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The leather of Hunter’s cut-off gloves creaked as he zipped up Eliza’s dress, his knuckles grazing the delicate notch of her spine. “There you go, baby.” His voice was a low rumble in the quiet bedroom, a sound that usually promised a quiet night in, not the raucous bar they were headed to.

She turned, the dark fabric of her little black dress hugging every one of her curves, a silhouette he knew better than his own reflection. Her smile was a soft, familiar thing. “Think I’m overdressed for a biker bar?”

“Fuck no,” he breathed, his eyes darkening as they traveled over her. “You’re perfect. You’re gonna be the most gorgeous thing in that whole fucking place.” He pulled her close, the scent of her shampoo and his own possessive desire mingling in the air. His hands slid down to grip her ass, pulling her hard against the growing bulge in his jeans. “Makes me crazy, just thinking about other guys looking at you.”

Eliza laughed, a light, airy sound, and pressed her hips into his. “Is that so? Maybe we should just stay home, then. You can look at me all you want.” She ground against him, feeling him twitch in response.

Hunter’s smile tightened, a flicker of something else—nervous energy—passing behind his eyes. He held her tighter, his voice dropping to a near-whisper against her ear. “That’s the thing, Liza. I’ve been thinking... I don’t just wanna be the only one looking.”

She stilled in his arms, the playful energy shifting. She pulled back just enough to search his face. “What are you talking about?”

He took a deep breath, his heart hammering against his ribs. This was it. The fantasy he’d cradled in the dark for months, the secret itch he was finally desperate to scratch. “I think about you... with someone else.”

The silence in the room became a physical thing. Eliza’s playful smirk vanished, replaced by a slight, uncertain frown. “What? Hunter, what does that mean? Like, you want to break up?”

“God, no. Never.” His words came out in a rushed, desperate stream. “Jesus, no, Eliza. The opposite. I’m so fucking in love with you it’s a goddamn ache. That’s why... that’s why the thought of it... fuck.” He ran a hand through his hair, struggling to find the right words, the words that wouldn’t scare her off. “It’s a fantasy. A really intense, really fucking dirty one. I think about watching you. Seeing you get pleasure from another man. Seeing how beautiful you are when you’re lost in it.”

Her pulse was a frantic drum against her throat. She took a small step back, putting a sliver of space between them. “You want to watch me cheat on you?”

“It’s not cheating if I’m there,” he said, his voice gaining a sliver of conviction. “If I’m the one giving the permission. If it’s for me. For us.” He closed the distance again, his hands coming up to frame her face, his thumbs stroking her cheeks. “The idea of it... it fucking torches me, Eliza. In the best way. Imagining you surrounded. Not just one guy. More.”

Her eyes widened, a true shock registering now. “More?”

“A whole fucking room, Liza.” The confession spilled out of him, raw and unfiltered. “I imagine walking into that bar tonight. I imagine you, in that dress, driving every last one of those bastards wild. I imagine them looking at you, wanting you. And I imagine you wanting them back. I think about you on your knees for one, then another pushing into you from behind, your perfect tits in someone else’s hands, your mouth on another cock. I wanna see you take them all, one after the other, until you’re so full of come you’re dripping with it. I wanna hear you scream from so much pleasure you forget my fucking name.”

He was breathing heavily now, his own admission hanging between them, a lurid, graphic picture painted in the space of their bedroom. Eliza felt a hot flush spread across her chest. She should be offended. She should be furious. But a treacherous, molten thread of something else unspooled deep in her belly. The absolute, unwavering love in his eyes contradicted the filth pouring from his mouth.

“You... you really think about that?” she whispered, her voice husky. “About me... with a whole gang of them?”

“All the fucking time,” he admitted, his own arousal a thick, heavy presence between them. “It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever dreamed of. The thought of you being their queen for a night. Their fucktoy. My fucktoy, letting them all have a taste.”

Her mind reeled. The concern was still there, a sharp edge of fear. What if he regretted it? What if it broke them? But beneath the fear, the imagery he’d seared into her brain was taking root. The sheer power of it. The utter debauchery. The idea of being so desired, so thoroughly used, while the man who worshipped her watched with pride.

She looked down, her fingers playing with the hem of his t-shirt. “And you’d really be okay? You wouldn’t... hate me after?”

Hunter dropped to his knees in front of her, his hands sliding up the backs of her thighs, pushing her dress up slightly. He looked up at her, his expression completely open, completely vulnerable. “I would love you more than I ever thought possible. I would get so hard watching you take what you need. I would fucking revel in it. It would be for us, Eliza. Our secret. Our game.”

He nuzzled his face against the warmth between her legs, breathing her in through the thin fabric of her panties. The intimate gesture, so familiar and loving, juxtaposed violently with the fantasy he’d just described. It short-circuited her defenses.

A soft, involuntary sound escaped her lips as his hot breath seeped through the silk. The doubt didn’t vanish, but it was suddenly crowded out by a fierce, blinding curiosity. What would it feel like? To have so many hands on her? To be the center of that kind of savage, animal attention?

She tangled her fingers in his hair, not pushing him away, but holding him there. Her voice was barely audible, a shaky whisper that held the first embers of a yes.
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The thrum of idling motorcycles vibrated through the soles of Eliza’s boots as they pushed open the heavy door to The Iron Hog. The air was thick with the smell of spent gasoline, aged whiskey, and the rich, oily scent of worn leather. A cloud of smoke hung near the ceiling, catching the dim glow of neon signs advertising beers she’d never heard of.

Every conversation seemed to stutter for a half-second as they walked in. Hunter’s hand found the small of her back, a familiar anchor in the suddenly foreign sea of denim and worn leather jackets. Dozens of eyes, some curious, some appraising, all intense, tracked their progress to the scarred wooden bar. Eliza felt the soft silk of her dress, so out of place, cling to her thighs with a new, electric significance. This is it, she thought. These are the men from his fantasy.

They slid onto stools. Hunter ordered two whiskeys, neat, his voice a low rumble that cut through the jukebox’s classic rock. He didn’t look at the room; he looked only at her, his dark eyes reflecting the amber of the bar lights. “You okay?” he murmured, his thumb making a slow, secret circle on her spine.

Before she could answer, a presence materialized beside them. He was massive, shoulders stretching the seams of his cut, a beard covering most of his face. “Tank,” he said by way of introduction, his voice a gravelly thing that seemed dredged from the depths of a well. His eyes, a startling light blue, didn’t leave Eliza. “New faces.”

“Hunter. This is my wife, Eliza.” Hunter’s tone was easy, but the muscle in his jaw flexed. He took a slow sip of his whiskey, his gaze flicking from Tank’s face to Eliza’s and back again. The silence stretched, dense with unspoken things.

Then Hunter set his glass down with a definitive click. He leaned forward, his voice dropping so only the three of them could hear. “We’re here because I have a fantasy. About my wife.”

Tank’s eyebrow raised a fraction of an inch. He finally dragged his eyes from Eliza to look at Hunter, a glint of dark amusement in them. “Yeah? What kinda fantasy?”

“The kind where I watch her,” Hunter said, the words clean and sharp, no hesitation left. “The kind where she gets every single thing she’s ever wanted. The kind where she gets fucked by a whole fucking gang of men who can’t keep their eyes off her.”

Eliza’s stomach did a dizzying flip. Hearing him say it out loud, here, to this stranger, made the fantasy terrifyingly concrete. The warmth of the whiskey in her belly spread, mixing with a low, throbbing pulse that was beginning to beat between her legs. She pressed her thighs together, the friction a small, desperate comfort.

Tank was silent for a long moment, studying Hunter, then letting his gaze roam over Eliza again, slower this time, more deliberate. It felt like being physically touched. She could feel the weight of that look on her breasts, on her mouth, on the hidden warmth beneath her dress. “And the lady?” Tank asked, his voice even lower. “She into this fantasy?”

Hunter turned to her, his expression open, raw. This was her choice. Her move.

All the air left her lungs. She looked at the man she loved, who was offering her this insane, deviant gift. She looked at the formidable stranger whose sheer size promised a specific kind of oblivion. The curiosity that had sparked in their bedroom roared into a full-blown inferno. She wanted to know what it felt like. She wanted to know what he got out of watching. She wanted to be the center of their entire fucking world for one night.

Her voice, when it came, was steadier than she expected. “Yes.” A simple word that cracked the world open. “I’m
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