
        
            
                
            
        

    Harry

I found Mano behind her, one hand hooked around her waist, the other reaching past her to the cutting board. Jules had a knife in one hand, but she wasn’t slicing anything anymore. She was giggling, shoulders scrunched up, cheeks pink.
He plucked an oyster cracker from the tray and slid it teasingly into her mouth. She chewed down half on his finger, teasing him, then laughed harder when he wiped residue  from her chin with his thumb.
I stood in the hallway with a case of beer under my arm watching them move around each other like they’d been doing this every Sunday. Mano looked over, grinned big like always, and said, “Just helping your cute little girlfriend here prep the snacks, man. You cool?”
“Of course,” I said, setting the beer by the fridge. “Didn’t think you’d get here so early.”
He shrugged still half-wrapped around my girlfriend, even though she was straightening up and pulling her hands away from his hips. “She said she could use some help in here. Figured I could be her muscle.” He flexed his arms and she burst out laughing some more, but with her eyes checking me all the same.
She turned toward me but didn’t pull away from him completely. She gave me a little smile like she was nervous, but not really guilty. Her ponytail was messy and loose strands hung down the sides of her face. Her dress strap had fallen down from one shoulder and the strap of her bra had slipped down with it. She held up a slice of creamed cucumber to show me and he leaned over her shoulder to snatch it from her fingers. She tapped his jaw with mock disapproval, her jaw dropping but with a grin.
I should have said something right then. Not because they were doing anything wrong, exactly. But she didn’t act like that with any other guys. Jules was reserved, analytical. She usually kept her distance until she’d read the room three times over. But here and now, she was laughing at everything Mano said, letting him crowd her into the counter like she didn’t care, bump hips with her, push loose strands of hair behind her ear for her.
He wasn’t being shy about it, either. Mano had always been the kind of guy people latched onto at parties, loud and physical and grinning his way through every room. I hadn’t seen him in a year, and I frankly half expected Jules to be put off by his energy. But here she was, biting her lip between laughs and barely looking up at me at all.
“You good Jules?” I asked her stepping over to them and sampling things.
“Mm-hmm,” she said, nodding with only a quick glance out the corner of her eye, now too busy with the knife to even look up.
He gave me a quick wink as he stacked crackers on a platter he took down from above the fridge like a man who belonged in her parents’ palatial kitchen no less than me.
I cracked a beer and leaned back against the island. She looked good, I had to admit. She was more playful, more alive than I usually see her. That cautious, quietly brilliant version of her, her way of analyzing everything before leaping in, seemed to take a backseat with Mano in the room. Even her dress was more extravagant than the Jules I was used to.
It wasn’t like I could tell them to stop having fun, it was SuperBowl Sunday after all. And honestly, it was nice seeing Jules loosened up like that. It meant she was comfortable, it meant she liked him enough, I guess, and he clearly liked her. That was a win already for me and the game wasn’t even on yet.
By the time the others showed up, Paul and his girlfriend, Vince and his girlfriend, and Dan and Craig, the kitchen work was done and Jules was sitting cross-legged on the floor by the coffee table, listening and laughing, like everyone else, to Mano tell one of his crazy stories. They’d set out all the snacks on trays across the long slate coffee table her dad had custom-built for his ridiculous den. Big leather couches, a screen the size of a garage door, and the kind of sound system that made your chest vibrate when the crowd roared on TV.
She looked up at me when I walked into the den but didn’t get up. Mano had taken the spot nearest her like that was where she belonged now. Jules passed him a bowl of pistachios over her shoulder and he dropped a few into her hand without her looking back, but she was grinning to herself.
Everyone settled into couches and armchairs. Paul and Vince bickered about pre-game predictions. Someone passed beers down the line. I ended up in a recliner on the far side of the room, which gave me a clean view of her, knees tucked up, drink in hand, smiling way more easily than usual.
I wasn’t jealous exactly. Mano was a good guy and I trusted him as far as I knew. I mean, how well do we know anybody? But it was jarring nonetheless how natural they looked together, how quickly they’d slipped into each other’s rhythm. She wasn’t awkward at all around him. She also wasn’t analyzing every social cue like she usually did when people she didn’t know were around her. She was disarmed by him, you could say.
It wasn’t just her. Mano was leaning in when she talked, laughing like she was the funniest one in the room. He wasn’t trying to be subtle about it, either. He reached out and brushed something off her shoulder, probably nothing there, even, probably just an excuse, and she didn’t even flinch or pause what she was saying.
“Yo,” Vince said, tossing me a beer from across the room. I caught it barely even  looking.
“Good grab,” Jules said, grinning  crookedly over at me.
“You’ve never seen me miss,” I said, grinning back.
She gave a soft shrug, sipped her drink, turned back toward Mano over her shoulder flashing her big browns at him.
The first quarter started and the room settled down. Cheers and groans filled the gaps between commercials. People moved around for refills, adjusted seats. I tried to stop tracking every time she and Mano leaned in too close to whisper something. But every time, she laughed and ducked her chin down like he was making her shy.
Near the second quarter, Jules got up and stretched, twisted at the waist like she’d been sitting too long, but her eyes stayed on Mano’s eyes.
“I’m gonna grab more wine,” she said to the room, then looked down at Mano. “Wanna come see the gorgeous cellar?”
He got up without hesitation. “Lead the way.”
I watched her walk toward the back hallway, then watched him follow.
They didn’t even look at me as they left.




Jules

The light was dimmer back there and I walked ahead of him without turning around, keeping my pace ahead of him because I didn’t trust myself to look at him. The house felt very different downstairs, quieter, the air cooler as it rose off the old stone floors. Everything from upstairs was muffled now, like the party existed in some other dimension of the house.
I slowed near the the iron-and-glass door to the cellar. I could feel Mano come up close behind me, close enough to watch me, but far enough not to touch. My fingers flew over the keypad and I made a joke about covering it from is eyes, and the lock disengaged. I pushed the door open and stood back for him.
“Your dad really built this?” Mano’s voice came from behind me, softer now, not loud like upstairs. Not so playful and charged, either, like he was humbled without his audience.
“Yeah, sure,” I said, stepping inside with him and letting the door close behind us. “He’s obsessive about it. Temperature control, motion sensors, backup generator. This was just a concrete bunker before.”
I didn’t know why I was talking so much. Something about Mano’s presence in this confined space felt different and calmer. Up there, he filled every moment. Down here, he was quieter. It made me need to fill the moment.
He stepped past me and ducked under the brick arch. “Damn. Feels like a vault.”
I watched him scan the racks lining the walls, all the dark-stained wood under soft indirect golden lighting. In the center sat the tasting table, a long slab of mahogany, deep leather chairs, glass and decanters catching light like the whole room had been designed for ritual.
I set a bottle on the table and said, “You can pick anything from this wall. I have no idea what any of it is.”
He came close enough for his shoulder to brush mine as he leaned in to read the labels. I didn’t move away. In fact I laid my hand on his back where he bent low to see better.
“Your dad’s got expensive taste,” he said, trailing a finger across the bottles. “You sure he’s good with us raiding it?”
I smiled at him before I could stop myself. “Stealing his wine when he’s not looking is kind of the rule down here. He loves to share, he loves knowing people sampled what he owns, even drinking it in his special tasing room. But this wall?” I did my best Vana White impression. “You can’t touch.”
He didn’t laugh and his smile softened. “Is that right?”
He didn’t pick anything right away and we stood awkwardly facing each other. My fingers grazed the table edge and his arm came up to touch mine, but there was nothing accidental about it.
“You’re quite different away from people who can admire you,” I said, heat rising in my face. “I thought you were always just loud and gregarious. But you’re so quiet down here.”
“So are you.”
“I always am, silly,” I said in a low, quieter voice, and I moved to the far side of the table needing space. He followed me slow and casual. It was like a slow-speed chase.
“You really thought I’d be too much, didn’t you.”
I looked up at him now from opposite ends of the table. “Harry told you that?”
He shrugged, grinned, rested a hand on one of the leather chairs sliding down the side toward me. “He thought you’d be overwhelmed. He asked me to tone myself down for you. But truth? I think it turns him on, seeing me and you carrying on like that.”
“I’m not scared of you,” I said, “If that’s what you think. I have no idea what Harry thinks or feels.”
He stepped around the last chair remaining between us. “No,” he said. “You’re not scared, I can tell. Harry doesn’t know, does he.”
I don’t remember making the decision. One moment I was holding the edge of the end of the long table keeping him at bay, the next I was close enough to raise my finger and scratch his wrist with my fingernail.
He didn’t move. He let me scratch him. It was nothing that we hadn’t already been doing upstairs in the kitchen anyway, but down here alone, it was obviously different.
“You’re not what I expected either,” he said. “For what that’s worth.”
“No?” I asked, head tilted slightly, me with my most innocent expression now, brushing loose strands of hair from my face. We could hear everyone above us cheer from someone scoring something.
“You flirt like someone who knows exactly how, for example.”
My mouth curved though I struggled hard to keep it straight. “No I don’t.” I should have laughed. I should have stepped back. I should have gone back up with the bottles of wine.
But I didn’t. The space between us closed, and it wasn’t just too quiet anymore. It was too charged. I felt seen by him, not just looked at, but truly seen.
“Do you want me to stop?” he asked. The backs of his fingers were slowly dragging up my hand, my wrist, my forearm.
I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. I heard another cheer go up through the floor above.
He raised his hand slowly up my arm and neck until he touched the edge of my jaw with the backs of his fingers. He wasn’t pushing and he wasn’t  demanding, but he was very much there.
I swallowed, not because I was scared, but because I could already feel myself saying yes with my body, even if I didn’t say a word with my voice.
“This is crazy,” I whispered.
“Yeah, except it doesn’t feel crazy, does it,” he said.
And it didn’t, not down there, not with the door shut and the air still and most of the noise and light and clatter of the world sealed off.
He leaned in, slow enough that I could have stopped him, but I didn’t. His lips touched mine, soft and patient. When he pulled back, I didn’t think at all. I leaned at my waist and kissed him back, my hand slipping around the back of his neck, my fingers twisting in his soft curls there. I was unable to resist him.
I hadn’t planned this, of course. I didn’t do things like this, obviously. But my chest was burning and my breath was caught somewhere up too high in my chest, and when he slid his hands up my sides, I let him.
When he kissed me again, deeper this time, I kissed him back with more eagerness, even tapping my toe with the shakes. My chest met his. My breath broke. My hips pushed forward.
“No, Harry doesn’t know,” I said  in a low voice. I wasn’t afraid of Mano in any way. Whatever I thought I was before he ever showed up, whatever I thought of guys like him from afar, that girl was long gone down there in that wine room. He had somehow peeled away my armor without me even noticing.
I turned, walked to the door in my hard clacking heels, and locked it. Then I twisted the rod hanging there and closed the blinds set inside the glass with each twist, and the world outside that little room disappeared one turn of the rod at a time.
I stood still for a second, back to the room, back to him, listening to the quiet, hearing no steps approaching above, inhaling the air, steadying my nerves. When I turned around, he hadn’t moved. He stood by the table with his arms at his sides watching me with that powerful stillness of his that made my skin buzz electrically. He didn’t look like he was waiting for anything because he looked like he already knew.
I peeled myself out of my shoes. The floor was cold, but not enough to make me hesitate. My hands hovered near my waistband, then dropped again, it was too sudden and I felt awkward, exposed. I didn’t know how to do what I didn’t know I was going to do. I moved around behind the tasting chairs, tracing the edge of them with my fingers while my heart pounded too hard in my neck.
He didn’t speak, he just watched me come to him. I think he was amused by me. I was wondering just what Harry had really said to him about me. How much they discussed me. He certainly told me everything about Mano over the years, how he had a “way with the ladies.” He certainly thought nothing of taking off for a last run of beers knowing Mano was showing up any second.
“You’re leaving me alone?”
“It’s just Mano. You’ll be fine.” He grinned to himself going out the door, I know I saw it.
I stopped on the far side of the table from Mano. My hands moved again, slower now, and I began pulling loose the knot in the straps behind my neck, but stopped again. I was at war with myself. His eyes lowered a moment then came back up my body and met mine again.
There was no hunger in his face like I expected, no smirk like I thought there would be. There was just a calm focus like he was letting me decide everything. It was infuriating.
I felt my spine lengthen under his gaze, my chest draw tighter. I walked around the table, my steps quiet now, unhurried. I stopped in front of him and I looked up, then pressed my hand into his chest. He was warm under the fabric. I curled my fingers into the cotton and started lifting it.
He let me pull it over his head and didn’t make a sound. Nothing was anything like what a girl like me would have expected, nothing, including how easy it all was. Especially how easy it was.
My palms slid over his smooth skin. I wanted to feel every inch of him. He was all muscle and warmth, smooth everywhere under my wondering hands. My breath caught when I passed over the center of his chest and kept going down, lower, down to his waistband. He didn’t stop me but he didn’t help me either. He just watched me., letting me decide everything.
My fingers found his buckle. They trembled there, but I opened it. The zipper came down as though it were someone else pulling it, and I stepped back as he let his pants drop to the floor I front of me. He was already hard and thick, pressing out against the fabric of his shorts. I stared, never having been in this position before, this position of control over a man who looked like he never needed to cede it.
And then I sank down to my knees.
Of course I didn’t think I’d do that. But I wanted to. My mouth felt dry and my legs felt hot and the air between us had gone so still that I needed to do something to break it. He was infuriating me the way he was letting me do everything, just standing there so beautiful like that.
I slid my fingers under the waistband and pulled, and I freed him, watching him rise in front of me, so heavy and full, the heat of his body spilling into mine without even touching me yet.
I wrapped one hand around the base and felt the weight of it settle into my palm. Yes, he was big. I glanced sideways and double checked the door was really locked, the blinds were really down.
Then I leaned forward, pushed the thing up, and dragged my tongue along the underside of it, slow and soft, tasting his skin and feeling his heat. Then again, slower, my mouth opening fully this time. I took him inside, feeling him stretch my lips, his pulse pounding under my tongue, the pressure in my throat as I pushed myself down deeper on his member.
I bet Harry hadn’t told him this about me. How could he have? He didn’t know himself what other woman lingered deep inside me. But his friend Mano seemed to have no difficulty finding her deep down inside there, and luring her out to play.
I kept my eyes closed, but I could hear it, the way his breath caught above me. So I went deeper. I pulled back slowly, my tongue tracing along his length before I eased forward again, even deeper this time, my hand steady at his base while my breathing settled into something deliberate and controlled. A rhythm formed that I built myself, my breath through my nose, my jaw loosening, my muscles adjusting to him as my mouth learned his shape.
I had never done this before, never taken someone into my mouth with the intention of exploring it simply because I wanted to. That had never fit my model of myself. But down there, who was looking?
His hand brushed the back of my head without pressure. His fingers spread through my hair and remained there, tangled in me and holding me without directing me, but reassuring me. The absence of his force is what made my body relax into him even further.
I took him as far as I could without choking, then drew back just enough to feel him throb against my lips, and when one of my hands slipped lower to cup his balls, to tickle them, scratch lightly at them. I felt the immediate response in the way his hips shifted toward me. His breathing changed, now sharp and controlled, and the muscles in his hand tightened around my head.
I let him slide free of my mouth  and looked up at him, my chin wet all over now, my hand still stroking the base of him. I told him to sit down, my voice low and tight. He backed up toward the long leather bench and sat, his attention fixed on me, his body upright and awaiting my further instructions. Because I guess the turn tables.
I followed him, hiking my dress and climbing up beside him, my knees spreading as I knelt on the bench facing the side of him. When he reached for me, I shook my head and pressed him back against the leather, needing him to remain still.
I leaned over him, one hand planted near his shoulder, the other guiding him back into my mouth. This time I didn’t hold back. I moved with slow, deliberate control, taking more of him with each motion, feeling the way his thighs shifted beneath me and hearing the change in his breathing as it grew rougher and less contained.
When I pulled away, my lips brushed the tip and I smiled, overwhelmed by the newness of the sensation moving through me, by the feeling of being wanted by such a man, being needed, and certain and unafraid about how to deal with him now. He sat up and placed a hand on my waist, urging me to come closer.
I let him guide me into his lap. He kissed me with a depth that felt restrained until now, his hands sliding under my dress and lifting it. I raised my arms and let him take it off, and when he looked down at me, still in my bra, his hands traced my sides and moved around my back, unfastening it with such ease.
I didn’t stop him.
He kissed down my bare chest with a slow intensity, and I leaned back, bracing my hands on his knees to give him more. His mouth moved lower, tracing beneath one breast and then the other, his breath warming my skin as he continued down.
He moved me and knelt in front of me and curled his fingers in the waist of  my panties and drew them down my legs. It felt inevitable, it felt perfectly natural. I let my thighs fall open without any hesitation left. It didn’t feel like anything was left between us, it felt like I could trust him totally. My body certainly did, stripped naked in front of him.
He kissed along the inside of my thigh all slow and steady, and what lit up in me wasn’t just the heat. It was the need, sharp and direct. I gripped the edge of the bench with both hands, elbows locked, trying to ground myself as his mouth moved higher, every kiss dragging closer to where I needed him most. He paused just below it, his breath warm against my skin, his eyes half-lidded, watching me without moving.
I didn’t say anything, but I lifted my knees and hooked them over his shoulders.
Then his mouth was on me. There was no hesitation and no build-up. His tongue was firm and slow and his hands spread me open like he knew exactly how far he could take me. He held me in place and worked on me, not rushing but not playing around, either. Every movement felt like he was trying to learn me by taste.
My head dropped back. I hadn’t expected it to feel quite like that. I forgot where I was, who I was.
He didn’t stop, but he also didn’t pull away or check on me. He didn’t ask how I was doing. He just kept going, circling me and pressing me in the same deliberate rhythm, right where it mattered most. My breath shifted into sharp little gasps, and when I reached down and grabbed his hair, it was to hold on, not to guide him.
His tongue changed suddenly, flat and broad one second, then narrow and focused the next. Then the angle shifted, and I jerked, the sensation suddenly too much. He backed off, but not enough to give me relief, just enough to keep me exactly where I was.
I couldn’t remember the last time I felt so bewitched. He held me there like a plucked violin string, long enough for my legs to start shaking. But now I was tilting my hips up into his mouth, chasing it, needing more, and I couldn’t stop. My fingers curled tighter into his hair and my thighs closed tighter around his head on instinct. I was going to swear at him if he didn’t move on me.
He licked me then in a way that made a sound break out of me before I could swallow it, high, hard, and raw. My whole body trembled as the bursting sensation rolled through me, and he still didn’t stop. He slowed down, took it softer now, riding the wave with me, holding me still with his hands as I tried to catch my breath. He knew I was at the cusp before I did, even.
I collapsed back down on the bench, my chest heaving. He leaned in and kissed my hip. Then my stomach. Then he stood again, silent, and still quite hard.
I looked up at him, dazed and unsteady. “Okay,” I said, my voice thin and wrecked. “You got me there.”
I sat up and dragged my legs under me, then reached for him. I kissed him harder, tasting myself on his mouth, and pushed his boxers the rest of the way down without waiting. My hands wrapped around him again, stroking once, then again, and the weight of him in my hands made my breath catch all over.
I pushed him down onto the long thick mahogany table and climbed over his lap, straddling him. My hips rolled forward slow and warm, and my mouth brushed his ear.
“This is all we can do, though,” I whispered. I pressed myself against the length of him and started moving on him, wet, slow, and steady, until we were both shaking.
I rocked my hips, dragging myself along the underside of him where he arched up against his stomach between us, me all wet and slow and with just enough pressure on him to feel him catch against me. I knew exactly how easy it would be to take him inside me. I could feel every inch of him, hot and thick, and right there. But I didn’t. Be a good girl, I said to myself.
I leaned in instead and kissed him, open-mouthed, unfiltered, messy, my hands gripping his shoulders while I kept grinding against him with increasing pressure.
His hands moved up my waist, up my back, down my thighs. He gripped my naked breasts and nearly broke my resolve. He was doing it again, letting me decide how far this would go, letting me use his body however I needed to. He was so cruel that way, so mean.
“You’re killing me,” he whispered into my neck.
I smiled, my breathing uneven. “That makes two of us,” I groaned.
I raised myself higher on my knees and felt his mouth take my breast, I felt his hardness, wet from my leaking and my saliva, press into my thigh, and I slid back down the front of his body until it pressed into my tummy, my folds sliding around his length all the way.
“Just this, though,” I barely whispered in his ear.
But I could hear it in his voice, the strain, the edge. When I shifted forward again and let the tip of him line up at my entrance before pulling away, teasing and trying to laugh at it, he groaned low in his throat.
The sound of him so frustrated hit me hard. But he deserved it, what he did to me upstairs in the kitchen with Harry right there. What he did to me on the bench down here.
I did it again, slower this time, grinding down so the ridge of him dragged right over the most sensitive part of me. His whole body jerked beneath mine, and I jerked too at the sensation of it. But I knew we couldn’t go there. It was not possible, however much we might both have been crazy for it. It would definitely be wrong.
I’d never felt like this, though. Not in control like this, not with a man like tat. And not so flooded with heat. I felt too alive, every inch of my skin too hot, every breath too sharp. My hips kept moving on him on instinct, harder now, and every pass made my legs tighten, my breath shake. I was unraveling and taking him with me and I knew it.
I stopped for a moment to catch my breath and steady things. I sat still in his lap, forehead pressed to his, both of us panting. My hand slid between us, my fingers wrapping around him again, and I guided him right to where I’d been teasing myself with him, right to the opening he hadn’t gone past yet.
I didn’t move. He looked up at me where I hovered over him, breathing hard, jaw clenched. “Jules . . . Harry . . . ” he started.
But I didn’t let him talk. I held his gaze and tightened my grip on him, steered the tip of him in tiny little circles around my clit making my hips shake terribly.
And then I let my hips fall down. He slid inside me in one long, unbearable stretch. There was no friction at all, just thick tightness.
I gasped, not from shock or hesitation, but because I wanted it too much. He filled me completely, and my hips opened around him like it had been waiting so badly for it.
I didn’t stop. I kept going until I sat flush in his lap, until I could feel him as deep as he could go, until he was completely disappeared inside me. My mouth fell open and I stayed there, unmoving on him now, both hands braced on his chest, just letting myself feel what I had done.
Then I started to move on him. I rolled my hips slowly, grinding him in circles, adjusting to the stretch of him, the weight, the heat. His breath stuttered. His hands clamped tighter around my waist, but he still didn’t try to control it. He let me ride him how I wanted. How I needed. He was a gentleman above all, even then.
And so I did. I gave him everything.
I leaned forward, one hand planted on the bench behind his shoulder, the other spread flat against his chest. My hips rose and fell in a rhythm that built on its own between us. Each stroke moved slower than the one before, deeper, my body pulling him in easier with every pass. I could feel how wet I was, how hot it had gotten between us, his cock buried so deep inside me that the tension under my ribs kept winding tighter, like a cord about to snap.
Mano didn’t break eye contact. His hands gripped my waist, firm and steady, ran up my body over my breasts, over my neck and jaw and chin and mouth. And back down again. He wasn’t trying to take control of me, he just held me there, letting me move on him how I needed to.
I shifted the angle, lifting higher and rolling my hips forward before dropping down again. It hit different, sharper, deeper, and the sound that broke out of me wasn’t real. I moaned, and his hands locked tighter around my hips, his breath catching with a hiss, but he still didn’t say a word.
I bit down on my lip and lifted off him. He slipped out, thick and wet, and I turned without looking at him. I planted both hands on the tabletop and arched my back as I guided him back inside from behind, letting him fill me all over.
His hands slid up the curve of my back, found my shoulders, then moved down to hold my hips steady as I started to rock back against him. This time he moved with me, thrusting slow, matching my pace. I was soaked, every stroke easy, every slap of skin loud against the quiet stone walls.
I could feel it building again. My thighs started to shake. The pressure came fast, higher than before. His hand slid around, found where I needed him, and started rubbing me with that perfect pressure, never missing, never too rough.
I buckled.
The orgasm hit hard, stronger than the first. My cry echoed off the bench, and my body clenched around him in deep, rolling waves. He kept moving in me through it, murmuring something I couldn’t catch, something low against my skin while I collapsed in front of him onto my stomach, still shaking.
When I caught my breath, I pushed out from under him, turned back around, and looked him straight in the eye.
“Lie back, baby,” I whispered in a high-pitched lilting voice.
He didn’t question it.
I climbed on top of him again, straddling his thighs, and took him in with one smooth push. No teasing this time. I started riding him harder, the rhythm fast and raw. My breasts bounced with every thrust, my hair hung around our faces, my hands digging into his chest as I fucked him harder and faster on top of that gorgeous table under that spreading golden light.
He grunted and finally lost control, his hips slamming up into me with serious force now.
We moved together beautifully, Mano and me, our skin clapping, sweat spreading between us. I arched back, one hand on the table behind me, the other sliding down between my legs. I touched myself again, chasing one more release, everything wet and hot and loud. He held my tits, squeezed them, flicked his thumbs over my extended nipples.
His rhythm faltered. I felt him swell inside me, he groaned deep in his chest, gripped my hips like he couldn’t stand the idea of me pulling away.
And I didn’t. I stayed on top of him, my hips grinding, breathing through parted lips, letting him finish everything inside me. He thrusted me high off the bench with his arching hips and I felt the flood pour out of him. It ran down my thighs and onto his stomach and I started to laugh and couldn’t stop. The poor man, I thought I might have killed him.




Harry

The second half had already started by the time they came back up.
I didn’t hear them until they were already in the doorway, their voices low, saying something I couldn’t make out over the roar of the game. Jules was walking ahead of Mano, her arms folded across her chest, a glass of wine in one hand, hair a little looser than before. Her cheeks were flushed. She looked around the room like she was checking who noticed they’d been gone so long.
I noticed.
She caught my eye and smiled curtly, small and almost apologetic, then moved toward the arm of the couch where I was sitting. Mano peeled off and dropped back into his old spot by the coffee table like nothing happened.
“You guys get lost down there?” I asked, casual and light, smiling.
Jules knelt beside me on the floor and set her glass on the side table. “It took a while for Mano to choose.”
“He’s always got to be that guy,” I said, watching her closely. “Likes to take his time with the good stuff.”
She nodded, leaned in, and kissed me on the hand, then sat on the floor between my legs, one arm resting casually on my knee.
The game pulled the room back in from watching her and Mano reenter like nothing was up. Vince shouted at a bad call. Paul started yelling over him. The two other girls smirked at something on their phones at the same time. But I wasn’t really in the game anymore. My eyes kept drifting.
Mano looked the same as he had before, easy posture, relaxed grin, gaze focused on the screen. But he didn’t talk as much now. He just sipped his personally-selected wine and nodded at whatever was being said, not even glancing at me.
Jules reached up and squeezed my knee, drew my eyes down to her. “You okay for drinks?” she said.
“Yeah,” I said. “Just thinking.”
She leaned her head back against my knee. “Don’t do that. It’s the SuperBowl.”
I almost asked, right then and there. I almost said it in front of everyone. I said why they were gone so long, or why she looked so flushed, or what it was exactly they’d been doing down in the cellar for that long. But her hand slipped over my lap, her fingers brushed over my thigh, and the question caught in my throat.
Her touch wasn’t overt. It wasn’t enough for anyone else to notice. But it was slow and purposeful, and it made me freeze.
The moment to say something passed. She pulled her hand back, picked up her wine, and laughed at something Vince said. It was like nothing had happened, like everything was normal.
I leaned back, watched the screen without seeing it. Mano glanced over, and for the first time since college, I couldn’t tell what was behind his little shit eating grin.
I wrapped my arm around Jules’s shoulder and pulled her closer. She came back against me willingly, body warm against mine.
She smelled like red wine and musk from the cellar. Not like sweat, I decided, not like sex. Still, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something had happened down there.
After the game ended, the cleanup started got underway. People lingered, stretching, laughing, swapping final jabs about the score. Vince was still pissed about a holding call, and Paul wouldn’t shut up about a bad timeout decision. Jules busied herself stacking plates and empty bottles, moving between the kitchen and the den with practiced ease.
Mano helped too, tossing cans into the recycling, carrying trays back to the counter, rinsing out glasses. He kept things light, throwing out compliments about the house, about the spread, even teasing Jules about her “excellent arrangements.” Everyone laughed and everything felt normal.
But I watched him differently now. And I watched her even closer. He was a good friend, but I knew he had theories about women, theories about what they want and what relationships really are, all that kind of stuff.
There was nothing I could point to, but there was a looseness between them, a familiarity they hadn’t had before they disappeared downstairs, a glance held a little too long, a joke that was taken too easily. And once, when Jules passed behind him at the sink, her hand brushed his lower back, lingered as though it was a whisper, a secret passing between them.
It was barely a touch and maybe nothing at all. But I felt it.
Eventually the night thinned out. One couple left, then another. Vince gave me a long hug and a wink, halfway drunk. Paul slapped Mano on the back and made a joke I didn’t catch. Jules went to the door, smiling, waving, saying thanks and bye, treating Mano the same as anyone else. There was nothing there.
When the last guest was gone, she shut the door and leaned against it with a little exhale. “God, I’m wiped.”
I stayed in the kitchen, elbows on the counter, eyes on her. “You and Mano really hit it off.”
She looked at me, a smile spreading faintly on her lips. “He’s fun, yeah.”
“You were nervous about him coming over, you alone.”
“I was wrong.”
I nodded, took a long drink from my water. “You two were gone a while.”
She pushed off the door, walked toward me, hips swaying slow and easy. “You noticed that, huh?”
“Hard not to.”
She stopped in front of me, reached up, and slid her fingers into my belt loop. “What’d you think we were doing down there?”
The question was light but I didn’t have an answer that didn’t sound accusatory. And she didn’t wait for one. Her other hand slid up under my shirt, flat against my stomach.
“Because if you’re going to ask me,” she said, lifting herself up on her toes to kiss me just under my jaw, “you better ask now before I get busy with you.”
I opened my mouth, but she kissed me again, this time on the lips, deep and warm.
Then she dropped to her knees in front of me right there in the hallway of her parent’s house. Her hands were already working my button open. “You’ve been so good all day,” she whispered. “You deserve something too, poor man.”
I didn’t know what I did to be so good, but when she took me into her mouth, all the questions drained out of me in a flood of heat and breath and disbelief.
I stared down at her head bobbing in my lap, stunned.
Jules had never done this like that before, not with her hands on my hips, not with her mouth already halfway down on me, not with her eyes locked on mine while she moved with slow, confident, motions. Her lips stretched tight around me, and she didn’t gag, didn’t flinch, just breathed through her nose and kept going. I tried to think of any other time she initiated it, or even did it outside the bedroom. She wasn’t cold that way, but she wasn’t usually so expressive.
But now, she eased back, saliva glistening on my cock, then took me again, deeper this time. My knees buckled and I reached out with one hand for the wall to steady myself. The other went to her hair to hold on.
She bobbed her head and when her hand wrapped around the base and twisted as her mouth slid up, I nearly lost it.
I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t. I had no questions on my mind whatsoever anymore.
Her tongue flicked along the underside, her lips sealed tight again, and I watched her jaw move, the curve of her cheek hollowing, the way her brow stayed smooth like none of this was difficult for her. It was like she wanted to do it.
She looked up at me again, still moving on me, and that look in her eyes burned straight through my eyes. I’d never seen her like this. She looked wild, she looked unleashed. She looked like a whole other girl.
I didn’t know what the hell had changed in the last three hours, but she was ravenous now, and whatever it was, it was good. She sucked me harder, stroked me faster, her mouth and hand working in perfect rhythm, and I couldn’t hold on. Her tongue writhed around me inside her mouth. It was too much.
“Fuck,” I said, voice tight, already too far gone.
But she still didn’t stop. When I slapped the wall and came, she didn’t even flinch. She took it all, didn’t pull back, didn’t spit or pause. She swallowed, then licked for more, soft and slow, like she wanted to clean every last trace of me off her tongue.
She stood up without saying a word and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Her cheeks were flushed, her chest rising fast.
“You all good now too, baby?” she asked, voice all casual, and she bent down to breathe on my face before she chuckled proudly to herself.
I blinked, heart still hammering. “Yeah. Yeah, I, what the hell was that?”
She smiled, walked past me toward the fridge, pulled out a container of strawberries.
“Snack time,” she said. “You want one?”
I couldn’t think straight. I was still trying to remember what I’d meant to ask her, something about Mano, something about the wine cellar.
She picked one up, bit it, then held the rest of it out toward me. “Sharsies, right?” she said. I took it in my teeth as she put it to my mouth.
She moved around the counter again and hopped up onto it, legs swinging slightly.
“Fuck me right here,” she said, her voice low.
“What?”
“You heard me.” She laughed and leaned back on her palms, her hair loose around her shoulders. “Right here. Right now, baby.”
She slid forward on the counter, her knees spreading enough to make the invitation unmistakable. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, calm, and daring. I wasn’t used to that look on her face. Jules was never the one to initiate like this, never the one to say it outright, never like this, and certainly not in her parents’ house, or on their kitchen counter.
I stepped closer, drawn in like a current was pulling me, and placed my hands on her thighs, my fingers curling along the soft skin above her knees. She tilted her hips forward, grabbed the hem of her dress, and yanking it over her head in one smooth motion. No bra underneath anymore.
She leaned back, chest rising, the chill of the room making her nipples harden right in front of me.
My hands slid up, palms flattening against her sides. Her skin was warm, flushed. She hooked her fingers in the waistband of her panties and started sliding them down. I stepped back enough for her to get them off.
She kicked them aside, bare now,  sitting on the counter in front of me like she had nothing to hide.
I stepped in and ran my fingers down her thighs, then around the backs of them, gripping her hard as I pulled her forward.
“I don’t know what’s gotten into you tonight,” I said, my voice low.
She reached down between us and wrapped her hand around me, already getting me hard again. “I told you, stop thinking about it,” she whispered. “And just fuck me.”
She never said anything like it before.
She guided me in, the tip of me brushing between her folds, already slick, already open, and boiling hot. Her hand stayed there as I slid forward, easing into her with one long, slow push.
Her mouth parted, breath catching.. She pulled me in with her legs, ankles locking behind my back. She closed her eyes and her hair whipped over face, her head rocking side to side. She oo’d and aw’d loudly.
I braced one hand on the counter beside her hip, the other gripping the back of her thigh, and started moving in her with shallow strokes at first, just enough to feel the tight warmth of her around me, the wet slide, the pressure of her.
She went down on her back and arched enough to see behind her.
Every time I pulled back, her hips chased me. Every thrust back into her made her gasp out loud. Her head dropped then came back up again. She looked wrecked, flushed, hair tangled, lips wet.
I leaned in, thrusting deeper, harder. Her hands slid up my back, fingers digging into my shoulder blades, her breath right in my ear now.
“You feel that?” she whispered. “How wet I am for you baby?”
I groaned and slammed into her harder.
She moaned louder, tightening around me. “Yeah,” she breathed. “Just like that,” she groaned. She seemed mesmerized.
The counter squeaked under her as I drove into her again, her legs locked around me, her heels digging into the backs of my thighs. She was holding on now, not bracing, not resisting, just gripping with both hands around my waist, pressing her forehead against mine like she didn’t want to be anywhere else.
Her eyes fluttered closed. She bit her lip and exhaled through her nose as I thrust into her deeper. It was like no time ever before.
She wasn’t usually vocal during sex, but tonight was different. She whispered things, half-mouthed and breathy, right into my ear, about how good it felt, how deep I was, how she couldn’t stop shaking. Words she never said. Words I never thought I’d hear from her.
I could feel her clenching around me. She was getting close, her hips lifting off the counter now to meet every push of mine. Her body moved like it had done this a thousand times and wanted a thousand more.
She kissed me hard, all tongue and teeth, and when she broke away she didn’t stop moving, grinding up against me in slow, perfect circles between each thrust.
I pulled back, breath ragged, and stared at her. “What is this?” I asked. “Where the hell is this coming from?”
She grabbed my jaw, leaned in, and kissed me hard. Then she whispered against my lips, “You shouldn’t ask that,” she groaned as though helpless.
I grabbed her hips and spun her, laying her down over the counter. Her legs bent at the knees, spread open in front of me, her hair spilling over the marble surface. She looked up at me over her shoulders with her arms resting above her head, completely exposed.
I slid back inside her and began to move again, slower now, deeper. She whimpered, lifting her hips to meet me. My hands ran over her ribs, her stomach, her breasts. She arched into my palms.
She looked beautiful like this. Wrecked and flushed and wild.
And then it hit me, how turned on I was not just by her body or the way she moved under me, but by something else, something underneath it all. The thought that another man had seen her like this. Wanted her like this. Maybe even touched her like this. And that she was still mine anyway.
I didn’t want to admit it, I couldn’t bare to picture it, but it lit something up in me, however I struggled to erase the crazy thought from my mind.
She gripped the edge of the counter, her back arching as I slammed into her. Her thighs trembled, her breaths turned to gasps.
I leaned over her, thrusting harder. She cried out, eyes squeezed shut and I could feel her convulse inside, grip me and milk me, her whole body shaking. But I didn’t stop.




Jules

He was deeper now, not holding anything back. Every thrust pushed me farther up the counter, and I let it happen because my body was already past the point of thinking. My hips rose to meet him on instinct, my hands scrambling against the polished surface under me.
His face was close, jaw so tight, breath so rough against my back. His hands locked my hips in place, grounding me even as my body tried to lift with every movement.
He took me roughly. I gripped the counter while my other hand slid down between my legs. My fingers found exactly where we were joined and started moving in tight circles, the pressure building so fast it startled me.
The orgasm hit me straight through the spine, sudden and violent, ripping through my body until my legs shook and my chest heaved. The sound that came out of me wasn’t normal. My back arched but he held me there, still moving hard on me, still buried deep inside me while the tremors tore through me.
But something was changed between us. As the shaking eased and my body went slack under him, I was watching him now, the way his arms locked around me, the way his movements had turned desperate, uncontrolled, like something inside him had broken loose and he couldn’t put it back.
I pulled him down into a kiss, my hand knotted in his shirt. Then I rolled my hips again, slower this time, deliberate, drawing him deeper.
He exploded with a deep growl inside me and filled me again until he ran out and down my thighs, me a mess all over again.
We stayed like that, tangled at the counter, his weight draped over me, the kitchen dim and still. The house was silent now, the fridge humming quietly in the background. I felt his breath against my neck, but he didn’t move, didn’t say anything. I could still feel the faint tension twitching through him.
He didn’t want to ask and I knew that. I hoped he never would, but I knew it was coming sooner or later.
He was thinking it. He’d been thinking it since we came back up from the cellar. I saw it in the way he watched me too closely without saying a word, and Mano too.
I turned my face and brushed my lips against his temple. “Come on,” I whispered.
He exhaled and straightened up. I moved slowly, my legs weak beneath me as I slid down, reaching for the towel beside the sink. I wiped myself carefully and quiet. He watched me the entire time, not suspicious anymore, not angry.
I pulled my poor dress back on and I leaned into the counter and reached for the bowl of strawberries. Picked another up and bit into it without looking at him.
“You were quiet tonight,” I said.
He shrugged. “Had things on my mind.”
“Mm-hmm.” I licked the juice off my thumb. “Thinking about what?”
He didn’t answer.
I turned to face him, tilting my head. “You’re wondering if something happened downstairs.”
Still nothing.
“You don’t have to say it,” I said. “I can feel it.”
He stepped closer but didn’t touch me. “Well did it?”
I smiled small and soft, but not quite sweet. “You got what you wanted,” I said and I patted is package.
“That’s not what I asked.”
I popped the rest of the strawberry into my mouth, chewed it, swallowed it. “You didn’t stop me, not when I got on my knees for you, not when I climbed on the counter for you.”
His face changed. I wondered if he had even the faintest idea what I’d really let happen downstairs, what I’d initiated, what I’d begged for.
I stepped in closer and wrapped my arms around his waist and rested my head against his chest, listening to his heart beat that hadn’t settled yet.
“Do you still love me?” I said.
“I do.”
I smiled again, but this time darker. “Then come upstairs.”
He hesitated but I reached between us and cupped him through his pants. He was already half-hard again. All I had to do was touch him.
“Unless you’d rather stay down here,” I whispered. “And ask more questions you don’t really want the answers to. Because I have questions too.”
He kissed me and I kissed him back, deeper and slower, my fingers already working at his waistband again.
Underneath the warmth building again between my legs, under the glow still humming in my chest, there was something sharper. A pride.
He would never know what I’d done, but he’s suspect it. And that made me burn all the more.




Harry

Upstairs, she was on top of me before I could say boo. She straddled my hips, hands on my chest, her hair wild around her shoulders. Her dress slipped off one side, loose and casual. She rode me with slow control, eyes locked on mine.
Every time her hips rolled down, I caught a new flash of something behind her eyes. I gripped her thighs, let her move how she wanted. Her body was slick and hot and open above me, thighs quivering with effort, chest heaving. I tried to hold on to the last thread of reason, tried to look for anything, some detail, some line in her expression that would tell me if what I feared had happened.
But all I could see was her. All I could feel was her tightening around me, squeezing every time she sank down, her breath catch just before she let out a soft groan and started again.
She was so wet it was obscene, and the way she moved told me she was different now.
I reached up, cupped the back of her neck, and pulled her down into a kiss. She kissed back with tongue, moaning softly against my mouth, her hands planted on either side of my head as she ground into me harder.
When she broke the kiss, she leaned in, forehead against mine. “Tell me,” she breathed. “Does it still feel like me?”
I froze.
She rolled her hips again, slower this time, squeezing down on me, dragging the full length of me inside her.
“Or do I feel like someone else?”
I couldn’t answer. Because she did feel like someone else. And that made me want her even more. But I couldn’t stop thinking of Mano, what he might’ve done, what she might’ve let him do.
I was getting close again. Jules sat up and braced herself on my thighs now, riding me faster. Her breasts bounced with every thrust. Her mouth hung open, her nails dug into my legs, and she started moaning.
She was putting on a show maybe, distracting me, but it wasn’t fake. It was real, and it was devastating.
She came again, clenching around me, her head thrown back. And I came right after her with whatever I had left, growling through clenched teeth as she milked every last pulse out of me.
She collapsed onto my chest, breathing hard, her face buried in my neck, a wicked smile on her face
I held unsure if I’d just won something, or just lost it.




Jules

I didn’t fall asleep, at least not right away. Harry did, though, his breathing slowed, one arm hung loosely over my waist, heavy but comforting. I stayed still beneath it, head on his chest, eyes open in the dark, listening to the steady rhythm of his heart now that he’d come down from everything.
He felt warm solid, and familiar. The weight of him, the shape of his body, even the way his fingers had finally gone slack against my hip.
He had no idea. Or maybe he did. Maybe somewhere in him, he felt it the way animals sense a storm building. Something in him knew things had shifted.
I turned my face into his skin and smiled against it. I’d gotten away with it, not just the locked door, or the time we were gone, or the flush in my cheeks that I never fully lost. It was more than that.
I’d rewritten the whole script. I’d come back up from the cellar with another man’s taste still faint on my lips, still wet between my thighs from him, and then I’d taken Harry apart too like I was in complete control.
He never had a chance because I’d never felt like that before.
That’s what stayed with me now, lying naked against him, his cum still inside me and drying on my legs, my skin sticky and unwashed from both of them. I didn’t feel guilt. I didn’t feel shame. I felt power, quiet, heavy, undeniable power. But I felt something else, too. Why exactly would  he leave me alone to welcome his friend Mano when he came over too early?
I shifted enough to feel it again, that faint throb between my legs, the soreness Mano had left behind in me, the damn man really was too big for little ol’ me. And underneath it, Harry’s own weight buried in the same place, unknowingly pressing into something another man had already had.
I bit my lip. Naughty me. There might be questions tomorrow, a long look, maybe a distance I couldn’t close, a lingering thought I could’t distract him from any longer. But not so far, not tonight.
Tonight, I had both of them in me and only I knew it. At least I thought only I knew it.
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