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  Chapter one
The Bet is Made


The sun hammered the cul-de-sac like it wanted to punish every last one of these suburbanites for daring to exist. The blacktop shimmered, threatening to melt the flip-flops off the feet of every dad in a lawn chair, each one sweating through their cheap shorts. Bass-heavy music rattled the plastic cups and beer bottles, the kind of playlist that made you wonder if anyone here had ever actually been to a real party. Kids screamed as they tore through sprinklers, their shrill laughter slicing through the forced small talk of adults pretending they liked each other. The air was thick with the stench of burning meat, cut grass, and the sickly-sweet reek of coconut sunscreen. It was the annual block party, the one day everyone lied to themselves about being part of some wholesome, close-knit community, instead of a bunch of strangers who mostly just wanted to know who was fucking whom. 
Katrina Leone hovered at the edge of the lawn, her blue sundress plastered to her tits and hips by the humidity, the thin fabric doing nothing to hide the outline of her bra or the way her nipples pressed against it. Anyone with eyes and a pulse could see it, though most of the men pretended not to stare. Her dark hair was yanked back in a ponytail, but sweat glued stray strands to her neck. She laughed at some neighbor’s lame joke, lips parting to show off teeth that probably cost her parents a fortune. Her eyes, though, kept wandering—searching for something worth wanting. She nursed a plastic cup of syrupy booze, the ice long gone, and every few minutes she’d lick a drop from her lip, not even realizing how obscene it looked. Each time, a hot, needy ache twisted in her gut, the kind that made her thighs clench and her panties stick.
Dan, her husband, was across the yard, playing king of the grill like it was the only thing he’d ever conquered. Mid-thirties, average in every way, face already blotchy from the heat and the pressure of pretending he was in control. His apron screamed “Kiss the Cook,” but nobody was lining up for a taste. He flipped burgers and dogs with the desperation of a man who knew he was losing something, hands starting to shake as the smoke thickened and the smell of burnt meat drowned out everything else. Every few seconds, he’d look for Katrina, brow creased in that pathetic, clueless way that made her want to roll her eyes and maybe slap him, just to see if he’d notice.
Levy Castro lounged against the fence, all muscle and tan skin, the kind of guy who looked like he fucked for sport and won every time. His eyes drifted over the crowd, lazy and predatory, jawline sharp under a layer of stubble that said he didn’t give a shit what anyone thought. Black tank top stretched tight over his chest, shorts hanging low enough to show off thighs that could probably crack a watermelon—or a skull. When he spotted Katrina, his mouth curled in a way that made it clear he’d already undressed her in his head. He’d watched her before, clocked the way she sucked on her cup, the way her body shifted when a man with a real presence spoke. Levy could smell need a mile away, and Katrina reeked of it.
“Levy! You in for cornhole?” someone called.
Levy pushed off the fence and sauntered over, his presence cutting through the group like he owned the lawn. “Only if the stakes are worth it,” he said, voice low and smooth, carrying just enough edge to make a few people chuckle nervously.
Katrina’s spine snapped straight when Levy’s voice hit her, the sound crawling over her skin and settling right between her tits. She turned toward him, locking eyes, and for a second it was like nobody else existed. Her brain spat out a reel of him shirtless, sweat slick on his chest as he mowed, the guttural noises he made lifting weights in his garage, the way he barely looked at anyone because he didn’t have to. She bit her tongue, tried to breathe, but her pulse was hammering and her grip on the cup was so tight her knuckles went white. She swallowed, the motion obscene, and wondered if he noticed how her thighs pressed together.
“I’ll team with Katrina,” Levy announced, stepping up beside her. His arm brushed hers, warm skin against warm skin, and she felt the contact like a spark. “Against whoever’s brave enough.”
Dan looked over from the grill, spatula paused mid-flip. He gave a thumbs-up and a forced smile, sweat dripping down his temple. “Go get ‘em, babe,” he called, but his voice was already tight. A couple of patties were starting to blacken at the edges.
They set up the cornhole boards, beanbags everywhere, another couple pretending this was all innocent fun. Katrina tossed her first shot and missed by a mile, giggling like a schoolgirl, which only made her feel more ridiculous. Levy slid in behind her, all fake helpfulness, his chest pressed to her back and his hand landing on her hip like he owned it. The heat of his body bled through her dress, and his cologne—wood, sweat, pure testosterone—wrapped around her, making her nipples harden and her pussy clench. She wondered if anyone could see how her body was betraying her.
“Relax your wrist,” he murmured close to her ear, breath hot. “You’re gripping too tightly. Let it go easy… like you’re not afraid to take what you want.”
Katrina’s breath caught, her face flushing as arousal slammed through her, fast and humiliating. Her nipples stabbed against her bra, two obvious points poking through the thin cotton for anyone to see. Between her legs, she felt herself getting wet, the kind of slick, desperate heat that made her want to grind her thighs together like a horny teenager. Levy’s voice and the way he stood behind her made her want to drop to her knees right there. She tossed the bag, missed, and Levy’s low laugh sent another jolt straight to her cunt. She looked down, mortified by how badly she wanted it.
The game dragged on, bodies colliding in ways that were anything but accidental. Levy’s thigh pressed against her ass when he reached for a bag, his fingers brushing her breast like he was daring her to call him out. Every touch sent a shock straight to her pussy. Her mouth watered, and she kept licking her lips, hating herself for how easily her mind went to cocks—thick, heavy, filling her mouth, the taste of sweat and salt, the rough grip of a hand in her hair forcing her to take it deeper. She was practically drooling, and she knew it.
Levy noticed. Of course he did. When they were ahead by two points, he leaned in again while the other couple was distracted. “You seem distracted, Katrina. Something on your mind? Or maybe… something you need in your mouth?”
Her cheeks flushed hot. She shot a glance toward Dan. He was flipping another burger, but it was already black on one side. Smoke curled up angrily. A couple of neighbors started to glance his way, murmuring.
“Come on, Levy, what are we playing for?” the other man asked, laughing.
Levy’s eyes never left Katrina’s face. “Simple. If we win, Katrina owes me a private favor. Right after the game. No questions, no backing out. She pays up immediately.”
The other couple hooted. “Bold!”
Katrina’s heart pounded so hard she thought everyone could hear it. She knew she should laugh, make a joke, pretend she wasn’t already dripping for Levy. But the ache in her gut had been festering since Dan left her alone for that stupid conference, since she realized how badly she needed to be used by someone who actually knew what to do with her. Her pussy clenched, empty and desperate, her lips tingling and swollen. She glanced at Dan, still burning burgers like an idiot, guilt stabbing her for half a second before the hunger drowned it out. She wanted to say no, but the truth was she’d already decided. She wanted to be owned.
“I’m in,” she heard herself say, voice breathier than she intended.
Dan called out again, “Everything okay over there?” A hot dog split open from being left too long.
Levy grinned, slow and predatory. “Your wife’s got guts, Dan.”
The last round was a disaster for Katrina. She couldn’t focus, her throws wild because all she could think about was Levy’s hands, the bulge in his shorts, the way she wanted to kneel and let him use her mouth until she gagged. Levy did all the work, sinking shot after shot, his body pressed against hers every chance he got. When they won, the other couple wandered off, clueless, leaving Katrina trembling and wet, her mind already racing ahead to what she’d have to do to pay up.
Levy wiped sweat from his brow and turned to Katrina, voice low enough that only she could hear. “Garage. Five minutes. Don’t make me come find you.”
She tried to steady her hands, but her stomach flipped. She managed a nod, feeling her neck muscles tighten and release.
As she started to walk away, Levy’s hand caught her wrist briefly—firm, possessive. “And Katrina? Wear that pretty little smile when you walk in. I want to see how bad you already need it.”
She pulled away, legs unsteady, and headed toward his house. Behind her, Dan’s voice rose over the music. “Katrina? Babe, the burgers are burning pretty badly here. You coming back to help?”
She didn’t answer. Her heart pounded so hard she could feel it in her throat. The garage door was visible at the side of Levy’s house—partially open, cool shadows waiting inside. The distant laughter of the party felt suddenly very far away. And dangerously close, all at the same time.
Dan stared after her, spatula forgotten in his hand as another patty turned completely black and crumbled. A neighbor clapped him on the shoulder with a knowing chuckle. “Tough loss, man. Looks like Levy’s collecting already.”
Dan tightened his fist around the spatula, knuckles whitened from the force. He thrust the smoking patties to one side, jaw set, nostrils flaring as the ruined meat filled the air with an acrid stench.
Katrina reached Levy’s driveway, heart thundering, mouth practically drooling with anticipation. She looked back once—Dan staring, clueless and maybe finally realizing what he was losing. Guilt stabbed her, sharp and pointless, but the need burning between her legs was stronger. She took a shaky breath, wiped her sweaty palms on her dress, and slipped into the shadow of the open garage, ready to humiliate herself for a taste of something real.






  
  Chapter two
The Garage Payment Begins


Katrina’s cheap sandals slapped against the concrete as she ducked out of the blinding sun and into the greasy, stinking dark of Levy Castro’s garage. The place reeked of motor oil, sweat, and stale grass—a thick, manly stink that clung to her skin and made her nipples harden under her dress. The garage door was only cracked open at the bottom, just enough for a strip of sunlight and the thump of party music to sneak in, but not enough for any nosy neighbor to see her about to whore herself out. Levy shut the side door behind them and locked it with a loud, final click. 
Levy leaned against his filthy workbench, arms folded over his thick chest, black tank top stretched tight across his muscles. He stared at her like a piece of meat, eyes crawling over the way her cheap sundress stuck to her sweaty tits, the way she kept licking her lips like a nervous slut. His cock was already swelling, a fat bulge straining the front of his shorts, daring her to look away.
“Lock it,” he ordered, voice low and calm, the kind of tone that left no room for argument.
Katrina’s hands shook as she fumbled the deadbolt. The lock snapped shut, sealing her in with the stink of oil and cock. Outside, the party kept going—kids screaming, someone laughing, the sizzle of meat on the grill. She could just barely hear Dan’s voice, whining about burning
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