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CHAPTER ONE




The sound of clinking glasses and low laughter filled the Oakwood Country Club ballroom, echoing off polished wood floors and tasteful red, white, and blue bunting. It smelled like too much money and over-sprayed perfume. Local donors mingled with businessmen in cufflinks and judge’s wives in pearls, each one more eager than the last to shake the hand of Officer Trevor Harper—the man everyone was calling the “future of law enforcement” in their quiet Alabama town.

Mallory Harper stood next to him like the perfect campaign portrait. Her smile was bright but soft, her legs crossed just so, her pale pink dress hugging her hourglass frame like a second skin but stopping modestly above the knee. Her hair was swept back in a French twist, not a strand out of place. The diamond on her finger caught the chandelier light when she reached out to refill his iced tea. She looked every bit the sheriff’s wife already, and she knew it.

So did everyone else.

Trevor smiled when donors praised his firm stance on crime. He laughed when old men complimented his wife’s beauty like he’d won her at a raffle. He shook hands with the kind of grip that implied strength, control. Leadership.

And all the while, Mallory stood there glowing, her arm hooked lightly through his, playing her role like it was stitched into her DNA.

But inside?

Inside, she was counting the minutes.

She had kissed the same babies, shook the same hands, laughed at the same tired jokes for the past two hours. The champagne in her hand was warm and flat. Her heels were cutting into the balls of her feet. And Trevor—God love him—hadn’t looked at her like a woman in weeks. Only as a wife. A weapon. A part of the uniform.

Still, she smiled.

Until the doors opened.

Until he walked in.

Jamal Walker wasn’t dressed for a fundraiser. He wasn’t wearing a tie. Just a tight charcoal button-up rolled to the elbows, black slacks that hugged thick thighs, and a faint sheen of sweat like he’d come straight from the gym. His skin gleamed dark and smooth under the lights. His beard was neat, short, framed his jaw like it was cut from stone. He wasn’t smiling.

He didn’t have to.

Mallory’s breath caught the second she saw him.

He was taller than anyone else in the room, broader across the chest, moving with the kind of controlled swagger that made conversation falter in his wake. People noticed him, even if they didn’t know who he was. But Mallory knew. Trevor had mentioned him before. Jamal Walker, former officer, fired after some IA incident that no one talked about but everyone whispered about. Used to be a cop just like Trevor. Used to work side by side.

Until Trevor made detective.

Until Jamal didn’t.

Mallory could feel Trevor tense beside her.

He hadn’t noticed Jamal until now, but the moment he did, she felt it in his body—his arm stiffened, his jaw clenched, the easy smile on his face cracked just slightly at the edges.

“Well I’ll be damned,” Trevor muttered under his breath. “What the hell is he doing here?”

Mallory didn't answer. Not out loud.

She was watching Jamal cut through the crowd like a slow-moving storm. His eyes swept the room, unreadable… until they landed on her.

She felt it like a hand closing around her throat. Like a command given without words.

Jamal Walker didn’t smile. He didn’t nod. His expression didn’t change at all—but something inside her dropped, sharp and low, like her stomach knew before her mind did: this man would ruin her. Not with a touch. Not yet.

With want. With the knowing.

And fuck, he knew.

He looked at her like he was already inside her. Like he was remembering it.

Trevor’s voice was still low beside her, half-muttering to himself. “Can’t believe he’s here. I should’ve known Cheryl would invite that prick—she thinks he’s some kind of hero now that he runs his own PI business. God forbid she ask me.”

Mallory didn’t reply. Her nails gently traced the condensation on her champagne flute. Her heart beat in her throat.

“He’s not even in uniform,” Trevor added. “Looks like he came straight from a goddamn nightclub.”

Or a fight, she thought, casting another glance at Jamal’s forearms as he passed the hors d’oeuvres table. He wasn’t muscled like a gym rat. He was thick and mean, built like a weapon. That shirt stretched across his chest like it was stitched on too small. His sleeves were tight around his arms, and she wondered, just briefly, if he’d rolled them like that on purpose. If he wanted everyone to see the veins. The tattoos. The sheer fucking power of him.

And then he was walking toward them.

Mallory’s breath caught again. Her mouth went dry.

“Goddamn it,” Trevor muttered, straightening his shoulders. His politician’s smile reappeared like a snapped-on mask.

“Trevor,” Jamal said, voice deep, rough velvet over steel. No handshake. No fake grin. “Didn’t think I’d see you here.”

“Didn’t think you’d be invited,” Trevor replied, calm and professional, but just shy of friendly. “Didn’t realize you were interested in civic responsibility.”

Jamal’s eyes didn’t leave Mallory’s face.

“I’ve got a few things I’m responsible for,” he said. “Thought I’d come see what the next sheriff looks like in a suit.”

Trevor chuckled tightly. “You’re looking at him.”

“Am I?” Jamal finally looked at him, and the weight in that glance made Mallory’s stomach twist. Like this was a conversation they’d had before. A war still being fought. “Huh.”

Mallory spoke before Trevor could. “Jamal, right?” she said, voice even, polite, smooth. She offered her hand.

Jamal took it.

His fingers were hot and strong around hers, his grip not tight, but complete—like his hand could hold her in place if he wanted to. She expected him to shake once and release. He didn’t.

“Mrs. Harper,” he said, eyes locked to hers. “You look...”

The pause hung in the air like sweat.

Trevor shifted beside her.

“Lovely,” Jamal finished, but the word felt like a placeholder. He let her hand go, slow.

“You two met?” Trevor asked, his smile a little too tight now.

“Years ago. One of the precinct holiday parties,” Jamal said, eyes flicking back to her. “She was wearing green. That tight dress with the silver straps. You remember it, don’t you?”

Mallory did. She hadn’t thought he would.

Trevor laughed once, short. “You’ve got a good memory.”

“Hard to forget something like that,” Jamal said. And then to her, low enough only she could hear it: “Still looks like it’d fit.”

She flushed. Heat surged down her spine, down her thighs. She took a long sip of champagne.

Trevor cleared his throat. “Well, good seeing you, Jamal. This is kind of a donor event, so⁠—”

Jamal raised a brow. “You saying I can’t afford to be here?”

Mallory’s gaze flicked between them, the rivalry pulsing between their words like a live wire.

“I’m saying it’s invitation only,” Trevor said, slower now.

Jamal smiled for the first time. Barely. Just enough to say: I won’t forget that.

“Don’t worry, Trev,” he said. “I didn’t come for you.”

And just like that, he was gone—moved through the crowd again, nodding to someone she didn’t recognize, sipping from a glass of neat bourbon that hadn’t come from the main bar. He belonged to the room the same way Trevor tried to. Only Jamal didn’t need the badge.

Mallory stared after him for too long.

Trevor leaned close. “What the hell was that?”

She blinked. “What?”

“That look,” he said, sharp now, voice tighter than before. “Don’t pretend you didn’t see it.”

“I didn’t do anything.”

“You didn’t stop it either.”

She turned to him, expression cool. “And what would you have preferred I do? Cause a scene at your fundraiser? You want your campaign to start with a sexual harassment claim?”

Trevor didn’t reply.

Mallory gave him her practiced smile. “I was just being polite.”

His jaw flexed. His hand found the small of her back, a little too firm.

“You sure you remember that green dress?” he asked under his breath.

She looked up at him, eyes steady. “You didn’t.”

The rest of the night crawled.

People congratulated Trevor. Mallory posed for pictures. Jamal didn’t approach again—but she felt him. Always just out of frame. His eyes brushing over her like smoke. Her body was tight with something she didn’t want to name. Her panties clung damp against her by the time they left.

In the car, Trevor didn’t speak until they were ten minutes down the road.

“Did you like it?” he asked, eyes locked on the road.

She looked over at him. “Like what?”

“The way he looked at you. The way he talked to you. The way he talked to me.”

She turned her face toward the window. Let the silence stretch.

Then: “I liked that someone looked at me like I wasn’t yours.”

Trevor’s grip tightened on the steering wheel.

“I am yours,” she added, softly. “But it’s nice to be reminded I could still be someone else’s fantasy.”

He didn’t reply. But she saw the way his jaw worked. Saw the hard tent of his slacks as he shifted behind the wheel.

She smiled again. This one wasn’t polite at all.

The fundraiser wound down in layers.

First went the retirees and donors with early bedtimes. Then the Sunday-school wives and their husbands who still asked permission to speak. By ten-thirty, only the ones with no business being holy were left—men with hands too low on their secretaries' backs, women who wore diamonds like apologies. The room thinned into laughter that got louder, wine that flowed freer, and politics that suddenly felt very optional.

Trevor had undone the top button of his shirt, and his sleeves were rolled in a way that said casual, even though his spine stayed straight. His politician’s grin had faded into something tighter, and every so often, Mallory caught him scanning the room like a cop again.

Not for threats. For him.

Jamal Walker hadn’t left. Of course he hadn’t.

He stood near the bar, talking to someone from the mayor’s office, but his attention wasn’t on the conversation. Every few minutes, he’d glance across the room at Trevor. At her. Never for long. Just enough.

“Looks like he’s still here,” Mallory said, sipping a fresh glass of champagne.

Trevor didn’t respond. His jaw twitched.

“I thought this was invite-only,” she added, feigning innocence.

“It was,” he muttered. “Cheryl invited him. Said he’s got private security contracts with half the council now. Apparently being fired for misconduct gets you fucking promoted in this town.”

“Wasn’t he cleared?” she asked softly.

Trevor’s nostrils flared. “He wasn’t proven guilty.”

“Ah.”

Silence stretched between them. Mallory let it hang. Let it breathe.

“I’m going to say something,” Trevor said suddenly, stepping away from her.

Mallory turned. “Trevor⁠—”

“I’ll be civil.”

She wasn’t sure if that was a promise or a warning.

By the time she followed, Trevor was already crossing the floor—long strides, stiff shoulders, the air around him vibrating with something he hadn’t let out yet. He moved like a man protecting something. Or claiming it.

Jamal turned before he arrived. Of course he did. Like he could smell it coming.

“Harper,” he greeted, casual, lifting his bourbon.

“Walker.”

The two men stood a foot apart. No handshake. No smiles.

“I was wondering how long it’d take you to come over,” Jamal said, cool as his drink. “Thought maybe you’d slipped out the back with the donors.”

“Just making the rounds. Saying goodbye.”

Jamal’s eyes flicked past him to Mallory. “And yet you brought your wife.”

“Didn’t want her getting bored,” Trevor said. “Not with this crowd.”

“Shame. She’s the most interesting thing in the room.”

Trevor bristled. Mallory stepped beside him, laying a light hand on his arm.

“I’m flattered,” she said smoothly.

“I meant it,” Jamal replied. “A woman like you’s rare around here. Fine. Controlled. All that sweetness, all wrapped up just tight enough to make a man wonder what it takes to get her to come undone.”

Trevor’s jaw flexed.

Mallory didn’t breathe.

“I think that’s a little personal,” Trevor said flatly.

“Relax, Trev. I’m complimenting your taste.”

“You’re eye-fucking my wife.”

Jamal’s smile was slow, deliberate.

“Only because she’s letting me.”

Silence slammed into the space between them. It lasted a second. Maybe two. Long enough for someone across the room to start a different conversation. Long enough for Mallory to feel the rush of blood in her throat, her chest, between her thighs.

Then Trevor stepped forward.

“You always were a goddamn problem,” he said, low. “Couldn’t follow orders. Couldn’t shut your mouth. Thought the badge gave you permission to do whatever the hell you wanted.”

“It didn’t,” Jamal said. “But being right did.”

“Right? Is that what that was? Right?” Trevor laughed once. “You put your hands on suspects like you were God. You got off on it.”

“Funny,” Jamal said, finishing his drink and setting it down, “I remember you putting your hands on a suspect once. That drunk in the alley? You roughed him up real good until you saw your fiancée watching.”

Mallory blinked. Trevor went still.

“Yeah,” Jamal murmured, gaze locked on Mallory now. “That was before you were married. Black pencil skirt, white silk blouse, and ivory heels. You were looking at her like you couldn’t decide if you wanted to protect her or break her in half. And that guy in the alley?” He smiled again. “He just gave you an excuse.”

Trevor stepped in close now, chest-to-chest. Voice like gravel. “You keep my wife’s name out of your mouth.”

Jamal leaned in. Just enough.

“Then stop putting her in my line of sight.”

The tension snapped like a rubber band stretched too far. Mallory touched Trevor’s arm again—light, soothing. He didn’t move.

“You don’t belong here,” Trevor said finally.

“I belong wherever someone wants me,” Jamal said. “And judging by the way she’s looking at me, I’d say I’ve got an invite for next time too.”

Mallory’s breath caught. Trevor heard it.

“Damn, Trev, your wife makes me want to behave. Almost.”

Mallory blushed before a small laugh escaped her throat, shocked at his honesty and the hoarseness in his voice.

Jamal didn’t wait for a response. He stepped back, calm as ever, eyes heavy on her as he walked away.

Mallory watched him go.

So did Trevor.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” he muttered.

“He was just talking,” Mallory said softly.

“That wasn’t just talking.”

She said nothing.

Trevor looked at her. Really looked. And for the first time in weeks, maybe months, he saw something in her eyes he couldn’t quite name. Not guilt. Not defiance. Not lust, not exactly.

Permission.

“Let’s go,” he said, voice tight.

She followed. Her heels clicked on the tile. Her chest was tight. Her cunt was soaking.

And the worst part?

She didn’t feel dirty.

She felt awake.

The front door shut harder than it needed to.

Trevor dropped his keys in the bowl by the kitchen entry with a clatter that echoed louder than it should’ve in the quiet house. His jacket hit the hook like a punch. The air conditioning hummed. Somewhere down the hall, the refrigerator kicked on.

Mallory slipped off her heels by the island. Her feet were red and sore. Her head buzzed with champagne and adrenaline. She hadn’t said a word since they left the country club, and neither had he. The silence had weight. Not comfort. Not calm.

Pressure.

“You going to talk?” she asked quietly.

Trevor poured himself a double of bourbon and didn’t answer.

She walked into the kitchen, dress still hugging every curve, French twist starting to come undone, tendrils of blonde hair slipping free to kiss her neck. The skin there was flushed.

“Trevor.”

He took a long sip, jaw clenched.

Then, without looking at her: “He looked at you like he already fucked you.”

Her stomach dropped. Heat rushed to her chest, her thighs. Not shame—desire.

She stepped closer. “So what?”

Trevor turned, eyes sharp.

“So what?”

“You said it. He was looking. That’s all.”

“Yeah?” Trevor tossed back the rest of his drink. “And what were you doing?”

“Standing next to my husband,” she said, slow. Calm.

“Bullshit.” He stepped toward her, voice low now, bitter at the edges. “You were blushing. Smiling. Giggling.”

“I didn’t giggle.”

“You laughed.”

“Because you looked like you were going to punch him in the face.”

Trevor set the glass down so hard it cracked.

“Damn, Trev, your wife makes me want to behave. Almost.”

The words rolled out of his mouth like poison. Her stomach clenched.

“You remember that?” she whispered.

“Word for fucking word.”

He stepped closer. She didn’t back up.

“Then you saw the way he looked at me after he said it,” she said. “You saw what he wanted.”

Trevor’s eyes flared. “What, you liked that?”

Mallory didn’t answer.

That silence?

It was louder than a scream.

“Jesus,” he muttered, turning away. “I knew he was a cocky son of a bitch, but⁠—”

“He wanted me,” she said, clear and sharp.

Trevor froze.

Mallory walked toward him now, slow. Unhurried. Her hips swayed like she hadn’t noticed, but she had. She knew exactly what she was doing.

“He wanted to fuck me. Right there, in the middle of your fundraiser.”

“Shut up.”

She didn’t.

“He was looking at me like he could taste it. Like he knew what I’d sound like moaning his name.”

“Stop.”

“Like he could bend me over the nearest table, pull this dress up, and⁠—”

Trevor spun around and grabbed her. Hard. Hands on her hips. Lifting her onto the edge of the granite counter like he couldn’t stop himself. Like he was going to fuck the memory out of her.

Mallory gasped, but didn’t pull away. Her thighs opened, knees bumping his hips.

His mouth crashed into hers. Not sweet. Not gentle. Just teeth and tongue and possession. He kissed her like a man staking a claim.

“You’re mine,” he growled against her lips.

She kissed him back. Bit his lip. Tasted blood and bourbon.

“Then show me.”

He yanked the zipper down the back of her dress. Tore it off her shoulders. Her breasts spilled out—soft, full, nipples already tight.

He pulled one into his mouth, biting hard enough to make her gasp, then moan, then cry out.

“Fucking mine,” he snarled again, voice cracked and raw.

She clawed at his belt. “Then fuck me like you want to keep me.”

He did.

Right there on the kitchen counter, he pulled her panties aside and shoved inside her with a growl. No foreplay. No warnings. She was soaked—for him, or for Jamal, she didn’t know. Didn’t care. Her cunt welcomed him like it had been waiting.

She gasped, legs wrapping tight around his waist.

He gripped her ass hard, using it to yank her against every thrust.

“You don’t let him look at you like that,” he panted. “You don’t let him talk about you like that.”

“Then make me forget.”

“You’re mine, Mallory.”

She moaned. Loud. Shameless.

“Say it.”

“I’m yours.”

“Again.”

“I’m yours—fuck—Trevor, don’t stop⁠—”

“Did he make you wet?”

Her mouth opened.

Silence.

He stopped moving.

“Did he make you wet?”

She looked up at him, breathing hard.

“Yes.”

His eyes darkened.

Mallory didn’t blink. “I was wet the second he walked in.”

He snarled. Drove into her harder, deeper, punishing her with every inch.

Her head fell back. “Yes—fuck—yes⁠—”

He gripped her throat. Light. Just enough. Her eyes rolled.

“Say it.”

“I wanted him.”

His fingers tightened.

“But I need you.”

That broke him.

He fucked her like he was trying to erase Jamal from her body. Like he could come so deep she’d forget anyone else existed. The counter banged against the cabinet. Her heels kicked against his thighs.

“Trevor—oh fuck—yes⁠—”

He came with a growl, hips slamming flush, buried to the root. He stayed inside her, panting, arms shaking.

Mallory’s breath was ragged.

Trevor rested his forehead to hers.

“You’re mine,” he whispered again.

But her voice was softer. Slower.

“I’m still wet.”

He pulled back. Looked at her.

And she smiled.


CHAPTER TWO




The gym smelled like metal, sweat, and pre-workday desperation.

Trevor had been here since six. He liked the quiet mornings. The solitude. The ritual of putting weight on the bar and reminding himself he could still move something heavier than public opinion. The Smith machine squeaked under his reps, forty-five-pound plates rattling with every clean press.

One hundred eighty-five. Set of ten.

He reracked the bar with a grunt, rolled his shoulders, and turned toward the water fountain.

That’s when he heard it.

The steady, rhythmic clang of plates slamming onto a sled.

He didn’t need to look.

He already knew.

Jamal was there.

Trevor took his time sipping water, then turned toward the weight room entrance. And there he was.

Jamal stood at the leg press machine, shirt soaked through the chest and down the back, sweat clinging to every ridge of muscle like it had been painted on. His shorts hung low on his hips, quads thick enough to make most men rethink their leg day. His skin glistened, dark and slick, tattoos stretched tight over moving flesh.

And he wasn’t alone. Two gym rats—young, mid-twenties, clearly new to town—stood nearby, watching him between their own sets. Laughing at whatever he’d just said. One of them handed him a towel. Jamal took it with a grin that didn’t reach his eyes.

Trevor grabbed another set of plates and stalked toward the squat rack.

He didn’t acknowledge him. Not at first.

Not until Jamal finished his set, sat up, and let out a loud, satisfied grunt.

“Look at that,” he called across the room. “Sheriff-to-be keeping those glutes tight.”

Trevor didn’t turn.

“Can’t let the voters see you soft,” Jamal added. “Gotta keep up the image, right?”

Trevor racked the bar and looked over.

“You’ve got a real hard-on for this campaign,” he said. “Too bad you can’t vote from the unemployment line.”

Jamal chuckled, grabbed a water bottle, and started walking over.

“Still sore about that?” he said. “You got what you wanted. Badge, promotion, wife. Some of us just weren’t playing the same game.”

Trevor grabbed a towel and wiped his face. “You weren’t playing at all. You were too busy roughing up junkies and flashing your dick at every ride-along.”

Jamal grinned.

“And here I thought you were the one with the mouthy wife.”

Trevor’s eyes snapped to his.

“You want to say that again?”

“I said Mallory’s got a mouth on her,” Jamal said, stepping closer. “Didn’t think she could blush like that. But damn—last night? That laugh? That little smile? You’ve been keeping that woman on a leash too tight.”

Trevor’s fist clenched.

“You don’t talk about my wife.”

“I do when she looks at me like she wants me to,” Jamal said, voice low now. “You saw it. Don’t lie.”

Trevor’s pulse roared in his ears.

“You don’t know shit about my marriage.”

Jamal cocked his head. “You think that ring means she stopped craving attention? You think giving her your name made her stop wanting to be wanted?”

Trevor stepped forward, just enough for their chests to nearly brush. Jamal didn’t move.

“You want to get knocked on your ass, keep talking.”

Jamal smirked.

“Wouldn’t be the first time you tried,” he said. “But let’s be honest—you’d rather take it out on her.”

Trevor’s breath hitched.

“You think I don’t know how this works?” Jamal murmured. “You fuck her harder after I look at her. You kiss her like you’re erasing me. Every time she moans, you wonder if she’s thinking about me.”

Trevor grabbed him by the shirt.

Jamal didn’t flinch. Didn’t blink. His smile stayed sharp.

“You should thank me,” he said. “I’m making her wet again.”

Trevor shoved him back.

Jamal let him.

Just one step. Just enough.

But his eyes?

They burned.

“You want me to stop?” Jamal asked, voice dark now. “Tell her.”

Trevor was shaking. Every ounce of his flesh wanted to take Jamal out right then and there but there were too many eyes in the gym. Too many witnesses, he thought to himself as he weighed his options.

“She’s your wife. Put her in her place. Tell her who she belongs to.”

Silence.

Trevor didn’t answer. He knew if he opened his mouth, his fists would start flying. Breathing through his nostrils, he tried to keep it together.

Jamal nodded. “Yeah. That’s what I thought.”

He stepped back, slow, picking up his towel, cocky, with a slight grin pulling at the corner of his lips. He knew how to push all of Trevor’s buttons and enjoyed doing it.

“You ever want to stop pretending,” he added, “you know where to find me.”

He turned and walked away, muscles rippling. It almost looked like he was flexing them with the way the sweat glistened off of them, but he wasn’t. That was just him physique. His walk was calm, still carrying the swagger that he had about him.

Trevor stood there, chest heaving, fists trembling at his sides. He wanted to beat the shit out of him, go home and fuck his wife while trying to erase Jamal from her memory—like he’d tried after the fundraiser.

Jamal was right about that—all of that.

And beneath the rage… his cock was hard.

The sun filtered soft and slow through the kitchen windows, casting gold lines across the tile. Mallory stood barefoot in her robe, hair tied up, coffee in hand. She was half-listening to a podcast on the speaker—true crime, something about a missing cheerleader—but her eyes kept drifting back to her phone.

Nothing yet.

Trevor had kissed her hard before leaving that morning, gruff and distracted. Didn’t say much. Just ran a hand up her thigh under the robe, muttered “You’re mine,” and left her panting in the doorway.

And now?

She was still thinking about him.

About Jamal.

About the look in his eyes last night when he said she made him want to behave—almost. About the way he didn’t even pretend to respect Trevor. About how it made her thighs press tight under the dinner table.

The phone buzzed.

Her stomach flipped.

Unknown Number.

She stared at the screen for a long moment.

Then tapped it open.

[9:07 AM]

Didn’t get a chance to say goodbye last night.

You looked good enough to bite.

Still do, probably.

Mallory’s breath hitched.

The next text came a second later.

Too early to say that? Tell your husband to block me if he’s scared.

She stared at the message.

Then, slowly, she started to smile.

She typed:

Who is this?

She knew who it was, just wanted confirmation.

His response was instant.

The man your husband wishes he could be.

Her nipples hardened under the robe. Shit, she thought. He’s fucking bold. The hair on her arms started to stand as she thought about how angry Trevor would get if he saw these messages and it turned her on even more.

Another text.

Don’t worry. I won’t tell him how wet you’re getting.

Not yet.

She swallowed. Her mouth was dry, but her panties weren’t. The dirty talk and directness behind it made her want him even more—even if she wasn’t quite ready to admit it yet.

You don’t even know me. she wrote.

I don’t need to. I saw it on your face.

You want to be looked at like you’re not safe. Like you’re prey.

Tell me I’m wrong.

She didn’t.

She stared at the screen. He wasn’t wrong, and they both knew it. Jamal was definitely a people reader and she was an open book, apparently, when it came to him.

Buzz.

Bet you’re wearing something soft right now. Something pretty. You strike me as the kind of girl who likes to feel delicate while she’s being ruined.

Mallory’s hand slipped between her thighs. Just two fingers, pressing through the cotton. She gasped, then moaned, quietly.

Stop.

You want me to?

She didn’t reply. Trevor would kill her if he could see this unfolding in front of him and she surely couldn’t say no because she didn’t want him to stop. She was loving the attention.

Buzz.

That’s what I thought.

Trevor’s phone buzzed in the squad car.

He was sitting in a speed trap by the high school, sunglasses on, coffee in hand. The screen lit up with Mallory’s name.

He opened it and saw a photo.

It wasn’t anything she’d sent him recently. In fact, quite the opposite. Instead of a honey-do list of things that needed fixed when he got home or asking him to stop for milk and cheese, it was a sexy photo of her.

Just her bare legs up on the kitchen table. Her robe parted just enough to show the curve of her inner thigh. The edge of her hipbone. Her lips parted.

Thought about you this morning.

He smiled. But something nagged at him. Something off. Something posed. This wasn’t like her at all.

Another buzz.

This one was from an unknown number.

His stomach sank before he even tapped it.

She’s wetter than that coffee, Trev.

You think she dressed up like that for you?

Trevor stared at the screen.

Another message.

I’m not touching her.

Yet.

But she’s touching herself.

And she’s thinking about my mouth, not yours.

Trevor’s hand trembled. Anger running hot through his veins, right down to his throbbing dick.

Buzz.

Still feel like the man in charge?

His cock stiffened behind the zipper of his uniform pants.

Another message.

She’s not saying no.

Back in the kitchen, Mallory was shaking.

Not from fear.

From need.

Her hand was buried between her legs now, two fingers moving fast, slick and warm. Her phone buzzed again—more words, more filth—and she came with a gasp, back arching off the chair, thighs clamped tight.

She was still panting when she typed:

You need to stop.

Say it like you mean it.

Trevor would kill you.

Trevor wants to watch.

She froze.

The next text came two seconds later.

Maybe not yet.

But he will.

The door slammed hard enough to rattle the frame.

Trevor stood in the entryway, still in uniform, hand flat against the wood like he needed it to stay upright. His jaw was tight. His chest rose and fell like he’d run the whole damn beat in full gear.

Mallory was already standing there in the living room, robe tied tight, but nothing underneath.

She knew he was coming home early.

She knew exactly why.

He didn’t speak.

Just looked at her.

Then down at the phone in his hand.

Then back up.

“You didn’t think I’d find out.”

She licked her lips. “I didn’t care.”

He exhaled hard. “Jesus fucking Christ.”

“Did he tell you?”

Trevor’s nostrils flared. “He sent me the same messages he sent you.”

She tilted her head. “Then you saw what he said.”

“I saw him crawling into your head like a snake.”

She stepped closer. “He didn’t crawl.”

Trevor’s hands balled into fists.

“He knew exactly what to say,” she continued. “Every fucking word hit like a match. And I let it burn.”

“Why?” he snapped. “Why didn’t you block him?”

“Because I was wet, Trevor.” Her voice cracked like a whip. “Because I was soaked just from reading what he wrote. Because I sat in our kitchen and came with my hand between my legs while he whispered through a fucking screen.”

Trevor stared at her like he’d been punched in the chest.

Mallory stepped closer.

“Because you haven’t looked at me like that in years.”

His voice dropped low. Hoarse. “Like what?”

“Like I was prey.”

Trevor’s throat bobbed.

“I love you,” he said.

“I know.”

“I protect you.”

“I know.”

“I’d kill him.”

“I know that too.”

She stopped in front of him now, toe to toe, her robe brushing the front of his pants. He could smell her—clean sweat, faint perfume, and something else. Sex. He didn’t even have to ask. She hadn’t showered.

She wasn’t hiding it.

“Did you really touch yourself?” he asked, doubting what she’d told him. He believed it but wanted to hear it again.

Her eyes didn’t leave his. “You know I did.”

His jaw twitched.

“Did you think about him?”

“Every second.”

Silence. She could almost see the wheels turning as he tried to gather his bearings. Was it anger? Hatred? Jealousy?

And then⁠—

“Fucking whore,” he hissed as he grabbed onto his belt and holster like he needed them to keep him in place.

She slapped him.

Not hard. Not out of hate.

Out of need. Raw, desperate need.

Too many years of playing June Cleaver being the bake sale wife. Too many years of playing Alice from The Brady Bunch being his personal maid and laundry attendant. Too many years of boredom, loneliness, feeling unwanted.

Too many years of being the perfect wife.

“Then treat me like one,” she growled.

Trevor grabbed her by the throat, his oversized hand engulfing her neck. Putting pressure in just the right spot. Enough to block off some of her air but not enough to harm her.

Not tight. Not dangerous.

But enough.

Mallory moaned. Loud, melting into his touch.

He slammed her back against the nearest wall. His mouth was on hers in a second—biting, devouring. Their teeth clicked. Tongues tangled. She moaned into it. He growled like an animal.

“You want to get fucked like he’d do it?” he panted.

“Try me.”

He yanked the robe open. It fell to the floor like it was a paper gown.

She was naked underneath. Already wet. Dripping.

He dropped to his knees and spread her legs for her.

Buried his face in her pussy like it was the only goddamn way to survive, as if her pussy would feed him the oxygen that he needed to breathe.

His tongue was greedy as his hands cupped around her outer thighs, taking what he wanted. Giving her what she wanted.

She screamed. Fingers in his hair. Grinding on his face, soaking him with her juices.

“Yes—fuck—don’t stop⁠—”

He didn’t.

He licked her like a punishment. Sucked her clit like he wanted her to sob. His tongue filled her hole and when he could tell that she was getting close, he shoved his finger inside of her and focused on lapping her clit again.

And when she came, shaking, crying, he didn’t stop. He kept going. Forced another orgasm out of her, then another.

By the time he stood, her legs were jelly. Mallory wobbled like a drunk, staggering with each step as her whole body trembled.

“Trevor,” she whispered his name.

But he didn’t hear her because he had other plans.

He flipped her around. Bent her over the arm of the couch.

“Is this how you want it?” he growled, pulling his cock free. “Rough? Like a fucking toy?”

She looked over her shoulder, eyes wild. In all their years of marriage, she’d never seen him act so….animalistic. It sparked something inside of her like it was a side of himself that he’d been hiding for too long.

“I want it like you’re trying to erase him,” she blurted out, not knowing the full weight of her words and what they would bring her.

He slammed into her.

Hard, brutal and relentless.

No buildup.

No warning.

Just his cock driving deep into her cunt, stretching her, filling her. She screamed—half pain, all pleasure. His cock felt like if it didn’t split her in half, it would rupture her insides.

He gripped her hips like handles. Fucked her like she didn’t matter, his hips slamming against the back of hers. His balls smacking off of her clit as his tip teased her g-spot, hitting it over and over again.

She came all over his cock, coating it white as he kept slamming it into her.

And again.

Every thrust was a claim. Every growl a confession.

“I hate him,” Trevor said, driving his dick straight into her.

“Then fuck me until I forget him.” She knew exactly what she was doing and it was working. He never slowed or eased up, fucking her relentlessly.

“I saw those texts,” he growled, hammering home again.

“I wanted you to,” she teased.

“He called you delicate.”

“I want to be broken.”

He grabbed her hair. Pulled her up, body arched, at his complete mercy. She scrambled in an attempt to get to her feet but he had complete control over her body.

“You’re fucking mine,” he snapped.

“Then own me.”

He did.

He came inside her, deep, hot, choking on the sound of her moans. When he finally pulled out, her legs buckled. She collapsed onto the floor, cum leaking down her thighs, hair tangled, lips swollen, and thighs bruised.

They didn’t speak for a long time.

Finally, Mallory looked up at him, smile lazy and ruined.

“Still think I should’ve blocked him?”

Trevor didn’t answer.

His cock was already hard again.


CHAPTER THREE




The gym felt different this morning.

The air was cooler than usual, humming with faint echoes of heavy metal clanks and the rhythmic whirr of elliptical machines from across the cardio section. It smelled like rubber floors, sweat, and faint industrial cleaner, but underneath that was something else—something animal. Something tense. Mallory moved slowly as she stepped inside, her tennis shoes squeaking once against the entrance mat. Her pulse thudded hard in her throat. She could already see him.

Jamal was near the back, in the free weights area, a black tank clinging to his chest like it was painted on, sweat already slicking his skin to a subtle sheen. His traps flexed with every pull, veins thick across his forearms, and there was this deliberate, coiled calm in the way he moved—as if every motion was for control, not speed. No wasted energy. Just focused strength. He didn’t look up immediately, but she could feel his awareness snap to her like a switch being flipped. When he did glance over his shoulder, he didn’t smile like some charming asshole trying to win her over. He just looked at her, eyes dark and flat and steady, and then rolled his neck and went back to lifting. Like he already knew she’d follow.

Mallory’s mouth was dry. She crossed the gym with her breath tight in her chest, her thighs brushing slightly with every step in her black leggings. They were thin, tight—maybe too tight—and they hugged her hips like a promise. Her cropped lavender top left her stomach bare, soft skin exposed and tingling under the AC. She hadn’t worn a bra. She hadn’t wanted to. Her nipples were already firm beneath the fabric. She wasn’t sure if it was from the cold or the way Jamal looked at her.

“Didn’t expect to see you show up here,” he said simply as she approached, setting the dumbbells down like they weighed nothing.

Mallory shrugged, trying for casual, but she could feel her pulse thrumming against her ribs. “I needed a workout.”

Jamal turned fully toward her, wiping his hands on a towel that hung over the nearby bench. He let his eyes move slowly down her body—blatant, unhurried—and then lingered at the swell of her ass. “No one dresses like that to stretch,” he said. “You came for something else.”

Mallory swallowed, unsure if she could even deny it. She wanted to. She also didn’t want to lie.

He stepped closer, not enough to touch her, but close enough that her breath caught. His body radiated heat. She could smell his sweat—clean, masculine, thick with testosterone—and it made her thighs tense.

“Let’s start slow,” he murmured, voice gravel-soft. “Arms up.”

She obeyed, raising her arms over her head. Her back arched slightly as she did, her breasts pushing against the thin fabric of her top. Jamal moved behind her, his palms settling lightly on her hips, adjusting her stance. She felt the heat of his body at her back, his chest nearly brushing her spine.

“Feet apart,” he said.

She widened her stance.

“Wider.”

Her legs spread until she felt almost obscene. He didn’t touch her anywhere he shouldn’t—yet. But his hands stayed firm on her waist, guiding her through every stretch, every movement, his voice low and slow like molasses dripping over gravel. The entire gym seemed to fall away. She was wet. She could feel it, hot and damp against the inside of her leggings. Her breaths came shallower with each adjustment he made.

And then he stepped in fully behind her.

His thigh slipped between hers, nudging up just enough that she felt the pressure between her legs. She stiffened, a gasp catching in her throat, but he didn’t press harder.

“You feel that?” he murmured against her ear.

Her eyes fluttered shut. “Yes.”

“That’s control. That’s what it feels like when someone owns the space you’re in. Your breath. Your heartbeat.”

She didn’t answer. Couldn’t. Her head was spinning.

His hand moved lower, dragging slowly down her outer thigh. The touch wasn’t sexual—barely even firm—but it was deliberate. His fingers brushed close to where she ached the most, and then stopped just shy of it.

“I could make you fall apart right now,” he whispered. “Right here. In this gym. I could make you cum so hard you’d forget your name. You’d scream into your arm while people jog twenty feet away with headphones in.”

“Jamal—” she tried to turn her head towards him, but he didn’t let her.

He hushed her gently, lips barely ghosting near her neck. “You want that, don’t you?”

Her head nodded before her mouth could speak.

He pressed his palm flat against her belly, just above her waistband. His fingers flexed. “You think I need to fuck you to own you?” he asked.

She moaned. Her hips twitched, just slightly, but it was enough.

“I already do,” he said.

And then he stepped away.

Just like that.

Her legs nearly gave out. She turned, breathless, face flushed.

Jamal didn’t say another word. Just turned his head, jerked his chin once toward the hall at the back of the gym—the hallway with the staff-only door at the end. The supply room. Small, barely a closet. She hesitated. One second. Two. And then she followed.

The room was dark, lit only by a flickering bulb overhead. Stacks of paper towels, gym cleaner, a few spare uniforms hung like forgotten ghosts on the wall. The second the door clicked shut behind her, he was on her.

No slow seduction this time.

Jamal shoved her back against the wall, one hand landing next to her head with a heavy thud, the other gripping her hip, and then his mouth crushed down on hers like a man who'd been starving for it. His lips were rough, his beard scraped her skin, and the sheer heat of his body made her moan the second he touched her. There was nothing romantic about it. This wasn’t a kiss to steal her affection. It was a claim.

Her hands flew to his shoulders, then slid around his neck, and when he bit her lower lip she gasped—a soft, involuntary, filthy sound that echoed in the tiny space. His tongue pushed past her lips, tasting her, devouring her. Her pussy throbbed, soaked and clenching behind her leggings like it knew what was coming.

Then he grinned against her mouth. “Still dripping?”

She didn’t answer. She couldn’t.

He grabbed her jaw, not roughly, but enough to make her look at him. “Let me feel.”

And before she could object—before she could even breathe—his hand was at her waistband. Her leggings were already halfway down her thighs before she realized she hadn’t stopped him. Two fingers—thick, hot, deliberate—slid down the front of her soaked panties, found her slit, and dragged up slow.

Her knees buckled.

“Oh my God⁠—”

“Shut up,” he growled. “Take it.”

He didn’t give her time to argue.

One finger slid inside her.

Then two.

Curled. His fingers hitting her g-spot, forcing her to orgasm again.

She grabbed the shelf behind her, nails biting into the wood. His mouth was on her throat now, kissing, sucking, dragging heat down to the pulse point in her collarbone. His fingers thrust deep—slow at first, then fast—his palm grinding hard against her clit with each pump. The friction, the pressure, the wrongness of it all—being fingered by another man in the supply closet of her neighborhood gym—was too much.

Her body clenched around him. Her mouth dropped open in a silent cry. Her thighs shook.

He didn’t stop.

She came with her forehead pressed against his chest, panting, whimpering, twitching as the orgasm tore through her like a scream she couldn’t voice. But he didn’t let her come down. He kept moving, faster, rougher. A second one built so fast it made her ache. Her nails clawed at his back. Her moans were high-pitched and frantic.

When the second orgasm ripped through her, she bit his shirt to keep from crying out.

Jamal didn’t kiss her again.

He pulled his fingers free, wiped them on her leggings, and looked her straight in the eyes.

“You smell like mine now.”
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Trevor was pulling into the driveway when she arrived home. His cruiser was still idling as he stepped out, adjusting his belt, wiping a smudge off his sunglasses. His eyes fell on her immediately, and the look on his face twisted into something between suspicion and confusion.

She stepped out of her car slowly, heart still racing. Her hair was pulled up high, the ponytail slightly frizzy. Her shirt clung damply to her chest. The outline of her nipples showed clear. And the worst part—the part she couldn’t hide—was the darkened patch at the crotch of her leggings, faint but undeniable.

Trevor’s gaze locked there. He blinked.

“Good workout?” he asked, voice flat.

Mallory didn’t say anything. She walked past him without breaking stride, shoulders tight, throat burning.

But as she moved past him, she paused for just a second and leaned in close enough for her lips to brush his ear.

“I ran into Jamal today at the gym,” she whispered. “And I came so hard I almost fell over.”

Trevor didn’t say a word. But when she glanced down at the front of his pants before walking into the house, she saw the start of a bulge.

That night, the silence in the bedroom was different.

Trevor sat on the edge of the bed, his undershirt clinging to his chest, his arms tense as he scrolled aimlessly through his phone. Mallory stood across the room, brushing her hair in the mirror, wearing nothing but a pale silk camisole that barely covered her ass.

She caught his reflection in the glass. He wasn’t scrolling anymore. He was watching.

Her voice was soft. “You’re still thinking about it.”

He looked up at her. His eyes were burning.

“I hate him,” he muttered.

She reached down, fingers slipping into the waistband of his boxers, brushing the heat of his already hard cock. “You’re hard,” she whispered. “You hate him. But this turns you on.”

“I don’t want it to.”

“But it does.”

She straddled him slowly, rolling her hips over his cock through the thin fabric. “You want me to be your wife,” she murmured, voice hot against his jaw. “But you want me to be his slut, too.”

Trevor’s hands moved to her waist, gripping tighter than necessary. “That’s not true.”

“Say it, then. Say you don’t get hard when you picture him making me cum.”

His silence told her everything.

She leaned in, kissed him slow and deep.

“Maybe next time,” she whispered, “you should come with me.”

She licked her lips, tasting the ghost of his cologne still on them. "His cum's not in me, but fuck, I wanted it. Wanted him to bend me over and fill me up while you were home jerking off to the thought."

That did it. Trevor snarled, spinning her around and shoving her face-first against the wall, the thud echoing through the empty house.

"Jesus Christ, look at you," he rasped, dropping to his knees behind her. He spread her cheeks wide, inhaling the tangy scent of her recent betrayal mixed with gym sweat.

She arched back, pushing her soaked folds toward his face. "Eat me, Trevor. Taste how wet he got me. Lick his fingers off me."

He dove in like a starving man, tongue flat and broad as he lapped at her from clit to asshole, groaning into her heat. She was salty-sweet, her juices flooding his mouth as he sucked her clit between his lips, flicking it hard while two of his own fingers plunged deep—deeper than the Jamal’s, curling to hit that spot that made her scream. Mallory bucked against the wall, nails scraping paint, her tits heaving as she gasped, "Fuck, yes—suck it all up. He made me squirt a little on his hand... god, I was such a slut for him."

Trevor pulled back just long enough to spit on her asshole, working a thumb in circles around the tight ring while his mouth returned to her pussy, devouring her like she was his last meal. "You're my slut," he corrected, voice muffled against her flesh. "My wife, letting other cocks tease what's mine. Bet he wanted to fuck you raw, pump you full of his load so I could feel it sloshing inside you later." His cock ached, leaking pre-cum into his boxers, but he wasn't done tasting her yet. He added a third finger, stretching her wide.

Mallory's legs trembled, her breath coming in ragged sobs. “That would be so fucking hot, letting you feel his cum inside of me, fucking it out of me.”

The words ignited him; Trevor surged up, shoving his jeans down to free his rock-hard dick, thick and veined, slapping it against her ass before notching it at her entrance. He thrust in with one savage stroke, bottoming out balls-deep, her walls fluttering around him like a vice, gripping him like she was made for it.

"Fuuuuck," he hissed, hips snapping forward in brutal rhythm, the slap of skin on skin filling the air. He fisted her hair, yanking her head back to claim her mouth in a messy, biting kiss—tasting her lips, the salt of her sweat. "Take it, baby. Take your husband's cock in your sloppy seconds. Gonna fuck that cum right out of you, make you scream louder than you did for him."

She pushed back, meeting every punishing thrust, her ass jiggling with the force. "Harder, Trev—ruin me. Pound this pussy he warmed up for you. I want your cum mixing with his spit inside me." Her words dissolved into moans as he reached around, pinching her clit between his fingers, rolling it roughly while he railed her against the wall. The house echoed with their filth—the creak of the drywall, her breathless pleas, his guttural grunts.

Trevor felt her tighten first, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave, pussy milking him in rhythmic spasms as she wailed, "Coming—oh god, Trevor, yes!"

He didn't hold back, slamming deep one last time, his balls drawing up as he flooded her—hot ropes of cum painting her walls, claiming every inch that other man had touched. He ground against her, riding out the pulses, until they both slumped, panting, his forehead pressed to her shoulder.

"Love you," he murmured, nipping her ear as he softened inside her, cum already starting to leak down her thighs. "My perfect, dirty wife."

Mallory twisted to kiss him softly, a wicked gleam in her eye. "Love you too."
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Mallory sat at the edge of the bed, one leg crossed over the other, freshly showered, towel still wrapped around her head. Her skin glowed with lotion, warm and dewy under the amber bedroom light. She was calm. Maybe too calm. Like a woman who had already made peace with the decision her husband hadn’t quite said aloud yet.

Trevor stood at the dresser, pouring whiskey into a lowball glass. His hands weren’t shaking, but his thoughts were loud. Loud enough to drown out the TV, the distant hum of their dishwasher, the sound of the furnace kicking on.

He took a sip. Then another. Then finally turned to face her.

“You want me to say it,” he said.

She uncrossed her legs slowly, the cotton robe parting just enough to reveal the inside of her thigh. “I want to know what the rules are.”

Trevor exhaled. “You’ve already fucked him in your head.”

Mallory didn’t argue. “Twice.”

“Twice?”

Her smile curved, lazy and hot. “That’s how many times I came in the supply closet.”

He swirled the whiskey in the glass. “Jesus.”

“You kissed me that night,” she said, eyes locked on his. “You kissed me like you hated me and loved me and wanted to kill him all at the same time.”

“I did.”

“You fucked me harder than you ever have in your life.”

“Yeah,” he said. “Because I had to prove something.”

Mallory tilted her head. “To me?”

“No.” His voice was low now. “To myself.”

She stood. Let the robe fall open. Just slightly. Her body still bore faint marks from his grip two nights before. She was proud of them.

“You don’t want me to stop,” she said.

He stepped forward. Slow. Measured. Like a man walking into traffic with his eyes wide open.

“No,” he answered, his voice rough like gravel. He hated himself for his answer but it was the truth. No sense in pretending it didn’t turn him on, they both knew it did.

“You don’t want me to lie about it.”

“I want the truth,” he said. “Every fucking filthy detail.”

She reached up, touched his chest, warm palm flat over his heart. “Then say it.”

He looked at her. Not the woman he married. The woman she’d become.

“You can fuck him,” Trevor said.

The words hung heavy between them, thick and hard as the air before a storm.

“But you don’t sneak around,” he added. “You don’t lie. You don’t make me guess. You tell me.”

Mallory’s breath hitched.

“You tell me when, how, where,” Trevor said. “You let me choose if I watch. Or join. Or just jerk off in the corner while he ruins you.”

She was breathing harder now.

“You let me know when he takes my wife apart,” Trevor said, stepping closer. “Because you’re still mine. Even when he’s inside you.”

Mallory moaned, picturing Jamal’s thick black cock buried deep inside of her, ruining her. His muscular arms maneuvering her like a rag doll, his big, strong hands gripping her hips, leaving fingerprints for days.

Trevor grabbed her jaw, breaking her train of thought as she pictured Jamal wrecking her.

“Say it.”

She bit her lip. “I’m yours.”

He kissed her. Hard. But when he pulled back, there was no question in his eyes anymore. No fear. Just something darker. Acceptance. Ownership. Permission.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand.

Neither of them moved.

Trevor didn’t need to check it.

He already knew who it was.

Mallory reached slowly, picked it up, thumbed the screen.

She turned it toward him.

A single message from Jamal.

Tell your husband the clock’s ticking.

Trevor’s cock was already hard.

Mallory’s smile could’ve lit the fuse on a bomb.

“You want me to text him back?” she asked, eyes glittering.

He took her wrist, guided her hand to his zipper.

“You’ll tell him in person,” he said. “But not before you suck my cock while thinking about how his feels.”

She dropped to her knees.

Mallory hollowed her cheeks and took him in, inch by throbbing inch, her lips stretching wide around his girth until her nose brushed his trimmed pubes. She gagged softly—just enough to make her eyes water, saliva pooling at the corners of her mouth as she bobbed, slurping obscenely. Her hands gripped his thighs for leverage, nails digging in as she hollowed and swallowed, relaxing her throat to let him nudge the back of it. "Mmmph," she hummed around him, the vibration pulling a hiss from his lips, her tongue flicking relentlessly along the underside, tracing that sensitive vein.

"Jesus, fuck—look at you," Trevor rasped, hips bucking up involuntarily, fucking her face in shallow thrusts as she encouraged him with eager moans. Drool spilled down her chin, dripping onto his balls, which she cupped and massaged, rolling them gently while she deepthroated him.

"That's it, choke on it. Imagine Jamal's fat cock down there instead—thicker, longer, making you gag harder. You'd slobber all over him too, wouldn't you? Let him face-fuck you in that gym until you can't breathe."

The dirty talk spurred her on; Mallory pulled off with a gasp, strings of spit connecting her lips to his tip, and spat on his length before diving back in, sucking harder, faster, her head twisting side to side for that extra friction.

She popped off again just to whine, "He'd grab my hair like this," mimicking him by letting his fist tighten in her locks, "and call me a cop's whore. But I'd think of you the whole time—how wet it makes you, how you'd lick his cum off my tits after." Then she engulfed him fully, throat convulsing around his head as she swallowed, milking him toward the edge.

Trevor's control snapped; he held her down, grinding deep as his abs tensed, a guttural "Fuck, Mal—gonna come" rumbling from his chest. She nodded frantically around him, humming her yes, and he erupted—hot, thick spurts flooding her mouth, coating her tongue as she gulped greedily, not spilling a drop. Only when he shuddered through the last pulse did she pull back, licking him clean with lazy swirls, her lips shiny and smug.

The bedroom lights were low, just a soft golden spill from the bedside lamp as Mallory stood in front of the full-length mirror, smoothing the lace over her hips. It was black, sheer, trimmed in fine floral detail that barely concealed anything. The fabric dipped deep between her breasts, barely holding to her shoulders with thin straps that made her feel like a gift waiting to be unwrapped.

She turned slightly, studied herself in profile. The curve of her ass framed by garters. The straps tight against her thighs. She looked good. No—she looked fuckable. Like something a man would throw away his life to touch.

Behind her, Trevor sat on the bed, silent.

He watched her adjust her hair, watched her arch one hip to make the angle better. He didn’t say anything, but his cock was straining inside his pajama pants. She’d already caught him staring at her three times tonight. Something had shifted between them, electric and silent and loaded.

“You sure about this?” she asked, turning toward him, phone in hand.

Trevor didn’t answer right away. Just nodded once. He couldn’t speak if he wanted to.

Mallory smiled like a cat.

Then she tapped the screen.

A new group text thread popped up. She named it “Us.”

Just two names added: Hubby. Jamal Walker.

She wasn’t sending a text, though.

The click of the camera was soft, nearly silent as it caught all of her best angles, the lingerie showcasing her body. Her breasts spilling out of the top, nipples outlined in lace, hips arched high and her spine curving to lengthen her torso.

Then she hit send as she held her breath. Even she couldn’t believe her own boldness.

She stared at the screen for a heartbeat before typing a caption, trying to word it just perfectly to let Jamal know that they were both ready. She already knew he was. He’d been ready since….forever.

We talked rules tonight. Just making sure we’re all on the same page.
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Trevor leaned forward, looking over her shoulder at the screen. She handed the phone to him without a word.

He scrolled up a beat to see the photo that she’d sent when he heard the click of the camera.

His breath caught.

There she was—his wife—half-dressed in lingerie he hadn’t even known she owned, hips cocked, mouth parted slightly, hair a little wild. A fuck-me stare locked dead into the lens. Not for him. For both of them.

His phone buzzed almost immediately.

Jamal.

The only rule I care about is she begs me for more.

And I’ll make her.

Mallory let out a soft laugh, wicked and knowing, and turned to Trevor.

He didn’t speak, just watched his gorgeous hotwife as she walked over to him. Her hips swayed like she owned the room—because she did. She owned the room, him, and Jamal.

Mallory leaned in and kissed Trevor, slow and sweet at first, but with a curl of fire under the surface. Her lips pressed warm to his, the taste of her confidence lingering in the glide of her mouth. He kissed her back like a man teetering on the edge of something he couldn’t name—one hand clenched in the blanket, the other hovering just inches from her hip.

When she pulled back, her lips were glossy, swollen. She stood over him, still in that black lace, the glow from the bedside lamp wrapping her in gold. Then, wordlessly, she stepped back, turning one slow circle in front of him. A show.

Her hips rolled just slightly as she moved, teasing. She pulled the sides of her robe apart and let it slide down her arms. It dropped to the floor in a whisper, pooling at her feet. The garters gripped her thighs just tight enough to make Trevor’s jaw flex.

She turned to face him again, arms loose at her sides. She wasn’t covering anything. Her nipples pressed through the sheer fabric. Her pussy barely concealed behind the lace. Her expression unreadable.

"You like what you see?" she asked softly.

Trevor's throat worked. He couldn’t speak.

Mallory smiled, slow and wicked, and stepped forward, climbing onto the bed on her knees. She straddled him, hips settling just above his lap, not quite touching.

“You’re hard,” she whispered.

He nodded.

She leaned down, her lips brushing the shell of his ear. “Next time I wear this, it might not be for you.”

That made his breath catch—his hands twitched, instinct flaring—but she pressed a single finger to his lips and shook her head.

“This is happening,” she said. “We’re already in it. You opened the door, baby. You can’t close it now.”

Trevor’s voice was hoarse. “I don’t want to.”

Mallory nodded, kissed his jaw, slow and tender.

Then, after a beat, she pulled back just far enough to look him in the eye. Her voice dropped to a near-whisper.

“If I let him fuck me…”

Trevor’s breath hitched.

“Are you going to watch?”

He didn’t answer.

She didn’t need him to.

“I want you to,” she said, voice like velvet over razor wire. “I want you there when I give him what he’s been dying to take. I want you hard while he stretches me open and makes me scream. I want you to see the look on my face.”

Trevor closed his eyes. His cock throbbed painfully behind his waistband.

Mallory smiled again. Not cruel. Just sure.

Then she kissed him—soft, lingering—and climbed off the bed like she’d just sealed a deal. She pulled back the covers and slid beneath them, calm and languid, the scent of her arousal still hanging heavy in the air.

She didn’t say goodnight this time.

She just curled up, pulled the blankets over her hips, and let her breathing slow.

Trevor sat in silence for a long time.

He stared at her in the dim light—his wife, in black lace, glowing with the aftershock of seduction. She wasn’t nervous. She wasn’t second-guessing.

She was already gone. This was the new Mallory, one that was sexy and confident as hell, one that would command and crave attention.

And she was definitely going to get it.

He waited until her breaths evened out.

Then he grabbed his phone.

The message was still there in the group thread.

That photo. Her in lingerie, bold as hell. That pose. That expression. Not the sweet little smile she wore in church or at fundraisers. Not the poised sweet wife of the Sheriff’s race.

No—this was Mallory off-leash.

His hand moved inside his pants, slow and trembling at first.

Then faster.

He pictured her standing in front of Jamal—letting him look, letting him touch. He imagined her peeling the straps off her shoulders and stepping out of that lace. Not for her husband.

But for him.

He imagined Jamal’s cock—thick and dark and swinging—and Mallory on her knees for it. Hands behind her back. Looking up like she couldn’t wait to taste.

Trevor bit down on a gasp as his orgasm ripped through him.

The shame hit before the afterglow faded. But so did the clarity.

She was still his wife.

But tomorrow night?

She might not be just his anymore.

And he’d be watching every goddamn second of it.

Even as he lay there in the dark, her soft breath slow and steady beside him, his heart kept pounding with one undeniable truth:

She was about to become their whore.


CHAPTER FOUR




The door clicked shut behind them with a heavy thud, final and thick like it sealed out the rest of the world. Jamal’s place smelled like cedar and sweat and something darker. Not cologne—sex. The kind that lingered in the walls. Mallory’s heels clicked across the floor, slow and deliberate, every step a war between adrenaline and need. Her pulse thundered in her throat. She wasn’t nervous.

She was ready.

Trevor followed her in silently, but not timid. He didn’t slink into the background—he walked in like he belonged there. Like he had every right to be present, to witness what was about to happen. Because he did. His jaw was tense. His hands clenched. But his eyes never left her. Not once.

Jamal leaned against the edge of the kitchen counter, arms crossed over that thick chest, tattoos dark against his skin. Black jeans, no shirt. His muscles gleamed like polished obsidian under the low lighting. He looked at Mallory like a man surveying his next meal. Not fast food. Not date-night steak. Something untouched. Something worth devouring slow.

“Well, well,” he said, eyes dragging down her body. “Look who showed up.”

Mallory didn’t answer. She stood in the center of the living room, hands at her sides, coat still clinging to her shoulders.

“You bring me what I asked for?”

She nodded.

“Show me.”

Mallory slipped the coat off, slow. Beneath it, she wore nothing but a cherry-red set of lace—bra, garter belt, thigh-highs. No panties.

Trevor exhaled hard behind her.

Jamal smirked. “Fuck me.”

She stepped forward and handed him the small white square she’d tucked into her purse—her panties from earlier. Soaked. Warm.

He brought them to his nose, slow and exaggerated.

“Still fresh,” he said. “You been walking around all day like this?”

Mallory nodded again, cheeks flushed but head held high.

“Dripping for me?”

She swallowed. “Yes.”

He tossed the panties on the counter and took a slow step forward.

“You wanna fuck?” he asked, voice flat, blunt.

Mallory’s breath caught. “Yes.”

He raised an eyebrow. “I don’t remember saying you could.”

She blinked.

Jamal circled her slowly, eyes drinking in every exposed inch of her.

“You think just because your husband gave you a hall pass that you get to come in here and get dicked down like a slut? You think you don’t have to earn it?”

Her chest rose and fell faster now.

“Take your bra off.”

She obeyed. Quickly, eager to succumb to his every command.

“Hands behind your back and on your knees.”

She did it.

Trevor was sitting now, across the room, legs spread, eyes locked on the way her nipples tightened in the open air. He wasn’t hiding. Wasn’t whispering. He was hard, openly palming his cock through his jeans, and not bothering to pretend otherwise.

“Open your mouth,” Jamal said.

Mallory obeyed.

He stepped in front of her and slapped his cock—thick, hardening, already half out of his jeans—across her tongue.

“Keep it open,” he growled.

She whimpered but kept still, eyes wide, throat fluttering.

“You want it?” he asked.

She nodded, mouth stretched open, jaw trembling from holding position.

“Then beg for it. Tell me you’re a married slut who needs my cock more than your husband’s.”

Mallory’s voice was hoarse when she spoke, lips stretched wet and shaking.

“I’m a married slut,” she whispered. “And I need your cock more than my husband’s.”

Trevor groaned—his hand under his waistband now, stroking slow.

Jamal laughed once, low and sharp.

“Goddamn. You trained her already, Trev?”

Trevor didn’t answer. But his cock was rock hard in his fist, and the look on his face wasn’t shame.

It was pride.

Jamal undid his belt, shoved his pants down, and let his cock spring free—thick, veined, already fully hard. Mallory gasped, knees trembling. He grabbed her hair and fed it to her, inch by inch, slow at first but unrelenting.

She gagged on the third thrust.

He didn’t stop.

He held her there, nose pressed to his groin, her spit pouring from her lips down her neck.

Trevor watched, wide-eyed, his cock leaking pre-cum onto his hand.

When Jamal pulled back, Mallory gasped for air, eyes wet, mascara streaking.

“You want me to fuck you?” Jamal growled.

“Yes,” she sobbed.

“You want me to wreck your married cunt while your husband watches?”

“Please,” she begged for him.

“Then crawl for it.”

She dropped onto all fours without hesitation. Crawled to the bedroom on hands and knees, her ass swaying, glistening between her thighs.

Jamal followed behind her like a predator.

Trevor rose slowly, cock still in hand, following both of them as he watched her pussy get wetter.

The bedroom was dark except for the lamp on the dresser—low light, warm and golden, casting long shadows across the room. The bed was wide, neat, charcoal sheets pulled tight like no one had used them in days. But they were about to get ruined.

Trevor trailed a step back, heart pounding a war drum in his chest, his cock already straining against his zipper from the sight of his wife on her knees minutes earlier—lips stretched wide around Jamal's massive black cock.

"Get on the bed, slut," Jamal commanded, voice a low rumble that sent shivers through Mallory's body. She obeyed without a glance at Trevor.

Mallory crawled up onto the mattress, her knees sinking into the soft give, her hands trembling against the sheets. Her hair was a mess, cheeks flushed, mouth swollen from choking on Jamal’s cock. Her eyes flicked to the doorway—Trevor stood there now, shirt undone, pants unzipped, fist wrapped around his cock. His face unreadable.

He wasn’t stopping this.

He was here for this.

She felt her cunt pulse at the sight of him, her walls clenching on nothing.

Jamal stood at the foot of the bed, dragging his shirt off over his head. Every inch of him was carved muscle, inked in black and shadow. His cock stood thick and heavy, curved up, the veins bulging and rigid, like they were struggling to pump all of his blood through his length and girth. It looked dangerous. It looked like it was going to hurt.

Mallory’s mouth watered.

“You wet?” Jamal asked.

She nodded.

“Show me.”

She reached between her legs and spread herself open, two fingers gliding through soaked lips, slick glistening under the lamplight.

Jamal smirked.

Then climbed onto the bed behind her.

“No foreplay,” he growled. “You came already.”

He gripped her hips hard, dragged her ass back toward him, and lined up. Jamal smirked, notching his fat cockhead at her entrance, rubbing it through her slick folds until she whined and pushed back, desperate. He sank in slow—agonizingly slow—inch by girthy inch, stretching her wide, her pussy lips gripping him like a vice as she gasped, head dropping forward.

"Fuuuck, you're tight for a married whore," Jamal groaned, bottoming out with a wet smack, his balls nestling heavy against her clit. He held there, grinding deep, letting her feel every ridge, every pulse, as her walls fluttered around the invasion.

“Fuck—” Trevor whispered, his voice cracking.

Mallory glanced back at him, locking eyes as Jamal pushed the head in.

She gasped—stretched instantly, the pressure almost unbearable.

“Oh my God⁠—”

“You’re gonna take it,” Jamal grunted.

And then he shoved all the way in.

Mallory moaned, her voice breaking on his name, fingers clawing the sheets.

Trevor groaned.

Jamal didn’t stop.

He fucked her like he meant it—like he owned her. Every thrust slammed her forward on the bed, her hands scrabbling for the sheets, legs shaking. His grip bruised her hips, dragged her back to meet each brutal stroke. He growled when she clenched too tight. Slapped her ass when she tried to pull away.

Trevor’s hand pumped faster now, pre-cum dripping over his knuckles.

“Say it,” Jamal snarled. “Say whose pussy this is.”

Then the pace shattered. Jamal's control snapped like a rubber band; he reared back and slammed home, brutal and unforgiving, his hips pistoning with the force of a man settling scores. The bedframe groaned in protest, but it was the slap of skin on skin that filled the room—sharp, rhythmic cracks echoing off the walls like gunshots, Jamal's pelvis battering her ass red with each punishing thrust. Mallory's body jolted forward with the violence, tits flopping wildly, her mouth falling open in a constant stream of cries: "Jamal! Fuck—harder, oh shit, Jamal!" His name spilled from her lips like a chant, raw and reverent, drowning out Trevor's ragged breaths.

“Louder.”

“Yours, Jamal! It’s yours!”

Trevor’s cock twitched in his hand.

“Say it again. While your husband watches.”

Trevor couldn't look away, couldn't stop the hand grinding against his crotch as he watched Jamal wreck her—dick disappearing into her over and over, coated in her cream, pulling out shiny and thrusting back in to the hilt, balls swinging to smack her clit. Rage boiled in his veins; this was the prick who'd gotten booted from the force for shaking down dealers, who'd whispered poison in Mallory's ear at the fundraiser about how Trevor "didn't deserve a woman like her." Lust drowned it out, hot and filthy, his wife's pussy devouring Jamal's monster cock like it was made for it, her ass rippling with every impact, juices dripping down her thighs in obscene rivulets.

Mallory lifted her head, eyes wild, makeup smeared.

“This pussy belongs to Jamal!” she screamed.

Jamal spit on her back. Slapped her ass again. Rammed into her deep and hard.

And she came. Soaked the sheets. Screamed his name like it was carved into her fucking spine. Legs shaking, body bucking.

The sight undid Trevor completely. His balls tightened, cock jerking into his hand, eyes locked on his wife being fucked apart.

Rage and lust warred in his chest, leaving him hollowed out, spent.

But Jamal wasn’t done.

Not even close.

He flipped her.

Threw her onto her back.

Pinned her wrists above her head and slammed back into her, deep and brutal.

Mallory clawed at the sheets, gasping.

“You thought that was it?” he growled. “That was the warm-up.”

Trevor’s knees buckled.

Jamal leaned down, buried his face in her neck, and bit her shoulder hard enough to mark.

“Don’t forget to thank me,” he warned her.

And then he finished inside her—deep, full, hot—filling her with thick ropes of cum that spilled out as he pulled free.

She collapsed forward, panting, ass up and presented like a trophy—marked, used, Jamal's handprint blooming red on her cheek. He slapped it once more for good measure, the crack sharp, before glancing at Trevor with a victorious grin.

Trevor stared.

Mallory looked at him through half-lidded eyes.

And smiled as she whispered, “Thank you, Jamal.”

The room still smelled like sweat and sex and her.

Mallory lay spread across the bed, breathing shallow, legs parted. Her inner thighs glistened with slick—his and hers both—wet, messy proof of everything that had just happened. The sheets beneath her were soaked, rumpled, stained. Her hair clung to her face in tangled waves. Her eyes fluttered, lashes stuck with mascara. There were red prints on her hips from Jamal’s grip, a bite on her shoulder, a faint bruise blooming under the curve of her breast.

She looked used. Not just fucked—claimed.

And she looked perfect.

Jamal rolled off the bed, his chest slick, abs tight. He didn’t say a word. Just grabbed a towel from the drawer, wiped his cock off slow, then tossed the rag onto the floor like it didn’t matter. It landed near the foot of the bed, where Mallory’s heels still lay on their sides.

He stood at the window, naked and unbothered, lighting a cigarette like it was just another night.

Trevor still hadn’t moved.

He stood by the wall, cock limp now, spent, pants undone, hand sticky with his own cum. His eyes locked on the mess between his wife’s thighs. The place where Jamal had finished. Where she’d taken it all and hadn’t said no. Had begged for more.

He swallowed hard.

Then stepped forward.

Mallory opened her eyes and watched him. Her lips parted. But she didn’t speak.

She didn’t have to.

Trevor knelt by the bed and snatched up the crumpled towel Jamal had tossed aside. It was still hot from the bastard's grip and soaked through with his thick, pearly load mixed with Mallory's slick. He hooked his hands under her knees and yanked her legs apart without preamble. He spread her wide like he owned the view. She did not pull away. Instead, she hooked one ankle over his shoulder. Her spent pussy came into full display. It gaped slightly and flushed angry red. Cum oozed out in lazy dribbles down her crack. It pooled on the sheets like evidence of her conquest.

"Fuck, look at that cream pie," Trevor muttered. His voice came out rough with fresh hunger. He dragged the damp towel right through the mess. He pressed it firm against her folds and rubbed in slow, deliberate circles. He ground the fabric into her swollen clit until she hissed and bucked her hips up for more. The towel came away streaked white.

He didn’t stop.

He dipped his fingers in next and scooped up a glob of Jamal's jizz on his fingertips. He smeared it back over her lips before shoving two digits knuckle-deep to stir the rest around inside her.

Mallory arched with a filthy moan ripping from her throat. Her walls clenched greedily around his invasion. Her eyes locked on his. They dared him to dive deeper.

He twisted his fingers and curled them to push the mess deeper. This was him marking territory in the wreckage. He got off on the proof she had taken what she wanted. She had fucked his rival raw while he watched. She had owned the room with her moans.

He withdrew his fingers at last and wiped the last of it from her thighs with rough swipes. They left her skin pink and tingling.

She stood, bare legs trembling, and walked over to Trevor.

He didn’t look at her.

She whispered, “Say something.”

He shook his head. “Not yet.”

From across the room, Jamal exhaled smoke and smirked without turning.

“You’ll be back,” he said, voice casual. Confident. Absolute.

Mallory paused at the door.

Trevor opened it.

She stepped into the hallway barefoot, cum still leaking down the inside of her thigh.

Trevor followed behind her.

Neither of them said a word.

The drive home was a black hole of silence, the streetlights streaking past like accusations. Mallory's bare feet curled against the passenger floor mat, her thighs pressed together to stem the slow leak of Jamal's load trickling from her.

Trevor gripped the wheel white-knuckled in the confined space. He didn't glance her way. Not once.

The front door slammed behind them like a gunshot. Mallory flicked on the hall light, shadows pooling in the corners of their empty house. She turned, back to the wall, eyes searching his face—flushed, defiant, still riding the high of her fuck. "Trev⁠—"

He was on her before she finished, crashing his mouth against hers in a bruising kiss that tasted of rage and reclamation. No tenderness, no questions. His hands grabbed her at her lingerie, bunching it at her waist, exposing the sticky evidence smeared down her skin.

"You reek of him," he snarled into her neck, teeth grazing the fresh bite mark Jamal had left there, sucking hard enough to bruise it purple over the old one. "Fucked like a whore in his bed. Begged for him. My wife."

Mallory gasped, nails raking his shirt as she hooked a leg around his waist, grinding her soaked core against his thigh.

"Yeah, I did. Took every inch while you watched, stroking your cock. He filled me up, Trev—deep and hot.”

Her words were gasoline, her breath hot and taunting, but her eyes blazed with that shared fire, the thrill of pushing him to the edge.

Trevor roared, spinning her to face the wall, yanking her hips back until her ass arched high—cheeks still bearing Jamal's handprints, red and blooming. He freed his dick with one hand, already throbbing hard again, veined and leaking, and slammed into her without warning—just raw possession, her pussy yielding slick and sloppy around him, Jamal's cum squelching out with the force of his thrust.

"Feel that?" he grunted, bottoming out balls-deep, grinding viciously to churn the mess inside her. "Gonna fuck his load right out. Make this pussy mine again."

She braced against the wall, moaning broken and filthy as he set a punishing rhythm—hips snapping forward in brutal pistons, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing louder than her cries.

Cum frothed at the base of his shaft, dripping down his sack with every withdraw and plunge, her walls fluttering greedy around him, stretched loose from Jamal's girth but clenching like she craved the overwrite.

"Harder—fuck, Trev, ruin me," she panted, pushing back to meet him, tits bouncing free from the dress, nipples scraping the paint. “Fuck his cum right out of me and fill me with yours.”

He fisted her hair, yanking her head back to expose her throat, biting down as he railed her—deep, claiming strokes that hit her cervix, forcing more of Jamal’s seed to trickle in creamy droplets down her legs.

The jealousy from Jamal's place twisted into fuel, his free hand snaking around to slap her clit, pinching until she shattered—screaming his name this time, body convulsing, pussy milking him in vise-like spasms that dragged him under.

Trevor buried himself to the hilt and erupted, hot jets flooding her, mixing with the remnants in a filthy cocktail that overflowed, marking her insides as his territory. He held her there, grinding through the aftershocks, until they both sagged, panting.

Pulling out with a obscene pop, he watched his cum—thicker, whiter—join the mess leaking from her. "Mine," he rasped, slapping her ass once, sharp and final.

“Forever,” Mallory smirked. “Forever and ever, Trev.”


CHAPTER FIVE




The gym lights were harsh, fluorescent, and the aroma in the air smelled like rubber mats, metal, and sweat. Mallory walked in just behind Jamal, her hair tied up in a high, loose ponytail, her water bottle swinging lazily from her fingers. She wore a cropped tank that barely hid the deep curve of her waist, and the leggings—God, the leggings—were skin-tight black, molded to her like they’d been painted on. No panty lines. Because she wasn’t wearing any.

Her pussy was still tender from the other night, but she was wet again.

She’d been wet since he picked her up.

They didn’t talk much. Jamal led the way to the weight section and threw her a smirk over his shoulder as he loaded up the bar for squats.

“You said you wanted a workout,” he said. “So let’s see how bad you want it.”

Mallory stepped under the bar, chest lifted, shoulders square, pretending she didn’t feel the heat of his eyes burning into her ass. The first few reps were clean, tight. She could feel the tightness in her core from more than just the movement. She was turned on, and it was obvious. Every squat dragged her leggings deeper between her ass cheeks, every bend over showed off how bare she really was underneath.

And Jamal didn’t miss a thing.

After three sets, he gestured toward the back of the gym, toward the locker rooms.

“Cool down stretch. You’ve earned it.”

She followed him without a word.

The second the door swung shut behind them, Jamal grabbed her wrist and spun her hard into the lockers. Not rough—possessive. Her back hit cold steel, the echo bouncing off tile. Her breath caught, heart slamming in her chest. He reached between her legs and cupped her heat through the leggings. Already soaked.

He grinned. “I knew you wouldn’t wear panties.”

“I couldn’t,” she whispered, breathless.

“You wanted me thinking about this all morning, huh?”

She didn’t answer.

He hooked two fingers into the waistband and dragged it down her thighs in one hard pull.

Her cunt glistened in the overhead light, lips swollen, pink and bare. Her breath hitched.

Jamal pressed his palm flat to her mound, then slid two thick fingers between the folds, dragging through the slick with a slow, practiced rhythm.

“Trevor at work?”

She nodded, whimpering.

Jamal pulled out his phone with his free hand, opened the recorder, and hit the red button.

Then looked her dead in the eye.

“Don’t hold back.”

He slammed his fingers inside her—hard.

Mallory cried out, loud, unfiltered, echoing in the tiled room. Her hands grabbed at his shoulders, legs already trembling, her pussy sucking at his fingers with every thrust. He curled them just right, dragging along her inner wall, thumb grinding her clit until her knees buckled and she was moaning like a bitch in heat.

He caught her with his free arm, held her up against the locker while he fingered her through the edge of orgasm.

She started to come.

Hard.

Loud.

Soaking his hand.

He let her ride it out for five more seconds, the sounds obscene—slap-slap-slick, wet and filthy, the kind of soundtrack no wife should ever make for another man.

Then he hit stop on the recorder.

Her legs were shaking, breath ragged, her cunt fluttering around nothing, dripping down her thighs.

And Jamal?

He grinned like the devil and hit send.
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Trevor sat behind a long folding table, city council minutes splayed open before him, half-listening to some old man drone on about potholes.

His phone vibrated.

He checked it.

Voice note from Jamal in their group text that Mallory had set up.

No words. Just the file.

His heart fucking stopped.

He turned the volume down low. Pressed play.

At first, it was faint. Wet.

Then Mallory’s voice broke through—raw, breathless, moaning.

Then crying out.

Then a high, cracked sob of Jamal’s name just as she came.

Trevor’s blood left his head. His cock sprang hard behind his belt in a flash of hot, nauseous lust.

He dropped his pen.

Someone on the board asked him a question. He didn’t hear it.

All he could hear was the sound of his wife getting finger-fucked in a locker room while he sat in a room full of taxpayers pretending he still owned her.

Trevor slammed the squad car door harder than he needed to, the sound echoing across the empty lot like a declaration. He'd let the council meeting run its course in a haze—sat through reports about cracked sidewalks, listened to petty arguments about holiday lighting while his mind replayed a voice, a wet, obscene slice of sound that had no place in a civic chamber. The men at the dais had noticed the blank look in his eyes. Someone had called his name once, twice. He'd managed a clipped answer both times, fingers white around his pen. The office smelled like stale coffee and paper, and every polite smile he'd given that night felt like a concession to a public that trusted him to keep order while his private life unraveled in the audio file still ringing in his head.

When he pulled into the driveway, the house felt different—too still, like it was holding its breath. Mallory's car was in the driveway; the back porch light came on as he approached the front door. He didn't bother with small talk or the practiced ease they sometimes used to smooth over awkward evenings. He unlocked the door, stepped inside, and let the silence press against him. The house was dim, the living room lamp throwing a soft pool of light over the coffee table. Mallory stood by the window, back to him, a single cigarette between fingers she wasn't smoking, posture rigid as a statue. He watched the way the light cut her arm into glossy planes; he watched more than he wanted to. Jealousy tasted metallic in his mouth, low and hot, curling through his veins like a fever.

"You heard it, didn't you?" he said without preamble, voice rough and dry. It wasn't a question. He could feel the accusation like a bruise already forming under his skin.

Mallory turned slowly, the cigarette forgotten and pinched out in an ashtray. Her face was calm—too calm. Where shame should have been there was something like pride, and that set him off in a new direction that startled him. "I did," she said. Her voice was soft, but it carried to the corners of the room. "You heard it."

He took a step toward her, hands balling at his sides. "Who the hell do you think you are?" The words came out harder than he'd meant. "You drop that in a city council meeting⁠—"

"He didn't send it to the meeting," she interrupted, eyes sharp. "He sent it to you. You opened it. You listened to me come. God, Trevor—did you like it?"

The question hit like a slap. He flinched. Part of him did like it—the dark, shameful part that had been awake since he first heard her moan into Jamal's fingers. But another part of him boiled at being reduced to a spectator, at the image of his wife on a locker room floor while suited men argued about drainage two miles away. Honor, control, something about his promise to the town and to himself; all of it felt contaminated.

"Don't you dare put that on me," he said. "Don't you use me like this as some kind of show."

She cocked her head, eyes glittering with a defiant light that both infuriated and seduced him. "It's not a show," Mallory said, stepping toward the sofa and sliding down onto the cushion, legs crossed slowly like she was settling into a throne. "It's truth. It's what I wanted. I told you I wanted to feel seen. I told you I wanted to be wanted. You gave me your permission, Trevor. You gave me rules."

He heard the memory of that night like a distant thunder. The rules—loud, clumsy, carved out of desperation and lust on their bedroom floor—had never been some tidy contract. They were raw, immediate. He'd mouthed words he didn't fully mean because when she asked him in the dark he couldn't say no. Now she used that to steady herself, to justify the mess he hated with a clarity that made him want to smash something.

"You don't get to sign away my marriage," he snapped, pacing now, cuffs of his uniform brushing his wrists with each turn. "This isn't politics where you make a deal and bury the cost. This is our life. Our bed. You can't broadcast the thing that makes me a man to people like—like him."

Mallory's laugh was low, bitterly amused. "And if I did? If I wanted to broadcast it? Would you stop me?"

His face flushed. Rage and heat twisted together in a tight, hot knot. He could feel the animal part of him rising—the part that had kept him alive through fights and small-town politics and nights alone on patrol, the part that refused to be humiliated. "Maybe I would," he said. He surprised himself by saying it; he surprised himself when he felt how aroused the thought was, how the image of her public and raw and unguarded prickled some fierce possessive need in him. "But you didn't have to make it public. You didn't have to make me humiliated in front of my job."

Mallory's expression softened for a fraction of a second, and something like remorse—or maybe hunger—flickered across her face. Then it reshaped into resolve. "Trevor, you were the one who wanted me to be shared," she said quietly. "You asked for this. You told me to tell you when. You told me to let you choose whether to watch. Don't pretend now like you're a martyr for the town when this is the life you handed me."

He staggered at the reminder, like a drunk reeled by a sharp strike. He remembered the night in the dim bedroom, the whiskey breath and the pleading in her eyes that had almost convinced him to be brave or stupid or both. He'd said words that felt like surrender even as they were a kind of salvation—say it, mean it, watch. Now, the consequences of his own offering lay bare and sticky, and he hated the taste of his complicity.

"Don't act like you're more virtuous than me," he told her, too loudly, hands fisting at his side. "You're not the only one who loses here."

A faint smile tugged the corner of Mallory's mouth. "I don't feel like a loser, Trevor," she said. "I feel like I remember who I am."

Something primal snapped in him; his mouth went dry and then hot. He wanted—more than anything—to prove he wasn't losing control, to punish and claim, to turn the humiliation into reclamation. The smallest, cruelest spark of an idea lit in his chest and he saw it clearly: if he could make himself the focus of her arousal again, if he could dominate her in a way that left no room for Jamal's interference, maybe he could wedge himself back between them. Maybe he could make that moan belong to him.

Without thinking it out or asking permission, he crossed the living room with a single long stride and pulled her to her feet, pressed her against the wall, his palms flat on either side of her head. He used the rawness in his voice. "Show me," he breathed. "Tell me how he touched you. Say it. Loud. Make me hear it so I can erase it."

Mallory's breath hitched. The stubborn gleam in her eyes sharpened. "You want to hear me say it?" she asked. "You want to make me your exhibition again?" Her hand slipped to his chest, feeling the rigid muscles under his shirt. "Make me your problem."

He nodded, not trusting his throat to form the words. The air between them tasted of copper and electricity. He wanted to hurt her and keep her at once. He wanted to make her mouth the confession that would absolve him—or damn him further.

She leaned in close, not softened by fear but animated by a dare. Her lips brushed his ear as she began, and her voice was wet and deliberate. "He put two fingers in first," she whispered, the cadence of her confession sending a jolt straight through him. "Slow. Just to prove he could. He curled them up and I felt it—inside me—like being filled. Like someone unzipping a new space I didn't know was empty before." She paused, breath hot against his skin, and he felt the words like a blade. "He pushed in hard the first time. Like he didn't care if I broke."

The heat in his gut answered with a low, involuntary groan. It wasn't all horror. This naked recounting—this humiliation—strobed something filthy awake inside him: the idea of being the man who could still make her lose herself, the notion that if he could break her just right, he'd reclaim the thing that had been taken from him.

"Say it again," he urged, voice rough. The instruction was an injunction and a plea. "Say exactly what he did."

Mallory's mouth curved. Her tongue flicked across her lip. "He slapped me once," she said, and the recitation of the violence made him shiver. "Just enough to make me look. He said my name and then he cursed, in this low voice like he was telling me everything I was—'Mine,' he said. 'You're mine.' He made me tell him I wanted it. He made me sing for him."

Trevor's grip tightened. He could picture the locker room—tiles, the clack of feet, the smell of other people's exertion—and he could see her there, head back, mouth open, and it made him furious enough to hurt. "You told him what you wanted?" he demanded.

She nodded, then, voice slipping into a raw confession, "I told him I wanted to be taken. I told him to make me come. I told him to make me beg. I told him to prove I couldn't get by with just your hands."

The words struck him with the force of a blow. He had given her permission, yes, but he'd never imagined her demanding more than that. The image of her writhing under Jamal, the sound of her voice, wrapped around Jamal's name like a promise—Trevor realized he would break in two if he let that be the only memory left in his chest.

"What do you want from me, Mallory?" He wasn't asking to bargain; he wanted to know the rules she was setting now. He wanted to find the line he would not cross so he could push against it and see if it held. He wanted to claim a sliver of power back by defining the terms.

She looked at him like someone who had already planned the end of the world and found it thrilling. "I want you to own me," she said simply. "Before him, after him, during him. Watch me. Tell me when I cross a line. Tell him when to stop. Be in the room, Trevor. Be the one who decides when I get fucked and when I don't."

He felt the logic like a rope cinching tighter: if he was present, then he was part of the bargain, and part of him liked that. The idea of sitting in judgment, of being the final authority that nodded or shook his head, made his anger fold into something else—an intoxicating, jealous power. He saw himself at the edge of the mattress, hand clenched around his cock while Jamal drove into her, the image as repulsive and as arousing as any he'd ever had.

He stepped back, breathing hard. "Say it," he told her. "Tell me you want it this way. Tell me you want me to watch."

Mallory didn't hesitate. Her thumb traced a line down his forearm like a map. "I want you to watch," she said, voice steady and dangerous. "I want you to stand there and see me get taken. I want you to hear me beg, to hear me call him by name while your hand is on your own cock. I want you to know it's me who wanted it—it's not him stealing me. It's me offering myself to you and to him."

Something in him unclenched at that—a surrender to a shape that was both his ruin and his salvation. He wanted to hate himself for consenting, but the sight of her looking unashamed, offering herself like a sacrament, made him wild. The anger stayed dulled around the edges, replaced by a fierce, possessive lust. "Then prove it," he said. "Prove it to me."

She answered not with words but with movement. She stepped forward and crushed her mouth to his, hungry, needy, tasting like ash and perfume. The kiss was fierce and claiming, an exchange of ownership and consent. When she pulled back, she smiled with a madness he would chase the rest of his life. "Next time he comes," she whispered, "you choose the room."

He wouldn't have to choose for long. The countdown had begun. He could feel the shape of the coming nights like a pressure behind his teeth. They had set the rules in embers and they had both fanned them into flame. Whatever came next, it belonged to them now—messy, humiliating, exquisite. He picked up his keys without knowing why, the house suddenly too quiet, their pact humming between them like a new, dangerous thing.
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The fluorescent lighting in the school board meeting room was harsh enough to peel paint. Every flaw showed—every wrinkle, every sweat sheen, every bloodshot eye from parents who’d stayed up too late checking math homework. The wood-paneled walls were lined with decades of old trophies, and the hum of a too-old HVAC system buzzed like a nerve. Trevor sat near the middle of the long table with his hands folded tight on the polished surface, knuckles white. Every minute dragged like molasses.

But his mind wasn’t on the district's failing lunch budget. Or the athletic levy. Or whatever the hell the woman at the podium was yammering about in that clipped, wine-soaked PTA tone.

His mind was on the bruise.

Mallory sat beside him, a legal pad open on her lap, one elegant ankle crossed over the other. She wore a soft white blouse tucked into a navy skirt. It was the kind of outfit that whispered clean and respectable, a classic southern woman. From a distance, she looked like she belonged in that room. But up close? The truth didn’t hide.

Just above her collarbone, dark and undeniable, bloomed the mark.

A hickey. Faintly purple at the edges, red at the center. The kind of mark a man left with teeth and mouth and greed. The kind of thing that didn’t come from a husband’s tired kiss. It had already begun to yellow around the edge, like it had been placed a day or two ago. Trevor had noticed it when she came out of the bathroom earlier that evening, brushing stray hairs back from her face like nothing was wrong. He’d seen it immediately. And she hadn’t even tried to cover it.

Not with makeup.

Not with a scarf.

Not with shame.

She knew what it would do to him. She knew what it meant, what it looked like—what people would think. And she wore it anyway. On her neck. Like jewelry.

Trevor had said nothing. Not when she smiled sweetly and asked if he was ready to go. Not when she fastened her heels with that smug little smirk. Not when they walked into the boardroom together and half the room turned to look.

He could feel their eyes now, crawling over them like ants.

People noticed.

Oh, they didn’t say it. Not out loud. Not yet. But they were watching—eyes lingering, shifting, glancing at her, then him, then back again. One of the other cops from the department, seated in the corner near the juice table, raised his eyebrows when she walked past. One of the junior board members whispered something to the woman next to him and stifled a grin.

Trevor caught all of it.

It churned his gut like acid.

This was his campaign base. These were the school board members who endorsed candidates, who shook hands at galas, who sent out newsletters and posted pictures online. This was the room where reputations were made—or demolished.

And she had walked in marked.

It wasn’t just her body she was offering anymore—it was his name. His public image. Her body was no longer just a secret thing to be shared and devoured. Now, it was a symbol. A target. Something people whispered about when he turned his back. A man running for Sheriff couldn't afford to look like a cuckold.

He hadn’t even had time to think of what to say when she leaned over and whispered, like it was the most casual thing in the world, “There’s another one lower, by the way.”

He stiffened.

She just smiled.

A subtle shifting of her blouse showed a hint of bra lace—deliberate. She was daring him. Daring anyone in the room to say something. She didn’t look scared. She looked smug.

Trevor swallowed hard and tried to focus on the papers in front of him. His erection was long gone—burnt out by the heat of humiliation and replaced by the sick throb of dread. He felt hollowed out. Torn. He didn’t know if he was angry at her, at Jamal, or at himself for still wanting her anyway.

And then the doors opened.

The room shifted.

Trevor didn’t look up at first—he didn’t have to. He knew that walk. The confident steps. The weight of the silence that followed them. Jamal walked into the meeting like he belonged there, even though he didn’t. No badge. No rank. No title. Just that calm, cocky stride. That frame that looked like it could tear through walls. His rolled sleeves. His watch catching the light.

Trevor finally looked.

Jamal caught his eyes.

And smiled.

He didn't walk toward them. He didn’t interrupt. He sat at the back, one leg thrown casually over the other, and made himself comfortable.

The second Jamal looked away from Trevor, his gaze settled on Mallory.

And her spine straightened.

She didn’t look at him.

Not directly.

But Trevor saw it. Saw the way she pressed her thighs together, just slightly. Saw the way her breath caught when Jamal leaned forward, resting his arms on his knees, looking like a man who already knew the taste of the woman sitting beside another man.

Then—he did it.

Jamal lifted the coffee cup in his hand. Raised it toward Trevor.

A silent toast.

Trevor’s pulse roared in his ears.

The woman at the podium finished her report. The room clapped politely. Trevor didn’t move.

Mallory clapped, too.

Trevor’s hands stayed flat on the table.

She leaned closer again, breath warm near his ear. “He didn’t even try to hide it,” she whispered. “He bit me there, Trevor. Just to see if it would show.”

Trevor’s stomach turned.

He wanted to drag her outside. He wanted to bend her over the hood of his cruiser and fuck her until she couldn’t remember his name. He wanted to erase that smile from Jamal’s face.

But most of all—he wanted to watch her be that bold again.

And that terrified him more than anything.

Because it meant this wasn’t ending.

It was only beginning.


CHAPTER SIX




The late afternoon sun baked the Alabama air thick and golden. Out back, Trevor was kneeling beside the rose bushes, sweat streaking down his spine beneath his cotton tee. His forearms were smeared with dirt and thorn scratches, the kind of sting that felt grounding—simple, physical, manageable. Something he could fix.

Inside the house, the air conditioning was humming. He could hear it every time the unit outside kicked on. Mallory was supposed to be prepping dinner. Chicken already marinating in the fridge. A salad on the counter half-assembled when he’d come out to trim the hedges.

He’d needed the air and some busy work to keep himself occupied.

Needed space from her perfume still clinging to the hallway from this morning. She hadn’t even washed it off. Or maybe she had, and it was in his head now.

He dug his gloved hand deeper into the soil and didn’t notice the car until it was too late.

Didn’t hear it.

Didn’t see it.

Didn’t know anyone had come to his house.

Not until he heard her voice.

Not until her moan broke through the quiet.

It was faint at first. Just a sharp gasp—high, breathy. Could’ve been anything. A trip over a rug, a stubbed toe, a laugh. He paused, arm frozen mid-reach.

Then it came again.

Louder this time.

Wet.

A cry.

A cry he knew—Mallory’s—drawn out, cracked down the middle like it came from somewhere deeper than her lungs. The sound wrapped around him like a wire and pulled.

He stood.

Another sound followed. Possibly a giggle? He continued listening and then he heard her again.

Trevor moved toward the back door slowly, like his legs weren’t sure whether to run or not.

Then he heard her cry out again, louder now, echoing through the house:

“God, yes—Jamal—don’t stop!”

His spine locked.

The world tipped.

The glove fell from his hand.

He didn’t remember opening the door. Didn’t remember stepping into the kitchen. The air inside was cooler, scented with lemon cleaner and the tang of red wine—Mallory’s glass half-finished on the counter, lipstick smudged on the rim.

And from down the hall?

The unmistakable sounds of sex.

Wet slaps. Guttural grunts. A moan that sounded almost painful, but not in a way that asked for help.

Trevor’s boots moved toward the hallway on their own.

The bathroom door was cracked just enough to let steam curl out into the hallway. The sharp hiss of the shower muffled the worst of it, but not enough.

Mallory’s voice was pitched high—desperate, needy.

“Deeper—oh fuck—harder—please—yes, yes, don’t stop⁠—”

Jamal didn’t speak much.

Just low, heavy groans. Breathing like a man claiming something that was his. The occasional slap of his palm against her ass echoed like punctuation.

Trevor stood outside the door.

Hands clenched.

Jaw locked.

Heart pounding.

He could see shadows on the frosted glass. Her form bent over, hands braced against the tile wall. Jamal behind her, frame so broad it filled the width of the stall. The outline of his movements was unmistakable—deep, aggressive thrusts that rocked her forward.

Trevor didn’t move.

Didn’t open the door.

Didn’t interrupt.

He just stood there.

Listening and watching.

Feeling every moan like a knife under the ribs. His body reacted before his brain did—his cock hardening slowly, involuntarily, trapped behind denim that suddenly felt too tight. It was sick. It was wrong. And it was real.

Mallory screamed as she came—loud, unfiltered.

Trevor flinched like he’d been shot.

It was the kind of sound she hadn’t made for him in years.

The slap of skin against skin continued for another minute. Two. Then a deep groan. Then silence.

Steam filled the hallway.

He stepped back.

He didn’t want to see her face.

Didn’t want to look Jamal in the eye.

But his hands were shaking.

His whole body ached with the fury of not stopping it.

Not storming in. Not dragging him out. Not owning her the way Jamal had.

He went back to the kitchen. Poured himself a glass of water with trembling fingers. Drank it all in one go.

He could still hear the shower running when he walked out the back door and sat on the porch, every breath like swallowing glass.

The back door creaked slightly on its hinge as Trevor stepped back inside. The air still smelled like lemon cleaner, but now it was soured—thick with the tang of sweat and the unmistakable scent of sex. Even with the shower running down the hall, there was no mistaking it. It clung to the walls. Clung to him.

He stood in the middle of the kitchen, both hands braced on the counter, head hanging. A part of him wanted to walk out, get in the cruiser, and drive. Just go. Anywhere. Anywhere but here. Anywhere but home, where his wife was still toweling off the inside of her thighs from a man who didn’t even have the decency to knock.

He heard the footsteps before he saw him.

Jamal entered the kitchen like it was his. Like the walls were built around his presence, not Trevor’s badge. Damp towel draped across his shoulder, shirtless, sweat still cooling on his dark chest. He didn’t look rushed. Didn’t look ashamed. He looked like a man who knew he could fuck another man’s wife in his own house, then ask for a drink.

Trevor didn’t move.

Jamal opened the fridge like he’d done it a hundred times. Grabbed a bottle of water. Twisted the cap. Took a long drink.

Then, finally, he spoke. Voice low. Calm.

“Hell of a backyard you’ve got. You keep the bushes trimmed real neat.”

Trevor’s jaw twitched.

Jamal leaned against the counter, arms crossed. “You hear her?” he asked, already knowing the answer. “I figured you did. That scream—shit. I’ve had girls cry when they came, but she? She sings. You ever make her sound like that, Trev?”

Trevor turned his head slowly. His face was unreadable, carved from stone, but his eyes burned with something molten and barely held back.

Jamal grinned, like he’d just landed the first punch. “No, didn’t think so. That’s why she needs it like that. Needs it. You know what it’s like when a woman comes apart in your hands? When she needs cock like she needs oxygen?”

He stepped forward.

Right into Trevor’s space.

Didn’t break eye contact.

“Tell me,” Jamal continued, voice like gravel. “What the fuck have you been doing for the last ten years?”

The silence between them was a live wire.

Trevor’s fists clenched at his sides. His breathing sharpened. For one dangerous second, it looked like he might swing. His shoulders squared, jaw locked, every muscle coiled.

Jamal didn’t flinch.

Not an inch.

He tilted his head like he wanted it. Like a part of him wanted Trevor to snap, to try. Maybe even to give him a reason to knock him down in his own kitchen.

Trevor didn’t give him the satisfaction.

But it was close.

Too close.

Instead, he stepped back. Ran a hand over his mouth. Shook his head like he was trying to rattle something loose inside it. “You think this is gonna last?” he asked quietly. “You think she’s gonna keep chasing you like this? You’re just a fix, man. A fuckin’ fantasy. She’ll burn through you like she burns through everything else.”

Jamal just smiled. “Yeah. But she’ll remember who lit the match.”

Behind them, the sound of bare feet padded down the hall. Mallory stepped into the kitchen wrapped in her robe, cheeks flushed, hair still damp and curling at the ends. She saw the standoff and didn’t even blink.

“Jesus,” she muttered with a little laugh. “You two.”

Neither man looked at her.

Trevor’s pulse was still hammering in his ears.

Jamal’s grin had only deepened.

Mallory stepped between them, placing a hand on each chest—one pale, one dark.

“You can fight about me,” she said, tone bright and cutting, “or…”

She let the sentence hang as she reached up and undid the knot of her robe.

The fabric fell open.

She stood there naked, still wet from the shower, the curve of her hip marked with faint bruises from Jamal’s hands, her thighs still slick with aftermath.

“…you can both fuck me.”

Jamal chuckled under his breath, low and knowing. “Now that’s a plan I can work with.”

Trevor didn’t say anything. But when she looked down, his cock was already hard.

She smiled and walked away.

The air still hung thick with the scent of her. That sharp edge of sex, damp tile, body heat—all of it lingering even though she’d vanished down the hall like a ghost after her robe hit the floor. Trevor didn’t move at first. He stood there, hands still clenched, every inch of his body aching from tension he hadn’t released.

He wasn’t sure what pissed him off more—the way Jamal looked at him, or the fact that he couldn’t deny the weight in his own jeans as Mallory disappeared.

Jamal leaned back against the counter again and took another long drink of water, like nothing that had happened required a single apology. He hadn’t even put a shirt on. Just stood there, sweat drying along his chest, the towel still slung over his shoulder like he was in his own home.

Trevor exhaled hard through his nose. “You should leave.”

Jamal raised an eyebrow without turning his head. “Why?” he asked, casual as anything. “Because I gave her what she needed?”

Trevor didn’t answer. He wasn’t sure he could.

Before either of them could say anything else, Mallory’s voice floated in from the hallway. Not a yell. Just enough to carry.

“Sit down.”

Trevor looked up.

Jamal smirked.

“Both of you,” she added. “Now.”

They exchanged a look—an unspoken calculation, somewhere between challenge and wariness—and without another word, both men moved toward the table.

It was the same damn table Trevor had sat at every night for the last decade. The same place they’d eaten Sunday breakfasts, hosted holiday dinners, sorted mail and signed Christmas cards. But now?

Now it felt like something else entirely.

Jamal took the seat across from him. Legs spread wide. Arms draped over the backrest, loose and cocky.

Trevor sat with his back straight, hands folded in his lap, like he was waiting to be addressed in a courtroom.

Mallory came in slow.

Still naked.

She carried two fresh glasses and a half-bottle of wine by the neck, setting them down in the middle of the table like she was hosting a goddamn cocktail hour.

Neither man said a word.

She poured, then walked a slow circle behind them, trailing her fingers across shoulders and spines. When she stopped behind Trevor, her fingers tangled in his hair, scratching lightly at the back of his scalp the way he used to like when they were first married.

“I’m not picking,” she said simply.

Trevor looked up.

She walked behind Jamal now, dragging her nails across his bare shoulder blades. “I’m not choosing between you. Not tonight. Not ever, maybe. Because the truth is…” She moved between them again, stepping forward, breasts level with the table, her nipples hard in the kitchen’s air-conditioned chill. “I don’t want to.”

She straddled one of the chairs backward, resting her arms on the wooden backrest, chin perched atop them. “You can both be pissed about it,” she said, glancing between them. “You can both stew and hate each other and fight like dogs. Or…”

She smiled, slow and knowing.

“…you can fuck me. Together.”

Trevor’s throat went dry.

Jamal’s tongue ran along the inside of his cheek. “And what if I want you to myself?”

Mallory tilted her head. “Then you’re going to have to get used to being disappointed.”

Trevor couldn’t look away. His cock was already hard again, pulsing behind the zipper he hadn’t even bothered to fix since coming back inside. But this wasn’t just about arousal. This was about power—and she’d taken it from both of them without asking.

“I’m not gonna pretend this is normal,” Trevor said, his voice low. “This isn’t some game for me. This is my wife.”

Mallory’s smile didn’t falter. “Your wife who you gave away.”

Jamal didn’t laugh. He didn’t have to. The truth of it sat heavy between them, thick as smoke.

Mallory leaned forward, her voice dropping into something softer. “But I still love you,” she said. “I want you in this. I want to know you’re watching when I come. I want to know you’re hard when he uses me. I want to see it.”

Trevor looked across the table at Jamal, who held his gaze for a long, tense beat. Then, without breaking eye contact, Jamal leaned back and nodded once.

“Fine,” he said. “But don’t expect me to go easy on her. Not with an audience.”

Mallory’s grin split wide. “I wouldn’t want you to.”

She stood again, slow and steady, and walked back down the hallway without another word.

Leaving them alone.

The wine sat untouched on the table.

Trevor stared at the half-full glass in front of him.

Jamal finally broke the silence. “You ever had her ass?”

Trevor’s jaw tensed.

Jamal smiled. “Guess I’ll take that as a no.”

Trevor stood up so fast the chair legs screeched across the tile.

But he didn’t swing.

Not yet.

Because deep down?

He wanted to see it.

Even if it destroyed him.


CHAPTER SEVEN




Mallory stood in front of the open fridge with the door hanging wide, the cold air brushing across bare legs. She wasn’t wearing anything but one of Trevor’s old shirts, soft and oversized, the hem barely brushing the tops of her thighs. Her hair was wet from the shower, messy, still smelling like lavender shampoo. It was almost midnight. Trevor was upstairs, asleep—or pretending to be. The last time she’d looked, his hand had been wrapped around himself under the sheets.

She wasn’t looking for food.

She was restless.

Still warm between the legs even after everything that had already happened that day.

Still hungry.

When the front door opened without a knock, her body reacted before her brain even caught up. No fear. Just that quiet rush of adrenaline that slid like static across her skin. She closed the fridge slowly and turned.

Jamal stepped into the kitchen like it was his. Again.

He wore dark jeans, boots, and a black tee stretched across his chest. He hadn’t texted. Hadn’t called. Just walked in, eyes locked on her like he already knew she wasn’t sleeping either.

“You’re up,” he said, voice low.

Mallory didn’t move. “So are you.”

He walked toward her, deliberate, slow. “Thought about you all day. The way your pussy drips for me and gobbles my thick, black greedy cock. The way you screamed.”

She bit her bottom lip and stepped back until her hips bumped the counter. Her breath caught as he closed the gap between them.

“I liked watching you two,” she said.

Jamal’s eyebrow ticked. “You liked him watching.”

“I liked both.” Her eyes sparked. “But…”

She hesitated. Not out of doubt. But because what she was about to say would change the game.

“…I want more.”

Jamal didn’t speak. Just stared at her like he was weighing her words, measuring something behind her eyes.

“I want to feel it,” she whispered. “I want to be so full I can’t walk straight. I want someone who doesn’t wait for permission.”

That made Jamal smile.

Not sweetly.

Dark. Dangerous.

“Yeah?” he said. “You sure about that?”

She nodded, breath coming a little faster now. “Do you know someone?”

“I know a lot of men.” He stepped closer. “But the one I’m thinking of? He’s not gentle. He’s not me.”

“I don’t want gentle.”

“He won’t stop when you cry.”

Her breath caught in her throat.

“He won’t ask if you’re ready. He won’t call you pretty names. You’ll get wrecked, Mallory. Your husband might not even recognize you when he’s done.”

She swallowed hard, eyes locked on his.

And then?

She smiled.

“I want that.”

Jamal let out a slow exhale, like a man impressed but not surprised. “You’ve been holding back.”

“I’m done holding anything.”

He looked her up and down once, slow. “His name’s Dre. We served together. He’s big. Bigger than me. Meaner. You give me the word, and I’ll bring him in.”

Her skin flushed from chest to cheeks, not with embarrassment—but need.

“I want to meet him. And I want Trevor to meet him.”

Jamal turned, already pulling out his phone.

“I’ll set it up.”

The bedroom was quiet when she opened the door, except for the soft creak of the ceiling fan and the whisper of sheets shifting as Trevor turned his head. The glow from the hallway caught his face—eyes open, jaw set, clearly not asleep.

She knew he’d been awake the whole time.

Mallory padded across the room on bare feet, shirt swaying against her thighs. She didn’t rush. Just walked to the foot of the bed and stood there for a long beat, watching him in the low light.

“You didn’t come downstairs,” she said softly.

Trevor didn’t answer.

She tilted her head. “He didn’t stay long.”

Still nothing.

She walked around to his side and slipped under the covers without asking. Her skin was warm from the wine, from Jamal’s hands still echoing on her body even if they hadn’t touched this time. Her thigh brushed against Trevor’s as she settled in beside him.

He stayed on his back, stiff.

“Jamal and I had a nice talk,” she said.

“I didn’t know you two were capable of talking,” he teased her. “Thought all you two did was fuck like rabbits.”

“I made a confession to him,” she said, her voice flat.

That got Trevor’s attention. What the fuck could she confess to Jamal without telling him first?

“What kind of confession?” He asked, propping himself up on his elbow as his stomach dropped. He could only imagine what the fuck was going to come out of her mouth next but whatever it was, he wasn’t sure that he was ready.

“I told him that I want more.”

“More? More what? More sex? More meet ups?”

“No, baby. I want more cock. I want you to watch me take Jamal and someone else….”.

“Someone else? Like who?” His voice rasped, his cock beginning to stir.

“His name’s Dre. It’s Jamal’s friend,” she explained.

Trevor’s brow furrowed. “What, you want to fuck him too?”

She didn’t blink.

“I want you to meet him,” she said.

Trevor stared up at the ceiling, jaw tightening. “Jesus, Mal.”

She turned on her side to face him, fingers trailing lightly across his chest. “I’m not sneaking around,” she murmured. “This isn’t about hiding. It’s not about hurting you.”

“Then what is it?” he asked, voice raw.

“It’s about more.”

He went still.

Mallory leaned in, lips brushing the edge of his ear.

“You’ll get to watch me be stretched in every hole,” she whispered. “You’ll see me cry for it. Beg for it. You’ll watch me get ruined for you, Trev. And you’ll never forget how hard it made you.”

Trevor’s breath hitched.

He didn’t move for a second. Then his hand reached down and adjusted his cock beneath the sheets—already rock hard.

Mallory smiled against his skin.

“He’s not gentle,” she added. “You know that, right? Jamal said he won’t stop just because I’m gasping. Or crying. He won’t wait for me to say please.”

Trevor’s hand gripped the sheets.

Mallory pressed her thigh closer.

“I want you there,” she said. “Watching. Feeling it with me.”

Trevor turned his head and looked at her—really looked.

“You’re fucking insane,” he muttered.

She kissed him anyway.

And he kissed her back.

Not gentle. Not sweet. Just teeth and breath and heat, mouths crashing like waves.

When she climbed on top of him, he didn’t stop her.

And when she whispered the word “Dre” again, slow and wicked, he came harder than he had in months.
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Trevor’s phone lit up on the nightstand before sunrise.

He hadn’t slept. Not really. Not with Mallory curled against him, bare skin warm against his side, her breathing slow and even like nothing in the world could rattle her. He, on the other hand, had been hard most of the night. Every time he dozed, he dreamed of Jamal’s friend—Dre—and what the man might look like. What he’d sound like. What kind of damage he could do to Mallory’s body that she wanted so badly, she was willing to beg him to be there for it.

The screen buzzed again.

Mallory stirred, then rolled away, tugging the sheet low across her hips. She was naked. Beautiful. Marked up along her ribs with faint bruises from Jamal’s grip. When she reached for her own phone, she smiled.

“They’re already up,” she murmured.

Trevor grabbed his phone.

A new group chat. No name yet. Just numbers and initials.

Mallory, Jamal, Trevor, Dre.

Mallory: “Morning boys [image: face blowing a kiss]”

Mallory: “Trev said he wants a preview. Thought I’d be generous.”

And then came the photo.

Not filtered. Not staged.

Just Mallory, standing in the mirror completely naked. Why bother with lingerie when she could show all of her goods. She held it up with one hand to bare her breasts, nipples stiff from the cold. Her thighs were pressed together. Her hair was still sleep-mussed. She didn’t smile. Just looked into the camera like she knew what the picture would do to all three of them.

Trevor’s cock kicked under the sheet immediately.

Jamal: “Goddamn.”

Dre: “Those tits real?”

Mallory: “Come find out.”

Trevor stared at the screen, frozen.

His heart pounded. His throat was dry. He wanted to respond, to say something, but before he could even type, another photo hit.

Mallory, this time on her knees in front of the bed. Ass arched, spine straight. Her legs were slightly parted, and her fingers pressed between them—glistening, obvious.

Dre: “Shit. She wet already?”

Jamal: “She’s always wet when she’s thinking about getting ruined.”

Trevor swallowed hard.

Mallory looked over her shoulder at him in real life, grinning. “You okay?” she asked.

His voice was tight. “You’re not playing around, are you?”

She climbed into his lap, straddling him, pressing herself down against the bulge in his boxers. “You started this,” she said. “Remember?”

Another buzz.

Dre: “I don’t share well. That gonna be a problem?”

Trevor hesitated.

Mallory took his phone and typed for him.

Trevor: “Not if I get front row.”

He sent it, setting the tone for Dre.

And just like that, it was done.

The rules were no longer blurred. Trevor made sure that they were crystal fucking clear.

Jamal: “We’ll see if you’re still breathing after it.”

Dre: “Better take vitamins, sheriff.”

Then came the video.

Thirty seconds of Mallory’s fingers sliding into herself as she whispered their names.

Trevor watched it three times.

And didn’t even pretend not to jack off in the shower.

He couldn’t remember the last time his cock had been soft. Every time his phone buzzed, he twitched. Every time Mallory kissed him, he wondered whose tongue she was imagining. He couldn’t stop checking the thread.

And the worst part?

He didn’t want it to stop.

Not now.

Not ever.


CHAPTER EIGHT




The street looked harmless in the late-morning sun—fresh-cut lawns, the faint smell of fertilizer, and the distant sound of a leaf blower somewhere down the block. Jamal’s black Charger didn’t belong in a neighborhood like this. Its engine purred low, the tinted windows reflecting rows of identical mailboxes and hydrangeas. Mallory sat in the passenger seat with one bare leg folded under her, her skin still damp from sweat and the air-conditioning brushing goose bumps along her thigh. The drive had been silent except for the hum of the tires. She was used to that now; the silence after him had a weight that made her feel claimed.

He pulled up in front of her house and cut the engine. No need to talk about what had just happened—the gym bathroom, the back seat, the bruises blooming on her hips. He reached across the console and hooked one finger into the strap of her bra dangling from her wrist.

“Forget something?” he asked.

She smiled, a slow, lazy smile that caught the light in her messy hair. “Maybe I did.”

The street was empty. No cars moving, no children playing. She leaned forward, pressed a quick kiss against his jaw, and then opened the door. The summer air hit her like a wave of heat and scent: asphalt, honeysuckle, cut grass. She stepped out barefoot, shoes in one hand, bra in the other, the hem of her loose dress fluttering against her thighs. The wind lifted her hair, still tangled from the ride.

Jamal watched her a moment longer before shifting the car into gear. The Charger rolled forward with a low growl and turned the corner without hurry.

Mallory adjusted the strap of her dress, caught a glimpse of herself in the car window’s reflection—flushed, mouth still swollen, hair wild. She looked nothing like the woman who smiled from the campaign flyers stacked in the living room. She liked that.

The click of a screen door broke the quiet.

Across the hedges, Mrs. Fuller stood frozen on her porch, a basket of laundry balanced against her hip. She was the sort of neighbor who always waved, who kept track of trash days and committee meetings, who still wore lipstick to fetch the mail. Her eyes widened behind her glasses as she took in the sight: the sheriff’s wife stepping out of a stranger’s car, hair a wreck, no shoes, no bra, sunlight glinting off the sheen of sweat along her collarbone.

Mallory met her gaze.

Neither woman spoke.

For a moment the world narrowed to the soft buzz of cicadas and the weight of that stare. Mallory could almost hear the gears turning in the other woman’s mind—the instant calculation of rumor and retelling, the way this single image would ripple through coffee circles and church halls by sundown.

Mallory’s lips curved into a small, deliberate smile. Not an apology. Not even friendliness. Something closer to a dare.

Then she turned and walked up the path to her front door. The gravel pressed into the soles of her feet. Her dress rode up as she reached for the handle, the fabric catching on the curve of her hip so that, for an instant, there was nothing between her and the open daylight but skin.

She didn’t fix it.

She stepped inside, bare-assed, door closing behind her with a soft click that sounded final and reckless all at once.

Behind her, Mrs. Fuller still stood on the porch, one hand gripping the laundry basket, the other lifted halfway to her mouth. The sound of the Charger faded into the distance, leaving only the whisper of sprinklers and the certainty that by noon, every woman in the neighborhood would know exactly what she’d seen—or thought she’d seen.

Mallory leaned back against the closed door, heartbeat steadying, a thin smile still on her lips. The whisper network had just found its spark, and she could already feel the heat rising.
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The church smelled like lemon cleaner and buttercream frosting. The fundraiser bake sale stretched across four long folding tables in the community hall, with banners overhead reading Help Us Raise the Roof! and a cluster of balloons near the donation basket someone had labeled in glitter pen. Trevor stood near the back, hands in his pockets, watching his wife work the room like she was born for it.

Mallory wore a pale blue sundress that clung in all the right places and swayed with every step. Her hair was pinned up, her makeup soft, her smile practiced to perfection. She carried a tray of brownies like a prize, offering them up to grannies and kids, kissing cheeks and laughing at bad jokes.

But every time she turned, eyes followed her.

Not all of them kind.

Trevor caught the glances. He watched two PTA moms from the school board whispering behind their church programs, heads tipped together like middle-schoolers sharing a secret. They didn’t bother lowering their voices when they thought he couldn’t hear.

“Did you see what she was wearing at the school drop-off yesterday?”

“Skirt so tight I thought she’d split it bending over.”

“She’s not even wearing panties anymore. I swear to God.”

“She came out of that black man’s car. Her hair was a mess.”

They giggled behind their hands like they were passing communion gossip.

Trevor’s jaw tightened, but he said nothing.

He’d heard worse. He’d heard better, too.

They didn’t know half of it.

Mallory passed by him, brushing his arm with her fingers, her perfume curling around him like smoke. She didn’t look at him. Just kept moving, chatting, glowing, a campaign wife so picture-perfect you could slap her on a billboard and nobody would blink.

Except now?

Everybody blinked.

Everybody stared.

Trevor heard his name once or twice. The words “sheriff” and “shame” strung together in breathy speculation, mostly from women whose husbands had probably voted for him in the last city council round. That old woman from the neighborhood, Mrs. Fuller, stood near the lemonade table with her arms crossed and her mouth pursed like a dog sniffing something it didn’t trust.

And Mallory?

Mallory was thriving.

She walked a little slower now. Let her dress cling a little longer. Bent just slightly when she picked up a dropped napkin near the middle of the room. Trevor saw it—the man beside her turned red to the ears.

She caught him watching.

And winked.

Trevor’s cock twitched, just once, low and traitorous.

By the time they stepped outside and made it to the car, his hands were fists in his pockets and his face was stone. Mallory climbed into the passenger seat and buckled her belt like she hadn’t just been the centerpiece in a room full of gossip and righteous judgment.

She glanced over at him. “You okay?”

Trevor started the car. “They were all talking about you.”

“I know.”

“Don’t care?”

She smiled without looking at him. “Nope.”

“You’re supposed to be my wife, Mallory. I’m up for sheriff.”

“I am your wife,” she said, voice sharp now, eyes suddenly cutting. “And you’re still not sheriff. Yet.”

He pulled onto the main road, the tension in his jaw climbing higher with each block they passed.

Mallory shifted in her seat and pulled her phone from her purse. Her voice dropped an octave. “Want to know something?”

He didn’t answer.

She looked out the window and slid a hand down between her thighs.

“I’ve been wet since Mrs. Fuller saw me get out of Jamal’s car.”

Trevor’s hands gripped the wheel tighter.

Mallory leaned her head back, eyes fluttering shut for a second.

“All those women staring… all those whispers. It made me wetter. I couldn’t stop thinking about them knowing. Imagining what I must’ve looked like. Sweaty. Ruined. Bare under my dress.”

“Jesus, Mal.”

She bit her lip, then looked at him.

“Wanna taste it when we get home?”

He said nothing.

But the way his foot hit the gas pedal said everything.

Mallory had been a goddamn menace all evening, a live wire humming with intent, her every glance and graze a calculated spark against Trevor's fraying control.

By the time they hit the living room, Trevor's jaw was clenched, cock throbbing painfully against his zipper, veins pulsing with the need to shut her up the only way that worked.

"You're playing with fire, Mal," he growled, voice gravel-rough as she straddled his lap, grinding down in a lazy circle that smeared her wetness through his pants. Her tits pressed against his chest, nipples hard points, and she nipped his earlobe, sucking the lobe between her teeth.

"What if I am? What if I want you to burn me down, husband? Fuck me like you own this teasing little cunt—remind me why I come home to you after letting other men taste it."

That snapped the leash. Trevor surged up, flipping her onto her back on the cushions with a bounce that made her laugh—breathless, wicked—before he pinned her wrists above her head in one massive hand, the other ripping the dress's straps down to bare her breasts. They spilled free, heavy and flushed, and he dove in, mouth latching onto one nipple with a savage suck, teeth grazing the peak until she arched and yelped, hips bucking up for friction.

"Mouthy brat," he rasped against her skin, free hand shoving the dress higher, bunching it at her waist to expose her completely—shaved smooth, lips swollen and parted, clit peeking like a pearl begging for abuse. He slapped her pussy once—sharp, stinging—watching her jolt, juices splattering his palm.

"Teased me all night like a desperate slut. Now you're gonna take it. Every inch, until you can't talk shit anymore."

Mallory moaned, legs spreading wider on instinct, heels digging into the couch as she writhed under him.

"Yes—fuck, Trev, do it. Wreck me. Make it hurt so good."

He didn't make her wait; unzipped with a rasp, his cock springing thick and heavy, pre-cum beading at the slit as he fisted it once, twice, rubbing the head through her folds—coating himself in her slick before slamming home in one brutal thrust. She was soaked, tight despite all her adventures, walls rippling around him like a fist as he bottomed out, balls slapping her ass with the force.

"Fuuuck," he hissed, holding deep, grinding his pelvis against her clit in punishing circles that had her sobbing his name already. Then he moved—hard, relentless, hips pistoning like a machine, the couch creaking under the assault. Each plunge dragged a wet, obscene squelch from her, her tits jiggling wildly with every impact, nipples grazing his chest hair. He released her wrists to grab her throat, thumb pressing her pulse as he railed her deeper, faster, the slap of skin on skin drowning out the TV's forgotten drone.

"This what you wanted? Pushing me 'til I snap? Gonna fuck that sass right out, baby—pound this hotwife pussy 'til it's raw and mine."

She clawed his back, nails leaving red trails through his shirt, legs wrapping his waist to pull him impossibly closer.

"Harder—god, yes, Trevor! Fill me up like the slut I am for you." Her words fractured into gasps as he shifted, hooking her knees over his elbows to fold her in half—angle brutal, cock spearing her cervix with every downward slam. Sweat slicked their bodies, her arousal creaming his shaft, dripping down to soak the cushions. He reached between them, thumb circling her clit in rough swipes, pinching until her eyes rolled back, body seizing in the build.

"Come for me, Mal—squeeze that greedy cunt around your husband's dick," he commanded, teeth sinking into her shoulder, marking her collarbone with a fresh bruise.

She shattered with a wail, pussy convulsing in violent spasms, milking him like a vice as she squirted—hot gush soaking his abs, his thighs, the mess filthy and triumphant. The sight, the feel, undid him; Trevor buried deep with a guttural roar, hips stuttering as he unloaded—thick ropes pulsing into her, flooding her core until it leaked out around him in creamy white streaks.

He collapsed over her, still buried, both panting ragged into the dim lamplight. Mallory's fingers tangled in his hair, a sated purr rumbling from her chest.

"Worth the tease?"

Trevor lifted his head, smirking dark as he nipped her lip.

"Every fucking second. But next time? I'm tying you down first."

She laughed, low and promising, as he softened inside her—their mess mingling, the night far from over.

The bedroom was warm with late light, golden through the windows, hazy with that sleepy southern heat that made everything feel like it moved underwater. The house was quiet. Trevor was still out back, checking the sprinkler lines, half-distracted by his phone and trying not to think about what had happened that morning.

The stares.

The whispers.

The way Mallory didn’t flinch once.

She was upstairs, door closed. Alone, but not really.

She’d just stepped out of the shower, skin flushed pink, thighs still sticky from the afternoon quickie Trevor had tried to pass off as punishment. His campaign shirt hung open over her shoulders—buttoned in the middle but gaping at the top and bottom, barely brushing her hips. No panties. No bra. Hair still damp, curling at the ends.

She stood in front of the mirror and looked at herself.

One bruise on her neck, fading. Another at her hip, finger-shaped. Her nipples stiff behind the thin cotton. A trail of something unmistakable glistening down the inside of her thigh.

She picked up her phone.

The screen still showed the group chat. Jamal’s last text: “When do I get another taste?” followed by a drooling emoji from Dre and a photo of him shirtless, slick with sweat and grinning wide like he knew he’d already been invited.

Mallory angled the phone. Pulled the shirt open just enough to show where the mess started. No face—just neck, tits, belly, and that leaking thigh.

Snap.

Then she flipped the camera, leaned back, and caught the full shot.

Her bare legs curled under her. The campaign shirt barely closed. The badge patch on Trevor’s chest pocket sharp and visible. Her mouth swollen. Her eyes glassy.

Snap.

She tapped the photo, selected both shots, and sent them into the chat without a second of hesitation.

Then she typed one line:

Still wholesome?

It landed hard.

Jamal’s typing bubble popped up instantly.

Dre followed close behind.

But Trevor beat them both.

Trevor: “Mine.”

Three seconds later⁠—

Jamal: “Not after this weekend.”

Dre: “I’m gonna leave that shirt ripped in the corner when I’m done with her.”

Mallory smiled.

And tucked the phone between her legs, watching the screen, waiting for more.

She didn’t need to imagine what her husband was doing outside anymore.

She knew he’d come back inside hard.


CHAPTER NINE




The steakhouse was quiet in that expensive way. Dark wood walls, soft jazz curling out of hidden speakers, the smell of seared meat and aged whiskey steeped into the leather booths. Trevor adjusted his collar again, eyes flicking toward the private door at the back of the dining room. The maître d’ had said the host reserved this room every Friday night. Same table. Same bottle. Same quiet deals no one asked about.

Mallory sat beside him, legs crossed, pale silk dress smoothing over her thighs like it was poured on. She wore Trevor’s campaign pin on one side of her chest and nothing on the other—no bra, no modesty. Her heels were high. Her perfume was expensive. Her hair was twisted into something that looked demure unless you’d seen it matted with sweat.

Trevor hadn’t said much since the car ride over. He hadn’t needed to. His jaw had been tight the whole way, tapping the steering wheel with that anxious cop rhythm he couldn’t shake even in dress shoes.

Then the door opened.

And he walked in.

Eli Goddard. Former state rep. Now a businessman, a political fixer, and the closest thing this county had to a kingmaker. His name never showed up on ballots, but it showed up behind the curtain—whispered in campaign offices, passed over bourbon in quiet rooms like this.

He was tall. Thick through the middle. Hands like old baseball gloves. His white hair slicked back, silver tie perfectly knotted. He looked at Trevor first—nodded. Professional. Polite.

Then he looked at Mallory.

His smile changed.

“Mrs. Harper,” he said, stepping forward. “A pleasure to finally meet you in person.”

He reached for her hand. Didn’t shake it.

Just kissed her knuckles slowly.

His lips brushed her skin, lingered there just long enough to turn the air heavy.

Trevor shifted beside her.

“Eli,” she said with that soft southern cadence she knew how to weaponize. “Thank you for having us.”

His eyes never left hers. “Believe me, the pleasure’s mine.”

He pulled out the chair beside her—not across from her. Beside her. Close enough to let his thigh brush hers once he sat down. His arm casually draped across the back of her chair. Not over, not quite touching, just there. A bracket of heat.

Trevor’s teeth clicked once before he forced himself to smile. “I appreciate you making the time. I know you’re⁠—”

“Busy?” Eli interrupted. “I make time for what matters.”

His gaze slid to Mallory again. “Who matters.”

The waiter came and went—menus unnecessary. Goddard had ordered everything in advance. The table filled with bone-in ribeyes, garlic mashed potatoes, some roasted something that smelled like heaven. No one touched the wine until Goddard poured it himself. He lifted his glass.

“To new blood in this old town,” he said. “And the future sheriff.”

Trevor clinked his glass but didn’t drink.

Mallory smiled and sipped. “That’s very kind.”

“I don’t say things to be kind,” Eli said, voice smooth and low. “I say them because I know where the wind’s blowing. And where it’ll blow next—if I tell it to.”

Trevor laughed tightly. “You’ve got a reputation.”

“I earned it.”

Another sip. Another glance.

This one lower. Slower.

Mallory felt it skim down her neck, across her chest, down to the inch of thigh showing where the dress had slipped. She didn’t tug it back.

She let it ride up a little higher.

Eli reached for the breadbasket—and as he leaned in, his hand slid to the small of her back. Rested there. Heavy. Possessive. Not quite hidden.

Trevor froze.

Goddard smiled without looking at him.

Mallory’s spine didn’t stiffen. Her smile didn’t slip. She kept talking about crime rates and budget approvals like there wasn’t an old wolf’s hand pressing into the soft curve of her lower back in front of her husband.

Trevor cleared his throat. “How do you see this playing out?”

Eli finally looked at him.

“How it always does,” he said. “With the right push… and the right people doing what needs doing. Including their wives.”

Trevor’s jaw flexed.

Mallory tilted her head, all sugar and silk. “And what exactly do you think wives should be doing?”

Eli leaned in close enough that only she could hear him.

His lips brushed her cheek again—like a kiss, or a warning.

“Whatever it takes, sweetheart.”

Then he pulled back and smiled at Trevor like he’d just asked for a weather update.

Trevor didn’t smile.

Mallory didn’t blink.

And Eli Goddard refilled her wine glass without asking.
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The campaign office smelled like ink, toner, and stale coffee. Flyers fanned across the table in patriotic stacks. A cardboard standee of Trevor—arms crossed, jaw hard—stood near the door, sunlight cutting across the laminated badge on his chest like a blessing.

Mallory stood at the printer, clearing a paper jam with one hand and sipping from a lukewarm latte with the other. She was in a soft white blouse tucked into a tight navy pencil skirt, heels clicking as she moved. Her hair was pinned high. Her lipstick matched the campaign red on the flyers.

From the back room, Trevor’s voice filtered through the cracked door—calm, professional, mid-conference call with a local paper editor. Mallory could hear every word.

“…we’re focused on real issues, not small-town gossip…”

And then the front door creaked open.

Eli Goddard stepped inside without knocking. He wore the same suit as last night, or maybe a different one just like it. Charcoal gray. Sharp. His cologne hit the air first—something rich and old, layered with cigar smoke and aftershave.

Mallory straightened slowly, smoothing her skirt.

“Mr. Goddard,” she said, all brightness and polish. “Didn’t expect you.”

He locked the door behind him.

“I know,” he said, voice low. “I like to keep people guessing.”

He walked toward her with the weight of a man who didn’t believe in being stopped. His eyes roamed—her mouth, her blouse, the sliver of thigh just above the hemline.

Mallory didn’t move.

Trevor’s voice continued in the back room, rising slightly now, clearly trying to keep things polite. Something about “voter confidence.”

Eli stopped in front of her and let his hand rest on the edge of the desk. She could smell the whiskey on his breath now, faint but confident, like he’d had just enough to feel untouchable.

“You knew why I asked you both to dinner last night,” he said.

Mallory smiled faintly. “You wanted to talk endorsements.”

He stepped in closer.

“I wanted to see what kind of woman stands beside a man like Harper. What kind of mouth smiles while half the town’s calling her names.”

She didn’t flinch. “You’ve heard the rumors.”

“I start rumors, sweetheart.”

His hand slid across the desk and touched the back of her wrist—just his fingers grazing skin. She didn’t pull away.

“I want to know if they’re true.”

A pause.

Then she leaned forward slightly, voice like velvet.

“You’re going to find out the same way they did.”

Eli’s hand moved fast.

One thick palm gripped her hip. The other caught the back of her neck and pulled her against the desk, spun her half-around so her front was pressed to the wood. His knee slid between hers and nudged her stance wider.

Trevor’s voice carried on in the next room, muffled but close.

Mallory bit her lip.

She didn’t make a sound when Eli’s hand dragged up her thigh, shoved her skirt higher, fingers dragging across the back of her bare leg. He found the heat waiting there, wet and open, no panties in the way.

“Jesus,” he murmured against her ear.

She said nothing.

Didn’t have to.

His fingers slid between her folds, thick and rough, no warning. No buildup. Mallory’s mouth parted in a gasp she swallowed, forehead pressing to the desk, one hand gripping the edge so hard her knuckles whitened.

The voice in the back room paused.

A door creaked.

Mallory froze—but Eli didn’t.

He pumped two fingers inside her, slow and deliberate, and whispered, “Don’t make a sound. Unless you want him to walk in here and watch me make you cum.”

She bit down on her fist.

Trevor’s voice started again, louder now—“We’ve already addressed that publicly.”

Eli curled his fingers just right.

Mallory jerked once—hips slamming back against his hand—and choked on her breath. He twisted, rough, and her legs trembled. She could feel the mess building, slick and loud and so damn dangerous.

Another curl.

Another pump.

She came with her eyes wide open and her teeth still biting into her own skin. No scream. No shout. Just a quake through her body and a slick trail spilling down her thighs.

Eli eased his hand out, dragged his fingers down her leg, and wiped them on the inside of her skirt.

Then leaned in.

“Tell him I dropped off the endorsement letter.”

And just like that, he left.

Mallory stayed bent over the desk for a full minute before she could breathe right again.

Trevor never opened the door.

The press conference was held in the old courthouse rotunda—its marble floor gleaming under high windows, the crowd packed with voters, officials, and every reporter in the county who smelled blood or scandal. Microphones lined the podium. Campaign signs filled the corners in patriotic bursts of red and blue.

Trevor stood behind the microphone in his best suit, jaw square, posture perfect. He looked every bit the rising star they wanted him to be.

And beside him, Mallory stood radiant in white. The dress hugged her like it had been sewn onto her skin. Her heels were high. Her legs bare. Her diamond sparkled like a weapon on her finger. Every whisper that had crawled through this town in the last month seemed to wrap around her ankles like smoke—and she didn’t flinch once.

“Today,” Eli Goddard said, his voice booming over the PA system, “I want to officially endorse Trevor Harper as our next sheriff.”

Flashbulbs popped. The crowd clapped. Cameras rolled.

Eli smiled wider, teeth white against the silver of his beard. “The Harpers represent real American values. Dedication. Strength. Loyalty. Grace under pressure.”

Trevor shook his hand.

Mallory smiled like a first lady.

But when the crowd started dispersing and the press began packing up, the real scene hadn’t even started yet.

Not until hours later—behind the doors of the hotel suite Eli had “generously offered” to the campaign for the night.

Mallory’s dress was already on the floor.

She was down to nothing but the sheriff’s badge—Trevor’s badge—hanging from a chain around her neck. Her makeup was smudged. Her thighs were slick. Her knees bruised from where she’d dropped in front of Eli twenty minutes ago without being asked.

Now she was on the bed.

Hands behind her head. Legs wide.

Trevor sat in the armchair, camera steady, phone recording. His cock strained against the zipper of his slacks, jaw clenched like a vice. He hadn’t spoken since she knelt.

Jamal stood near the mirror, arms folded, watching.

Eli was between her legs. Button-down open. Belt undone. Sweat glistening at his temples.

He gripped her thighs and said, “Smile for your husband, sweetheart.”

Mallory smiled.

Trevor pressed record.

Eli pushed in—hard. Thick. Slow.

Mallory arched and gasped, not from pain but from how deep it went—how raw. She locked eyes with Trevor while Eli stretched her open, filling her in long, punishing strokes. The badge around her neck bounced against her chest.

“You proud of her, Harper?” Eli growled. “She’s doing her country proud.”

Mallory moaned.

Trevor’s voice cracked low. “Fucking hell…”

Jamal didn’t move. Just watched.

Eli picked up the pace.

The room filled with wet, heavy sounds—skin on skin, breathless whimpers, the slap of hips. Mallory reached down and rubbed herself while he pounded her, gasping louder when he hit that spot that made her legs shake.

“Tell him,” Eli grunted.

Mallory blinked through sweat and lust and looked right at Trevor.

“I want to do this for your campaign. I want to get used for it.”

Trevor let out a sound—half moan, half broken groan—and shifted the camera lower.

Eli grunted, bent low, and whispered filth into her ear. She clenched around him and screamed, her voice breaking as she came—back arched, thighs shaking, cum spilling onto the sheets.

Jamal finally stepped closer.

“Time for seconds,” he said, pulling his shirt off.

Mallory didn’t even breathe before she nodded.

“Let’s make it a landslide.”


CHAPTER TEN




The elevator hummed quietly as it climbed, numbers lighting one by one. Mallory watched the floor count rise—twenty-two, twenty-three, twenty-four—feeling her heart match pace with every tick. Her coat was buttoned to her collarbone. Nothing underneath but heels, silk stockings, and a black lace bodysuit that barely covered anything.

She hadn’t worn panties.

That was… discussed.

Her phone buzzed in her hand just as the elevator dinged.

Jamal: Door’s unlocked. Come in slow.

She swallowed and stepped out.

The hallway was quiet, carpeted in plush gray, lights low and golden. She walked carefully, the long black coat swaying around her knees. The numbers blurred past until she stopped at 2604. Her fingers hovered over the handle for just a second too long before she turned it.

The door swung open.

The suite was dim and hot. Not from temperature. From the eyes.

Trevor sat in the far armchair, legs spread, drink in hand. His collar was open. His tie was off. His eyes were hard.

Jamal leaned against the back of the couch, arms crossed. No shirt. Just sweatpants that couldn’t hide the way his cock pressed down one leg. His gold chain caught the light every time his chest moved.

And Dre?

Dre sat on the edge of the bed. Huge. Inked. Grinning slow and mean. His eyes trailed her like a man starving. His shirt was off. Jeans undone. He had a blunt tucked behind one ear and his phone in one hand, already recording.

Mallory stepped inside slowly.

The door clicked shut behind her.

No one said a word.

Trevor tilted his glass and nodded once. That was her cue.

Her fingers went to the buttons of her coat.

One by one, she undid them. The coat opened like a curtain. She slid it off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor.

Dre let out a low, dangerous whistle. “Damn.”

She stood there in heels and lace. Her nipples showed through the mesh. Her thighs gleamed in the low light. The slick heat between her legs had already darkened the bottom of the bodysuit.

Jamal stepped forward first.

His hands didn’t reach for her. Just circled. His voice came low behind her ear. “You nervous, baby?”

Mallory’s voice was breathless, but steady. “No.”

“Good,” he said, pressing one kiss to the side of her neck. “’Cause we’re not taking turns tonight.”

He moved back in front of her. Looked over at Trevor. “You good?”

Trevor didn’t flinch. “As long as she wants it.”

Mallory met his eyes.

And nodded.

Trevor’s knuckles tightened around his glass.

Dre stood up from the bed like a storm. “Then let’s get it.”

He crossed the room in two steps and dropped to one knee in front of her. His hands ran up her thighs, slow, possessive. He pressed his face between her legs, breathing in. “Goddamn. This pussy’s been asking for me.”

Jamal’s hand came to her throat from behind, not choking—owning. She leaned back into it, head tilted, chest rising and falling too fast.

Trevor set his drink down and reached for the camera.

Jamal kissed her.

Dre bit through the crotch of her bodysuit.

Mallory moaned.

And everything she was before this moment?

Everything prim, posed, polished?

It melted into heat and need.

And they hadn’t even started yet.

Dre's teeth sank into the thin lace at her crotch with a savage rip, the fabric tearing like wet paper under the pressure. Shreds of black mesh dangled from his lips as he tossed them aside, his breath hot and ragged against her exposed pussy—bare, swollen, already dripping down her inner thighs like she'd been leaking for them the whole drive over. Mallory's knees buckled at the sudden air on her clit, but Jamal's hand at her throat kept her upright, his tongue plunging deep into her mouth, claiming it with wet, sloppy strokes that muffled her gasp into a throaty whine.

"Fuck, look at that greedy little slit," Dre growled, voice muffled as he shoved her thighs wider with his massive palms, thumbs digging bruises into the silk stockings. He didn't wait—dived in face-first, nose grinding against her mound while his tongue speared her folds, lapping broad and filthy from asshole to clit. She tasted tangy-sweet on his lips, her arousal flooding his mouth as he sucked her clit between his teeth, nipping just hard enough to make stars burst behind her eyelids. Mallory's hips jerked forward, fucking his face on instinct, her heels scraping the carpet as she chased the burn.

Jamal broke the kiss with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting their lips, and spun her chin toward Trevor. "Watch your husband film this, slut. See how hard he is for his wife getting devoured." Trevor's phone was up now, lens trained steady on the carnage, his free hand palming the obscene bulge tenting his slacks—jaw locked, eyes black with that twisted cocktail of possession and perversion. He nodded once, silent command: Give it to me.

Dre's fingers joined his tongue—two thick digits slamming knuckle-deep into her cunt without mercy, curling viciously against her G-spot while his mouth vacuumed her clit. The squelch was obscene, her juices squirting in messy arcs onto his wrist, soaking the carpet below. "Shit—dripping like a faucet already," Dre rasped, pulling back just enough to spit on her hole before thrusting a third finger in, stretching her wide, the burn delicious and immediate. Mallory's walls fluttered around the invasion, clenching greedy as he finger-fucked her raw, his free hand yanking one heel off to hook her leg over his shoulder—opening her further, her ass cheeks spreading to expose the tight pucker winking above.

Jamal didn't idle. His sweatpants hit the floor with a rustle, freeing his cock—heavy, veined monster slapping against her hip as he pressed in from behind, the gold chain cool against her spine. He ground against her ass crack, pre-cum slicking the valley, teasing her hole with the fat head while his hands mauled her tits through the bodysuit's remnants—pinching nipples until they throbbed purple, twisting like he owned the pain. "Gonna stuff this ass while Dre wrecks that pussy," he murmured hot into her ear, nipping the lobe bloody. "You ready to be our spit-roast, hotwife? Take two cocks at once while Hubby jerks to the show?"

She nodded frantically, words lost in the haze, but her body screamed yes—arching back into Jamal's grip, pushing her soaked folds harder onto Dre's relentless tongue. Trevor circled closer, phone dipping low to capture the glisten of her cream coating Dre's chin, the way her pussy lips gripped his plunging fingers like a vice. "Tell them, Mal," Trevor demanded, voice strained, zipper rasping open as he freed his own dick—stroking slow, deliberate, eyes never leaving her. "Tell them how bad you need it. Both holes filled."

"Need it—fuck, please, fill me," Mallory sobbed, the plea ripping free as Dre stood abruptly, shedding his jeans in a heap. He was built like a wall—inked thighs flexing, cock jutting thick and curved upward, pierced at the tip with a fat silver barbell that glinted menacingly. He scooped her up like she weighed nothing, massive arms banding her waist, and tossed her onto the king bed face-down—ass up, knees spread wide, the torn bodysuit framing her like obscene lingerie.

Jamal was on her in a heartbeat, straddling her calves, his cock nudging her asshole insistent and slick with spit he'd hawked onto his palm. "Breathe, baby—gonna open you slow first." He pressed in—head breaching the ring with a pop that made her yelp, the stretch burning white-hot as inch after girthy inch sank deep, her sphincter clenching futile around him. Halfway in, he paused, grinding shallow to let her adjust, one hand fisting the back of her hair to arch her neck toward the camera. "Look at that—ass swallowing me whole. Trev, you ever knot this tight backdoor?"

"Not like this," Trevor admitted through gritted teeth, phone angled to catch the way Jamal's shaft disappeared into her, balls drawing up heavy against her taint. His strokes quickened, shallow pumps turning deeper, fuller, until he bottomed out—hips flush to her cheeks, the slap echoing as he set a brutal rhythm, railing her ass like he was punishing old grudges.

Dre climbed on from the front, knees bracketing her shoulders, his pierced cock bobbing heavy in her face. "Open up, slut—suck while we double-team this body." She did, mouth watering as she stretched her jaws wide, tongue swirling the piercing before engulfing the head—salty pre-cum flooding her taste buds as she hollowed her cheeks and bobbed, gagging wetly when he thrust forward, fucking her throat in sync with Jamal's ass-pounding. Spit bubbled at the corners of her lips, dripping down her chin to her swaying tits, the dual invasion turning her into a drooling, moaning mess—body rocking between them like a ragdoll, holes stuffed and throbbing.

But Dre wasn't content with her mouth. He pulled out with a gasp-inducing slurp, shifting down to flip her onto her back mid-thrust—Jamal staying buried balls-deep in her ass, growling approval as Dre notched at her pussy. "Both at once—gonna split you wide, feel him through the wall." No warning, just a savage plunge—his pierced length spearing her cunt to the hilt, the barbell scraping her ridges raw as he and Jamal found their groove, cocks sliding in tandem, thin membrane between them dragging with every opposing thrust. The fullness was obscene, overwhelming—her belly bulging faintly with the double penetration, clit grinding Dre's pelvis as he hammered down, balls smacking Jamal's.

"Fuuuuck—yes, like that, tear me apart!" Mallory wailed, hands clawing the sheets, heels kicking air as orgasms stacked like dominoes—first a clitoral blaze from the friction, squirting messy around Dre's pistoning shaft, then a deeper quake from the prostate-milking stretch in her ass. Her vision whited out, body convulsing, walls milking them in frantic spasms that pulled guttural roars from both men.

Jamal came first—snarling her name as he flooded her ass, hot jets painting her insides, leaking out in creamy rivulets around his withdrawing length. Dre followed seconds later, burying deep with a bellow, piercing pulsing as he unloaded into her womb—rope after thick rope mixing with her squirt, overflowing to puddle beneath her spasming ass.

They slumped off her, chests heaving, cocks softening glossy with her mess. Mallory lay wrecked—holes gaping, cum bubbling from both, body marked in bites and handprints, the bodysuit in tatters like battle flags. Trevor lowered the phone, breath ragged, his own release streaking his fist and thigh. He crossed to the bed, eyes devouring the ruin, thumb brushing a tear-streaked cheek. "Beautiful," he murmured, voice wrecked with awe. "My perfect, filthy wife."

She reached for him weakly, smirking through the afterglow. "Your turn to clean up... or join in." The suite air hung thick with spent heat, the night barely cracked open—promises of more echoing in their shared, sated grins.

The suite smelled like sex.

Sweat. Musk. That hot-slick scent of skin-on-skin and the deep, unmistakable richness of fresh cum cooling on skin.

Mallory stood in the middle of the room, one heel still on, the other somewhere lost in the chaos. Her legs shook. Her lips were kiss-swollen and raw. There were bruises forming on her hips, love bites on her neck, and a mess between her thighs that dripped thick and slow down the inside of one leg.

The room was quiet now.

Dre was slouched on the couch, smoking, watching her through half-lidded eyes like a man who’d just finished feasting. Jamal leaned against the wall near the window, shirtless, a towel slung over his shoulder, arms folded, his chest still rising and falling. And Trevor…

Trevor sat on the edge of the bed.

Camera in hand.

He wasn’t hiding it. He wasn’t pretending.

He was memorizing.

Mallory stepped forward—slowly, gingerly—and crossed to the full-length mirror by the suite’s double doors.

Her breath caught.

She didn’t look like a campaign wife anymore. Didn’t look like a Sunday school volunteer or a PTA secretary or the woman who used to bake cookies for neighborhood watch meetings.

She looked fucked. Raw. Ruined.

And perfect.

Her thighs glistened with slick. Her tits had red handprints blooming across them. Her lipstick was mostly gone. There were streaks of sweat on her belly and smears of cum drying on her skin. Her hair hung wild around her face.

Trevor came up behind her, camera still in hand, and slid his free arm around her waist.

They stared into the mirror together.

“You see it?” he murmured, voice low against her ear.

She nodded.

“I see everything.”

He kissed her bare shoulder. Then moved to her neck. Then her temple.

Mallory reached down with two fingers and scooped up the mess running down her leg. She raised those fingers to her mouth and sucked them clean while never breaking eye contact with their reflection.

Trevor groaned.

Behind them, Jamal chuckled. “She’s really gone now.”

Trevor didn’t look away. “No. She’s here. For the first damn time.”

Mallory leaned back into her husband, eyes half-lidded, voice wrecked.

“Take the picture.”

Trevor raised the phone again and snapped it—her body framed in bruises, semen, sweat… and a smile. One heel on, one leg bare, and her husband holding her just as she was.

Not for Instagram.

Not for revenge porn.

Just for them. For him. For her.

He pulled her closer and whispered against her throat.

“I love you like this.”

And she whispered back:

“I know. I love you too.”


CHAPTER ELEVEN




The courthouse steps were packed—red, white, and roaring.

Flags snapped in the early evening wind, campaign signs waved like cheers in cardboard form, and the crowd surged tighter with every new speaker that took the podium. Lights flashed. Cameras filmed. Microphones jostled for position.

And standing at the center of it all, hand on the Bible, wearing the broadest smile in the entire county—was Trevor Harper.

He had just been sworn in.

He was the new sheriff.

The crowd went wild.

He lifted a hand in gratitude, jaw set with pride, nodding to familiar faces in the front row: local pastors, school board heads, deputies. But when he turned to the woman at his side—his wife—the smile cracked into something softer. Something real.

Mallory stood in a champagne-colored dress that hugged every curve like it had been made for her body. The fabric shimmered in the sun. Her heels were high. Her lips red. The wind teased her skirt just enough to make it dangerous. She held her husband’s hand and looked out over the crowd like a woman born for the spotlight.

They had no idea what she was really wearing.

She’d come straight from the hotel suite. Hadn’t showered. Hadn’t cleaned up. She was soaked. She could feel the slow, sticky slide of Dre’s cum still inside her—could feel the mess cooling along the seam of her thighs, hidden just beneath that sweet little hemline.

She smiled wider.

No panties. No bra. Just cum and confidence. And Trevor knew it.

He gave her hand a tight squeeze before stepping to the podium.

“I want to thank my family,” Trevor said, voice booming over the speakers. “My community. And most of all, my wife—who stood beside me through every rumor, every insult, every long night and early morning. She never once flinched.”

Mallory’s heart fluttered.

He went on. “She’s the reason I had the strength to fight for this. She’s the reason I kept my chin up. And she’s the reason I won.”

People cheered. Applauded. Clapped their hands and nodded.

Trevor looked back at her.

And only the men who’d had her knew that speech wasn’t just about support.

It was about sacrifice.

Jamal, standing near the back in sunglasses, didn’t smile.

He just tilted his head.

Watched her shift her weight.

Watched her thighs press tighter.

He knew.

So did Dre, leaning against the stone railing with a smirk.

They all knew she was leaking under that dress.

And loved it.

Trevor stepped back from the podium. The mayor shook his hand. Mallory leaned in for the kiss on the cheek. Cameras flashed.

And still—no one knew what she was wearing.

Only who.

The speeches were winding down. The mayor had wrapped his arm around Trevor’s shoulder, photographers crowding close as they laughed about some long-forgotten arrest from Trevor’s rookie year. Everyone wanted a piece of him now.

Mallory stayed poised beside him, smiling softly, her hands folded just so, the wind catching the hem of her dress again and again. She made it look accidental. She made it look like grace. But every time it lifted, she felt another slip of warmth slide down her inner thigh—thick and unmistakable.

The mess inside her hadn’t stopped. Not even a little.

The breeze wasn’t helping.

She crossed her legs. Shifted her weight. Clenched around it.

A droplet clung to the inside of her knee.

She felt it and smiled.

Trevor caught her glance from across the brick steps. That smile—polished and polite for everyone else—shifted the moment their eyes met. He saw it. That little glint of wicked behind the mascara. The slow curve of a mouth that knew what it was hiding.

He stepped beside her again, the crowd thinning now, donors shaking hands, reporters distracted.

Mallory leaned up on her toes, lips to his ear, breath warm and sugar-slick.

“I’m not wearing anything,” she whispered.

Trevor’s brow lifted.

She didn’t stop.

“No bra. No panties.”

His eyes flicked down her body, suddenly seeing every line of her dress like it was painted on.

“And I’m still full of Dre’s cum.”

His jaw flexed. His hand, resting casually at her lower back, curled tighter.

“I’m walking around this whole goddamn courthouse soaked with another man’s load. You’re the sheriff now. What are you gonna do about it?”

Trevor’s cock pulsed hard against the inside of his waistband.

She smiled again—soft, demure—and stepped back before anyone could notice.

But his face said it all.

He’d forgotten every question reporters were supposed to ask. He couldn’t remember the mayor’s name. He could barely breathe.

All he could see was the woman next to him—blushing, gorgeous, glowing.

And dripping with sin just for him.

The victory party was just heating up. Inside the campaign headquarters, people stood elbow-to-elbow with beers and plastic champagne flutes, clapping Trevor on the back, shaking his hand, snapping selfies. The energy buzzed like a current—half relief, half celebration.

Trevor smiled. He posed. He nodded. But the whole time, he was watching the clock.

Mallory had disappeared ten minutes ago.

And so had Jamal.

The hallway to the staff bathrooms was dim and empty, lit only by one flickering fluorescent. Trevor walked it slowly, quietly, each step heavier than the last.

He didn’t knock.

He just turned the handle and walked in.

The bathroom was warm. Steam clung to the mirrors, the cheap fan above whirring uselessly. One overhead light flickered. The stall door at the end hung slightly ajar, but it didn’t matter—Trevor’s eyes locked on the scene in front of the sinks.

Mallory was on her knees, knees wide, dress hitched high around her waist.

Her lipstick was smeared to the corner of her cheek. Her hair was clutched in Jamal’s hand. Her eyes were closed, throat working slow and deep around his cock, spit sliding down her chin, wetting the soft peaks of her breasts.

She wasn’t in a rush.

She was savoring.

Jamal’s other hand rested on the wall above her head, jaw tight, hips rolling slow.

“She said she wanted dessert,” he said without looking away. “Figured I’d feed her.”

Trevor’s chest rose and fell. His pants were already tightening.

Mallory pulled off with a wet gasp, gasping once before looking up at her husband. Her voice was thick, low, ruined.

“You gonna just watch, or you gonna stroke that cock while I suck his?”

Trevor didn’t speak.

He just walked to the mirror, leaned back against the sink, and unzipped his pants. His reflection stared back at him—shirt undone, tie hanging, one hand on his cock while his wife got wrecked at his feet by the same man who’d been taking her again and again for weeks.

Mallory moaned and swallowed Jamal’s cock back down, her throat bulging.

Trevor groaned under his breath. “Goddamn…”

Jamal locked eyes with him.

“You think this’ll ruin your reputation, Sheriff?”

Trevor’s jaw clenched. His fist stroked faster.

“No,” he said. “This is my reputation.”

Mallory laughed—her mouth still full.

She pulled off with a wet pop, let her spit-dripping tongue swirl the head once, and looked at both of them, eyes shining.

“This is our America.”

And then she swallowed Jamal whole again while Trevor came in the mirror—face twisted, chest heaving, watching himself fall apart while she knelt for another man.


CHAPTER TWELVE




The grand ballroom of the estate pulsed with the controlled chaos of victory, crystal chandeliers casting a golden haze over two hundred guests in tailored suits and cocktail dresses. Trevor Harper—now Sheriff Trevor Harper—stood at the podium, his sheriff's star pinned crisp to his lapel, the weight of it a talisman against the flash of cameras from the local press corralled in the corner.

He'd won by a landslide, the polls closing with margins that silenced his last rival's whispers of scandal. Speeches flowed like the vintage champagne: city councilors toasting his "unwavering integrity," union reps slapping his back with meaty hands, donors murmuring about future "contributions."

The air hummed with string quartet swells and laughter, oblivious to the undercurrents snaking beneath—rumors of Mallory's indiscretions dismissed as tabloid fodder, the kind of spice that only burnished a candidate's rogue appeal.

Mallory glided through the crowd like smoke, her emerald gown a sheath of silk that clung to every curve, the neckline plunging just shy of scandalous. Heads turned—women with appraising glances, men with hungers they masked behind raised glasses—but no one knew the truth etched into her skin: the faint bruises from Jamal's grip hidden under makeup, the subtle sway of her hips honed by Dre's brutal lessons in the hotel suite.

She played the perfect sheriff's wife—air-kissing cheeks, laughing at lame jokes about "locking up the competition"—but her eyes found the bulls scattered like wolves in sheep's clothing.

Jamal, in a crisp button-down that strained over his chest, nursed a whiskey at the bar, his gold chain a subtle glint under the collar. Dre loomed near the dessert table, massive frame squeezed into a suit jacket, chatting up a councilwoman with a grin that didn't reach his eyes, his inked hands flexing around a flute of sparkling water. Eli—the silver-haired kingmaker whose endorsement had tipped the scales—held court in a velvet wingback, his gaze lingering on Mallory like a debt coming due.

She felt Trevor's eyes on her from across the room, a tether in the throng. Earlier, in their master suite upstairs, he'd fastened the chain around her neck—the sheriff's badge, duplicate and dulled for discretion, tucked into her cleavage like a secret.

"Wear it close," he'd murmured, fingers brushing her nipple until it peaked. "Tonight's for show. After... it's ours."

Her pussy clenched at the memory, a trickle of arousal dampening her thong as she crossed to Eli, bending low to refill his glass from a passing tray. His hand grazed her wrist—deliberate, electric—whispering, "Campaign office was just the appetizer, Mrs. Harper. Congrats to the sheriff... and his persuasive better half."

The night wore on in a blur of handshakes and small talk, the quartet giving way to a DJ spinning low jazz remixes. Trevor wrapped his speech with a humble nod to "the woman who kept me grounded," his eyes locking on Mallory as applause thundered.

She smiled demure, the badge warm against her skin, but beneath the gown, her body thrummed—nipples chafing silk, clit aching for the friction she'd denied herself all day. The bulls orbited closer as the crowd thinned: Jamal "accidentally" brushing her ass in the buffet line, Dre's massive palm lingering on her lower back during a group photo, Eli’s breath hot on her neck as he leaned in for a toast.

The oblivious guests milled on—wives gossiping about dresses, reporters filing copy on "Harper's wholesome win"—none the wiser to the heat building, the private room off the east wing reserved under a innocuous alias, its door locked for "staff overflow."

By midnight, the exodus began. Limos idled in the drive, valets juggling keys under the porte-cochere. Trevor worked the exit line like a pro—gracious waves, promises of breakfast briefings—while Mallory herded stragglers toward the foyer, her heels echoing on marble.

Eli was the last to linger, clapping Trevor's shoulder with a paternal squeeze. "You owe me a round, Sheriff. In private." His eyes flicked to Mallory, a silent invoice for that bathroom tryst—fingers pumping her dripping cunt while flashbulbs popped outside, her whimpers muffled against his palm. "Wouldn't miss celebrating properly."

The doors finally sealed, the estate falling to a hush broken only by the distant clink of caterers clearing glassware. Trevor locked the foyer deadbolt, turning with a exhale that bordered on a growl.

"Clear," he called, voice low, and the bulls materialized from the shadows—faces sharpened by intent, cocks already half-hard under slacks from the night's tease.

Jamal flicked the lights low in the main hall, Dre cracked his knuckles while Eli led the way to the private parlor—a wood-paneled sanctum with a roaring fireplace, leather club chairs circling a massive bearskin rug, decanters stocked and a king-sized divan piled with pillows like an altar.

Mallory followed, pulse hammering, the badge chain suddenly heavy. The door clicked shut, sealing the world out. Trevor poured scotches all around, the amber liquid glinting like liquid fire, and raised his glass. "To the win," he said, eyes on his wife, "and the debts paid in full." The clink echoed, and then—silence, thick with promise.

She stepped into the circle, fingers finding the zipper at her side. The gown whispered down her body in a silken pool, pooling at her heels to reveal nothing but skin and lace: thigh-high stockings, garters framing her bare pussy—shaved smooth, lips already swollen and gleaming. The badge swung free, nestling between her heavy tits, the star a brazen emblem against flushed flesh. Naked, vulnerable, powerful. The men's breaths hitched—Jamal's whiskey forgotten, Dre's fists clenching, Eli's composure cracking with a low hum of approval.

"Fuck," Dre breathed, palming himself through chinos. "Sheriff's whore, serving it up proper."

Mallory held their stares, a slow, predatory smile curling her lips as she sank to her knees on the bearskin rug, the fur tickling her shins like a lover's breath. The badge dangled heavy between her tits, cool metal brushing her sternum with each rise and fall of her chest. She was the center now—the altar, the offering—and the air crackled with it, the fireplace's crackle a distant echo to the pounding in her veins.

"Victory tastes better shared," she murmured, voice a velvet hook, crawling forward on all fours, ass swaying deliberate, pussy lips parting to tease a glimpse of her slick heat. "Who's first to fuck the sheriff's prize?"

Jamal moved like a shadow uncoiling, his button-down hitting the floor in a whisper of fabric, revealing the sculpted ridges of his torso, gold chain glinting against sweat-damp skin. He loomed over her, one hand fisting her hair to yank her head back, exposing the column of her throat.

"Me, baby. Always me." His thumb pried her mouth open, shoving inside rough—two digits pumping shallow, her tongue lapping eager, hollowing her cheeks as she sucked like it was his cock already. Spit welled at the corners of her lips, dribbling down her chin to trace the badge's edge. "That's my good slut—wet and ready for the real thing."

He pulled free with a slick pop, strings of saliva snapping as he unzipped, his cock springing heavy and thick—black velvet over steel, veined and curving just right to wreck her. No teasing, no mercy. Jamal hauled her up by the hips, bending her over the arm of the divan like she weighed nothing—tits mashing into the leather, nipples scraping raw, ass arched high and presented. He hawked a thick glob of spit onto his palm, smearing it down her crack before notching the fat head at her entrance. She was drenched, folds blooming open around him as he thrust in one brutal slide—bottoming out balls-deep with a wet smack that jolted her forward, the badge clinking against the cushion.

"Oh—fuck, Jamal!" Mallory's cry tore free, raw and ragged, her walls clenching vise-tight around his girth, fluttering greedy as he ground deep, pelvis flush to her cheeks.

The stretch burned sweet, her clit throbbing against the friction of his balls nestling heavy. He didn't give her time to adjust—hips snapping back only to slam home again, setting a punishing rhythm that shook the divan, the slap of skin on skin echoing off the paneled walls like gunfire. Sweat beaded on her spine almost instantly, trickling down to where they joined, her ass rippling with each impact. "Yes—deeper, fuck me like you own it!"

Dre wasn't one to spectate. He shrugged off his suit jacket, the fabric pooling forgotten as he stepped to her front, unzipping with a rasp that cut the air. His cock loomed—monstrous, pierced at the tip with that wicked silver barbell, pre-cum beading like a promise.

"Open wide, badge bitch. Choke on this while your ex-cop rival breeds that hole." He gripped her jaw, forcing her mouth onto him—lips stretching obscene around the head, tongue swirling the piercing as he fed her inch by throbbing inch.

She gagged wetly when he hit the back of her throat, tears pricking her eyes, but she pushed forward, nose burying in his trimmed pubes, humming vibrations that pulled a hiss from his lips. Spit bubbled, foaming down her chin to splatter the badge, her tits heaving with each glottal thrust as Dre matched Jamal's pace—face-fucking her sloppy, balls tapping her sternum.

The dual invasion turned Mallory into a conduit of filth: Jamal's cock spearing her pussy raw, churning her arousal into creamy froth that coated his shaft and dripped down her thighs; Dre's length bullying her throat, the metallic tang of his piercing mixing with her saliva in obscene slurps.

Her body rocked between them like a piston caught in overdrive, moans muffled into wet gurgles, nails clawing the divan as the first orgasm built—coiling tight in her core from the relentless grind on her G-spot.

"Mmmph—fuck, coming!" she garbled around Dre, and it hit like lightning: walls spasming wild around Jamal, squirting hot and messy onto his pistoning hips, soaking the rug below. Jamal roared approval, slamming deeper through the clench, but held off—edging himself as Dre pulled out with a gasp, strings of spit connecting her swollen lips to his tip.

"Tag in, Dre—wreck that pussy she loves so much," Jamal grunted, withdrawing slow, his cock bobbing glossy and veined, a thick strand of her cream stretching before snapping. He slapped it against her ass once—sharp, stinging—before stepping aside, fisting himself lazy as Dre took position.

Dre's grin was feral, all teeth and hunger, as he gripped her hips—massive hands spanning her waist, thumbs digging bruises into the garter marks.

“Time to stretch you proper, slut. Feel that piercing scrape your insides?"

He didn't wait for an answer, just notched and plunged—his pierced length spearing her to the hilt in one savage thrust, the barbell dragging fiery friction along her ridges.

Mallory wailed, back arching bowstring-taut, the fullness overwhelming: still loose and sloppy from Jamal, but clamping greedy around Dre's girth, her clit pulsing against his grinding pelvis. He fucked like a storm—short, brutal pumps that jolted her tits forward, the badge swinging wild, scraping her nipples raw with each bounce.

Jamal circled to her mouth now, feeding her his pussy-slick cock without ceremony—thrusting deep until she gagged, tasting herself on him in salty-sweet waves.

"Clean it up, baby—suck your juices off the dick that owns you."

She did, hollowing eager, tongue lapping the underside as he pumped her face, one hand tangled in her hair to control the depth. Eli watched from his chair, scotch in hand, his silver gaze hooded and intent—stroking himself slow through his slacks, the outline of his thick length tenting the wool.

The kingmaker savored the show, remembering the campaign office: Mallory's skirt hiked on the sink, his elegant fingers buried knuckle-deep in her clenching heat while reporters' voices droned beyond the door, her whimpers bitten into his palm.

"Good girl," he'd growled then, and she'd flooded him, earning the endorsement that crowned Trevor. Now, his turn simmered patient, a debt collecting interest.

Dre's pace fractured her second climax faster—hips battering like a battering ram, the piercing hitting spots that made stars explode behind her eyelids.

"Fuck—squeeze me, whore, milk this cock!" he snarled, one massive hand snaking around to pinch her clit, rolling it rough between callused fingers.

She shattered again—harder, a guttural sob ripping from her throat around Jamal's shaft, pussy convulsing in rhythmic spasms that squirted messy arcs onto Dre's thighs, the rug darkening beneath them. He didn't stop, fucking her through it, the wet squelch obscene as her cream frothed at his base.

Only when her tremors eased did he pull out, spinning her like a top to face Eli—ass presented anew, pussy gaping and glistening, thighs quaking.

Eli set his glass down with deliberate calm, rising like a specter from his throne. His bespoke shirt unbuttoned slow, revealing a lean, silver-fox frame etched with the quiet power of boardrooms and backroom deals.

"My turn, Mrs. Harper," he murmured, voice smooth as aged bourbon, shedding slacks to free his cock: respectable length but wicked-thick, flared head mushrooming wide, veins subtle but pulsing with restrained hunger. He knelt behind her on the rug, one manicured hand tracing the badge chain's links between her heaving tits, the metal warm from her skin. "You proved your worth in that campaign room—clenching around my fingers like a vice while the world spun outside. Now, beg for the man who made your husband king. Beg for this cock that bought the throne."

Mallory twisted her head, locking eyes with him over her shoulder—mascara-streaked, lips bruised and glossy.

"Please, Eli—fuck me. Own this pussy like you own the votes. Fuck your sheriff's whore raw."

The words were a spark to tinder; Eli's composure cracked with a low groan, fingers dipping into the creamy mess Dre and Jamal left behind—stirring lazy, scooping a glob to smear up her crack before notching at her entrance. He pushed in measured—inch by girthy inch—the stretch burning fresh despite the slick, her walls yielding sloppy around him as he bottomed out, hips flush, balls nestling heavy against her clit.

"Christ—still so eager after them," he hissed, holding deep to grind, the flare of his head nudging her cervix in teasing circles.

His hands roamed possessive: one cupping a tit to twist the nipple around the chain, the other snaking low to circle her clit with expert flicks—slow spirals that built her deliberate, coiling the tension until she was keening, rocking back desperate.

Jamal and Dre flanked her now, cocks in fists—Jamal feeding her his length again, Dre slapping his pierced tip against her cheek, leaving wet streaks. "Take it all, slut—mouth full while the kingmaker fucks you royal."

Eli's rhythm ignited then—thrusts rolling deep and unhurried at first, savoring the velvet drag, her moans vibrating through Jamal's shaft. But control frayed; he quickened, hips snapping sharper, the squelch of mingled cum obscene as he railed her, free hand yanking the badge chain to arch her back—tits thrusting forward, nipples begging for teeth.

Dre obliged, leaning in to latch onto one—sucking brutal, teeth grazing until she sobbed around Jamal, the overload shattering her third orgasm like glass. It ripped through her vicious—body convulsing, pussy milking Eli in frantic pulses, squirting hot around his pistoning cock to splatter his thighs and the rug.

"Yes—fuck, Eli, flood me!" she wailed on a gasp, pulling off Jamal just long enough to beg before he shoved back in.

Eli's release hit like a verdict—hips stuttering deep as he unloaded, thick ropes painting her walls, the excess bubbling out creamy around his withdrawing length. He pulled free with a filthy pop, watching his seed leak down her thighs like tribute, before stepping back—spent but smirking, reclaiming his scotch with a nod to the others. "Your move, boys. Break her proper for the sheriff."

The trio didn't need more invitation; it devolved into a frenzy then—no strict turns, just raw opportunism, bodies tangling in a knot of sweat and sin on the rug.

Jamal claimed her ass first—spitting slick onto her pucker before breaching the tight ring with a growl, the burn white-hot as he sank deep, her sphincter clenching futile around his girth.

"Fuck—grip me like that, baby, while Dre stuffs that sloppy cunt."

Dre obliged from below, lying back to yank her onto his lap—pierced cock spearing her pussy in a downward plunge that made her scream, the dual stretch obscene, thin membrane between them dragging friction with every opposing thrust.

They found a brutal sync: Jamal pounding her ass shallow and savage, Dre grinding up long and deep, cocks sliding tandem to bulge her belly faint, clit grinding his pelvis raw.

Mallory was lost in it—sobbing through the fullness, hands clawing Dre's inked chest, heels kicking air as orgasms stacked like kindling: fourth from the ass-prostate burn, fifth a clitoral blaze from Dre's piercing scraping relentless.

"Oh god—tear me apart, fuck, more!" she babbled, tears streaming, body a quaking mess of oversensitive fire. Eli circled back half-hard, feeding her his cum-slick length to suck clean—throat-fucking lazy while he twisted her nipples, the badge chain yanking taut in Jamal's fist. Spit flew, sweat poured, the air choking thick with musk and grunts—their cocks churning the mess inside her to froth, leaking in rivulets down her crack to puddle beneath Dre's ass.

They rotated fluid through the haze: Dre taking her throat while Eli double-dipped her pussy alongside Jamal's ass-fuck, the three-hole stuffing turning her into a drooling, wailing conduit—cum from Eli's earlier load squelching out with each plunge, her squirt soaking the bearskin in dark blooms.

Jamal face-fucked her next, balls slapping her chin as Dre railed her ass from behind, Eli's fingers—always precise—probing her clit to wring another sob-choked climax, the sixth or seventh blurring into endless wave.

Her thighs trembled constant now, pussy and ass gaping loose between swaps, clit throbbing angry-red, but she begged through the sobs—"Don't stop, fuck—use me, break your sheriff's slut!"—no shame, just pure, incandescent need.

Eli orchestrated the finale before Trevor—a kingmaker's flourish—positioning her on all fours again, himself under her reverse-cowgirl while Jamal and Dre knelt flanking, cocks in her fists and mouth alternating. She rode Eli's thickness grinding deep, the flare hitting her G-spot vicious as she pumped the others—sucking Jamal sloppy, stroking Dre's piercing until pre-cum slicked her palm.

"Come for us, girl—flood the throne you helped build," Eli commanded, thumb on her clit in merciless circles. She did—eighth orgasm a cataclysm, body seizing bowstring, squirting violent to drench his abs as walls milked him dry, his second load flooding hot while Jamal and Dre painted her tits and face in thick ropes, the badge crusting white and sticky.

By the end, Mallory was a ruin: sprawled on the rug, chest heaving, holes throbbing empty and leaking steady streams of cum—pussy frothy and agape, ass clenching on phantom stretch, face and tits glazed like a dessert.

Sobs wracked her still, not pain but overload—climaxes leaving her raw, vision spotting, the fireplace's glow blurring through tear-streaked lashes. The bulls slumped back—cocks softening glossy, chests slick—murmurs of

"Fuck, Harper's a lucky bastard" and "Best win ever" rippling as they zipped up, decanters drained in her honor.

Trevor had held the perimeter, phone discreet in his pocket capturing angles for their private vault—his own cock a steel ache in his slacks, leaking steady from the symphony of her surrender.

Now, the room hushed as he crossed deliberate, the star on his belt buckle winking twin to hers. Mallory lifted her head—eyes fogged with afterglow, lips ravaged and parted, cum veiling her cheeks like profane makeup. She was devastation incarnate—marked, used, unbreakable—and the sight gut-punched him, desire twisting fierce.

He knelt slow, the rug soaking through his slacks, cradling her face in both hands—the night's lone tenderness amid the wreckage. Thumbs traced her jaw, smearing seed gentle as he leaned in.

"My fierce one," he rasped, voice cracking raw with awe and hunger. Their kiss was anchor and inferno—lips sealing soft at first, tongues tangling lazy to taste the cocktail of them on her: salt and musk, victory's tang.

She melted into it, keening faint as his fingers roamed her skin—mapping handprints like constellations, the badge chain warm under his palm.

Trevor stripped efficient—shirt unbuttoned, slacks kicked aside—his cock springing free: thick, veined from torment's edge, head flushed and weeping. No barriers, no rush. He eased her flat on the rug, hooking her trembling legs over his elbows to fold her open—pussy presented wrecked and radiant, lips swollen crimson, cum bubbling lazy from the depths.

"Look at you," he murmured, notching at her entrance, rubbing the head through the mess to coat himself slick. "Fucked to pieces for me. For us."

"Reclaim me, Trev," she whispered, nails grazing his chest, eyes locking fierce through the haze—defiant, devoted. "Your whore needs her sheriff. Fuck their loads out—make me yours again."

He thrust home—raw, profound—with a hiss that bordered sob, her walls parting velvet around the churn of seed, the squelch a filthy hymn to the night. It was intimate desecration: buried to the hilt, pelvis grinding her clit tender, the badge pinning between their chests like a vow etched in sweat.

He rolled slow and relaxed first—savoring the sloppy grip, her flutters intimate, just for him—before the tempo surged: thrusts claiming, slamming resonant off the walls, tits jiggling soft now, chain clinking a private rhythm. Sweat dripped from his brow to her collarbone, mingling with the drying stripes on her skin.

She coiled around him—legs locking his waist, arms banding his neck—murmuring fevered into his ear mid-rail, breath hitching on gasps.

"I'm yours, Trevor. Heart and soul—always." A pause, her voice dropping to sin's silk, hips canting up to meet him deeper. "But they can use me anytime. Your bulls. Your kingmaker. Raw-fuck this body for every deal, every favor. Let them fill me while you watch... or join."

The oath undid him—hotwife's creed, corruption's sacrament—balls cinching tight, cock swelling thicker buried in her heat.

"Fuck—Mal, yes," he groaned, pace fracturing brutal, hips battering like he could brand her insides. She shattered with him—ninth climax a quiet quake, walls vise-pulsing every ridge as she sobbed his name soft, body arching rug-bound in tender spasms that dragged him under.

He erupted cataclysmic—fiercer than memory, roar gut-deep and muffled against her neck as jets surged hot, swirling the slurry within to overflow in creamy gushes with each final grind. They clung through the pulses, breaths meshing jagged, the world narrowing to slick skin and shared pulse.

The parlor thrummed with distant applause as the bulls stirred—Jamal clapping Trevor's shoulder wolfish,

"To the sheriff—and his endless badge-slut." Dre chuckled low, Eli nodding regal as they ebbed toward the door, leaving decanters and echoes in their wake.

Trevor surfaced slow, haze-fractured grin kissing her brow, still sheathed deep as he softened.

"No regrets, love," he nuzzled her throat, nipping the pulse there. "Just this. Us."

Mallory's laugh bubbled wrecked, replete—fingers tracing his jaw, smearing faint seed. "And them. Whenever the crown needs polishing."

The estate sighed into silence beyond the door, triumph forged in slick and spend, the Harpers' reign just beginning—badge and body, intertwined eternal.
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