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  Chapter one
The Offer


The porch reeked of cut grass and the sickly-sweet stench of lilacs starting to rot. Indiana in late May was a sweaty, sticky mess, the kind of heat that made your skin feel like it was wrapped in a film of grease. Elowen stood at the railing, wearing nothing but a flimsy charcoal slip that barely covered her ass, the fabric so thin it might as well have been see-through. The dying light made her body look like a dirty secret. Torin sat behind her in a wicker chair, hunched forward, staring at her, his cock already twitching in his pants as he watched her chest rise and fall. 
She hadn’t said a word yet. She didn’t have to. For weeks, Torin had watched her eye-fuck every man in the neighborhood—the way she stared at the contractor’s thick arms when he lugged wood across the yard, how she squeezed her thighs together when the divorced dad next door grinned at her, the way her fingers drifted to her throat when the architect bent over to pick up his mail. Torin saw it all. He kept track of every humiliating little detail, like a loser keeping score, his chest tight with a mix of jealousy and pathetic, aching need.
When she finally turned, the porch light gilded the curve of her cheekbone. Her hazel eyes were dark, pupils blown wide.
“I want other men,” she said. The words landed flat, matter-of-fact, no apology in them. “Not instead of you. In addition to you. Frequently. Whenever I decide. And I want you to make it possible.”
Torin swallowed hard, his cock jerking against his zipper. He wasn’t shocked. He wasn’t angry. He was just suddenly, painfully hard, because the filthy thing he’d jerked off to in secret for years had just been thrown in his face in broad daylight.
She stepped closer. Bare feet silent on the painted boards. “Say something.”
His voice came out rougher than he intended. “Tell me what you want them to do to you.”
Elowen smirked, just enough to make Torin’s gut twist. She leaned over him, hands gripping the arms of his chair, trapping him. The slip hung open, giving him a perfect view of the inside of her tits, dotted with freckles he’d kissed a hundred times, but now they looked like they belonged to someone else.
"I want hands that haven’t touched me yet," she said, her voice low. "I want mouths that taste like someone else. I want cocks that are bigger than yours, that’ll stretch me out until I can’t think straight. I want to cum so hard I forget who I am. Then I want to come home to you, still dripping with their cum, and watch you squirm while I tell you everything they did to me."
Torin let out a shaky breath, his hands digging into his thighs, desperate not to grab his cock right there.
"And you?" she went on. "You’ll set it all up. You’ll find out when they’re free, book the hotel if I don’t want to fuck them here, pick out the slutty little outfit I wear, pack my bag, drive me there if I tell you to. You’ll wait outside, maybe listen if I let you. And when I come back, you’ll get on your knees and clean me up—wash me, lick me, taste their cum if I want you to. You’ll thank me for letting you be my pathetic little helper."
She stood up straight, the slip riding even higher up her thigh. Torin couldn’t stop staring, helpless and hard, knowing she was showing off for someone else.
"I’m not asking for permission," she said. "I’m not going to negotiate. If I want Soren Calder—the contractor with the big hands who could probably split me in half—I’ll fuck him. If I want Ragnar, the quiet one who runs shirtless and stares at my ass every morning, I’ll fuck him too. You don’t get a say. You just make it happen."
The silence stretched. Crickets started in the yard. Somewhere down the street a sprinkler hissed.
Torin got up, but he felt small, pathetic. He dropped to his knees without her even asking. The porch boards were cold under his legs. He pressed his face to her thigh, breathing in the sharp smell of her lotion and the raw, dirty scent of her pussy.
"I’ll make it perfect," he mumbled into her skin. His breath was hot on her thigh, and he felt her shudder. "I’ll start tonight. I’ll find out when Soren’s free. I’ll get the hotel. I’ll buy the slutty lingerie you want him to rip off you. Whatever you want."
Elowen grabbed a fistful of his hair, not gentle, not rough, just owning him. She yanked his head back so he had to look up at her.
“Good boy,” she murmured.
His cock throbbed, straining against his zipper, and he didn’t even bother to hide it. She looked down at the bulge, then back at him, grinning like she knew exactly how pathetic he was.
“Show me how grateful you are,” she said.
Torin’s hands crept up her legs, desperate. He kissed the inside of her knee, then higher, pushing the slip up. She spread her legs a little, just enough to show him she wasn’t wearing panties. Her cunt was already wet, glistening in the dim light, and he could smell how ready she was for someone else.
He groaned into her thigh. The first lick was torture, his tongue shaking as he tasted her—salty, needy, already thinking about the cocks she’d have soon. Her fingers tightened in his hair when he found her clit, licking her like a man who knew he’d never be enough.
But she pulled away before he could really get started, leaving him desperate and aching.
She stepped back, leaving him kneeling, mouth wet, breathing hard.
“Not yet,” she said. “Not until I’ve had someone else first.”
She turned toward the house. The screen door squeaked as she opened it.
Torin stayed kneeling, head down, tasting her on his lips, his heart pounding like he’d just been caught jerking off.
He finally got up, legs shaky, and stumbled over to his laptop, already feeling like a pathetic cuck as he opened a new tab.
He typed Soren Calder’s name into the search bar.
The cursor blinked patiently.
Behind him, from the hallway, Elowen’s voice drifted back—soft, amused, already planning.
“Make sure the hotel has thick walls, darling. I plan to be loud.”
Torin’s hands shook as he started typing, his cock still hard, his mind spinning with the image of his wife getting ruined by another man.






  
  Chapter two
Soren's Hands


The hotel was a dump pretending to be fancy, all fake marble counters and shitty jazz in the lobby, but the stink of old cigarettes clung to the walls like a bad memory. Torin picked it on purpose—just far enough from their boring little suburb that it felt like running away, but close enough that Elowen could sneak back home before sunrise if she felt like it. Room 412. King bed. Blackout curtains thick enough to hide anything. The website promised soundproof walls, but Torin could only hope nobody would hear what was about to happen. 
He drove, silent, his cock twitching every time he glanced at her. The AC barely cut the heat, but Elowen looked cool and perfect in the outfit he’d picked out: a black lace thong wedged between her ass cheeks, a bra that made her tits look like they were begging to be sucked, and a wrap dress that would fall off with a single tug. No stockings, just bare legs and those fuck-me heels that would echo down the hallway. Her nails were painted a dark red, the same color as the blush crawling up her neck, already looking like she’d been caught doing something filthy.
Torin gripped the wheel so hard his knuckles went white. Every time he looked at her, he saw her tits rising and falling, her thighs squeezed tight together, her fingers shaking as she texted Soren. She’d messaged him twice since they left—just quick, businesslike texts. She didn’t have to flirt. Soren already knew he was getting to fuck her. The deal had been sealed weeks ago, when Elowen bent over the deck in those tight yoga pants and watched Soren swing his hammer, sweat soaking through his shirt, showing off the body Torin could never compete with.
He pulled into the lot and parked near the side entrance, away from the brighter floodlights. Elowen unbuckled without a word, then turned to him. Her hazel eyes were almost black in the dim interior light.
“Key card’s in the console,” she said. “You’ll wait here. Engine off. No music. No phone. Just sit and think about what’s happening upstairs.” She leaned over the center console, close enough that he could smell the jasmine on her pulse points. “When I text you, you come up. Not before. Understand?”
Torin nodded once. His throat was dry. “Yes.”
She brushed her mouth against his—not a kiss, just a graze of lips, enough to leave the ghost of her gloss on his skin. Then she was gone, door closing with a soft thud, heels clicking across the asphalt toward the glowing entrance.
The car was dead silent. Torin shut off the engine, the lights fading out. Outside, the bugs screamed, but all he could think about was the heat left on the seat from Elowen’s ass. His cock strained against his zipper, already leaking, but he didn’t dare touch it. Not unless she told him to. He was just the pathetic husband, waiting while his wife got fucked upstairs.
Minutes crawled. He watched the glowing numbers on the dashboard clock: 9:17. 9:22. 9:31. At 9:38 his phone lit up.
Room 412. Door’s unlocked. Come up. Quietly.
Torin’s heart slammed against his ribs. He got out, locked the car, crossed the lot with long strides. The elevator smelled of cheap lemon cleaner. Fourth floor. Hallway carpet muffled his steps. Door 412 was cracked open an inch, light spilling into the corridor like spilled honey.
He pushed it wider.
The room was dim, only the bedside lamps on. Elowen stood in the middle of the floor, dress already gone, pooled at her feet like spilled ink. She was still in the lingerie. Soren sat on the edge of the bed in jeans and a black T-shirt, boots still on, elbows on knees, watching her with the same focused attention he’d given the deck plans months earlier.
He was bigger up close—6'3" of solid contractor muscle, shoulders wide enough to block light, forearms corded and dusted with dark hair. His beard was short, neatly trimmed, but there was nothing neat about the way his eyes tracked Elowen’s body.
She glanced at Torin over her shoulder. “Close the door. Lock it. Then sit.”
Torin obeyed. The lock clicked. He crossed to the single armchair in the corner, sat, legs spread slightly, hands resting on his thighs. His pulse roared in his ears.
Elowen turned back to Soren. “You can start now.”
Soren didn’t smile. He stood, slow, deliberate. The bed creaked under his weight as he rose. He reached her in two steps. One rough hand slid around the back of her neck, thumb pressing against her pulse. The other cupped her ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh hard enough to leave marks.
“You sure about this?” he rumbled. Voice low, gravelly.
Elowen tilted her head back to meet his eyes. “I’ve been sure for weeks.”
That was all he needed.
Soren kissed her like he owned her, rough and greedy, not even pretending to be gentle. Elowen moaned, clutching at his shirt, her back arching, hips grinding against him like she was desperate for his cock. Soren’s hand slid under her thong, fingers finding her soaked and ready. Elowen gasped, needy and shameless.
“Fuck,” Soren muttered against her lips. “You’re soaked already.”
Torin’s fingers dug into his own thighs. He could smell her arousal from across the room—musky, sweet, unmistakable.
Soren shoved her back until her legs hit the bed, then pushed her down hard. She fell onto her back, legs spreading wide like she’d done this a hundred times. He dropped to his knees, ripped her thong out of the way, and buried his face in her pussy, eating her out like he was starving.
Elowen’s back bowed off the bed. Her hands flew to his hair, gripping hard. “Yes—fuck—right there—”
Torin’s breathing turned
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