight, his eyes burning hot with fury and need.

His cock was already out, hard and throbbing, the head brushing against her messy folds. Cum still clung to her pussy, dripping down her thighs in thick, humiliating streaks.

Luke growled low, his voice guttural. “You feel that? That’s not yours anymore. That’s mine. All mine.”

And with no warning, he slammed into her.

Sierra screamed, her back arching off the seat as his cock drove deep, shoving past the wet mess already filling her. The stretch was brutal, overwhelming—her pussy clenched tight around him, squeezing slick and cum out onto his shaft.

“Oh God—Luke!” she cried, her voice raw.

He didn’t slow. His hips snapped forward again, harder, the sound of wet skin smacking echoing in the cramped car. Cum spilled out with every thrust, dripping down his cock, soaking his thighs.

Luke’s growl cut through the air, his words ragged. “Hear that? That’s me fucking you clean. Every drop of him—mine now.”

Her body convulsed, the obscene wetness making every thrust louder, filthier. She sobbed, her hands clawing at his back, her whole body shuddering as he took her. He’s furious. He’s claiming me. He’s erasing him from me.

Luke’s lips crashed to hers again, teeth clashing, his kiss rough and messy. His tongue filled her mouth the same way his cock filled her pussy—domineering, demanding, punishing and worshipping all at once.

The car rocked harder with his thrusts, the windows fogging with their breath, the air heavy with sex and sweat.

Her pussy pulsed around him, soaked and spasming, every nerve on fire. She screamed his name again, desperate, broken. “Luke—Luke—I’m yours—I’m always yours!”

Luke’s chest heaved, his cock slamming deep, his voice guttural in her ear. “Damn right you are. Say it again.”

Her throat burned, her voice cracked, but she obeyed, screaming the words between sobs as his cock drove into her. “I’m yours—only yours—fuck me, Luke!”

Luke’s thrusts came savage, brutal, shaking the car with each snap of his hips. His cock slammed deep, driving out slick with every stroke. The wet squelch of it filled the cramped space, obscene and relentless.

Sierra sobbed against the seat, her nails clawing at the upholstery, her breasts bouncing with every brutal thrust. Shame and hunger tangled in her chest, every nerve sparking as he wrecked her body. He’s fucking me like I belong to him. Because I do. God, I do.

Luke’s voice was a growl in her ear, ragged with rage and lust. “Soaked. Wrecked. Messy with his cum. And still, this pussy is mine.”

His hand gripped her throat, tilting her face up to him. He kissed her hard, biting her lip, then pulled back just enough to snarl, “Say it.”

Her voice cracked, breathless. “It’s yours—only yours—fuck, Luke, it’s yours!”

He slammed into her harder, the car rocking with the force. Cum spilled around his cock, leaking onto the seat, the filthy sound of it loud and humiliating.

Luke groaned, his chest heaving. “That’s right. You’re mine to ruin. Mine to fuck raw. Mine to fill.”

Sierra’s pussy clenched violently around him, her whole body trembling. Wet heat poured down her thighs, mixing with his thrusts. Her cries grew higher, more frantic, her voice breaking with each snap of his hips.

“Oh God—Luke—I’m⁠—”

“Come,” he growled, his hand gripping her ass, dragging her down onto his cock. “Come for me, Sierra. Come on my cock while I fuck every drop of him out of you.”

Her scream split the air, her body convulsing violently as orgasm tore through her. Her pussy pulsed hard, milking his cock, gushing slick and cum all over him.

Luke’s eyes darkened, his thrusts turning desperate, his cock pounding into her with brutal force. “Fuck—so tight—so messy—” His groan broke into a snarl as he shoved deep and held there.

His cock pulsed hard, release surging into her in thick, hot waves. Cum spilled deep, mixing with what Tristen left, overflowing until it streamed down her thighs.

Luke’s jaw clenched, his voice guttural as his body shook. “There. Now you’re full of me. Only me.”

Sierra sobbed, trembling, wrecked beneath him. Her pussy quivered around his cock, her body raw, her voice broken as she gasped his name.

The car stank of sex and sweat, windows fogged, their bodies tangled in mess and heat.

And Luke didn’t let her go. His hands gripped her hips hard, holding her in place, his chest pressed to hers, his cock still buried deep. She’s mine. She’ll always be mine.

Sierra lay sprawled across the back seat, her chest heaving, her body still trembling from the storm Luke had unleashed inside her. Her thighs ached from being forced wide, her pussy throbbed raw and dripping with the thick mix of two men, and every inch of her skin burned from the rough way he’d held her down and taken her.

Her lips were swollen from his kisses, her throat scraped from screaming his name. Tears streaked her cheeks—half from the overwhelming pleasure, half from the sheer intensity of being wrecked by him.

God, he fucked me like I wasn’t his wife but his property. Like I was something he had to reclaim, had to brand with his cock. And I let him. I wanted it.

Shame coiled in her chest, hot and heavy. She could still feel Tristen inside her, still feel the way he filled her first, still hear his groan when he came. But stronger than that was the memory of Luke dragging her out, snarling, You’re mine.

Her pussy clenched weakly at the thought, a shiver running through her wrecked body. I’m ruined. I’m used. And I’ve never felt more his.

She tilted her head, watching him through the fogged glass of the car. His chest still rose and fell hard, his jaw tight, his eyes burning with something sharp and dangerous.

He looked like a man who could break her again. And she knew—if he demanded it—she would let him.

Her body ached, her throat raw, but her heart pounded with something almost terrifying. Hunger. Need. I want more. I shouldn’t—but I do. I want more.


CHAPTER TWENTY




The car was silent except for their ragged breaths. The windows were fogged, the seats damp with sweat and cum, the air thick with the smell of sex. Sierra lay slumped against the leather, her chest rising and falling in uneven gasps, her body still twitching from aftershocks.

Luke hovered above her, his hands still gripping her hips, his cock still buried deep. His jaw was tight, his chest heaved, but the wild fire in his eyes had dimmed into something softer.

He studied her face—her flushed cheeks, swollen lips, tear-streaked skin. She looked wrecked. Beautiful. His.

His grip loosened. One rough hand that had claimed her moments ago now brushed gently across her damp cheek, wiping away a stray tear with his thumb. “Sierra,” he murmured, his voice hoarse but tender.

Her eyes fluttered open, heavy and glassy. Shame burned through her chest, but when she met his gaze, what she saw wasn’t anger—it was something deeper, steadier.

Luke leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to her lips. Not punishing, not devouring—just a kiss, slow and anchoring. His forehead rested against hers as he whispered, “Mine. Always mine.”

Her throat tightened. Her hands lifted weakly, clutching at his shirt, pulling him closer. Tears welled in her eyes again, not from shame this time but from the sheer weight of what she felt.

He trailed his lips down her cheek, to her jaw, to the damp skin of her throat. His kisses were softer now, reverent, almost apologetic for the storm he’d just unleashed. Each press of his mouth whispered what his rough words had shouted: I love you. I need you. I’ll never let you go.

Sierra’s body still ached, her thighs sticky, her pussy raw and dripping, but in his arms she felt held, claimed, worshipped.

“Luke,” she whispered, her voice cracked and trembling. “You… you broke me.”

His lips found hers again, tender but fierce. “Then I’ll be the one to put you back together.”

Luke’s lips lingered against hers, tender and slow, his breath mingling with hers. His hands, once rough and demanding, now traced over her body with reverence, cupping her cheek, sliding down her damp skin as though she might break if he pressed too hard.

Sierra’s chest tightened. Her body still throbbed from the brutality of what he’d done, her thighs sticky, her pussy sore and dripping—but his touch now made her ache in a different way. A softer way.

“Luke,” she whispered, her voice cracking. “I thought… I thought I’d lost you in there.”

He shook his head, kissing her jaw, her throat, the swell of her breast. His voice was low, steady. “Never. You’re mine, Sierra. Even when I let you go, even when I make you do things that tear me apart, you’re still mine.”

Her eyes stung. Tears slid hot down her cheeks, mixing with the sweat on her skin. He means it. God, he means it. Even with another man inside me, I was still his. I always will be.

His cock was still inside her, but his movements slowed, gentle now, rocking into her with a tenderness that made her shiver. Each slow thrust stretched her sore body, filled her, soothed her.

She gasped softly, her lips parting. “It feels different now. Like you’re… like you’re holding me together.”

Luke’s forehead pressed to hers, his lips brushing her mouth with each breath. “That’s all I want. To put you back together after I break you. To remind you who you belong to, but also remind you who loves you.”

Her heart squeezed. Shame still lingered—images of Tristen’s cock, his hands, his groans—but Luke’s eyes on hers burned hotter than any memory. His love drowned out everything else.

Her monologue fluttered inside her chest, desperate and raw. I thought letting someone else inside me would ruin us. But it hasn’t. It’s made him fiercer. It’s made me feel wanted in a way I never imagined. And right now, it’s only him. Only Luke.

She clutched his shoulders, her nails pressing into his skin as she rocked with him. “I love you,” she whispered, tears spilling. “Even when I’m filthy, even when I’m ruined—I love you.”

Luke’s voice cracked, his rhythm slow but deep. “I love you too, Sierra. God, I’ve never loved you more than I do right now.”

Their lips met again, soft, lingering, as his cock stroked her slow and careful, each thrust filled with reverence instead of rage. The car no longer rocked violently, but swayed gently with the rhythm of their bodies, their breaths syncing, their words dissolving into kisses.

For the first time that night, Sierra felt whole again.

The car hummed as Luke drove, his hand resting firmly on Sierra’s bare thigh. She leaned against the cool glass of the window, her hair damp with sweat, her body still sore and sticky beneath the dress he’d shoved back onto her.

The silence stretched for miles, heavy but not cold. Her chest ached with the weight of everything—Tristen’s hands, his cock, Luke’s rage, the way she’d screamed both men’s names—but when she looked at her husband’s profile, sharp and calm in the glow of the dashboard lights, the shame ebbed.

“I can’t stop thinking about it,” she whispered, her voice hoarse.

Luke’s thumb traced lazy circles on her thigh, his eyes still on the road. “Good. Neither can I.”

Her heart thumped. “Does it… does it make you hate me?”

He finally turned his head, just enough for her to see the truth burning in his gaze. “Hate you? No. I hate him. I hate that he touched you. But you? You’re the reason I can’t stop shaking. You’re the reason I’m harder for you now than I’ve ever been in my life.”

Her throat tightened. Heat spread through her chest, soft and dizzying. He doesn’t hate me. He wants me. God, he still wants me.

She placed her hand over his on her thigh, threading her fingers with his. “I’ve never felt closer to you, Luke. Even when I was begging for him… all I could think about was you.”

His jaw clenched, but his grip on her hand tightened. “I know. I could hear it in your screams.”

The car fell back into silence, but now it was warm, thick with love instead of shame.

At home, Luke guided her straight to the bathroom. Clothes peeled away, sticky fabric tossed aside. The hot water came down hard, steam filling the space as they stepped beneath the spray.

Sierra let the water run over her, washing away the sweat, the cum, the mess of another man. She leaned into Luke’s chest, her cheek against his heartbeat, her arms weak around his waist.

He held her close, his lips brushing her wet hair. His hands smoothed over her skin, not claiming now, not bruising, but cleansing, soothing. “Mine,” he whispered again, softer this time. “Even clean, even ruined—you’re mine.”

Her chest swelled with a warmth that made her tears blend with the shower spray. “Yours,” she echoed, her voice trembling. “Always yours.”

His fingers tilted her chin up, and he kissed her again—slow, lingering, like they had all the time in the world. Not rage, not jealousy, not even lust. Just love.

And in the soft rhythm of water and breath, Sierra finally felt at peace.


EPILOGUE




The hotel suite gleamed with polished marble and city lights spilling in through the tall windows. Sierra curled into the plush armchair in nothing but Luke’s white button-down shirt, her bare legs tucked beneath her, a glass of champagne in hand.

Luke stood by the minibar, pouring his own drink, his eyes flicking to her every few seconds. Even after everything, he couldn’t stop watching her—like she might disappear if he blinked too long.

She smirked over the rim of her glass. “You’re staring again.”

“Always will,” he said simply, sipping his drink. “You’re mine. Why wouldn’t I?”

Her heart swelled, but she couldn’t resist a playful tilt of her head toward the lobby bar they’d passed on their way up. “That man downstairs—the one in the black suit? He looked at me like he wanted to eat me alive.”

Luke’s brow arched, his smirk sharp. “Yeah. I noticed.”

She leaned back, teasing, letting the shirt fall open just enough to expose the curve of her breast. “What would you do if I let him buy me a drink?”

His jaw flexed, but his eyes gleamed. He crossed the room in a few strides, leaning down until his mouth brushed her ear. “I’d make him watch while I took you upstairs and reminded you who you scream for.”

Her laugh was soft, breathless, the sound tangled with a shiver. God, even now, he can turn me inside out with just a whisper.

She caught his tie, tugging him closer, eyes dancing. “Maybe next time, I’ll pick the dare. You wouldn’t want to see me take control for once?”

Luke’s smirk widened as he pressed his lips to hers in a slow, consuming kiss. “Baby, I’d follow you anywhere. But don’t forget—when it’s over, you’ll still be mine to reclaim.”

Her pussy clenched at the word, heat rushing through her belly. She kissed him again, letting the champagne glass slip forgotten to the carpet.

Outside, the city glowed. Inside, they whispered, laughed, teased—plotting futures filled with love, fire, and dares that belonged to no one but them.
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