
    
      
        
      

    





    
        
          Savage Pull

        

        
        
          A Hotwife Public Fantasy, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Ember Everly

        

        
          Published by Ember Everly, 2025.

        

    





  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SAVAGE PULL

    

    
      First edition. October 5, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Ember Everly.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232247164

    

    
    
      Written by Ember Everly.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  




Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Book 3 - Savage Pull

Sign up for Ember Everly's Mailing List

Further Reading: Fated Surrender

Also By Ember Everly



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Book 3 - Savage Pull



[image: ]


The soft, rhythmic squeak of the floorboard under Jared’s foot was the only sound in the sun-drenched kitchen. Alyssa watched him from the table, a smile playing on her lips as he moved with a focused intensity, packing a wicker basket with meticulous care. He lined up two stainless-steel travel mugs of coffee next to a container of the strawberries she’d washed herself.

“You’re treating this picnic like a military operation,” she said, her voice warm and teasing.

He paused, a faint blush creeping up his neck. “I just want it to be perfect. It’s a beautiful morning.”

It was. The early Sunday light streamed through the bay window, catching the dust motes dancing in the air and setting Alyssa’s blonde hair ablaze. She stood and wrapped her arms around his waist from behind, pressing her cheek against the soft cotton of his t-shirt. She felt the steady, familiar thump of his heart. This. This was happiness. Simple, domestic, and complete.

“It already is perfect,” she murmured into his back.

The park was nearly deserted, just as Jared had predicted. They found their spot under the generous shade of an old oak tree, its branches a sprawling canopy against the brightening blue sky. A blanket worn soft from years of use was spread on the grass. They ate flaky croissants and fed each other strawberries, their fingers sticky with juice. It was idyllic, peaceful. But Alyssa sensed a tension in Jared, a slight stiffness in his posture that hadn’t been there in the kitchen.

He was unusually quiet, his gaze not on the scenery but firmly on her. It was a look of such deep, aching want, but it felt different from his usual desire.

“Okay,” she finally said, brushing crumbs from her linen shorts. “What’s going on in that head of yours? You’ve been quiet since we left the house.”

Jared took a deep breath, his fingers tracing the rim of his coffee mug. He couldn’t meet her eyes. “I... I have something I need to tell you. Something I’ve been thinking about. A lot.”

Alyssa’s playful mood shifted into something more cautious. “That sounds serious. You’re not having an affair, are you?” she asked, only half-joking.

“God, no. Alyssa, no.” His head snapped up, his eyes wide with sincerity. “It’s nothing like that. It’s... the opposite, actually.” He faltered, running a hand through his dark hair. “It’s a fantasy. One I’ve been too... too scared to tell you about.”

She remained silent, giving him the space to find the words. Her heart was beating a little faster now.

“It’s about you,” he continued, his voice dropping to a low, intimate murmur meant only for her. “It’s always about you. It’s about... seeing you. The way other men see you.” He finally looked at her, and the raw vulnerability in his gaze made her breath catch. “I was thinking, here, now... this park. It’s so public, but so private in this little corner. What if... what if you were here with someone else?”

Alyssa blinked. “Someone else? Jared, what are you talking about?”

“Another man,” he said, the words coming out in a rushed, nervous exhale. “A stranger. Someone who sees you, this incredible woman on a blanket, and can’t help himself. He comes over. He talks to you. And you... you let him.”

She stared at him, her mind scrambling to process it. The warmth of the sun suddenly felt oppressive. “You want to watch me with another man?” The question hung in the air, heavy and unbelievable.

“Not just watch,” he clarified, his voice gaining a sliver of confidence now that the secret was out. “I want to see you experience that thrill. The danger of it. The risk that someone might walk by and see you. That I’m watching. I want to see you get lost in it, to feel desired in that wild, illicit way. It would be for us. Something we share.”

Alyssa felt a jumble of emotions crash over her. Concern, first and foremost. “Are you... are you unhappy with me? With us? Is this because you’re bored?”

“No! God, no, Lys.” He reached out and took her hand, his grip firm and reassuring. “I have never been more happy or more in love. That’s why this is so powerful. Because I know you’re mine. This would just be... a game. The hottest, most intense game. It’s because I adore every inch of you that I want to see you worshipped, even if it’s by someone else’s hands for a little while. To see that look on your face...”

Her initial shock began to recede, replaced by a prickling, unsettling curiosity. She thought of the way men’s eyes sometimes lingered on her at the grocery store or the gym. A glance she’d always quickly dismissed, a sudden warmth in her cheeks she’d attribute to annoyance. But now, through Jared’s eyes, she tried to see it differently. Not as a threat, but as a... compliment. A testament.

“The risk of being seen...” she whispered, more to herself than to him. The idea sent an involuntary, shocking thrill straight down her spine, settling low in her belly. It was a feeling she immediately tried to quash. “Jared, that’s... I’d be so exposed. What if it was someone we know? The humiliation...”

“That’s part of it,” he admitted, his thumb stroking the inside of her wrist. “The fear, the adrenaline... it would all just make it more intense. For you. For me, watching you navigate that... it would be the most incredible thing I’ve ever seen.”

She pulled her hand back, wrapping her arms around her knees. She looked out across the empty park, but she wasn’t seeing the green grass or the distant pond. She was seeing a strange, handsome face leaning close to hers. She was feeling a stranger’s hand, rougher than Jared’s, on her bare thigh. She was hearing the murmur of a voice that wasn’t her husband’s, saying things only a lover would say.

A hot flush spread across her chest. This is crazy. This is inappropriate. This is...

“...intriguing.”

The word was out of her mouth before she could stop it. She turned to look at Jared, her blue eyes wide with a mixture of trepidation and a dawning, undeniable interest.

“I... I don’t understand it,” she said, her voice hushed. “The why of it. But I can’t stop thinking about the... the how.” A shiver ran through her, and this time, she didn’t try to stop it. “What... what would it feel like? To have his eyes on me, knowing you were watching him watch me? To feel his hands...”

The silence that followed Jared’s confession was a living thing, humming between them on the park bench. Alyssa could still feel the ghost of his words on her skin, a phantom touch that made her nipples harden against the soft cotton of her sundress. The curious, traitorous part of her mind, the one that had whispered ‘intriguing’, was now shouting.

She stood abruptly, the wicker of the picnic basket creaking. “I’m... I’m just going to fill up my water bottle,” she said, her voice a little too high, a little too tight.

Jared simply nodded, his dark eyes fixed on her, burning with a mixture of hope and anxious desire. He didn’t need to say anything. The permission, the encouragement, was all right there in his gaze.

Her walk to the water fountain on the other side of the grassy clearing felt like a mile. Every step was amplified, her awareness of her own body hyper-focused. The swing of her hips, the way the breeze pressed her dress against the curve of her thighs, the sensation of the cool grass under her sandals. She felt like she was on a stage, and for the first time, she understood the thrilling, terrifying power of being the sole performer.

And she knew he was watching. The knowledge was a current of electricity under her skin.

She reached the vintage iron fountain, its steady stream of water glinting in the morning sun. She made a show of it, bending at the waist just enough to give any onlooker a tantalizing glimpse of her cleavage as she positioned her bottle under the stream. Her heart was a wild drum against her ribs.

That’s when she saw him. A man, maybe a few years older than Jared, sitting on a bench not twenty feet away. He was lean and tan, dressed in running shorts and a tight athletic shirt that showed off a well-defined chest and arms. Dark, curly hair. He wasn’t looking at his phone; he was just watching the world go by. And for a fleeting second, his eyes drifted over her.

It was now or never. The fantasy was no longer an abstract concept in Jared’s mind; it was a handsome, breathing man sitting right there.

Her bottle full, she straightened up. Instead of walking away, she turned towards him. She took a few steps, her pulse roaring in her ears. His gaze met hers again, and this time, he offered a small, casual smile.

“Hot morning for a run,” she said, her voice miraculously steady. God, was that the best I could do?

He shrugged, his smile widening slightly. “Better now that I’ve stopped.” His eyes didn’t stray from her face, but she felt them, like a physical caress, taking her in.

She took another step closer, closing the distance. Her mind was screaming, a jumble of what are you doing? and Jared is watching, Jared is watching, this is for him. That last thought was the one that pushed her over the edge. This daring act was, paradoxically, an act of devotion.

“My husband is watching us,” she blurted out, the words tasting strange and exhilarating.

The man’s eyebrows shot up. He didn’t look offended or alarmed. He looked... intrigued. His eyes flickered over her shoulder, no doubt finding Jared on the distant bench, before returning to her. “Is he now?”

“He has a... fantasy,” Alyssa continued, her confidence growing with his lack of rejection. “A fantasy about me. With a stranger. In public.” She bit her lip, a gesture she knew was both nervous and provocative. “We were just talking about it. And then I saw you.”

A slow, comprehending smile spread across the man’s face. It wasn’t lecherous; it was game. “I see. And what’s your name?”

“Alyssa.”

“Matteo,” he replied, extending a hand. She took it, and his grip was strong, his skin warm. A simple handshake had never felt so illicit. “And your husband’s fantasy... does it involve you bringing the stranger back to him?”

The directness of the question made her breath catch. She could feel a warm, heavy pooling low in her belly. “I think that’s the general idea.”

Matteo stood up, and he was taller than she’d realized. He leaned in close, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur that slithered right down her spine. “Then lead the way, Alyssa.”

The walk back across the grass was the most surreal and arousing experience of her life. She could feel Matteo’s presence behind her, a solid, masculine energy at her back. And ahead, she could see Jared, sitting up straighter now, his body tense with anticipation. She watched his face as they approached, saw the sharp intake of breath, the way his knuckles whitened where he gripped the edge of the bench. He wasn’t jealous. He was mesmerized.

They stopped in front of him. The air crackled.

“Jared, this is Matteo,” Alyssa said, her voice barely a whisper.

Matteo gave a nod. “Jared.”

For a long moment, no one spoke. The shared understanding between the three of them was thick and potent. Jared’s eyes were locked on Alyssa, drinking in the sight of her flushed cheeks, her parted lips, the nervous energy vibrating off of her. He was seeing his fantasy materialize before him, and the raw hunger in his expression made Alyssa’s knees feel weak.

Matteo, sensing the dynamic, turned his attention fully to Alyssa. He reached out, not grabbing, but gently tracing the line of her jaw with the back of his knuckles. The touch was electric, a spark that jumped straight to her core. She gasped, a tiny, sharp sound, and her eyes fluttered shut for a second.

“She’s exquisite,” Matteo said, his words meant for Jared but his touch meant only for her. His fingers trailed down the column of her throat, over the rapid flutter of her pulse. “May I?”

Jared’s answer was a strained, eager whisper. “Yes.”

Emboldened, Matteo’s hand slid lower, his palm coming to rest on the soft swell of her breast through her dress. Alyssa moaned, a real, unfiltered sound of pleasure that was swallowed by the open air. His thumb found her nipple, already a hard peak, and circled it slowly, the friction of the cotton between his skin and hers an exquisite torture. Her head fell back, and her eyes found Jared’s. The look on his face—awe, pride, intense arousal—unleashed something wild in her.

Matteo’s other hand snaked around her waist, pulling her firmly against him. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection pressed against her stomach. He lowered his head, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. “He’s enjoying this, isn’t he? Watching me touch what’s his.”

“Yes,” she breathed, her own hands coming up to clutch at Matteo’s firm biceps, needing an anchor.

“Do you want me to kiss you, Alyssa?” Matteo murmured, his voice a low, seductive rumble. “Right here? Where anyone could see? Where he can see?”

Matteo’s lips brushed against hers, a soft, teasing touch that made her breath catch. It was a question, not a demand. And her answer was a tiny, almost imperceptible tilt of her chin, a silent yes that he immediately understood.

His mouth captured hers fully, and the world narrowed to the slick, hot feel of his tongue sliding against her own. He tasted of mint and the morning air, a clean, sharp contrast to the filthy, decadent thrill of the moment. Alyssa’s fingers tightened on his biceps as he kissed her with a deep, languid passion that felt both foreign and intensely familiar. Her eyes fluttered shut, then snapped open again, needing to see Jared.

He was right there, kneeling on the blanket, his gaze a physical heat on her skin. His eyes were dark, his lips slightly parted, his entire being focused on the point where her mouth met Matteo’s. He wasn’t just watching; he was consuming the sight. He’s loving this, she thought, and the realization sent a fresh wave of liquid heat pooling between her legs.

Matteo broke the kiss, his own breathing ragged. He kept his forehead pressed to hers, his voice a husky whisper meant only for her. “You taste even better than I imagined.” His gaze flicked to Jared. “Is this what you wanted to see? Your beautiful wife, kissed by a stranger?”

“Yes,” Jared rasped, the word thick with desire. “God, yes.”

A slow, wicked smile spread across Matteo’s face. He lowered his head again, but this time his mouth bypassed hers, trailing a line of soft, open-mouthed kisses down the column of her throat. Alyssa gasped, her head falling back as he found the frantic pulse at the base of her neck and sucked gently. Her hands, which had been gripping his arms, now slid to his shoulders, her nails digging into the firm muscle there.

His hands moved from her waist, sliding down over the curve of her hips. He grasped the hem of her sundress, his fingers lightly brushing her thighs. “May I?” he murmured against her skin.

Alyssa’s heart hammered against her ribs. She looked at Jared, seeking one last anchor. His eyes were locked on Matteo’s hands, his chest rising and falling rapidly. He gave her a single, sharp nod, his expression one of raw, unadulterated hunger. It was all the permission she needed.

“Yes,” she breathed.

In one smooth motion, Matteo gathered the soft fabric and drew it up, over her hips, baring her to the cool morning air and her husband’s rapturous gaze. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. The risk had been part of the fantasy, a secret she and Jared had shared when they left the house. Now it was a reality, and the breeze felt like a lover’s caress on her exposed skin.

“Fuck, Alyssa,” Jared choked out, his voice full of awe.

Matteo’s appreciative groan vibrated against her stomach as he knelt before her. “So perfect,” he murmured, his hands stroking her outer thighs. “He’s a lucky man.” He looked up at her, his dark eyes burning. “But right now, I’m the lucky one.”

He didn’t tease. He dove in with a focused intensity that made her cry out. His mouth found her center, his tongue a flat, relentless stroke through her slick folds. Alyssa’s knees buckled, and her hands flew to his head, her fingers tangling in his dark, curly hair. The sensation was electric, so direct and overwhelming after the building tension. Oh god. Oh god, he’s really doing it. Right here.

His tongue circled her clit, a slow, torturous orbit that had her hips twitching, seeking more pressure. He chuckled, the sound a low hum that reverberated through her entire body. “So eager,” he muttered, before sucking the sensitive bud into his mouth.

Alyssa cried out, a sharp, unfiltered sound that echoed in the quiet park. Her eyes squeezed shut, then flew open, scanning the tree line. Someone will hear. Someone will see. The thought should have chilled her, but it only poured gasoline on the fire burning in her belly. The risk, the exposure, the fact that her husband was witnessing it all—it was the most potent aphrodisiac she had ever known.

Matteo was a master. His tongue lashed at her, quick and precise, then flattened and slow. He alternated between gentle suction and firm, knowing flicks, reading her body’s responses like a map. One of his hands slipped underneath her, gripping her ass to hold her steady against his mouth, while the fingers of his other hand slid inside her, curling in a come-hither motion that made her see stars.

She was babbling, a stream of incoherent pleas and curses. “Right there... don’t stop... please...”

Through the haze of her pleasure, she saw Jared. He had unzipped his jeans, his hand stroking his own hard length in time with Matteo’s movements on her. The visual, the knowledge that he was pleasuring himself while watching her come apart, pushed her closer to the edge. Their eyes locked, and in his gaze, she saw no jealousy, no regret—only a primal, shared ecstasy.

Matteo felt her tightening around his fingers, heard the pitch of her moans change. He redoubled his efforts, his tongue working her clit in a frantic, perfect rhythm. “Come for me, Alyssa,” he growled against her, his voice ragged. “Let him watch you come on my tongue.”

The command, the sheer audacity of it, shattered the last of her control. Her orgasm exploded through her, a white-hot wave of pure sensation that ripped a scream from her throat. Her body convulsed, her thighs clamping around Matteo’s head as he drank from her, drawing out every last shuddering spasm until she was weak and boneless, her body trembling with the aftershocks.

She would have collapsed if Matteo hadn’t been holding her up. He gently eased her down onto the blanket beside Jared, who immediately reached for her, his hand cupping her cheek, his eyes shining with emotion. Matteo rose to his knees, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, a look of satisfied arrogance on his face.

Jared’s voice was thick with awe. “That was... incredible.” He looked from Alyssa’s blissful, dazed face to Matteo’s confident smirk. 

A low, possessive growl rumbled in Jared’s chest as he watched Matteo savor the taste of her on his lips. His wife, his beautiful, daring wife, was a quivering masterpiece of pleasure because of another man. And the sight was the most potent aphrodisiac he’d ever known.

“Incredible,” Jared whispered again, his thumb stroking Alyssa’s flushed cheek. Her bright blue eyes were hazy, struggling to focus on him. But he wasn’t finished watching. The fantasy was only half-realized.

“Turn over, baby,” Jared murmured, his voice a husky command edged with reverence. He helped her trembling body roll onto her hands and knees. The soft, worn blanket was a stark contrast to the raw, electric energy crackling between the three of them. “I want to watch him take all of you.”

Alyssa’s breath hitched, a fresh wave of tremors running through her. This was it. The core of the fantasy Jared had painted for her in such vivid, thrilling detail. The exposure, the surrender. She felt the cool morning air kiss the damp skin of her back, her dress pooled at her waist. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing the aching throb between her legs.

Matteo didn’t need a second invitation. He moved behind her with a predator’s grace, his lean, tan form kneeling. His strong hands settled on the lush curves of her hips, his thumbs pressing into the small of her back. Alyssa gasped at the contact, the warmth of his palms branding her skin.

“You are a vision,” Matteo breathed, his voice thick with desire. He ran his hands from her hips, up the sensitive dip of her waist, and back down, a slow, appreciative exploration. He leaned forward, the coarse hair of his chest a tantalizing scratch against her spine as he placed a hot, open-mouthed kiss on her shoulder blade. “So soft. So ready for me.”

Jared shifted, positioning himself beside her, his own arousal a prominent bulge in his shorts. His dark eyes were locked on the intimate space where Matteo’s body met his wife’s. He was the director, the audience, and a participant, all at once. “Do it,” Jared urged, his voice low and strained. “Take her.”

Matteo’s fingers dipped between her thighs from behind, stroking through her slickness with a soft, groaning sound of approval. “So wet for me, cariño. Still throbbing from my mouth. Now you’ll feel me everywhere.”

He positioned himself, the broad, blunt head of his cock pressing against her soaked entrance. Alyssa whimpered, a sound of pure, unadulterated need, and pushed her hips back in a silent, desperate plea.

With one smooth, powerful thrust, he filled her.

Alyssa cried out, her head dropping forward as the sensation ripped through her. He was so much... more. More than fingers, more than a tongue. He stretched her exquisitely, a deep, filling pressure that sparked white behind her eyelids. Matteo groaned, a guttural, animal sound as he sank to the hilt, his hips flush against her ass.

“Dios mio,” he choked out, his hands tightening on her hips. “You feel like heaven.”

For a heartbeat, he held there, letting them both feel the profound fullness, the shocking reality of the connection. Then he began to move.

The first pull was slow, a deliberate, almost cruel drag that made her muscles clench around him. The second thrust was harder, deeper, setting a rhythm that was immediately relentless. He fucked her with a raw, athletic power, each snap of his hips driving a gasp or a moan from her lips. The sound of skin meeting skin, damp and rhythmic, filled the quiet morning air alongside their ragged breathing.

Jared watched, mesmerized, his hand stroking himself over his shorts. “Look at her take you,” he said to Matteo, his voice full of awe. “Look how beautiful she is.”

Alyssa’s world narrowed to the primal, pounding rhythm. The feel of Matteo’s powerful thighs slamming against hers, the way his curled dark hair stuck to his damp forehead, the straining cord of muscle in his neck. The thrill of the public space, the distant sound of a car driving past on the road beyond the trees, it all fused into the pleasure, amplifying it, making every nerve ending scream with illicit excitement.

Jared leaned closer, his breath hot on her ear. “You like that, don’t you, baby? You like the way he feels inside you.”

“Yes,” she panted, the word torn from her. “Jared...”

“I know,” he soothed. Then his fingers were there, finding her swollen, sensitive clit as Matteo powered into her from behind.

The dual sensation was overwhelming, a sensory overload that tipped her toward the edge instantly. Matteo’s thick cock pistoned deep within her, a relentless, filling pressure, while Jared’s practiced fingers circled her clit with perfect, torturous precision.

“Oh God!” she screamed, her back arching violently.

“That’s it,” Jared encouraged, his focus entirely on her, on the little bundle of nerves under his fingertips. “Come for him. Let us both feel you come.”

Matteo’s pace became frantic, his thrusts losing their rhythm as he chased his own climax. His grunts were harsh in her ear. “Yes... squeeze me just like that... fucking perfect...”

Alyssa was completely enveloped by them. Owned by Matteo’s pounding, worshipped by Jared’s touch, consumed by the fiery pleasure coiling tighter and tighter in her core. Her muscles began to flutter around Matteo’s length, the first unmistakable tremors of an impending quake.

“I’m... I can’t...” she sobbed, her arms shaking, unable to hold herself up any longer.

Jared’s voice was a fierce, possessive whisper, his fingers never stopping their magic. “Let go, baby. Let him feel you come. I want to watch you fall apart for him.” His words were a command, but laced with an almost reverent tenderness that sent a fresh wave of shivers through her. His gaze was locked on her face, drinking in every wince, every gasp, every flicker of ecstasy that crossed her delicate features.

Matteo groaned, his rhythm stuttering as he felt her body tighten around him. “Dios mio, Alyssa... you’re so close, aren’t you? I can feel you trembling.” His hands tightened on her hips, pulling her back against him with each powerful thrust. The sound of their bodies meeting was obscene, wet and rhythmic, mingling with their labored breaths in the quiet morning air. She was his, Matteo thought with a primal satisfaction, even as he knew she would always belong to Jared. 

Alyssa’s world was spiraling out of control, the pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Jared’s fingers worked her clit with unrelenting precision, coaxing the orgasm closer and closer to the surface. Her legs shook, her arms giving way until her upper body collapsed onto the blanket, her cheek pressed against the soft fabric. It didn’t matter—Matteo’s grip kept her anchored, his relentless pace driving her higher and higher. She could hear her own cries, desperate and unrestrained, but they felt distant, as though they belonged to someone else.

“That’s it,” Jared murmured, his voice thick with admiration and lust. “Look at you, baby. So fucking beautiful like this. You’re taking him so well.” He leaned down, his lips brushing the shell of her ear as he whispered, “I want to see it. I want to see you come undone while he’s buried inside you.”

Matteo’s pace became erratic, his hips slamming into her with a brutal intensity that left no room for thought. “You’re going to make me lose it,” he growled, his voice rough with the strain of holding back. “Come for me, cariño. Let me feel you.”

And then it hit her—like a tidal wave crashing over her, pulling her under in a torrent of sensation. Her body convulsed, tightening around Matteo in desperate, rhythmic pulses as her orgasm tore through her. Her cries were raw, unfiltered, echoing in the stillness of the park. She was vaguely aware of Matteo cursing in Spanish as he came with her, his thrusts becoming shallow and jerky as he emptied himself deep inside her.

Jared watched it all with rapt attention, his hand still stroking himself through his shorts. His wife’s ecstasy was his own, her pleasure a mirror of his deepest desires. “Good girl,” he whispered, his voice trembling with emotion. “That was perfect.”

The world snapped back into focus with the jarring crunch of gravel under sneakers. Alyssa’s entire body, still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm, went rigid. Matteo, buried deep inside her, froze.

Two joggers, a man and a woman, their faces slick with sweat and their rhythmic breathing momentarily broken, passed by on the path just twenty feet away. Their heads turned in unison, eyes wide with a mixture of shock, curiosity, and mild disapproval. The woman’s mouth formed a perfect, silent ‘O’. The man’s brow furrowed. The moment stretched, a taut wire of exposed vulnerability.

They saw us.

Then, just as suddenly, they were gone, picking up their pace, leaving only the fading sound of their footfalls and the heavy, humid air of the park behind.

A collective, shaky exhale escaped all three of them. Matteo slowly, carefully, pulled out of her, the wet, separating sound obscenely loud in the sudden quiet. Alyssa collapsed onto the blanket, her heart hammering against her ribs, a confusing cocktail of mortification and raw adrenaline coursing through her veins.

Jared was the first to break the silence. His voice was low, a dark thrum of possession that cut through her daze. “My turn.”

The three words were a command, a promise, and a claim all at once. He was already moving, his shorts and boxers shoved down his powerful thighs in one impatient motion. His cock, hard and gleaming, jutted out fiercely. He didn’t look at Matteo, his eyes locked solely on Alyssa, on the beautiful, disheveled picture she made—dress rucked up around her waist, skin flushed, the evidence of another man’s pleasure glistening on her inner thighs.

“Move,” Jared said to Matteo, his tone leaving no room for discussion.

Matteo, a smirk playing on his lips, gracefully shifted aside, giving Jared space. He stayed on his knees beside them, a captivated audience of one, his own arousal still evident. “All yours, amigo,” he murmured, his voice laced with amusement and respect.

Jared’s hands were on her hips in an instant, his grip firm, almost bruising in its intensity. He turned her over, keeping her on her hands and knees, the position that had so recently been occupied by another man. The cool morning air kissed her exposed, sensitized flesh, making her shiver. She could feel the weight of Jared’s gaze, hotter than the sun, tracing the curve of her spine, the swell of her ass.

“Look at you,” he breathed, his voice ragged. “Still so wet for him. Still so open.” He ran a single, possessive finger through the slickness Matteo had left behind, and a jolt of pure fire shot through her. He’s not disgusted. He’s... he’s turned on by it.

The head of his cock nudged at her entrance, and she gasped. He was thicker than Matteo, a familiar stretch that felt like coming home and stepping into a new world simultaneously. He didn’t ease into her. He drove forward in one long, relentless thrust that buried him to the hilt, stealing the air from her lungs.

Oh God. Jared.

It was a reclaiming. A branding. Every nerve ending, already singing from her previous climax, screamed back to life. He filled her completely, stretching her in a way that was uniquely, profoundly his. He held himself there for a moment, deep inside her, his body curved over hers, his lips at her ear.

“This is mine,” he growled, the words a vibration against her skin. “You are mine. And watching someone else enjoy what’s mine... fuck, Alyssa... it makes me want to fuck you like I’ll never let you go.”

Then he began to move.

His pace was nothing like Matteo’s thrilling, dangerous rhythm. This was deeper, more primal, a piston-like drive that came from a place of raw, unadulterated possession. Each powerful thrust shook her entire body, pushing her forward on the blanket. The fabric rasped against her sensitized nipples, a secondary torment. Her cries were ripped from her throat, sharp and pleading.

“Yes! Jared! Harder.”

He obliged, his hips snapping forward with a force that was almost brutal. His hands slid from her hips to her ass, gripping the fleshy globes, spreading her wider, angling her so he could plunge even deeper. The slap of skin on skin was a sharp, rhythmic counterpoint to their ragged breathing.

She was lost in it, in the sensation of being so utterly dominated by her husband, by the man whose fantasy had led them here. The risk of the joggers, the presence of Matteo watching them with dark, hungry eyes—it all melted away, fuel for the inferno he was stoking inside her.

Jared’s rhythm became more frantic, more desperate. He leaned over her, blanketing her body with his, one arm wrapping around her waist to hold her securely against him. His other hand slid around her hip, his fingers finding her swollen, hypersensitive clit.

The dual sensation was unbearable. The deep, pounding fullness inside her and the exquisite, circular pressure on her clit. She felt another orgasm building, a terrifying wave rising from the depths, amplified by the sheer audacity of what they were doing, by the look in her husband’s eyes when he watched her with another man.

“You’re going to come for me again,” he commanded, his voice guttural, strained. “You’re going to come on my cock, right here, where anyone could see. Show him. Show me. Show everyone whose you really are.”

His words were the final trigger. The coil inside her snapped. Her vision whited out as the climax detonated, a silent, seismic event that shattered her into a million pieces. Her inner muscles clenched around him in violent, uncontrollable spasms, milking his length.

Feeling her convulse around him was Jared’s undoing. With a guttural cry that was half her name, half a wordless roar of triumph, he thrust once, twice, three more times, deep and hard, and then stilled, pouring himself into her in hot, pulsing jets.

He collapsed over her, his chest heaving against her back, his sweat-slick skin pressed to hers. For a long moment, there was only the sound of their labored breaths and the distant chirping of birds, the world slowly stitching itself back together around them.

Jared nuzzled into her neck, pressing a soft, tender kiss there, a stark contrast to the animalistic claiming of moments before. His lips lingered, warm and reassuring, as his breath fanned over her damp skin. “My beautiful, dirty girl,” he whispered, his voice full of awe, thick with emotion. The weight of his body still pressed into hers, grounding her, reminding her of the intensity they had just shared.

He shifted slightly, pulling her closer so her back was flush against his chest, his arms wrapping around her in a possessive yet protective embrace. His fingers traced idle patterns along her hip, a gentle counterpoint to the raw passion that had consumed them just moments ago. “You were incredible,” he murmured, his tone achingly sincere. “Seeing you like that—watching you take him, then taking you myself—it was... god, Alyssa, it was everything I never knew I needed.”

She turned her head slightly, catching the glimmer of vulnerability in his eyes, mixed with something darker, more primal. The morning sun filtered through the trees, casting dappled light on his face, highlighting the sweat still drying on his brow. He cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing over her parted lips. “I’ve never been more turned on in my life,” he admitted, his voice low and rough. “The way you looked at me... the way you let me reclaim you... it’s like you were made for this moment.”

Alyssa’s breath hitched at the intensity of his words, at the unspoken promise and desire they carried. She could still feel him inside her, a lingering reminder of their connection, of the bond they had just deepened in the most unexpected way. Jared leaned in again, capturing her lips in a kiss that was both tender and demanding, a silent affirmation of everything they had shared. When he finally pulled away, he rested his forehead against hers, their breaths mingling in the quiet stillness of the park.

“You’re mine,” he said softly, but with a note of finality that sent a shiver down her spine. “No matter what happens, no matter what we do... you’ll always be mine.” His hand drifted lower, settling possessively on her hip as he pressed another kiss to her temple. “And I’ll always be yours.”

She felt her heart swell at his words, at the raw honesty in his voice. The fear and uncertainty that had gripped her earlier seemed to melt away, replaced by a deep, unshakable connection—and a spark of curiosity about where this might lead them next.
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