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  Chapter one
The Bold Offer


Carla Juarez sat on the edge of the lumpy mattress in the shitty safehouse Luis had dumped her in three weeks ago, her tits practically spilling out of a sweat-soaked white tank top. Her pussy was already wet, the kind of sticky, needy wet that made her squirm, just thinking about what she was about to do. Luis had been barking orders at her through the burner phone, acting like she was some piece of ass he could stash away while he ran from his own fuckups. Fuck that. She was done being his hidden whore. 
She grabbed her phone, thumbs hammering out a message to Ricardo Zarate, the bastard Luis hated most. 'I’m offering myself to you. My body, my loyalty, whatever the fuck you want. Get me out of this dump and I’m yours. I want it. I want you. Say yes and I’ll crawl to you tonight. No bullshit.'
She hit send before her nerves could talk her out of it. Her heart hammered in her chest, nipples hard enough to poke through the thin tank top, rubbing raw every time she breathed. Thirty seconds later, the phone buzzed. Ricardo’s reply was blunt: Video call. Now.
Carla answered on the second ring. The screen filled with his face—sharp jaw, trimmed beard, dark eyes that looked like they could see straight through her clothes. His voice came low and rough. “You sure about this, Carla? I don’t take what isn’t given with both hands and a clear yes.”
“I’m sure,” she said, voice steady even though her thighs pressed together to ease the sudden throb between them. She looked straight into the camera so he could see the heat in her eyes. “I want your hands all over me. I want your cock stretching my pussy until I forget Luis ever touched me. Safe word is ‘red.’ I’m already wet just saying this. Tell me when and where.”
Ricardo’s mouth curved into a slow, hungry smile. “Brave fucking girl. Tomorrow night. I’ll send a car. Wear something I can rip off easily. And Carla?”
“Yeah?”
“Be ready to scream my name loud enough for your husband to hear it from whatever hole he’s hiding in.”
The call ended. Carla tossed the phone aside and shoved her hand into her panties, fingers sliding through the mess between her legs. Her cunt was swollen and dripping, so needy it almost hurt. She rubbed her clit, once, twice, biting her lip to keep from moaning, then yanked her hand away. No. She wanted to save every drop of this filthy ache for Ricardo.
An hour later, she crept out the back door, heart pounding, pussy throbbing with every step like she was already being fucked. A black SUV idled in the alley, engine rumbling. The driver didn’t say shit, just drove her through the city to Ricardo’s penthouse.
The elevator doors slid open on the top floor, and there he was: tall, broad, black shirt open at the collar, tattoos peeking out over hard muscle. His eyes pinned her in place, like he already owned her. Carla stepped out, her cunt pulsing with every heartbeat.
“Last chance to change your mind,” he said, voice rough like gravel.
She walked right up to him, looked up into those dark eyes, and spoke clearly. “I’m not changing anything. Fuck me, Ricardo. Make me yours right now.”
He grabbed her by the waist and yanked her against him, kissing her like he was starving for her mouth. His tongue shoved inside, one big hand grabbing her ass so hard she gasped. Carla ground her hips against the thick, obvious bulge in his pants, already desperate to feel his cock.
“Such a greedy little slut already,” he growled against her lips. “You really want this cock tonight?”
“Yes, Sir,” she breathed, the word slipping out naturally and making her cunt clench. “I want it deep. I want it hard. I want you to ruin me for anyone else.”
Ricardo shoved his hand up her dress, fingers finding her bare, dripping cunt. No panties, just like she’d planned. He groaned, feeling how soaked she was. 'Fuck, you’re drenched. This pussy picked me, didn’t it?'
“It did,” Carla gasped as two thick fingers pushed inside her, stretching her open. “It’s yours now. Use it.”
He shoved her against the wall, fingers pumping deep inside her while his thumb worked her swollen clit in tight circles. Carla’s head lolled back, loud, filthy moans pouring out of her. She was already close, hips grinding, desperate for the orgasm she’d been denied for weeks.
“Come for me, baby,” Ricardo ordered, voice low and commanding. “First one’s on my fingers. Let me feel how bad you need this.”
Carla came with a ragged scream, her cunt squeezing tight around his fingers, a gush of slick soaking his hand. She laughed, breathless and wild, eyes shining with relief and a new, filthy hunger.
Ricardo pulled his fingers free and brought them to her mouth. “Taste how much you want me.”
She sucked them clean, tongue swirling around his digits, never breaking eye contact. “More,” she whispered, voice husky. “I need your cock now.”
He picked her up like she was nothing, carried her to the bedroom, and tossed her onto the bed. Carla spread her legs wide, dress bunched at her waist, cunt glistening and open, ready to be used.
Ricardo ripped off his shirt, showing off hard muscle and ink, then dropped his pants. His cock sprang out—thick, heavy, the head already slick with pre-cum. He stroked it, eyes glued to her spread cunt. 'You still good, Carla? Safe word if you need it.'
“I’m perfect,” she said, reaching down to spread her lips wider for him. “Now come fuck your new woman.”
Ricardo shoved himself between her thighs, the fat head of his cock pressing against her soaked hole. He pushed in slow, making her feel every thick inch as he stretched her open. Carla’s mouth dropped open, then a loud, filthy moan tore out of her as he bottomed out, balls slapping her ass.
“Fuck, you’re tight,” he groaned, holding still for a second so she could adjust. “This cunt is sucking me in like it’s starving.”
“Harder,” Carla begged, nails digging into his shoulders. “Don’t be gentle. I want to feel you tomorrow.”
He gave her exactly what she begged for. His hips slammed forward, pounding his thick cock into her over and over. The wet slap of flesh echoed in the room. Carla’s tits bounced wildly inside her dress, her moans turning into shameless, filthy screams.
“Yes, Sir—fuck me just like that. Own this pussy. It’s yours now.”
Ricardo grabbed her hips, angling deeper, pounding right against her G-spot until her eyes rolled back. “That’s my good girl. Taking every inch like you were made for it. Your husband could never make you sound like this, could he?”
“No,” she gasped, legs wrapping tighter around him. “Never. Only you. I’m gonna cum—don’t stop—”
“Come on, my cock, baby. Let me feel you milk me.”
Carla came hard, cunt spasming around his cock, a gush of slick soaking his balls. She screamed his name, body shaking, every filthy thought of Luis wiped out by the pleasure.
Ricardo kept fucking her through her orgasm, then pulled out and flipped her onto her stomach like a rag doll. He yanked her ass up and rammed back in, gripping her hips so hard she’d have bruises. 'Gonna fill this cunt,' he growled. 'You want my load, don’t you?'
“Yes—cum inside me. Mark me. Make me yours.”
With a guttural groan, he slammed in to the hilt and came, thick, hot spurts flooding her cunt. Carla moaned, grinding back to milk every drop out of him.
They collapsed together, breathing hard. Ricardo kissed the back of her neck, voice softer but still commanding. “You okay, Carla? Still with me?”
“Better than okay,” she whispered, a lazy smile spreading across her face. “I’ve never felt more alive.”
She curled up against his chest, his cum leaking out of her used cunt, and for the first time in years, she felt free. Tomorrow, they’d start fucking Luis over. Tonight, she just wanted to savor being owned by the man she’d chosen.
Even as sleep dragged at her, Carla’s mind raced ahead, picturing Luis’s face when he saw the first video of her screaming Ricardo’s name while getting her brains fucked out.
She couldn’t wait.






  
  Chapter two
First Taste of Freedom


Carla woke up sprawled out naked, sunlight baking her tits and the sticky mess between her thighs. Ricardo’s cum had dried in crusty streaks all over her pussy and legs, but there was still a fresh ooze leaking out of her stretched cunt. She grinned, stretching so her tits bounced, feeling the ache from being fucked raw. This was what it meant to be free. 
Ricardo leaned in the doorway, bare-chested and cocky, sweatpants hanging low enough to show the thick outline of his cock. Tattoos covered his arms and chest, and he held two mugs of coffee like some kind of prize. His eyes crawled over Carla’s naked, cum-smeared body, already hungry for another round.
Carla flopped her legs open wider, showing off her swollen, dripping cunt, still shiny with his cum. “Morning, Sir. I need your cock again. Now. Before coffee. Before anything else.”
He set the mugs down, voice rough with approval. “You sure? Still feeling good about last night?”
“Never been more sure,” she said, reaching down and spreading her pussy lips wide so he could see the mess he’d left inside her. “I want your cock again. Fuck me while I’m still leaking from last night.”
Ricardo crawled onto the bed, grabbed her thighs and yanked them apart so hard she squeaked, then shoved his face into her sloppy cunt. He licked up the mess of their mixed cum, sucking her clit like he was starving. Carla’s back arched, a filthy moan tearing out of her throat.
“Fuck yes—eat it, Sir. Taste what you did to me.”
He growled into her cunt and jammed two thick fingers inside, curling them up to grind her G-spot while he sucked her clit. Carla bucked her hips, grabbing his hair and grinding her pussy into his face like she was trying to smother him.
A burner phone on the nightstand buzzed. Luis’s number. Ricardo glanced up, lips shiny with her juices. “You want to answer while I keep eating this greedy pussy?”
Carla laughed, breathless and dirty. “Yeah. Let him hear what it sounds like when a real man ruins his wife.”
She hit answer and put it on speaker. Luis’s paranoid voice snapped through the room. “Carla? Where the fuck are you? Answer me, you stupid bitch—”
Ricardo dove back in, sucking her clit hard while his fingers pumped faster. Carla’s voice came out shaky but dripping with pleasure. “I’m busy, Luis. Getting my pussy eaten by a man who actually knows how.”
Luis’s rant died in stunned silence. Carla moaned, not caring how filthy she sounded, as Ricardo shoved a third finger in, stretching her hole wide. “Oh fuck—right there, Sir. Don’t stop. I’m gonna cum all over your tongue while my pathetic husband listens.”
She came hard, thighs clamping around Ricardo’s head, a fresh gush of wetness flooding his mouth. She cried out Ricardo’s name, loud and clear, letting Luis hear every second of her orgasm.
When the shaking stopped, Carla snickered into the phone. “Hear that, loser? That’s what a real cock sounds like. I’m done with your useless dick.” She hung up, still shaking.
Ricardo sat up, beard and lips shiny with her cum, his cock standing up hard and already drooling. “You filthy slut. You want this cock now?”
“Yes, Sir,” she begged, spreading her legs wider. “Fuck me. Fill me again while he’s still reeling.”
He flipped her onto her stomach, grabbed her hips and hauled her ass up, then rammed his cock into her sloppy cunt in one savage thrust. Carla screamed into the pillow, her pussy squeezing his thick cock. He pounded her hard, the sound of wet flesh smacking echoing through the room.
“Take it, baby. This pussy is mine now. Say it.”
“It’s yours—fuck—only yours!” Carla shoved her ass back to meet every brutal thrust, tits swinging wildly, her moans turning into desperate, broken cries. “Harder, Sir. Ruin me. I want to be leaking your cum all day.”
Ricardo reached around and rubbed her clit in tight circles. “Cum again. Let me feel you squeeze my cock.”
She came again, pussy spasming and milking his cock. Ricardo groaned and dumped another load inside her, fucking her until every drop was stuffed deep in her cunt.
They collapsed in a sweaty heap, both gasping for air. Carla turned her head, grinning like a slut. “That was
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