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One Kiss Too Far

The grass was cool against my toes where my sandal slipped, but I caught myself against the side of the table, laughing too hard to care. Somebody had strung up patio lights through the trees, and they swung and blinked like fireflies in the warm dusk. Rory shook his head at me, a lopsided grin stretching across his face, and flipped the ping pong ball in the air with two fingers.
“If you lose,” he said, balancing the ball on the tip of his finger, “you owe me a kiss.”
I gasped like he had insulted my honor and swatted at his hand. The ball sailed up and came down neatly into his palm.
“That’s not fair,” I said, pointing at him, wobbly with fake outrage. “You’re stacking the deck.”
He only smirked, the corners of his mouth twitching like he was trying not to laugh. “You scared?”
I spun around him, laughing, and felt the swing of my skirt against the backs of my knees. Out of the corner of my eye, I spotted Ron leaning over the grill, a beer bottle tucked in his elbow, talking to someone and barely paying attention.
Rory lined up his shot with exaggerated seriousness, sticking his tongue out the side of his mouth. I squinted at him and hunched over in mock intimidation. When he bounced the ball across the table, it clipped the rim of my cup and dropped in with a tiny splash.
He whooped, lifting both arms over his head like he had just won a championship. I clutched my chest and staggered backward, laughing so hard I nearly dropped my cup.
“Pay up,” he said, coming toward me, hands held out like he expected a prize.
I held my ground, chest heaving, but when he caught my wrist and tugged me a step closer, my laughter snagged somewhere in my throat. His palm was rough against my skin. I glanced at the grill again, but Ron was talking, distracted.
I rose up on my toes, still laughing under my breath, and kissed Rory quick on the mouth. It was supposed to be funny, a little showy, and I meant to pull away just as fast.
Instead, his hand slid lightly up my back, his fingers brushing under the edge of my hair, and the kiss caught somewhere. Not deeper exactly, just slower. His lips moved against mine like he forgot to stop.
I let out a soft, breathy sound against his mouth before I pulled back, covering it with a laugh. I flicked my hair over one shoulder and spun away toward the cooler, heart hammering, cheeks flushed hot.
Behind me, Rory just chuckled and dropped the ball into a cup like he was the king of the world. When I looked once over my shoulder, Ron had glanced our way, beer raised lazily again, but there was something slower about his smile.
I ducked my head and rummaged for another drink, biting back a grin I couldn’t control.
I cracked the tab on a fresh can and felt the foam fizz up over my fingers. I licked it off , peeking through my lashes as I turned back toward the crowd. Rory was leaning back against the fence now, arms crossed, his grin stretched even wider like he had a secret. I stuck my tongue out at him and wiped my hand on the hem of my dress.
Someone turned up the music and a few people  dance, slow and clumsy on the grass. Rory pushed off the fence and wandered back toward the table like nothing had happened at all. I tucked a piece of hair behind my ear and watched him pick up a fresh ball, tapping it against the table like he had all the time in the world.
Ron caught my eye across the yard, one elbow hooked over the back of a camping chair. He lifted his beer to me again, the label peeling back under his fingers. His smile came slower this time, his head tilting just a little, studying me like he was letting me in on a joke. I laughed to myself and tossed the empty can into a recycling bag, my pulse still beating hard against my ribs.
Rory tossed the ball back to me underhanded. I caught it clumsily against my stomach, letting out a squeak that made the nearest couple look over and laugh. I swatted the air at them and rolled my eyes, trying settle the jittery buzz that was making my hands move faster than my brain.
The lights strung in the trees made everything feel a little softer, a little too bright. I tucked my fingers into the waistband of my dress for something to do, twirling the fabric, letting it tighten against my hips. Rory dribbled the ball against the table again, shooting me a look like he was waiting to see if I would keep playing.
I stepped closer , the hem of my dress brushing the table’s edge. The smell of cut grass and lighter fluid and something faintly citrusy clung to the air. Rory let the ball bounce and caught it against his palm, but his eyes stayed on me.
The music switched tracks, something low and slow, and a couple bumped into us as they spun by. Rory caught me by the elbow to steady me. His fingers squeezed, just a quick, easy squeeze, but it left a trail of heat up the side of my neck.
I didn’t pull away.
I stayed there a second longer than I had to, letting him hold me up, pretending I was just being polite, pretending I wasn’t already breathing a little too fast.
The ball slipped from my fingers and skittered across the grass, bouncing once under the table. I ducked after it, laughing into my shoulder, but Rory crouched down too, bumping into me under the tablecloth. His hand caught my ankle by accident — or maybe not — warm and solid around the thin strap of my sandal.
I squeaked and straightened up too fast, banging my head lightly on the underside of the table. Rory snorted, climbing up after me, and brushed the top of my head with his palm like he was dusting me off. I shoved at his chest, giggling, but he caught my wrist again before I could get away.
"You okay there, lightweight?" he teased, voice low, close enough I could smell the beer on his breath, the fabric softener on his shirt.
I tossed my hair over one shoulder and glanced toward the fire pit, heart hammering like a drum. Ron leaned back in his chair, chatting with two guys from work, one hand waving lazily through the air as he made a point. No reaction. No rescue.
I swallowed and turned back, Rory still holding my wrist lightly between his fingers. His thumb traced a tiny, absent-minded circle over the inside of my wrist. It tickled, sweet and maddening at the same time. I shifted my weight from foot to foot, feeling the heat creep higher under my skin.
"You scared you're gonna lose another bet?" he said, voice teasing, but softer now, like he was talking just for me.
I laughed a little too loudly, tugging my hand back and smoothing my dress flat like it was nothing, like I could still call it all a joke. But the fabric stuck against my thighs and every inch of it.
Rory stepped in closer, his hand hovering just above my waist, not touching, but close enough that the warmth radiating off him. My mouth went dry. The lights flickered in the trees and made everything shimmer, surreal and weightless.
I peeked again toward Ron, my pulse roaring in my ears. Still lounging, still smiling, still no sign that he even noticed how close Rory and I were standing.
I turned back, my hands flexing uselessly at my sides. Rory's knuckles brushed the side of my hip as he faked reaching for another ball, just a quick skim of touch, but it left my skin buzzing.
I smiled at him, pretending I wasn't trembling inside, pretending this was still just simple, clean and innocent fun, a friend of the husband, the wife, playing around.
Rory tossed the ball lazily between his hands, letting it slap against his palm with a soft, steady beat. I hovered by the edge of the table, pretending to look for a drink, pretending not to notice the way he shifted a little closer every time I moved. The music thumped in the background, someone shouted a joke near the fire, but the air around us felt thick and private, like we'd stepped into a bubble nobody else could see.
"You owe me a rematch," he said, bumping his shoulder into mine. His voice was lower now, nearly swallowed by the music.
I laughed under my breath and tipped my chin up at him. "You're just greedy."
His smile stretched slow across his face, eyes glinting. "Maybe."
His hand skimmed the small of my back, not enough to settle there, just a ghost of contact, enough to make my skin leap under my dress. I swayed forward , the tips of my breasts brushing his chest through the thin fabric, and froze.
Just for a beat. No tug. No interruption.
I darted a glance sideways, my breath catching in my throat. Ron stood under the string lights, beer in hand, head tipped back laughing at something. No urgency. No concern. His body was completely relaxed, like he hadn’t even seen how close I was pressed to his best friend.
I blinked fast, heart hammering, and looked back at Rory.
He bent his head down toward me, slow and deliberate. His nose skimmed the side of mine before his mouth caught the corner of my lips. Soft, almost lazy, like he was tasting me in pieces. I gasped without sound, my fingers curling against his chest for balance.
He kissed me again, fuller this time, and my knees buckled a little. I clutched the front of his shirt, helpless to stop myself, mouth parting under his like it was a reflex. His other hand found my waist and held me there, light but sure, like he was giving me the chance to break away.
I didn’t.
I kissed him back, sliding my hands higher up his chest, feeling the heat of his skin through the fabric. His thumb pressed a slow, steady circle into my hipbone, grounding me and making me dizzy at the same time.
The noise of the party blurred around the edges. I could still hear it, dim and distant, but it felt like it belonged to a different world.
My pulse skittered, my breath went shallow, but I didn’t stop him. I didn't want to. Nobody noticed us.
I pulled back first, breathless, laughing under my breath like I could shake it off if I just acted fast enough. Rory's hands stayed where they were, loose around my waist, thumbs resting lightly against the curve of my hips. He let me pull away but he didn’t step back, not even a little.
The ball dropped from his fingers and rolled under the table again, but this time neither of us chased it. I folded my bottom lip in under my teeth.
He dropped into one of the plastic chairs with a lazy thud and held out a hand to me, palm up, daring me without a word. My heart beat so loud I was sure he could hear it, but my fingers found his anyway, slipping into his grasp. He tugged me down into his lap like it was nothing, like it was just another joke.
I landed with a startled squeal, knees on either side of him, my dress sliding up my thighs. I slapped at his chest but he only laughed, hands bracketing my hips like he was steadying me.
The heat of him pressed thick and obvious against the inside of my thigh, a slow pulsing warmth that made me forget to breathe for a second.
I wiggled in his lap, trying get more comfortable, but it only made things worse. His cock shifted under me, thick and hard through the thin layers of denim and cotton, and a sharp bolt of awareness shot through my belly.
I gripped his shoulders to keep from falling forward, nails digging into the fabric. His hands stayed light on my hips, not pushing, not pulling, just there, humming with energy.
I tossed my hair over my shoulder again, trying laugh, trying blink the heat out of my eyes. “You’re gonna get me in trouble,” I said, breathless. I was trying act normal. I spread the hem of my dress to hide things.
He shrugged one shoulder, a lazy half-smile curving his mouth. “You’re the one sitting on me, sweetheart.”
I snorted and tried to shift off him, but his hands tightened just enough to keep me balanced exactly where I was. Not trapping. Not forcing. Just holding.
I turned my head sharply toward the fire pit, scanning for Ron, heart knocking against my ribs.
There he was, still leaning back, still beer in hand, head tipped back in another slow laugh.
No leash. No rescue. No hint of pulling me back.
I shivered once, a quick helpless tremor running up my spine, and felt my body sink lower into Rory’s lap like I was made of something liquid.
He tilted his hips up a fraction, slow and deliberate, letting the ridge of his cock nudge between my legs. I gasped and clapped a hand over my mouth, the shock of it making my thighs clamp instinctively around him.
He laughed low in his throat, one hand drifting up my side, not touching anything he shouldn’t but close enough that my skin buzzed anyway. He was taking chances.
I swayed forward against him , the heat between us building so fast it made me dizzy. My panties were already damp, and every tiny accidental rock of my hips dragged me closer to the slippery, terrifying edge.
Rory shifted under me, slow and deliberate, grinding the thick bulge of his cock trapped in his jeans against the damp seam of my panties under my dress. I clutched his shirt tighter, pretending I was just trying balance, but my thighs squeezed around his waist and my hips gave a slow, helpless roll that made the denim rasp hard between us. The heat from his body soaked through the thin layers of fabric until the shape of him pressing into the soaked cotton stretched tight over my folds.
I turned my face into the crook of his neck, laughing under my breath like it was all still part of the joke, but the laugh caught halfway and came out ragged. His thumbs brushed along the edges of my thighs, feathering lazy little strokes just under the hem of my dress, never pushing, never hurrying, just touching like he had all night to wait me out. Every drag of his cock along the drenched cotton made my hips twitch down into him harder, chasing the friction that made my knees go weak around his sides.
The patio lights swung overhead, soft and dizzying, making the whole yard look like it was underwater. I forced myself to lift my head and check across the lawn. Ron was still by the fire, leaning back in his chair, beer dangling loose in his hand. He must have seen me perched on Rory’s lap, skirt pushed up high, one of his best friends grinding against me under a thin slip of cloth, but he didn't move, didn't even shift his weight like he cared.
My breath hitched sharp in my chest and I looked back at Rory, finding him already watching me, the grin on his mouth too easy, too calm for the thick pulse of his cock driving against me with every tiny roll of my hips. I ground harder , and the heat from him pressed the sodden strip of my panties so tight between my folds the outline of him tracing me. The head of his cock bumped up against the dripping swell of my clit through the fabric and I jerked slightly, biting the inside of my cheek to keep the noise trapped.
He shifted under me again, subtle, angling his hips higher to catch me better, and my fingers fisted his shirt harder, the muscles in my thighs starting to shake with the effort not to ride him the way my body was screaming to. I tried to push myself up, tried to shift away, but the rough denim caught and dragged over me with a friction that made my breath break open into short, shallow pants against his throat.
His hands stayed easy on my thighs, fingertips skimming light patterns that barely touched but somehow made everything inside me tighter, sharper, hotter. Every tiny move ground the hard bulge of his cock higher between my thighs, sliding thick and slow against the thin cotton, and my panties, already soaked, clung and pulled so tight that each rock of my hips smeared wet heat everywhere.
I stopped laughing. I couldn't remember what had even been funny about any of this.
Rory shifted under me again, but this time his hands slid lower, gripping the backs of my thighs like he needed leverage. him fumbling at his waist, quick, almost clumsy, and before I could react, the thick, hot slide of his bare cock pressed straight up against the soaked cotton stretched over me.
I froze, a sharp gasp catching in my throat, my fists balling tight in the fabric of his shirt. I blinked fast, trying clear the dizziness in my head, but the heat was already pulsing up through my body, making my muscles go loose even as I tried to stay rigid.
His cock was out. Out and hard and sliding wet and slow against me under my dress like he had every right to.
I wanted to jerk away, to laugh it off, to slap his chest and climb off his lap like it was still a game, but my hands wouldn’t move. I stayed exactly where I was, perched over him, feeling every thick, desperate inch of him glide along the thin cotton clinging to my folds.
The fabric stuck and dragged, pulling aside more with every slow, filthy rock of his hips. I stared past him in a blind panic, searching for Ron, needing him, begging him silently to break this up, but when I found him across the yard he was still lounging by the fire, beer loose in his hand, head tipped back in easy conversation.
No anger. No shout. No signal to stop.
I trembled and looked back down, finding Rory’s face tilted up to me, calm and flushed, watching my mouth like he was waiting for a sound. His hands slid higher, smoothing along the backs of my thighs, up under the hem of my dress where no one could see, palms wrapping around to cradle my ass and guide me lower.
The soaked strip of my panties snagged along the wide, hot head of his cock, and I whimpered, eyes fluttering shut. I couldn’t pretend I didn’t feel it. I couldn’t pretend my body wasn’t already moving, slow and unsure, grinding into him like a girl who had lost track of where the edge was.
The dress hid everything, but the way my fists twisted in his shirt, the way my breath hitched and stuttered out of me in little broken gasps, the way my thighs quivered as I rocked down harder, none of it could be hidden.
Rory shifted his hips again, just enough, and the head of his cock caught under the edge of my panties. I squeaked, clutching tighter at him, blinking hard, but my hips tilted helplessly forward. Now the wet lips of my pussy slid against him, bare and clumsy and too hot to ignore.
I shook my head once, weak and frantic, but he only grinned lazily and rocked up again, and I dropped my head onto his shoulder with a strangled moan, hiding my face while my body took over completely, rutting against the stiff, hot length of him like it was the only thing I could remember how to do.
him throbbing against my folds now, only a tiny scrap of cloth still clinging between us. Every rock of my hips dragged the sodden panties further aside, until the bare ridge of him was sliding against my naked, swollen flesh, dripping and desperate.
I clenched my fists harder, wringing the fabric in my hands, trying breathe, trying think, but the thick, slow friction of him gliding over my clit made my thighs quake so badly I nearly collapsed into him.
It was hidden under my dress. It was hidden from everyone. But the truth of it, the mess of it, was written all over my body.
Rory's hands slid lower, wrapping tight around my thighs, tilting my hips without asking, without speaking, like this was something we had already agreed to. I clutched his shoulders to stay upright, my fingers twisting the fabric of his shirt so tightly it hurt. The soaked strip of my panties barely clung now, tugged aside more by friction than by any real intent, and the fat head of his cock started gliding directly into the split of my folds.
I jolted, a quick, jerky spasm running through my legs, but my hips kept grinding anyway. The heat of him slid against my bare flesh, dripping and stiff and so wide the way my pussy lips stretched and parted just from the pressure. I gasped against his neck, blinking hard at the blur of lights around us, my chest rising and falling too fast, and still Ron’s voice floated over from the fire pit, easy and lazy, a background hum that made everything happening under my dress feel even more secret, even more dangerous.
I tried to lift myself off him, tried to pull back with a weak shake of my head, but Rory just shifted his hips slightly and the head of his cock bumped against the dripping entrance of my body, sticky and clinging. I whimpered, mouth falling open, my thighs tightening around him, trapping myself down against the hard heat. His cock slipped and bumped again, the wetness of me helping him slide right along the cleft, catching at the soft swollen place where just a little more pressure would have pushed him inside.
My fists bunched harder in his shirt, my knuckles going white. I tucked my face against his jaw, trying hide how badly my body was shaking, how the slow grinding strokes against my folds had already drippinged me up to the point where there was nothing left to pretend. His cock dragged hot and slow up and down, smearing me open, teasing the entrance over and over until I was panting openly against his skin, unable to control the little broken sounds slipping from my lips.
The thin barrier of my panties, already soaked and twisted, barely covered me anymore. With every rock of my hips it pulled further to the side, and the thick, swollen head of him  press against my bare opening without anything left between us. I stiffened, a sharp little cry catching in my throat, but when I tried to lift up, Rory's hands stayed gentle but firm at my hips, holding me just low enough to keep rubbing, to keep letting the swollen tip of him kiss and bump and nudge against the running mouth of my pussy.
My legs trembled so badly I thought I would collapse into him completely. I squeezed my eyes shut, trying will my body to stop moving, but the deep, helpless rocking of my hips continued, dragging the thick head of his cock across my dripping folds again and again, so close, too close, one flick of my hips away from letting him in.
The dress still hid us, the music still pounded around us, the yard still buzzed with laughter, but under the thin cotton of my panties, the tip of his cock was already teasing at the place no one else could see, and my body was wet and wild and trembling with the effort of not giving in.
The head of Rory’s cock slipped lower again, dragging dripping against the soaked, trembling folds of my pussy, and for one dizzying second I thought maybe it would just keep sliding like that, over and over, never pushing further. I tightened my grip on his shoulders, clinging, breathing hard against him, rocking helplessly as the thick heat of him glided along me. My panties hung useless now, bunched to one side, offering nothing but a false sense of protection.
He shifted his hips again, tilting me without a word, and the next slow grind of his body caught. The broad, hot tip of his cock kissed the dripping opening of my pussy and didn’t slide away this time. It held there, heavy and pulsing, stretching me so slightly I barely felt it until my whole body tensed in shock.
I whimpered low in my throat, my fingers clawing harder into the fabric of his shirt, but I couldn’t move. I couldn't breathe. The swollen crown of him pressed gently into me, not forcing, not driving, just resting there, weighing against the swollen mouth of my body until my muscles betrayed me, trembling and softening and opening without a single command from my brain.
I blinked fast, my vision blurring, and tipped my head to the side, searching the yard again like I might still find rescue, find a reason to snap back into myself. Ron was there, still, his silhouette easy under the patio lights, still talking, still smiling. There was no anger. No break in the night. No sign that anything was wrong.
A tiny broken sound slipped from my lips, but Rory didn’t react. His hands stayed steady at my hips, fingertips kneading softly into the curve of my waist as if coaxing me closer without a word. His cock shifted under me, just a fraction, and the head pushed a little deeper into the soaked heat of my body, stretching me open enough that the tight burn start to spread through my center.
I whimpered and rocked my hips instinctively, trying pull back, but the movement only dragged me tighter over the tip of him. My thighs quivered, my breath punched out of me in short, shallow gasps, and I realized I was grinding down, not lifting away. I couldn’t stop the way my pussy lips caught and stretched wider, the wet clench of my body sucking him in just enough to feel the thickest part of him seat against me.
My fingers slid up his neck and tangled in his hair, yanking slightly like I could anchor myself there, but my hips kept moving, little broken tilts that fed the pressure building between us. I couldn’t breathe right. I couldn't think straight. Every pulse of blood in my body was between my legs now, throbbing against the broad head of his cock pressing against my entrance, so close to breaching me the ridges of him slipping against the dripping inside rim.
I blinked down at him once, desperate, wide-eyed, mouth open and panting. He stared back up at me, his eyes dark, his hands patient at my hips, holding me exactly where I was, letting my own grinding body choose for both of us.
And I was choosing. Every tiny helpless shift of my hips said it. Every clench of my fists and flutter of my lashes gave it away.
I could still pretend, I could still say it hadn't happened, but my body was already opening for him, already drawing him in, already breaking. And my husband over there with a grin, a nod, a tip of his beer bottle.
Rory shifted his hips again, slow and almost careful, and the fat head of his cock nudged harder against the greasy, soaked entrance of my pussy. I tried to brace myself, to lift up, to escape that slow, inevitable pressure, but my thighs only shook harder and my hips tilted the wrong way, pressing down instead of pulling free.
The stretch burned sharp and sudden, my breath locking up tight in my chest. the swollen crown of him pop through, slipping past the last thin resistance and seating just inside me, wide and hot and unstoppable. My whole body jerked at the intrusion, my mouth dropping open around a gasp that never found enough air.
His cock was wider around, heavier, stubbier than my husband’s.
I squeezed my fists tighter in his hair and shirt, trying find some kind of leverage, but the moment I shifted my weight, his cock pushed deeper, spreading me open a fraction more, seating the thickest part of him just inside. My panties, still twisted aside but clinging uselessly to one hip, framed the mess between us like a dirty little ribbon.
The lights over the lawn swam in my vision. I blinked fast, a soft whimper scraping up from my throat as I twisted my fingers deeper into his hair, clinging to him like the only thing holding me up. My hips rolled once, involuntarily, dragging the shaft of him through the drenched cleft of my folds, and the ridge of his cock stretch and catch against the delicate swollen walls inside me.
I lifted my head, my eyes glassy, searching again across the backyard for a rope to pull me out of this. Ron stood by the fire, beer in hand, chatting, his weight on one leg like he didn’t have a care in the world. The slow, relaxed line of his shoulders, the lazy curl of his smile when he glanced around the party, told me everything I didn’t want to admit.
He saw. He knew. He wasn't going to stop it.
I whimpered low in my throat and turned back into Rory's body, pressing my face against the side of his neck to hide the way my cheeks burned. My hips trembled in tiny broken jerks, my thighs clenching and loosening without any rhythm, grinding the bare, thick head of his cock deeper against the tender inner clutch of my body. My feet slithered around his calves. I braced myself into him.
Rory’s hands stayed easy at my hips, not forcing, not driving, just holding me steady while I did it to myself, sliding lower onto him with every little helpless shift. The heat between us was unbearable now, the wet glide of him against my bare flesh slipping deeper with every breathless tilt of my body. the roll of veins along the shaft, the steady throb of his pulse pounding against the soft, desperate clench of my cunt.
I clutched him tighter, my forehead pressing hard into his collarbone, my breath scraping ragged from my lungs. I didn’t know how long I could keep pretending it hadn’t happened.
The stretch was so good it made my toes curl inside my sandals, my knees drawing tighter against his ribs. Every tiny movement fed the burn, fed the pulse, fed the greedy clench of my body around the thick head of his cock. I was holding him inside me now, barely, just the tip, but it was enough to tear me open from the inside out.
I gripped Rory’s shoulders so tight my fingers ached, but my hips kept moving, small slow tilts that rocked the thick head of his cock deeper inside me. Every shift stretched me wider, coaxing another inch of him into the wet, desperate clutch of my body. I gasped against his neck, the sounds escaping me thin and broken, my chest heaving like I had just run miles.
My panties, twisted and bunched around one thigh, rubbed uselessly against the side of his shaft, offering no cover anymore. Everything was wet, everything was heat, everything was the thick, steady pressure of him spreading me open further with every helpless grind.
I squeezed my thighs tighter around his waist, trying slow the trembling that had taken over my legs, but the grip only dragged me down harder, sheathing more of him inside me. the thick flare of his cock stretching the swollen entrance of my pussy, dragging hot over my delicate inner walls, catching and slipping deeper every time my hips rolled.
Rory’s hands stayed gentle at my waist, thumbs stroking in slow, easy circles, not forcing, just waiting, holding me steady while I ruined myself on him. He tipped his hips once, so subtle it almost wasn't a movement, and the thick head of his cock popped a little deeper inside, making me jolt and clutch his shirt in both fists, my breath breaking out in a harsh, desperate sound.
The lights of the backyard flickered in my peripheral vision, blurry and soft, but I didn’t dare look toward the fire anymore. I didn't want to see Ron. I didn't want to know if he was still watching, or if he had turned away to let it happen without seeing every second of it.
I rolled my hips again, the motion clumsy and wet and hungry, and Rory’s cock pushed another inch deeper into the burning heat of my body. The stretch burned sweet and filthy, filling me up so slowly every ridge, every pulse, every thick grinding throb of him slipping deeper, all of it under my dress.
I whimpered against his throat, the sound shaking loose without control, and rocked again, dragging my swollen folds further down over him. The thick ridge of his shaft slipped against the tender inner walls of my cunt, and my thighs shook so hard I thought they would give out completely.
The weight of my dress pooled around us, hiding the slow, wet fuck from the party, but my body betrayed it in every way it could, my fists twisting tighter in his shirt, my hips grinding harder, my breath hiccupping out in frantic little gasps that made my shoulders shake.
I pressed my face deeper against his neck, clinging to him, hiding, while my body rocked and took him deeper, an inch at a time, until the thick head of his cock was fully lodged inside me and the first few inches of his shaft slid snug and dripping into the aching, dripping heat of my cunt.
There was no more pretending. No more almost. He was inside me now, and my body was pulling him deeper with every trembling breath.
Rory stayed still underneath me, his hands steady at my waist, letting me decide, letting me move. My thighs trembled, clamped tight around him, but even through the shaking, my hips began to roll, slow and shallow at first, dragging the thick length of his cock deeper into the dripping, clenching heat of my body.
The stretch made my breath catch, sharp and high in my chest. His cock filled me so wide it bordered on painful, but the sweet, wet ache of it only made me rock harder, chasing the friction I couldn’t stop craving. My panties, stretched and useless at my hip, did nothing to hide the way the thick ridge of him split me open, grinding deeper with each desperate grind of my hips.
I whimpered against his throat, my voice thin and broken, and clutched at his shoulders like I could hold myself together if I just clung tight enough. But my hips kept moving, slow and sticky, lifting barely an inch before dropping again, driving the heavy thickness of his cock further inside me until the base of him pressed hot against the soaked lips of my pussy.
I blinked hard, my vision blurring under the sway of patio lights overhead, the throb of music pounding somewhere behind me. The night felt too bright, too loud, like a dream sliding out of control. I rocked again, dragging myself up his cock with a shiver, then sliding down in a slow, dripping stroke that punched a low moan from my chest before I could stop it.
Rory’s hands tightened at my hips, guiding me now, tilting me forward so the next roll of my hips drove him even deeper, grinding my clit against the hard press of his pubic bone through the thin, twisted cloth. I whimpered again, a soft helpless noise that made him groan low under his breath, his mouth brushing the side of my neck.
I squeezed him tighter with my thighs, clamping down around the thick, dripping stretch of him filling me so completely like I might tear apart. Every slow thrust dragged more heat from my core, more drippingness, more trembling pleasure that made it impossible to stop. I was sliding on him now, dripping, my panties sticking and dragging at the side of my body as I fucked him in slow, aching strokes, my dress hiding everything.
I buried my face against his shoulder, my breath coming out in short, broken pants, small moans slipping out between every roll of my hips. Each slow thrust felt like it lasted forever, my body clenching down around him, pulling him deeper, harder, grinding the swollen folds of my pussy against the thick, veined shaft stretching me open from the inside out.
There was no stopping anymore. There was no pretending. There was only the slow, dripping grind of my body riding his, hidden under the thin cotton of my dress, while the world burned soft and golden around us and I lost myself a little more with every thrust.
Rory shifted under me again, and this time there was nothing slow or careful about it. His hands slid from my hips to the curve of my ass, gripping me hard, guiding my body down with a firmer pressure. I gasped, the breath punched right out of me as his cock shoved deeper, the thick stretch forcing a sharp, desperate moan out of my mouth before I could stop it.
I clutched his shoulders, my fingers clawing at his shirt, but my hips were moving faster now, grinding and rolling without rhythm, without thought, chasing the wet, overwhelming friction that made my clit throb and my muscles tighten uncontrollably around him.
The soaked cotton of my panties clung to my thigh. The swing of my dress masked the way my body was riding him in short, urgent thrusts, but the sounds, the dripping, wet slap of flesh, the soft, broken whimpers slipping past my lips, were getting harder to hide.
I pressed my face against his neck, trying smother the desperate noises coming out of me, but every grind of my hips made it worse. His cock dragged through the dripping heat of my pussy, thick and heavy and pulsing with every slow drag and hard push, the ridges along his shaft scraping every nerve inside me raw.
I whimpered again, louder this time, and Rory groaned into my hair, his hips flexing up to meet the frantic, clumsy thrusts of my body. His cock filled me so deep the stretch in the pit of my stomach, the thick, grinding pressure rubbing against every swollen, aching place inside me.
My thighs shook around him, my knees slipping against the rough denim of his jeans, my whole body dripping with sweat and need. I tried to slow down, tried to catch my breath, but Rory pulled me tighter against him, and the next thrust punched another helpless cry out of my mouth.
The background hum of the party felt far away now, unreal, like it belonged to some other life. The lights blurred into soft halos. The music thudded behind the thick haze of heat and pressure and dripping friction between us.
I rolled my hips harder, grinding down against him in sharp, desperate strokes, my breath coming in frantic little gasps I couldn’t smother anymore. I clung to him like he was the only thing holding me together, the only thing anchoring me while my body burned itself up from the inside out.
His cock slammed into the dripping flow of my cunt with every messy thrust, the dripping sounds between us getting louder, wetter, dirtier. I whimpered into his throat, my fingers digging into his hair, and rocked harder, faster, losing the last of my control.
If anyone got close enough now, they would hear it, the soft, wet slap of my pussy clenching around him, the breathless cries slipping out of me, the quiet, broken moans that I couldn’t hold back.
I didn’t care anymore. I couldn’t. I was riding him now, frantic and dripping and shameless, hidden only by the thin, useless shield of my dress and the lazy, drunken obliviousness of the party around us.
I ground down harder, my thighs straining, my breath breaking in quick, high gasps. Rory’s hands slid under my dress, gripping my hips, guiding me faster, sloppier, grinding me down onto the thick, dripping heat of his cock. The whole world narrowed to the wet slap of skin under the thin swing of my dress, the raw stretch inside me, the frantic, clenching roll of my pussy sucking him deeper with every thrust.
I was so close I could taste it, my body locking tight, my muscles fluttering around him in desperate, greedy pulses. The pleasure built fast, like something breaking loose under my ribs, ready to tear me apart.
Then a shadow moved in the corner of my eye.
Before I could even react, a hand curled around my shoulder, warm, familiar, and I froze solid, my whole body going rigid around Rory’s cock still buried deep inside me. I held my breath.
Ron.
He bent down, his hand squeezing my shoulder like nothing was wrong, like he was just pulling me out of a conversation. His mouth brushed close to my ear, casual, almost lazy.
"See you out front when you’re done here,” he said, his voice easy and low. "I'll be in the car."
He squeezed my shoulder once more, light and familiar, and straightened up without waiting for an answer.
I sat there, perched on Rory’s lap, my pussy stretched wide around the thick, throbbing length of his cock, the sticky wetness dripping down my thighs, my heart pounding so hard I could barely see. I stared blankly at the soft string lights swinging overhead as Ron strolled across the lawn, his silhouette easy and relaxed, like he hadn't just walked up and found his best friend's cock buried deep inside his wife barely hidden under her skirt.
Rory shifted under me, and the thick, aching drag of his cock inside my clenching pussy snapped the last fragile thread of control I had left.
I whimpered, a raw desperate sound, and started moving again , riding him harder, wetter, grinding down so fast and sloppy I could hear the sounds between us over the muffled thump of music.
The orgasm hit like a slap, fierce and shuddering, locking my muscles so tight around him I thought I might crush him. I buried my face against his neck, my whole body jerking in helpless spasms as the waves of pleasure ripped through me.
I rode it out, trembling and broken, grinding down in frantic, dripping strokes, squeezing and milking the thick, pulsing heat of him buried inside me. My cries muffled against his skin, but they were there, sharp and high and gasping with every hard slam of my hips against his.
Rory groaned, his fingers digging into my hips, and him stiffen, the first hot spurt of his cum filling me, deep and messy, as my pussy clenched and fluttered and sucked him in tighter. I rocked through it, milking every drop, letting the dirty heat spill out between my thighs, dripping into the twisted mess of my panties.
The dress still covered us. The party still buzzed and hummed around us like nothing had happened. But my cunt was dripping full of him, my thighs shaking, my body still quivering against his, wrecked and sated and aching, while my husband waited in the car for me to come home.
I sat frozen for a moment longer, Rory still pulsing deep inside me, the hot slip of his cum leaking out around the thick stretch of him, dripping into the tangled cotton of my panties. My thighs quivered around his hips, my breath scraping rough and shallow against his neck.
Slowly, carefully, I lifted myself off him, feeling the thick, messy slide of his cock pulling free, leaving me open and aching and dripping between my legs. I caught the hem of my dress and tugged it down as best I could, smoothing it with shaking hands, but the sticky heat smeared along my inner thighs was impossible to hide.
Rory leaned back in his chair, arms loose over the sides, breathing hard but wearing a lazy, satisfied grin. I didn’t look at him again. I couldn't.
I pulled away, weaving slightly on my feet, and picked my way across the grass toward the side gate, ignoring the low throb between my legs, the dampness clinging to my skin with every step. The chatter and music faded behind me as I slipped out onto the dark, quiet street.
The car idled at the curb, headlights off, engine humming low.
I yanked the door open and slid into the passenger seat, tugging my dress down over my thighs with trembling fingers.
Ron sat behind the wheel, one arm draped loosely over the steering wheel, his body relaxed like he had been waiting for me all along. He didn’t say anything. Just turned his head, slow and easy, and looked at me.
I opened my mouth, I didn't even know what I was about to say, but before I could speak, he lifted his hand.
He pressed two fingers gently against my lips, his touch light but absolute, silencing me without a word.
His eyes, steady and unreadable, held mine for a long, quiet second. A slow grin touched the corner of his mouth, just the barest curve.
Then he dropped his hand back to the wheel, shifted the car into gear, and pulled away from the curb like nothing in the world had was wrong.
I sat there in the dark beside him, the wet heat still dripping into my panties, the stretch of Rory’s cock still burning inside me, my body wrecked and trembling and aching, and said nothing at all.
Ron drove in silence for a few minutes, the night rushing past the windows, the soft hum of the engine filling the space between us. Just as we turned onto the highway, he tapped the steering wheel lightly with his fingers and said, almost absently, almost like it didn’t matter.
"Rory’s finally opened his cottage up north. Said we should all head up next weekend. What do you think of that? Just three of us, maybe.”
He glanced at me once, a small knowing curve at the corner of his mouth, then turned his eyes back to the road. The dark swallowed us whole, the heat between my legs still dripping my panties, the taste of everything that had just happened still thick on my tongue.
“If you’d like,” I managed to say in a tiny, caught voice.




No More Pretending

The cottage smelled faintly of cedar when we stepped inside, the wood floors cool against my bare feet. Rory dropped his bag in the corner with a heavy thud and stretched his arms, shirt pulling tight across his chest. Ron brushed past me with the cooler, his shoulder grazing mine, and gave me a look I couldn’t read before disappearing into the kitchen.
I lingered in the doorway, fingers curling against the strap of my dress. Rory caught it, of course. His grin stretched lazy, his eyes sliding over me slow like he was trying to take in every inch.
“Nice place,” he said, voice low, half amused.
I swallowed and tugged at the hem of my dress. “You act like you built it yourself.”
He shrugged, stepping closer, the heat from his body already brushing my skin. I turned quick toward the kitchen, hearing bottles clink as Ron stacked them in the fridge.
“You two fighting over the big bed, or do I just call it now?” Rory’s voice followed me, teasing, too casual.
Ron answered from the kitchen, tone even, almost careless. “We’ll figure it out.”
I opened a cupboard just to keep my hands busy. Glasses rattled inside, my fingers trembling too much to pick one. When Rory came up behind me, his chest nearly touched my back, his breath sliding warm along the edge of my neck.
“Want me to get that for you?” he murmured.
I jerked the cupboard shut, heat crawling up my cheeks, and stepped sideways out of reach. Ron appeared then, leaning in the doorway, one hand hooked on the frame, beer dangling from the other. He watched us for a moment, silent, his eyes flicking from Rory’s smirk to my flushed face.
Then he smiled, slow, deliberate, and tipped his beer. “Porch has the best view. Sunset’s just starting.”
I followed him outside, grateful for the air, but the tightness in my chest didn’t ease. The lake stretched wide and still, golden light skimming across the ripples. I wrapped my arms around myself, dress clinging soft to my thighs in the evening breeze.
Rory joined us, dropping into a chair like he owned the place. He spread his legs, his knees brushing mine, the barest nudge that lingered too long. I froze, pretending to focus on the horizon.
Ron sank into the chair across from me, tilting his head back, watching us through half-lidded eyes. “You two gonna sit there all stiff?” he asked, voice slow, easy, like he was coaxing a secret out.
Rory’s hand found the armrest between us, his knuckles grazing my fingers. The touch was nothing, barely there, but it jolted through me like a spark.
I glanced at Ron, waiting for some sign, anger, warning, anything. Instead, he smiled again, slow and knowing, and sipped his beer.
Rory’s fingers brushed mine once more, deliberate this time, his grin lazy as he watched me squirm.
I didn’t move my hand.
The porch boards creaked under my chair as I shifted, arms hugging my waist like the night air had turned colder than it really was. The lake stretched out quiet and gold in front of us, but I couldn’t settle. My stomach knotted, nerves crawling up through my chest, and for the first time since Ron had suggested this trip, I wondered if I’d let things go too far.
We hadn’t said much on the drive up. Ron’s hand had rested loose on the wheel, calm, steady, like he wasn’t carrying the weight of what he’d walked in on at that party. I had spent the whole ride replaying it, the heat of Rory’s lap, the helpless grind of my body, Ron’s voice in my ear telling me to meet him out front. The silence in the car had been worse than shouting. Worse than anything.
Now here we were, the three of us, pretending this was normal. Pretending this was just a weekend getaway.
Rory stretched his arms across the back of his chair, his hand brushing against my shoulder. The casualness of it made my skin prickle. I glanced at Ron, expecting a flicker of disapproval, something, but he only sipped his beer, eyes half-closed, like he was listening to the loons calling across the water.
“You’re quiet,” Rory said to me, voice low, almost coaxing.
I forced a smile. “Just tired from the drive.”
It was a lie. My pulse was pounding so hard I felt it in my wrists.
Rory leaned forward, elbows on his knees, his eyes locked on me. “You sure? Thought you’d be the life of the party out here.”
I swallowed and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. His words weren’t sharp, but they pressed against the thin edge of everything we hadn’t said out loud yet. The kiss. The lap. The fuck. The fact that Ron hadn’t stopped it, not then, not after.
Ron set his beer down on the porch rail and stood, stretching slow. “I’ll start the fire,” he said, his voice steady. He disappeared inside, leaving me alone with Rory.
My breath caught. I shifted in my chair, my knees brushing his again. Too close. Too deliberate.
“You’re nervous,” Rory murmured, almost like he was teasing, almost like he knew.
I shook my head, a smile I couldn’t hold steady pulling at my lips. “I’m fine.”
But I wasn’t. I couldn’t tell if I was waiting for Ron to come back or afraid that he would.
Rory reached for my hand where it rested on the armrest. His fingers grazed mine, slow, deliberate, and my pulse jumped so hard it made my breath hitch.
I should have pulled back. I didn’t.
The scrape of the screen door opening made me flinch. Ron stepped out, arms full of firewood, his eyes skimming over the two of us without breaking stride. No pause. No sign of surprise. Just a small curl of a smile as he crouched by the pit and started stacking logs.
My throat tightened. Whatever this weekend was supposed to be, it was already happening.
The fire crackled low as Ron stacked the last of the kindling, crouched steady like he had done it a thousand times before. Sparks flared, drifting up into the dark. I hugged my knees to my chest, the porch chair too stiff under me, my body buzzing like I’d had too much to drink even though I hadn’t.
This wasn’t how I pictured it. Not really. When Ron mentioned the cottage, his voice had been so calm, so measured, I thought maybe he wanted to forget. A quiet weekend, the three of us, nothing more. But the way he moved now, unbothered, almost indulgent, made me wonder if forgetting was the last thing on his mind.
Rory leaned back, chair tipped on two legs, a beer dangling from his hand. He watched Ron work like he was waiting for him to step aside, like he knew where this was going. When his eyes slid back to me, slow and direct, I felt heat crawl down my throat.
“You always sit that stiff?” he asked, nodding at the way my knees hugged my chest.
I let my legs drop, pushing my dress down over my thighs with jittery hands. “Just cold.”
He smirked, tipped his chair forward, and reached for the bottle opener on the table. His hand brushed mine as he did, just enough to jolt me, to remind me how close we really were. I swallowed hard, a flick of panic rushing through me, but when I glanced at Ron, he was blowing gently on the fire, coaxing the flame higher, no sign he’d seen a thing.
I couldn’t read him. I hated that I couldn’t.
The logs caught, smoke curling sharp and earthy into the air. Ron settled back on his heels, wiping his hands on his jeans. He looked at me then, eyes steady, the firelight throwing shadows across his face. For a second I thought maybe he’d say something, draw a line, make it clear, but instead he just stood and stretched, easy, like he had all the time in the world.
“Let’s sit by the fire,” he said. His tone was simple, almost casual, but it left no room for argument.
I stood, smoothing my dress down again, my knees unsteady. Rory rose too, close behind me, his hand brushing my lower back as though guiding me forward. The touch was small, nothing anyone else would notice, but it made my stomach flip.
Ron pulled a blanket from a wicker basket and tossed it onto one of the chairs by the fire. “For you,” he said, eyes on me, voice even.
I caught it, clutching the soft fabric against my chest. The fire popped, sparks scattering, and I sat slowly, aware of Rory sliding into the chair beside mine. His thigh pressed warm against me under the blanket before I could stop it.
I breathed in sharp, the heat of him seeping straight through, and lifted my eyes to Ron. He was watching me again, quiet, unreadable, and I couldn’t tell if that tiny curl at the corner of his mouth was approval, or something else entirely.
The blanket slid across my lap as I shifted, trying to put a little space between Rory and me, but his thigh stayed firm against mine. I thought Ron might notice, might clear his throat or tell Rory to move, but he only leaned back in his chair, one hand draped over the armrest, firelight catching in his eyes.
The knot in my stomach tightened. This wasn’t an accident. None of it was.
Rory tipped his beer to his lips, throat working slow as he drank. When he lowered it, his eyes cut to mine, unblinking. He didn’t touch me again, not outright, but the weight of his leg pressed against mine, steady, patient, daring me to shift away. I didn’t. I couldn’t.
Ron spoke first, his voice calm, almost lazy. “Nice to finally get the three of us up here.”
The words were nothing on the surface, but I heard the shape of them differently, like a test. My chest tightened. I forced a smile, tucking the blanket tighter around me. “It’s… nice.”
Rory chuckled low. “Better than that party.” His hand slid over the armrest, brushing against the edge of the blanket. His knuckles grazed my thigh under the fabric, a subtle stroke hidden from view.
Heat shot through me, and I darted a look at Ron. He didn’t move. He sipped his beer, eyes steady, as if he had seen every detail and chosen not to stop it.
My heart hammered. I wanted to speak, to break the tension with something light, but my throat stuck. Rory’s fingers curled just slightly against my thigh, testing, and I shivered so hard I thought it might give me away.
Ron’s gaze lingered on me, then drifted back to the fire. “You cold?” he asked, the corner of his mouth curving.
“Little bit,” I said, my voice thinner than I meant.
He nodded once, like he accepted the answer, like he wouldn’t call me on the lie.
Rory leaned closer, his voice brushing my ear. “I can fix that.”
The words sent a bolt straight down my spine. I should’ve laughed it off, shoved his hand away, but my body betrayed me. I tightened the blanket instead, holding it against myself like it could disguise the way my legs pressed tighter together under his touch.
Ron’s silence was worse than anything. Every time his eyes caught mine across the fire, calm, unreadable, it made me question whether I was complicit or trapped, or both.
Rory’s thumb stroked slow over my thigh under the blanket, each pass heavier, more certain. My breath hitched, and I pretended to adjust the fabric, but he didn’t let go. His grip stayed, warm and steady, like he knew I wouldn’t stop him.
The crack of the fire filled the silence, and I realized my pulse had climbed so high it was in my throat. Ron took another sip of his beer, slow and deliberate, and set the bottle down on the porch rail with a soft clink.
When he finally spoke again, it was quiet, almost thoughtful. “Maybe it’s better if we stop pretending.”
The words froze me solid, the fire snapping loud in the sudden silence.
Rory’s hand stilled on my thigh, heavy and certain now, no more testing. My breath caught, the fire popping sharp in the silence after Ron’s words. Stop pretending. He had said it without looking angry, without raising his voice, just calmly, like he was acknowledging something we all already knew.
My skin buzzed. I clutched the blanket tighter to my lap, heart slamming, but Rory didn’t hesitate. His fingers slid higher, slow, dragging the fabric of my dress with them. My pulse jumped so hard it made my breath shake.
I glanced at Ron, desperate for a sign, stop this, pull me away, anything, but he only leaned back in his chair, eyes on me, his expression unreadable except for the faint curve of a smile at the corner of his mouth. He wasn’t stopping it. He wasn’t going to.
Rory shifted closer, his knee knocking mine apart just enough. The blanket hid everything, but the pressure of his thigh opening me, the weight of his hand on my skin, sent heat pulsing low in my stomach.
“You hear him?” Rory murmured, voice thick. “No more pretending.”
I let out a shaky laugh, too thin to pass as real. “You’re insane.”
“Maybe,” he said, but his hand didn’t move away.
Ron’s eyes flicked between us once, then settled on me again. “You don’t have to act,” he said quietly, his voice steady. “We both know what you want.”
The words gutted me. My chest squeezed, my mouth opening and closing with nothing to say. Rory’s thumb traced lazy circles higher on my thigh, sliding toward the edge of my panties, and my body jolted with a sharp intake of breath.
I should’ve pulled the blanket away. I should’ve stood and gone inside. Instead, my knees pressed wider without meaning to, the soft weight of the fabric hiding every inch of it while Rory’s fingers slid higher still.
Ron didn’t move. He just watched, calm and slow, like he had all night to see how far I’d let it go.
Rory’s fingers found the damp edge of my panties, pushing them aside with practiced ease. My whole body stiffened, a choked gasp slipping out of me before I could stop it. I stared at Ron, my nails digging into the blanket, waiting for him to intervene, but his only reaction was a slow sip of his beer, his eyes steady on mine over the rim of the bottle.
Rory’s fingers slid against me, hot and deliberate, and I broke, my head tipping back, my breath rushing out in a ragged sound. I bit my lip to muffle it, but the firelight flickered and Ron saw everything. He didn’t flinch. He didn’t look away.
“Good girl,” Rory murmured, his voice low, almost smug.
And Ron smiled, small, certain, like this was exactly what he had brought me here for.
Rory’s hand moved with slow confidence, his fingers slipping easily against the heat he’d already found. My whole body jerked, my knees parting wider under the blanket, and I couldn’t stop the low sound that broke in my throat.
Ron leaned back in his chair, arms folding loosely across his chest, the firelight flickering over his face. He wasn’t surprised. He wasn’t angry. He just watched, calm and steady, his eyes holding mine while Rory’s fingers worked deeper.
The blanket slid down my lap, baring more of my thighs, but Ron made no move to cover me. My cheeks burned hot, but my hips rocked helplessly into Rory’s touch, every stroke pushing me further out of control.
“You’re soaked,” Rory whispered, his breath hot at my ear. His fingers curled inside me, deliberate, and I gasped so sharp it made my chest ache.
Ron’s mouth curved the slightest bit at the corner, a smile that wasn’t kind but wasn’t cruel either. Just knowing.
I tried to close my legs, to trap Rory’s hand and stop myself from falling apart in front of my husband, but he pushed my knees wider and kept going, steady and patient, like he had all the time in the world. My breath hitched high, frantic, and Ron’s gaze never wavered.
“You want him,” Ron said finally, his tone flat, certain.
My throat closed. I wanted to deny it, shake my head, say no. But my body betrayed me, the sharp clench of my thighs, the wet sound under Rory’s fingers, the desperate grind of my hips against his hand.
Rory chuckled low. “She does.”
I shivered, shame and hunger tangling until I couldn’t tell the difference. Ron leaned forward now, elbows on his knees, his eyes locked on me.
“Then show me,” he said.
The words landed heavy, final. No more pretending. No more excuses.
Rory pulled the blanket fully away, baring my legs in the firelight. His fingers slid free, glistening, and he brought them to his lips with a slow, lazy grin before tugging me up out of my chair. My knees almost buckled, but he steadied me, guiding me into his lap like it was already decided.
The thick press of his cock strained hard against me through his jeans, and I gasped, clinging to his shoulders as he ground me down against him. My panties were soaked, dragging sticky over the rough denim, and I whimpered helplessly.
Ron watched, silent, unmoving, eyes sharp as the fire flared brighter between us. He didn’t look away. He wanted this. He wanted to see every second.
Rory’s hands gripped my hips, rocking me harder against him, the hard ridge of his cock sliding over me until my head fell back and my mouth opened on a broken cry.
Ron’s voice came quiet but firm, carrying over the crackle of the fire. “Don’t stop now.”
And I didn’t.
Rory’s grip on my hips tightened, his cock grinding so hard against the soaked strip of my panties that I couldn’t breathe right. Every drag over the rough denim shot sparks through me, sharp and unbearable, and I clutched at his shoulders, nails digging in.
Ron sat steady across the fire, his face unreadable except for that small, deliberate curve of a smile. His silence pressed harder than words ever could, telling me exactly what he wanted, what he expected.
Rory’s hand slid up under my dress, shoving the hem higher until the night air hit the tops of my thighs. The heat of the fire and the cool brush of wind clashed against my skin, making me tremble. My panties, clinging and useless, were tugged roughly to the side, and the blunt head of his cock pushed against me through the thin barrier of denim only a moment longer before he fumbled at his zipper.
The sound was loud in my ears, metal teeth sliding open, the heavy thud of his jeans loosening. Then he freed himself, thick and hot, the swollen tip bumping against my bare folds, sticky and wet. My breath broke, sharp and helpless.
“Ready for this?” Rory murmured against my neck, his voice low, certain.
I shook my head, weak, but my hips rolled down into him anyway, dragging the fat head of his cock through the slippery heat between my legs.
Ron leaned forward now, elbows on his knees, watching me with steady, unblinking eyes. “Do it,” he said quietly.
The words knocked the last resistance out of me. Rory gripped my hips harder, lining himself up, and with one slow, relentless push, the broad head of his cock split me open.
I gasped so sharp it sounded like a sob, my body clenching tight around him. The stretch was brutal, shocking, but the deep pulse of heat behind it was worse, too much, too good. My thighs shook against his sides as he sank deeper, inch by thick inch, until I was seated fully on him, stretched and stuffed, trembling in his lap.
“Fuck,” Rory groaned, his head dropping back. His hands flexed on my hips, pulling me tighter, grinding me down.
My breath came ragged, sharp little whimpers slipping out of me no matter how hard I bit my lip. I turned my head, desperate, and locked eyes with Ron across the fire. He hadn’t moved. He just watched, calm and steady, the faint smile still touching his mouth.
“You feel that?” Rory rasped against my ear, rocking me up and down in shallow strokes. “You’re squeezing me so tight.”
The drag of his cock inside me made my head spin, every thrust stretching and filling me until I couldn’t think of anything but the wet, clenching heat between us. My nails dug into his shoulders, my body rolling with his without choice.
Ron tipped his beer bottle toward me, his voice even, unshaken. “Take all of him.”
And I did.
Rory’s cock drove deeper, slow at first, then harder, and the stretch wrenched a sharp cry out of me. My thighs quivered as he filled me, every inch dragging through the soaked clutch of my pussy, swollen around him. The thick ridge of his shaft scraped against every tender spot inside me, raw and relentless, until I clutched his shoulders so hard my fingers ached.
“God, you’re so fucking wet,” Rory groaned, his voice rough, strained. His hips bucked up, forcing me higher, then slamming me back down, the wet slap of us hidden only by the crackle of the fire.
I gasped, my mouth falling open, but the sound barely made it out before his next thrust drove it into a whimper. I couldn’t stop moving, my hips rocked in messy, desperate rolls, clenching tight around him every time he bottomed out.
Ron sat across from us, beer loose in his hand, his body calm but his eyes sharp on mine. He didn’t blink, didn’t shift, just watched as Rory fucked me in his lap, his gaze steady and heavy enough that my cheeks burned hotter than the fire.
The blanket had slipped to the ground, forgotten. My dress was bunched around my waist now, baring my thighs as Rory gripped them, his fingers digging deep into my skin to hold me steady while he drove up into me. The wet, sloppy sound of my body giving way to him grew louder with every stroke, obscene and impossible to ignore.
I tried to muffle the broken cries spilling out of me, burying my face against Rory’s shoulder, but he yanked my head back, forcing me to look at Ron.
“Don’t hide,” Rory growled, breath hot against my cheek. “Let him see.”
My vision blurred as my hips bucked harder, my pussy clenching so tight around him I thought I’d break. Ron’s mouth curved again at the corner, not wide, not smug, just steady, knowing, like this was exactly what he wanted all along.
Rory’s cock slammed into me, hard and relentless, the fat head punching deep with every thrust until I couldn’t hold back the sounds anymore. Moans poured out of me, high and frantic, riding over the crack of the fire. Each wet slap of him inside me was louder, filthier, than the last.
“You love it,” Rory rasped in my ear, his pace picking up, pounding me down harder. “Taking me in front of him. You can’t stop, can you?”
My nails clawed at his shoulders, my body jerking helplessly with every thrust. I shook my head, desperate, but my hips told the truth, slamming down into his lap, grinding on him, taking him deeper, wetter, rougher.
Ron shifted for the first time, leaning forward slightly, his elbows on his knees. His eyes pinned me in place. “Answer him.”
A shudder tore through me, my voice ragged, shaking. “I can’t stop.”
Rory groaned deep, thrusting up harder, his cock stretching me so wide my thighs trembled uncontrollably. His hands slid up under my dress, grabbing handfuls of my ass, bouncing me in his lap until the wet slap of us echoed off the porch.
I cried out, raw and broken, the orgasm hitting me like a shock, tight, shuddering pulses squeezing his cock so hard it made him groan, his thrusts ragged now. My whole body shook, jerking in his hold, my cries sharp and helpless as the waves ripped through me.
“Good girl,” Ron said, quiet but firm, his eyes never leaving mine.
Rory growled against my neck, his cock swelling, and then the first hot spurt of his cum shot deep inside me. I gasped, my body locking up, milking him as he filled me, thick and messy, every thrust grinding it deeper. My thighs shook violently, cum spilling down between us as he pumped through the last of it, panting hard in my ear.
The fire cracked louder, sparks flaring into the dark, but all I could hear was my own frantic breathing and the wet, filthy sounds of his cock still buried inside me.
Ron leaned back slowly, calm again, his mouth curling faint at the corner. “We’re not finished.”
Rory still throbbed inside me, the thick heat of his cum leaking out with every twitch of my body, when Ron finally stood. The scrape of his chair on the porch boards made me jolt, my chest heaving as I clutched tighter to Rory’s shoulders.
Ron set his empty beer bottle down on the railing, slow and deliberate. “Get her up,” he said.
Rory’s hands slid under my thighs, lifting me easily. His cock slipped free in a hot, messy rush, cum dripping down my swollen folds and streaking my thighs. I gasped, clamping my legs together instinctively, but Ron’s eyes fixed on me and I froze.
“Inside,” Ron said, his voice steady, unhurried.
Rory smirked and stood, still holding me. My dress rode high around my hips, the night air brushing wet, exposed skin as he carried me through the door. My head spun, the sound of my own breathing too loud in my ears.
The cottage was dim, only the glow from the fire spilling through the windows. Rory set me down on the heavy wooden table in the center of the room, the surface cool and hard under my back. My legs dangled off the edge, my dress bunched up around my waist, sticky wetness dripping down onto the wood.
Ron followed us in, closing the door behind him with a quiet click. He leaned against the frame, arms folded, his eyes on me the whole time. His calmness made my pulse slam harder, like no matter what happened next, he had already decided it would.
Rory pushed my knees apart, spreading me open, his cock still wet with cum and glistening in the low light. He stroked himself once, hard, smearing the wetness down the length of his shaft, then looked back at Ron.
“You want me to take her here?” Rory asked, his tone edged with challenge.
Ron tilted his head slightly, his voice quiet but sharp. “Don’t ask me. Ask her.”
Rory’s eyes snapped back to mine, his grin slow and deliberate. “Want it again?”
My breath hitched. My thighs trembled, every nerve raw, every muscle spent, but my body answered before my voice did. My knees pushed wider, bare and dripping in front of both of them.
“Yes,” I whispered, broken and small.
Ron’s mouth curved at the corner, satisfaction flickering there. “Then don’t make her wait.”
Rory didn’t. He gripped my hips and shoved forward, his cock slamming back inside me in one heavy thrust that made me cry out loud. The stretch was brutal, soaked cum smearing out around him, dripping off the edge of the table. I grabbed fistfuls of the wood, my nails scraping against it, my back arching as he drove in deep.
The sound was obscene, wet, slapping thrusts echoing in the quiet cottage. Rory’s pace picked up fast, hard and unrelenting, the table rattling under me. My breasts bounced with every slam, my breath coming out in ragged gasps.
Ron stepped closer now, slow, measured. He leaned against the table beside me, close enough that his thigh brushed my arm. He looked down at me, his eyes steady, his voice calm as ever.
“Look at me while he fucks you.”
I turned my head, locking on his gaze, my lips parted, my cries spilling out helplessly while Rory pounded into me, stretching me open and grinding deep.
Ron’s eyes didn’t waver. “That’s it. Show me how much you need it.”
And I did, my body bucking against the hard wood, my hips rolling up to meet every brutal thrust, cum and sweat and heat smearing between us as the cottage walls filled with the filthy slap of my surrender.
Rory yanked me off the table, spinning me so fast my palms slapped against the wood to catch myself. My dress bunched up around my waist, my panties hanging twisted at one thigh, useless now. He shoved my legs apart with his knees and bent me forward, my cheek brushing the cold surface.
The head of his cock dragged wet and heavy against me, smearing cum down my swollen folds, and then he slammed back inside with a brutal thrust. The impact rattled the table, my cry muffled against the wood.
“Fuck, she’s dripping,” Rory groaned, his hands clamped tight on my hips. He pulled out halfway, then drove back in, hard, the slap of it echoing sharp in the small room.
My nails scraped over the table, my body jerking with every thrust. Each stroke stretched me wide, sloppy heat spilling down my thighs, the thick drag of him relentless. My knees shook, but Rory’s grip held me in place, forcing me to take every brutal slam.
Ron circled us slowly, calm, unhurried. He stopped at the edge of the table, standing in front of me. I lifted my head, dazed, my lips parting around a sob of air. His eyes locked on mine, steady, unblinking.
“Open your mouth,” Ron said. His voice was quiet, absolute.
My lips parted wider, trembling. He slid two fingers between them, pressing down on my tongue, his touch firm but controlled. My moan vibrated around him, the sound broken, helpless, as Rory’s cock hammered into me from behind.
The table shook with the force of it, each thrust wet and filthy, Rory grunting low every time my pussy clenched around him. My throat worked against Ron’s fingers, my eyes watering, but I didn’t pull back. I couldn’t.
“You feel how she’s gripping me?” Rory rasped, his voice rough, strained.
Ron’s eyes flicked to him, then back to me. His smile was small, sharp. “She was made for it.”
A shudder ripped through me, my body clenching so hard it dragged a raw groan out of Rory. He slammed deeper, faster, my ass bouncing against his hips, my cunt dripping down both of us. The wet sounds filled the room, louder than the fire popping outside, louder than my muffled cries around Ron’s fingers.
“Look at me,” Ron ordered. His tone didn’t rise, but it pinned me harder than Rory’s thrusts ever could.
I lifted my gaze, tears streaking hot down my cheeks, my eyes locking on his as Rory pounded me from behind, every brutal stroke breaking me open further. My chest heaved, my body burning, but I didn’t look away.
Ron withdrew his fingers, wiping them casually against my cheek, smearing the shine across my skin. “Good girl,” he murmured.
Rory’s thrusts grew frantic, his breath rough in my ear. “Gonna fill you again, fuck, she’s begging for it.”
And I was. My body betrayed me, clenching hard, rolling back into every thick, messy stroke, my voice ragged as it broke free into a cry I couldn’t smother.
Ron leaned in close, his lips brushing my temple, his voice low, steady, commanding. “Take it all.”
And Rory drove in deep, hips slamming flush against me as the hot flood of his cum spilled inside, filling me until it dripped down my thighs in thick, filthy streams.
Rory collapsed forward for a moment, chest wet against my back, his cock still pulsing inside me. I gasped as he dragged out, the thick, wet mess of him spilling down my thighs. My knees nearly buckled, my palms still flat on the table, trembling too hard to push myself upright.
Ron’s hand slid to my arm, steadying me. He helped me stand, his grip firm, almost gentle. His eyes roamed me slowly, my dress wrinkled around my waist, my thighs streaked with cum, my lips swollen, wet from his fingers. He didn’t look shocked. He looked satisfied, like the night was following a plan only he understood.
“Bedroom,” Ron said, quiet but final.
Rory’s hand pressed against the small of my back, guiding me forward. My legs felt weak, my body aching, dripping with every step, but they moved me through the short hall until we reached the open door at the end. The bed was neatly made, sheets tucked tight, but the moment we entered, it stopped feeling like Ron’s cottage and started feeling like something else entirely, like a stage, set for what came next.
Ron stood in the doorway, arms crossed, his gaze heavy on me. “On the bed.”
My throat tightened. I sat slowly, then lay back, the blanket cool against my overheated skin. My dress was still twisted high, my panties useless, clinging to one thigh. Rory stood at the foot of the bed, his cock still half-hard, wet with our mess. He stroked himself once, his grin lazy and certain.
Ron stepped closer, his shadow falling across me. He didn’t touch, not yet. He looked down at me stretched out, my legs still parted from where Rory had used me, cum sticky on my skin, and he tilted his head slightly.
“Do you want more?” His tone was measured, but the weight of it pressed against me harder than his hand on my arm had.
My chest heaved, words caught in my throat, but my body answered first, my knees falling open wider, baring everything to both of them.
“Yes,” I whispered.
Rory chuckled, low and eager, climbing onto the bed between my legs. His hands slid up my thighs, spreading me further, and he pushed his cock against me, already soaked with the mess of before. He didn’t wait this time. He drove in with one hard thrust, filling me to the hilt.
I cried out, arching against the sheets, my fists twisting in the blanket.
Ron sat on the edge of the bed beside me, his hand brushing through my hair, holding my head steady so my eyes stayed on him. “Good,” he murmured, his thumb stroking the side of my cheek as Rory slammed into me, the bed rocking with the force of it. “You’re doing exactly what you should.”
My body writhed between them, Rory pounding me raw and wet from below while Ron anchored me with that calm, steady hand, keeping me open, keeping me seen.
The cottage walls shook with the sound of it, the slap of flesh, my gasps and cries, the groan of the bedframe, while Ron’s voice cut through, low and certain, directing every second.
Rory’s hips slammed into me, hard and wet, the bedframe thudding against the wall with each stroke. My thighs trembled, wide open, every thrust punching a sharp cry from my throat. Cum from before smeared with the new flood of cum, the sounds between us obscene, loud, messy, inescapable.
Ron sat steady at my side, his hand in my hair, thumb pressing at the corner of my mouth. His voice stayed calm, unhurried, even as my body jerked and writhed under Rory’s relentless pace.
“Keep your eyes on me,” he said.
I tried, but my head kept tipping back, my lashes fluttering as the thick drag of Rory’s cock pushed me closer to breaking. Ron’s grip tightened, firm, forcing my gaze back to him. “No hiding. Let me see everything.”
Rory groaned low behind me, his thrusts turning rougher, his cock driving so deep I felt it knock something low in my belly. My nails raked the sheets, tearing them loose, my body arching up into the thrusts no matter how hard I tried to keep still.
“Fuck, she’s gripping me so tight,” Rory gasped, sweat dripping onto my thighs as he bent lower, his chest pressing down into me.
Ron’s thumb slid between my lips again, pushing past them, his eyes locked to mine while Rory pounded into me. “Say it,” Ron murmured, his tone calm but heavy. “Say what you’re doing.”
My voice shook, broken around his finger, but I forced the words out anyway. “I’m, fucking, Rory, ”
The admission ripped a moan straight from my chest, the truth spilling out raw. Ron’s eyes sharpened, his smile faint, approving. “Good girl.”
Rory groaned at the sound, his thrusts ragged now, hips slamming faster, harder, the wet slap of us echoing in the quiet bedroom. My legs locked tight around his waist, pulling him deeper, my body betraying every ounce of desperation.
I came hard, the orgasm tearing through me, clenching around his cock so violently I nearly threw him off. My cry rose high, sharp, broken, my thighs shaking as my pussy milked him in frantic, greedy pulses. Rory snarled into my neck, his cock swelling, and then he spilled again, hot and heavy, his cum flooding deep inside me until it leaked down my ass onto the sheets.
I collapsed back, trembling, my chest heaving as I gasped for air. Rory sagged against me, still buried deep, his cock twitching inside my soaked, aching cunt.
Ron’s hand left my hair, brushing instead down the line of my throat, his fingers curling lightly against my collarbone. “Not done,” he said evenly, his voice carrying the same calm authority as before. “Get her on her knees.”
Rory chuckled breathlessly, pulling free with a messy slide that left me open, dripping, cum running thick between my thighs. He flipped me over, tugging me down off the bed until my knees hit the floor. The carpet scratched my skin, my body weak and shaking, but they positioned me anyway, Rory behind me, Ron in front, both of them filling my vision.
Ron stood now, unbuckling his belt, his gaze steady on me as he let the leather fall open. “Open wide,” he said.
My mouth parted before I even thought about it, my tongue wet against my lips, my body trembling but ready, and obedient between them.
Rory hauled my hips up, his hands rough on my ass, spreading me open from behind. The head of his cock dragged wet and heavy along my folds, smearing cum down my thighs before he shoved back inside with one brutal stroke. I cried out, the sound muffled only when Ron stepped forward, his cock thick and stiff in front of my lips.
“Take him,” Ron said, calm, his hand fisting in my hair.
My mouth opened without hesitation, lips wrapping around the swollen head. The taste of salt hit my tongue, strong and dizzying. Ron pushed in slow, steady, filling my mouth as Rory slammed into me from behind, the twin stretch tearing me open in both directions.
The bedframe groaned above me with each heavy thrust, the slap of Rory’s hips loud and filthy. My moans vibrated around Ron’s cock, his shaft pushing deeper, until my throat worked helplessly around him.
“Good girl,” Ron murmured, his thumb stroking the side of my jaw as he held me steady. “Keep your mouth open for me.”
Rory grunted behind me, his pace hard and relentless. His cock drove in deep, cum gushing around him, every thrust pushing me forward onto Ron. I gagged, my eyes watering, but Ron held me firm, feeding me inch by inch until my lips touched the base of him.
My body shook between them, sweat dripping down my back, knees burning against the carpet. Every time Rory pulled out, he slammed back harder, jolting me deeper down Ron’s length. The noises spilling from my throat were wet and desperate, muffled cries swallowed around his cock.
“Listen to her,” Rory groaned, slamming into me, the wet slap of it obscene. “She can’t get enough.”
Ron’s hand tightened in my hair, pulling my head back just enough that his cock slid free with a wet pop. Strings of spit stretched from my lips to the tip, shining in the low light. His eyes stayed locked on mine, calm and dark. “You love it,” he said. Not a question, an order to admit it.
“Yes,” I gasped, breath ragged, my body trembling as Rory’s cock drove back into me, splitting me open again. “I love it.”
Rory growled at the sound, his pace turning frantic. He slammed me down onto my elbows, his hips hammering into me so hard the slap echoed sharp against the cottage walls. Cum leaked down my thighs, soaking the carpet, but he didn’t stop, didn’t slow.
Ron slid his cock back into my mouth, forcing me to take him deeper. My throat convulsed around him as Rory pounded into me, both of them using me at once, stretching me until I couldn’t breathe.
My cries turned to garbled moans around Ron’s length, my pussy clenching so hard around Rory that wet gushes spilled out with every stroke. The carpet burned my knees raw, my nails dug in, but I couldn’t stop rocking between them. Every thrust, every shove, fed the hunger tearing me apart.
“Fuck, she’s dripping everywhere,” Rory snarled, pounding harder, his cock glistening with the mess of both of us. His hand came down on my ass with a sharp crack, the sting making me jolt, my moan vibrating hard around Ron.
Ron groaned, his grip unshakable, pushing deeper into my throat until my eyes rolled back. “That’s it,” he said softly, almost coaxing. “Take it all. Show us.”
The fire roared outside, the room filled with the sounds of my surrender, the slap of Rory’s cock pounding me raw, the wet choke of my throat around Ron, the desperate, muffled cries that spilled out no matter how hard I tried to hold them back.
I came undone on my knees, the orgasm ripping through me violent and sudden. My whole body convulsed, clenching around Rory so tight it dragged a broken groan out of him. My moan strangled around Ron’s cock, the sound high and desperate as my body shook with wave after wave of release.
Rory slammed in deep, his hips jerking as he spilled inside me again, the hot rush flooding through my cunt and leaking out around him. At the same time Ron groaned, his cock swelling against my tongue before thick spurts of cum spilled down my throat.
Pinned between them, dripping from both ends, I swallowed and moaned and shook, every nerve on fire.
Ron’s voice came low, steady, his fingers stroking my cheek as I gasped for air. “You’re ours now.”
My body slumped forward, forehead pressed to the carpet, breath tearing out of me in ragged gasps. My knees burned, my thighs wet with cum, my mouth still wet from Ron’s cock. I thought maybe, just maybe, it was over.
It wasn’t.
Rory grabbed a fistful of my hair, yanking my head back so sharp I cried out. His cock, still hard and dripping, slapped heavy against my ass as he dragged me up onto shaky knees. “Not done,” he growled, his breath hot at my ear.
Ron crouched in front of me, calm as ever, his fingers sliding under my chin, tilting my face up. His eyes scanned me, swollen lips, spit shining down my chin, skin damp with sweat, and his mouth curved just slightly. “Look at her,” he said, quiet but satisfied. “She’s ruined. And she’s still open for more.”
My heart pounded, my body trembling, but I couldn’t deny it. My pussy ached, stretched raw, still dripping Rory’s cum down my thighs, but the needy pulse inside me hadn’t stopped. It begged for more.
Rory shoved me forward onto all fours, my palms flat against the carpet. He lined himself up again, no warning this time, and slammed his cock back inside me with one hard thrust. My scream cracked the silence, muffled into the rug, as my body clenched around him in a wet, messy spasm.
“Fuck, she’s still so tight,” Rory grunted, pounding into me fast, hard, cum gushing out around his shaft with every brutal stroke. His balls slapped against me, the wet slap sharp and relentless, the sound obscene in the quiet cottage.
Ron’s hand smoothed over my hair, gentle against the violence of Rory’s thrusts. His thumb brushed my temple as he crouched lower, voice low but clear. “Stay right here. Don’t move unless we tell you.”
“Yes,” I whimpered, broken, my arms shaking as Rory’s cock drove into me.
The carpet burned my knees raw, my back arched, my breasts swinging with every slam. My cries filled the room, high and ragged, the sound of a woman wrung out but unable to stop.
Rory slapped my ass, hard, making me jolt forward. “Beg for it,” he demanded, voice rough.
“Please,” I gasped, my cheek pressed to the floor. “Don’t stop, please, ”
Ron chuckled softly, shaking his head like I’d just proven his point. “You see? She’s ours now.”
Rory snarled, slamming into me harder, hips grinding deep, cock pounding the mess of cum already inside me deeper still. My cunt convulsed around him, wetter, sloppier, until I was leaking down my legs in thick streams.
“Fuck, she’s milking me again,” Rory groaned. His pace turned frantic, hips jerking, cock swelling inside me. My body answered, clenching tight, the orgasm ripping through me sudden and violent, my whole body shaking under him.
I screamed into the rug, my voice raw, every muscle locking up as pleasure ripped me apart. My pussy spasmed hard around his cock, sucking him in, refusing to let him go.
Rory groaned, loud and broken, and then he spilled again, hot spurts flooding me until I was dripping, overflowing, the mess running down my thighs in filthy streams. He collapsed forward, still buried inside me, panting hard.
But Ron wasn’t done.
He stood slowly, towering over me, his belt hanging open, his cock still hard. His voice came calm, steady, cutting through the wreckage of my cries. “On the bed. Both of you.”
Rory pulled out with a sloppy slide, cum pouring free of me, and shoved me forward. My arms buckled, my body trembling, but Ron caught me, guiding me up. He bent me over the mattress, my knees pressed into the edge, my ass high, my pussy leaking down my thighs.
He stepped in close, the thick head of his cock nudging against my messy, swollen entrance. I gasped, jerking, my body raw, overstimulated, but already opening.
“You’re going to take me now,” Ron said. Not a question. Not a suggestion.
And he pushed forward, slow, relentless, his cock splitting me wide again, forcing me to stretch around the husband I’d almost forgotten was waiting to use me all along.
Ron’s cock pressed into me, slow and steady, forcing my swollen pussy to spread around him. I gasped sharp, clutching at the mattress with both hands, my arms trembling as the head stretched me wider than I was ready for. The wet mess already inside me smeared over him, covering his shaft as he pushed deeper, inch by deliberate inch.
“Jesus, she’s dripping open,” Rory muttered from behind, his voice low, ragged. He leaned against the bedpost, still catching his breath, his eyes locked on where Ron was driving into me.
Ron’s hands clamped hard on my hips, anchoring me in place as he filled me. His pace wasn’t frantic like Rory’s had been. It was controlled, brutal in its slowness, making me feel every vein, every ridge as he stretched me deeper. My thighs shook, the edge of the mattress digging into them, but I couldn’t pull away. He had me pinned, body and mind both.
“Look at me,” Ron said, his voice flat, unyielding.
I turned my head, my cheek scraping the blanket, eyes wide and wet as he stared down at me. His thrusts picked up, harder now, his hips slamming into my ass with wet, heavy sounds. Cum spilled out around him with every drive, dripping down my thighs, soaking the sheets beneath me.
“You feel the difference?” he asked, his voice tight but controlled.
My breath caught in broken sobs of pleasure. “Yes,” I gasped.
“Say it.”
“You’re, different, ” My voice cracked as his cock hit deep, the thick stretch brutal against my tender insides. “You’re bigger, harder, ”
Rory groaned low, his hand stroking over his cock as he watched. “Fuck, listen to her.”
Ron’s thrusts grew faster, his grip bruising my hips, pounding into me until the mattress thudded against the wall with each slam. My body gave way under him, my knees sliding on the sheets, my arms collapsing until I was flat against the bed. He didn’t stop. He bent over me, his chest against my back, his cock driving deep as his mouth brushed my ear.
“You’re mine,” he murmured, his voice low, steady, devastating.
“Yes,” I sobbed, my body convulsing around him, the admission tearing free of me as my orgasm ripped through. My cunt clenched so hard around his cock I thought I might break, my thighs trembling uncontrollably, my cries muffled into the blanket.
Ron grunted, sharp and rough, slamming into me harder, faster, his cock swelling inside me. “Take it,” he growled. “Take all of it.”
And then he spilled, thick spurts flooding me, deeper and hotter than anything before. My body spasmed, my cunt milking him as he emptied into me, the wet mess pouring out around both of us. His hips jerked against my ass, grinding the cum deeper, filling me until I was overflowing.
I collapsed flat, shaking, my body spent, dripping, ruined. Ron stayed inside me, his weight pressing me into the mattress, his breath hot against the back of my neck.
Rory’s voice came rough, low. “Holy fuck. Look at her. She’s flattened.”
Ron slid a hand up my spine, calm, steady even now, and curled his fingers into my hair. “Not flattened,” he said quietly, his voice certain. “Ready for more.”
He pulled out slow, the gush of cum spilling free, and smacked my ass hard, making me jolt. “Flip her over.”
Rory moved instantly, grabbing my arms and hauling me onto my back. My body trembled, sore and wide open, thighs glistening with both their mess, my chest heaving as they loomed over me, one at the foot of the bed, the other at the head, both still hard, both far from finished.
Rory hooked his hands under my knees and shoved them wide, pressing them back toward my chest. My body opened helplessly, swollen and leaking, cum already smeared down my thighs and onto the sheets. He lined himself up again, his cock thick and wet, and slammed back inside me with a grunt.
I cried out, my back arching off the bed, the stretch brutal after Ron had just emptied me. My pussy clutched at him, messy and raw, sucking him in until his hips ground hard against mine.
“Still so fucking tight,” Rory growled, hammering me with fast, sloppy strokes. The bedframe rattled with each thrust, the headboard knocking the wall.
Ron stood at the side of the bed, stroking his cock slowly, his eyes locked on me. Calm as ever. Unblinking. “Don’t let her rest,” he said evenly.
Rory’s thrusts turned savage, pounding me flat into the mattress. Wet slaps echoed off the walls, cum spilling out around him, dripping onto the sheets. My cries came high and ragged, my body trembling under the assault, but my hips lifted to meet him anyway, chasing every thick, brutal stroke.
“Fuck, she’s begging for it,” Rory gasped, his cock swelling inside me. “You see her hips?”
Ron’s mouth curved faintly. “I see everything.”
I whimpered, clutching at the sheets, my nails tearing the fabric as my orgasm ripped through again. My pussy convulsed around Rory, milking him, dragging a guttural groan out of his chest. He slammed deep, held, and then spilled, thick spurts flooding into me, so much it gushed back out in filthy streams.
But he didn’t stay inside. He pulled free, his cock dripping, and staggered back with a curse.
Ron moved in instantly, calm, steady. He gripped my hips, still trembling, and pushed his cock back into me without pause. The gush of cum from Rory made the slide obscene, wet squelches loud as Ron buried himself to the hilt.
I screamed, my body jerking, too full, too raw, but Ron didn’t stop. His thrusts were deliberate, pounding, forcing all of it deeper. “This is how it should be,” he said, voice low, certain.
Rory wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, already stroking himself hard again as he watched Ron take me. “Keep her open,” he panted. “I’m not done either.”
Ron’s eyes never left mine. “Good,” he said. “She’ll take us both. Back to back. No breaks.”
My stomach clenched tight, my cries spilling without control as Ron drove into me harder, deeper, every slam forcing cum to leak around his cock. The sheets were soaked, my thighs wet and trembling, but they didn’t stop, didn’t slow.
Rory climbed onto the bed beside us, his cock already stiff again. He stroked it once, thick and wet, and smirked down at me. “You hear that?” he rasped, voice rough. “No breaks.”
Ron’s hips slammed into me, his voice calm even through the strain. “Open wider for him.”
I sobbed, broken, my knees already pressed to my chest, my body stretched to the limit. But I obeyed.
Rory shoved Ron’s shoulder, grinning like he couldn’t wait his turn. Ron pulled out slow, his cock glistening with cum, and before the mess could even drip down my thighs Rory shoved back inside.
The force of it punched a scream out of me, my nails tearing at the sheets. He rammed deep, the slap of his hips wet and savage, fucking me hard while Ron stood beside him, stroking his cock, his calm eyes locked on mine.
“Don’t stop,” Ron said evenly. “Fill her until she can’t take it.”
Rory groaned, his pace brutal, each thrust sloppy with the cum already inside me. Wet streams ran down my ass, soaking the sheets, the sound of it loud and filthy with every slam. My body writhed, hips lifting, my cries spilling raw into the room.
“Switch,” Ron ordered suddenly.
Rory pulled out, cum gushing after him, and Ron drove back in before my body could even close. The head of his cock shoved deep, stretching me wide, forcing another scream from my chest. My legs kicked helplessly, but he pinned me down, his thrusts steady, pounding, pushing everything deeper.
“Fuck, she’s dripping everywhere,” Rory snarled, watching. He stroked himself fast, spit flying from his mouth as he groaned.
Ron bent low over me, his chest heavy against mine, his eyes sharp. “You feel that?” he asked, his cock grinding deep.
“Yes,” I sobbed, the word breaking.
“You’re taking us. Both of us. No breaks.”
I nodded frantically, my body clenching around him, cum gushing out with each brutal stroke. My orgasm hit again, sharp and violent, ripping a scream out of me as my cunt milked him hard. Ron groaned, slamming deeper, his cock swelling as he spilled inside, hot spurts flooding me until I was dripping more than I thought possible.
He pulled out without hesitation, cum pouring free, and shoved Rory forward with a firm hand. Rory drove back in instantly, no pause, no warning, his cock sliding into the dripping mess Ron left behind. My back arched hard, my scream hoarse as he bottomed out in one thrust.
“Fuck, she’s open for anything now,” Rory groaned, pounding into me. His pace was frantic, ragged, cum spraying with every slam.
Ron’s hand stroked my hair back, his voice steady in contrast. “Breathe. Keep your eyes on me.”
I locked onto him, my chest heaving, every nerve in my body on fire as Rory fucked me through another orgasm, my cunt convulsing, leaking, ruined. My cries rose high, broken, until my throat burned.
Rory slammed deep one last time, hips jerking, and spilled inside me again, thick heat flooding the cum already dripping out. He groaned loud, collapsing against me for a second, his cock still twitching.
Ron’s voice cut sharp. “Out.”
Rory dragged free, panting, his cock smeared and wet. Ron shoved him aside, climbing back between my legs without a word. His cock, already stiff again, pressed hard against my open pussy.
My eyes went wide, my voice breaking on a whisper. “No, please, ”
“Yes,” Ron said simply, and shoved deep.
I screamed, my body clamping down hard, but he didn’t slow. He fucked me rough, the bed slamming against the wall, cum gushing in filthy streams down my ass. Rory staggered beside us, stroking himself, groaning at the sight.
My body broke completely, orgasm after orgasm ripping through me, until I was sobbing, shaking, unable to stop. Ron hammered deep, his cock grinding every swollen spot inside me, until my vision blurred and my voice dissolved into gasps.
“You’ll take us again,” he murmured, calm even as his hips slammed harder. “Over and over.”
And I did,, dripping, my body filled without pause, given no chance to close, no chance to breathe.
Ron’s thrusts slowed only when he’d ground himself as deep as he could go, his cock pulsing inside me, his cum spilling hot in thick waves until I was overflowing. My body twitched under him, sore and trembling, my chest heaving against the sheets.
Rory loomed at the side of the bed, stroking himself, his voice hoarse. “Look at her, man. She’s ruined.”
Ron’s hand slid up my spine, curling tight into my hair. He yanked my head back, forcing my tear-streaked eyes to meet his. His mouth curved, faint, deliberate.
“Not ruined,” he said quietly. “Ours.”
The word hit harder than his grip, harder than Rory’s cock had, sealing me there, dripping, marked by both of them.
Ron slammed once more, deep and final, and held there. My body convulsed, my voice broke into one last cry, and then I collapsed completely, the world blurred by heat and sweat and the endless mess of them inside me.
Rory groaned, spilling himself across my stomach in heavy, hot ropes, his breath ragged as he smeared it over my skin with his fist.
I shook beneath them, unable to move, every nerve fried. Ron released my hair, his hand settling firm on the back of my neck, holding me down into the sheets like he was staking a claim.
“This is just the beginning,” he murmured.
And I knew he meant it.




Watch Party

Rory grinned as he yanked open the back door of the SUV. “VIP seats are back here,” he said, giving me a mock bow like I was supposed to be impressed.
Ron, my husband, just shook his head from behind the wheel. “Don’t encourage him,” he muttered, though the small curl at the edge of his mouth gave him away.
It was supposed to be a date night, Ron’s idea, not mine. Dinner, drinks, and “whatever came after.” He had called it an experiment, a chance to see how far I’d let things go with Rory, his oldest friend, while he watched from just close enough to never really let me forget he was there.
My stomach hadn’t stopped fluttering since we left the restaurant. I should have been furious at both of them for even suggesting it, but I wasn’t. I was too wound up, too hot in my skin, every nerve alive in a way I couldn’t admit to.
“VIP, huh?” I said, forcing a laugh.
“Of course.” Rory slid in after me, shoulder brushing mine as he shut the door. “Best seat in the house. Let him do the driving while we relax.”
Ron adjusted the mirror as he pulled into traffic, his eyes flicking to mine. “Home James,” he said to Ron. “Home it is,” he replied, voice steady. I was thankful the night was over, we’d drop Rory off at his place, Ron and I left alone to debrief on the experiment.
The city lights fell away fast, giving way to the dark stretch of highway. I slouched back into the seat, the leather cool under my thighs, when I realized we weren’t heading exactly home.
“Where are we going?” I asked, my voice sharp.
Ron’s hands stayed steady on the wheel. “Thought we’d take the long way.”
My pulse jumped. The long way seemed to mean miles of empty highway. He hadn’t warned me, hadn’t asked. He was just doing it. And something in me thrilled to it. Maybe he did know me better than I knew myself.
Rory chuckled beside me, but it sounded tight, like he was forcing the ease. “You sure she’s up for that, man?” he said to Ron up front. So there was a plan between the two after all.
Ron’s eyes caught mine in the mirror. “She’ll be fine.” He seemed to snicker.
Heat rushed up my chest, leaving me caught between embarrassment and a rush of desire so sharp it made me squeeze my knees together. The way he said it, calm, certain, stole every protest off my tongue.
Rory’s knee bumped mine again, deliberate this time. He gave me a grin, quick and crooked, his teeth catching his lip. “Guess we’re stuck together back here.”
I tried to laugh, but it broke halfway out, too shaky. His hand slid onto the seat between us, fingers drumming close to my thigh like he didn’t know whether to risk the next step.
Ron’s voice cut through the dark. “Long way home,” he said as though to himself.
But his words crashed over me. I should have snapped back, denied it, told him it was wrong. But I couldn’t. My skin was buzzing too hot, my chest too tight. I felt myself lean closer to Rory without meaning to, as if my body was answering for me.
Rory’s eyes darted to mine, wide, then back to the road ahead. His grin faltered into something more serious, nervous even, but his fingers crept higher. He brushed the hem of my dress, the fabric twitching against my skin.
I sucked in a breath. “Ron.”
“Shh,” my husband said, his voice smooth, almost amused. “I’m busy driving. I see nothing.”
A kind of relief hit me harder than Rory’s touch, the sense that I didn’t have to decide what to do, didn’t have to carry the guilt or the risk. Ron was in control, guiding every mile of this night. My only job was to let him. I was liberated from my own usual good judgment.
Rory’s hand slid higher, his knuckles grazing the inside of my thigh. He was breathing harder now, his grin coming back, nervous but hungry. “You’re shaking,” he whispered.
“So are you,” I whispered back, my lips tugging into a smile.
He bit his lip, eyes shining in the dim light, and pushed higher still.
The tires hummed over the asphalt, steady, endless, Ron’s figure calm up front. And in the back seat, Rory and I trembled together, caught between fear and want.
The road stretched empty, headlights cutting a narrow tunnel through the dark. Ron kept his hands steady on the wheel, the faint glow of the dash painting his face. He hadn’t said a word in a while. Just the occasional flick of his eyes in the mirror. Watching.
Rory shifted beside me, his knee brushing mine. “Guess we really are taking the long way,” he murmured, low, almost to himself.
I tried to laugh, but it caught in my throat. “Looks that way.”
“You never told me,” I whispered, reaching for something ordinary, something safe, “what really made you quit that job.”
Rory gave me a look, half grin, half disbelief. “We’re talking about work now?”
“Yes.” My lips curved, but I couldn’t stop my thigh from pressing a little closer to his hand. I checked the mirror.
He shook his head, amused, nervous. “Ties. I couldn’t stand them.”
I smiled despite myself. My fingers brushed his arm, hot under his shirt, and I felt him shiver. “That’s pathetic.”
“Maybe,” he breathed, leaning in, his mouth grazing my jaw, “but you like pathetic, don’t you?”
My stomach flipped he was so close. His lips dragged along my skin, warm and damp, and my breath stuttered. I tilted, giving him more, until his tongue flicked low on my neck. The wet stroke made me gasp, nails curling into his shoulder.
In the front seat, Ron adjusted the mirror. For a second, his eyes caught mine, sharp in the dark. He didn’t speak. Didn’t change course. Just drove, steady, watching.
Rory’s hand slid higher, brushing the hem of my dress. He hesitated, his grin breaking into something nervous, almost boyish, before he bit his lip and pushed further. His fingertips skimmed my thigh, rough and tentative, leaving heat in their wake.
“You’re shaking,” he murmured.
I found his mouth before I could answer, kissing him fast, hungry. His lips were hot, a little chapped, his tongue sliding over mine in a stroke that made my body arch against his. The taste of him filled me, messy and addictive.
He groaned, low and startled. His hand pressed harder against my thigh, his thumb nudging the edge of my panties, testing.
I kissed him deeper, sucking his tongue, biting lightly before pulling back just enough to breathe.
He laughed against my mouth, shaky, and kissed me again, harder this time, wet and insistent.
Ron’s eyes flicked to the mirror again. He didn’t say a word.
Rory’s lips dragged over mine again, wetter this time, tongue sliding deep until I moaned into his mouth. My hands clenched at his shoulders, pulling him closer, the leather seat squeaking under our weight. His teeth caught my bottom lip, biting gently, and the jolt shot all the way through me.
I pulled back, gasping. “You taste like whiskey.”
“Better than ties,” he whispered, his grin crooked, his breath hot against my cheek. His hand pressed harder at the inside of my thigh, thumb rubbing small circles just below the edge of my panties.
I shivered so hard my knees knocked against his. “You’re insane.”
“But you’re not stopping me.”
My pulse slammed at that. I turned my head slightly, Ron’s reflection caught in the rearview, calm, unreadable, but his eyes locked on us for one long second. My chest squeezed tight. He knew. He had to know. And still he kept driving.
The heat of Rory’s fingers pushed higher, nudging fabric aside. The first brush of his skin against me made my whole body jolt. My hand shot down, gripping his wrist, half in panic, half in need.
“Don’t,” I whispered.
But I didn’t push him away.
He kissed me again, tongue curling against mine, his hand slipping free of my grip. Two fingers pressed against my heat waiting for him, slow, steady, and I whimpered helplessly into his mouth.
“You’re soaked,” he breathed, almost in awe.
“Stop talking,” I gasped, kissing him hard, my tongue sweeping across his, desperate to cover the sound of my own ragged breathing.
His fingers slid deeper, thick and unhurried, filling me until my thighs trembled open wider. My hips rocked against his hand without thought, chasing the pressure, chasing the drag of his knuckles. I broke the kiss, panting, my forehead dropping to his shoulder. “God, Rory”
He groaned at my voice, curling his fingers inside me, and I felt his cock swell thick against my hip through his jeans.
In the mirror, Ron’s eyes caught mine again. Just for a flicker, then back to the road. His silence was worse than words. Every mile that passed, every touch Rory stole, was something Ron was letting happen.
Rory’s mouth found my throat, sucking hard until my skin burned, his tongue lapping over the mark before trailing higher to nip at my jaw. I arched into him, my hand clawing into his hair, pulling him closer. His breath was ragged against my skin. “You want me to stop?”
My voice cracked, broken. “No.”
His grin pressed against my throat, wet lips dragging lower. His tongue slid across my collarbone, hot and messy, and my whole body quivered.
The highway hummed steady under us. My husband’s hands stayed calm on the wheel. The air inside the SUV grew thick, heavy. I was delirious.
Rory’s mouth worked down my throat, open and wet, his tongue tracing along the hollow until I gasped. I clutched his shirt, dragging him tighter against me. His fingers slid deeper, curling just right, each push making my hips buck helplessly against his hand.
I bit at his ear, whispering, “You shouldn’t be doing this.”
He groaned, his teeth catching my jaw. “Stop me.”
I couldn’t. My thighs spread wider, traitorous, welcoming every thrust of his fingers. Heat gushed between us, dampening my panties where they were shoved aside. I rocked harder, chasing the friction.
I forced myself to look forward, to see Ron. His eyes flicked up in the mirror, just for a beat, meeting mine. Calm. Steady. Watching. My stomach turned to liquid. He knew. He was letting this happen.
The knowledge broke something inside me, made me frantic. I seized Rory’s face, kissing him rough, messy. His tongue thrust into my mouth, hot and urgent, sliding against mine in wet strokes that made me moan into him. He sucked my lip, biting until it hurt, then licked the sting away.
I trembled, whispering against his mouth, “I can’t believe this is happening.”
He smiled against my lips, nervous and hungry at once. “Me either.” His fingers pumped faster, wetter, my body clenching hard around him.
I gasped, clamping a hand over his wrist. “Too much.”
“You’re dripping,” he muttered, pushing even deeper, twisting his thumb against my clit until I whimpered. “God, feel that.”
The sound that tore from me was half sob, half moan. I buried my face in his shoulder, my tongue darting out to taste the salt of his skin. My lips worked against him, sucking, licking, trying to quiet myself, to hide what I was doing even as my hips rocked shamelessly against his hand.
“Talk to me,” I whispered against his throat, desperate to ground myself. “Tell me anything.”
His laugh was ragged, disbelieving. “Baseball,” he blurted, panting, his mouth dragging wetly along my cheek. “I sucked at baseball.”
I broke into a shaky laugh, then moaned, my lips crashing back to his, swallowing his grin. The absurdity of it, the two of us talking nonsense while he fingered me in the backseat, made me even wetter, made my body quake.
His tongue tangled with mine, slow and deep, the taste of him thick and dizzying. I sucked it hard, pulling him deeper, and he groaned, his cock grinding stiff against my thigh.
My eyes fluttered open mid-kiss. Ron’s gaze caught mine in the mirror again. Sharp. Unblinking.
I whimpered into Rory’s mouth, clutching him tighter. Each second Ron stayed silent, each mile he drove without stopping, pulled me deeper into delirium. If he hadn’t stopped us already, maybe he never would.
And the thought of that, the liberation of it, the terror, sent another gush of heat over Rory’s fingers.
Rory’s fingers worked deeper, my body clenching tight around them, wet sounds filling the space between us. I gasped into his mouth, my tongue sweeping across his, hot and frantic, and then I shoved my hand down into his lap.
He jerked, a sharp hiss breaking in his throat as my palm closed over the thick bulge straining his jeans. “Fuck,” he breathed, lips dragging across mine.
I squeezed hard, rubbing along the length of him through the denim. The heat pulsed solid under my grip, twitching as I pressed harder. My lips slid wet against his, my tongue curling around his until he groaned into my mouth.
“You’re hard already,” I whispered against his cheek, licking along his jaw.
His laugh came out ragged. “You’re surprised?”
I shook my head, biting the line of his throat before sucking gently, tasting sweat and salt. My hand gripped him tighter, stroking him through his jeans, feeling him swell thick and hot against my palm.
His fingers drove into me harder in answer, curling, making my hips buck against him. “God, you’re soaked,” he muttered again, almost in disbelief.
I moaned, rocking into his hand, while my own worked faster at his cock. I fumbled with the button, desperate, and he lifted his hips to help. The zipper rasped down, loud in the quiet hum of the SUV, and then he was in my hand, thick, heavy, hot, sliding under my fingers.
I gasped, my palm stroking him from base to tip, his skin velvety and wet at the crown. My thumb circled the head, smearing him, and he groaned loud enough that Ron’s head twitched in the mirror.
My pulse hammered. Ron’s eyes caught mine for a second, steady, unreadable. My whole body shook with the realization: he knew Rory’s cock was in my hand. He was letting it happen.
I whimpered, delirious, and bent forward, dragging my tongue across Rory’s throat again before kissing him hard, sloppy. My tongue pushed deep into his mouth as I stroked him, fast now, feeling him swell thicker in my fist.
His free hand clamped at my waist, grinding me down harder against his fingers, pushing them deeper into me until wet sounds echoed in the space between our bodies.
“Fuck, you’re killing me,” he panted, biting my lip before sucking it. His tongue curled hot against mine, desperate, messy.
I moaned into his mouth, my hand sliding faster over him, his cock jerking against my palm. “I want to taste you,” I whispered, my lips brushing his, wet and breathless.
He groaned, eyes wide, then flicked to the mirror. For a second both of us looked, Ron’s eyes were there, watching, steady on mine.
Heat shot through me so fierce my thighs shook. I kissed Rory again, frantic, licking into his mouth, stroking his cock hard in my fist while he fucked me with his fingers. Every nerve screamed, every thrust, every stroke dragging me higher.
Rory’s cock throbbed heavy in my hand, filling my palm with every stroke. His mouth crashed against mine, wet and frantic, our tongues twisting together. I pulled back suddenly, panting, and slid down in the seat.
“What are you, ” he started, but the words broke into a groan when I pressed my lips against the head of his cock.
The taste hit my tongue, salty, hot, male, and I moaned as I wrapped my mouth around him. His thighs tensed under me, his hand flying to my hair. “Jesus Christ,” he gasped, his hips jerking up.
I sucked him slow at first, dragging my lips down the length, tongue pressed flat along the underside. The weight filled my mouth, thick and pulsing, and I moaned again, the sound vibrating around him.
“Fuck, don’t stop,” Rory groaned, his fingers tightening in my hair.
I didn’t. I bobbed lower, swallowing more of him, tasting the pre-cum that smeared over my tongue. My hand pumped what I couldn’t take, stroking fast while my lips sealed tight around him.
I flicked my eyes up once, and the mirror caught me, Ron’s eyes, steady, sharp, watching me with Rory’s cock sliding into my mouth. My cheeks burned, my pulse hammering so hard I thought I’d choke.
I whimpered, sucking harder, letting spit spill past my lips down his shaft. I twisted my wrist as I pumped, jerking him in rhythm with every swallow. His cock twitched thick against my tongue, the head leaking across the roof of my mouth.
“You’re unreal,” he panted, biting his lip hard, trying to keep his voice low. His eyes darted to the front seat. “He’s watching.”
The words made me moan around him, loud, obscene, my throat working as I sank deeper. His hips bucked up, and I gagged, eyes watering, but I held him there, swallowing around the swell of his cock until his curse broke sharp in the air.
I pulled back, gasping, spit stringing between my lips and the wet head. I stroked him fast with my hand, licking the slit, tasting more of him as his thighs quivered. “You like that?” I whispered, dragging my tongue slow up his length.
He nodded frantically, groaning. “Fuck yes.”
The SUV hummed on, steady. Ron’s hands never left the wheel. His eyes in the mirror caught mine again, silent, piercing, unmoving.
Delirium swept me. My husband was letting me suck his best friend in the back seat, and he hadn’t said a word to stop it. Every drag of Rory’s cock over my tongue felt like proof, like Ron was handing me this moment and daring me to keep going.
And I did.
I shoved down harder, my lips sinking halfway on his shaft, spit gushing over my chin. My tongue curled around him, massaging as I swallowed him deeper. Rory’s groans filled the car, muffled as he bit his fist, his cock jerking inside my throat.
The mirror held me again, Ron’s steady eyes, my mouth stuffed full, and my whole body shook with the madness of how far he’d let it go.
Rory’s cock throbbed hard against my tongue, his hips jerking as I slid him deeper. My lips sealed tight, spit spilling over my chin, dripping onto my hand as I stroked the base. He groaned, low and strangled, his thighs quivering under me.
“Fuck, you’re gonna make me, ” His words broke off into a gasp as I swirled my tongue around the head, sucking hard, milking every drop of salt from the tip.
I moaned against him, the sound vibrating down his shaft, and his hand clenched tight in my hair. His cock twitched violently in my mouth, thick and pulsing, and I knew how close he was.
In the mirror, Ron’s eyes caught mine. Sharp. Still. My chest seized at the sight, my husband watching me gag on his best friend, silent, steady, letting it happen.
Heat rushed through me, delirious, reckless. I sucked harder, bobbing faster, my hand twisting  at the base, pumping him in time with every swallow. His body bucked up, helpless, a curse ripping from his throat.
“Stop, fuck, if you don’t stop I’m gonna, ” He bit down on his fist, groaning loud into the dark. His cock jerked deep into my throat, forcing my eyes to water, spit flooding out over my chin.
I pulled off with a wet pop, gasping, my hand stroking him hard, fast. His cock twitched thick in my grip, veins bulging, the head flushed dark and leaking.
“Don’t,” I whispered, licking across the crown, tasting him again. “Not yet.”
He groaned, tortured, his hips thrusting into my fist. “You’re killing me.”
I smiled, breathless, dragging my tongue along the underside, slow and cruel, before sucking just the tip between my lips. His whole body shuddered, thighs trembling, chest heaving.
I stroked him fast with one hand while my tongue teased him shallow, never giving enough. Every time his cock swelled in warning, I pulled back, licking the head, smearing the wetness across my lips, leaving him shaking.
“Please,” he gasped, eyes wide, sweat glistening on his temple.
I laughed softly, licking him again, tasting the desperation dripping from him. “Not yet,” I whispered, savoring the control, savoring the madness of it.
The SUV hummed steady, Ron’s hands calm on the wheel. His eyes in the mirror caught me again, my lips wrapped around his best friend’s cock, my hand stroking him mercilessly, and the silence pressed down so heavy it nearly broke me.
Rory’s breath came ragged, desperate. “I can’t hold it.”
“You will,” I said, my voice low, my tongue flicking fast across his slit before pulling back again.
He groaned loud, shoving both hands into his hair, shaking his head, undone. His cock jerked hard in my fist, but I slowed, teasing, keeping him teetering right at the edge.
I kissed the tip once more, sucking hard, then let him slip free, wet and swollen, glistening in the dark.
He slumped against the seat, panting, ruined. “You’re fucking insane.”
My lips curved, spit glistening on my chin. “Maybe.”
In the mirror, Ron’s eyes stayed steady on me, no sign of stopping.
Rory’s cock pulsed thick in my hand, wet with spit, every stroke making him jolt. His chest heaved, head tipped back against the seat, sweat shining along his throat.
“Please,” he rasped, voice shredded. “You can’t keep, ”
I cut him off by sliding my lips back down his shaft, swallowing him halfway, my tongue pressed flat underneath. His groan tore raw from his chest, his thighs tightening around me.
I bobbed slow, teasing, dragging my mouth up until just the tip filled me, then plunging down again, deeper this time, spit gushing from the corners of my lips. My hand worked the base, twisting, squeezing, stroking in time with every swallow.
He panted, choking on curses, his cock swelling hot against my tongue. I pulled off suddenly, gasping, and licked a slow circle around the head, tasting him sharp and salty. His whole body jerked.
“Not fair,” he groaned, his hand trembling against my hair.
“You love it,” I whispered, kissing the crown, smearing him across my lips before sucking him shallow again.
In the mirror, Ron’s eyes were there, steady. My chest seized, my clit throbbing so hard I rubbed my thighs together helplessly. He was letting this go on, me on my knees with Rory’s cock swollen in my mouth, and the silence of it, the sheer weight of him not stopping, made me gush hotter around Rory’s still-buried fingers.
I moaned onto him, the vibration shooting through his cock. He bucked hard, his tip pressing at my throat, and I swallowed around him, gagging lightly before pulling back, spit sliding down his shaft.
“Fuck!” he gasped, fists clenching in his hair. “I’m so close.”
I grinned, breathless, stroking him fast, wet and merciless. “I know.”
His cock jerked in my grip, but just before the edge hit, I slowed, licking softly at the slit, keeping him swollen and leaking without letting him break. His thighs shook, his face twisted in agony.
“You’re evil,” he groaned, panting.
I dragged my tongue up his length, slow, deliberate, before sucking just the head hard into my mouth, cheeks hollowing. My hand twisted at the base, squeezing, keeping him pulsing right there.
His voice broke. “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”
I pulled off with a wet pop, smirking up at him, spit dripping down my chin. “Not yet.”
The SUV hummed steady, Ron’s hands still on the wheel, eyes still in the mirror. Watching. Measuring.
I bent again, swallowing him deep until my throat closed around him, moaning, my tongue curling under the ridge. He cried out, his hips jerking, but I pulled back just enough, stroking him fast with my hand while my mouth licked and sucked shallow.
His cock twitched violently, so close I could taste the pulse of it, but I slowed again, teasing him back from the edge.
He collapsed against the seat, panting, ruined. “You’re going to kill me.”
I licked him one last time, slow and sweet, and smiled with spit glistening on my lips. “Not yet.”
Rory’s cock pulsed heavy in my grip, wet with spit, his whole body trembling under me. I sank back down, swallowing him deeper this time, my lips stretching wide, the head hitting the back of my throat.
He choked out a curse, hands gripping my hair. “Oh fuck, you’re, ”
I moaned low around him, letting the vibration ripple through his shaft. My throat closed tight as I pushed deeper, gagging softly, drool spilling down my chin. I pulled back slow, dragging my tongue up the underside, tasting the salt smeared everywhere.
“You’re killing me,” he panted, hips jerking. His fingers fumbled at my thigh, shoving the fabric of my panties aside again. His hand plunged between my legs, thick fingers sliding back inside me, soaked and hot.
I cried out around his cock, the sound muffled, my hips bucking down against his hand. My whole body shook with the double sensation, his shaft filling my mouth, his fingers pumping inside me, curling just right.
I clutched his cock tighter at the base, stroking what I couldn’t take as my lips worked the rest. My tongue licked frantic around him, swirling over the ridge, dragging wet circles that made him groan loud enough that I knew Ron heard.
I flicked my eyes up. The mirror caught me, my husband’s eyes locked on mine, steady, piercing. My cheeks burned hot, my cunt clenching harder around Rory’s fingers. The weight of his silence made me gush even more.
Delirium surged through me. He was letting this happen, me on my knees sucking his best friend, spit everywhere, panties shoved aside while Rory’s fingers pumped me raw. Ron hadn’t stopped us. Not once.
I whimpered, swallowing Rory deeper, gagging hard, my eyes watering. Spit poured down his shaft, soaking my hand as I stroked him fast. His cock jerked, twitching against my tongue, swollen to bursting.
“Don’t, don’t stop,” he gasped, biting his lip bloody. His free hand clamped my hip, grinding me harder on his fingers until my whole body convulsed.
I moaned, wild, my hips riding his hand, fucking myself on his thick fingers while my mouth devoured his cock. My tongue flattened under him, then curled tight, dragging every inch of his length.
His thighs shook, his chest heaved. “I can’t, Jesus, I can’t hold it, ”
At the last second I pulled off, stroking him furiously with my fist, spit flying, but refusing to let him break. His cock jerked, the head purple and leaking, his voice a strangled cry.
“Not yet,” I gasped, licking the crown, tasting the drip, pulling back again.
He slumped against the seat, ruined, trembling. His fingers still buried inside me, hot and relentless, pumping faster as if to punish me for teasing him.
I clutched his wrist, rocking shamelessly on his hand, spit dripping off my chin. My lips glistened, my body shaking.
In the mirror, Ron’s eyes burned into mine.
Rory’s fingers curled deeper inside me, knuckles pressing hard, my body clenching tight around him. I rocked against his hand, wet sounds filling the back seat, my breath breaking into short, desperate gasps. My free hand clamped over his wrist, not to stop him but to keep him steady, to make sure every thrust landed exactly where I needed it.
I lowered my mouth again, swallowing his cock down to the base, my lips stretching wide, my throat clamping around him. He cried out, his hips lifting helplessly, cock pulsing against my tongue.
“Fuck, I’m right there, ” His voice cracked, strained, his thighs trembling.
I moaned around him, the sound vibrating down his shaft, and stroked the base with my hand, twisting, squeezing, pumping faster. His cock swelled, jerking, and for one frantic second I felt him teeter, his whole body bracing for release.
At the very last moment, I pulled back with a wet pop, my hand loosening just enough. His cock twitched in the air, leaking, desperate, but the climax slipped away.
Rory collapsed back into the seat, groaning in frustration, his head tipped against the window. “You’re torturing me,” he rasped, voice broken.
I licked him slow from base to tip, gathering every drop of pre-cum, then kissed the swollen head, soft, cruel. “Not yet,” I whispered, spit gleaming on my lips.
He groaned again, his fingers punishing me harder, shoving deep into my soaked heat, curling so sharp my thighs clamped tight around his hand. My hips rocked uncontrollably, grinding down until my clit rubbed against his palm.
I bit his shoulder to muffle the cry that ripped from me, my tongue darting against his salty skin. “God, I’m, ” The words broke off as another wave of wet heat gushed around his fingers.
He grinned at the sound, breathless, lips finding mine again, sloppy and frantic. His tongue thrust into my mouth, hot and wild, and I kissed him back with spit and desperation, my hand jerking his cock hard between us.
Our moans tangled together, messy, half laughter, half madness. He bit my lip, I sucked his tongue, our bodies twisting, tangled, frantic, every nerve alive.
I tore my mouth from his, panting. “If Ron, ”
He cut me off, his eyes flicking to the mirror. Ron’s gaze was steady there, sharp in the dark, fixed on me with his best friend’s cock swelling in my fist.
The shock of it broke me again, I whimpered, delirious, squeezing Rory harder, pumping him until he jerked against my grip, leaking all over my hand.
“Don’t stop,” he begged, voice shredded, but I slowed, teasing, licking the slit, kissing the tip without mercy.
His groan was raw, strangled. “You’re evil.”
I smiled against him, spit dripping down my chin, thighs trembling against his hand. “Maybe.”
The SUV hummed forward. Ron’s hands never moved from the wheel. His eyes stayed locked on mine in the mirror.
Rory’s cock jerked violently in my hand, swollen, every muscle in his body drawn tight. His groans grew ragged, desperate, his fingers pounding inside me, curling with ruthless precision. My hips slammed down against his hand, grinding harder, the wet sounds obscene in the close air.
“Please,” he gasped, his eyes wild, sweat dripping down his temple. “I can’t hold it, fuck, I’m gonna, ”
I shoved my mouth down on him before he could finish, swallowing his cock to the base, my throat clamping around him. His cry ripped through the car, loud, broken, his hips jerking up into my mouth.
He exploded, hot and thick down my throat, pulsing in frantic spurts. I gagged, choking, spit and cum flooding my mouth, spilling over my lips as I sucked hard, milking him through every twitch. My hand pumped his base, stroking him mercilessly, drawing every last drop out of him until he collapsed, trembling, against the seat.
At the same time, his fingers curled deep and hard, grinding into the spot inside me, his thumb smashing against my clit. The climax tore through me sharp and brutal, I cried out around his cock, my whole body shaking as waves of heat surged out of me, wetness spilling over his hand, dripping down my thighs.
I rode his fingers helplessly, bucking against him, moaning into his shaft as I swallowed and swallowed, delirious, ruined. My walls clenched tight around him, squeezing so hard his hand barely moved, but he pushed through, dragging every last spasm from me.
The air in the SUV was thick with sex, the smell of sweat and cum sharp around us. I finally pulled off him, gasping, spit and seed streaking down my chin. His cock twitched weakly in my fist, swollen and glistening in the dim light.
I collapsed against his chest, panting, my thighs still trembling around his hand buried deep inside me. His breath came rough against my hair, his chest heaving, both of us undone.
And then I looked up.
Ron’s eyes were in the mirror, locked on mine. Sharp. Steady. Unblinking.
The silence pressed down so heavy it made me shudder all over again. My husband had just watched me choke on his best friend’s cock, watched me cum all over his fingers, and he hadn’t said a word.
My lips curved weakly, spit glistening across them, my voice broken when I whispered, “You didn’t stop us.”
Ron’s eyes didn’t flicker. His hands stayed on the wheel, steady as the road stretched on into the dark.
The SUV slowed, turning off the highway, tires crunching over the quiet side street. My heart hammered when I recognized the block. Rory’s place.
We rolled to a stop outside his apartment building, yellow porch light spilling over the cracked steps. Ron put the car in park, his hands still steady on the wheel. For a moment, the only sound was the tick of the cooling engine.
Rory shifted beside me, still flushed, his cock softening but glistening in his open jeans, my spit drying on his skin. His chest rose and fell fast, like he was waiting for someone to say this had all been a mistake.
I sat frozen, thighs still trembling, my panties shoved to the side, the wetness cooling on my skin. Every nerve screamed for some kind of answer. Was this over? Did Ron expect us to laugh it off, drop Rory, and drive home like nothing had happened?
Then Ron’s eyes met mine in the mirror. Sharp. Calm. The same look he’d given me on the highway, only heavier now. His right hand lifted slowly from the wheel and pointed once toward the door.
My stomach flipped. Heat rushed down between my thighs.
Rory blinked, following the line of Ron’s hand, then looking back at me, confused, almost panicked. “Wait, what?” His voice cracked, low and uncertain.
I swallowed hard, my throat dry. “Ron”
He leaned slightly over the seat, his voice quiet, flat. “Go on. I’ll get you in the morning.”
The words landed like a blow. Simple. Inevitable. Final.
My breath hitched. The air in the SUV felt too small, too hot, the leather sticking to my thighs as I shifted. I couldn’t move at first, couldn’t make my body obey. But the weight of Ron’s eyes in the mirror pushed me forward.
Rory stammered, shaking his head like he hadn’t heard right. “Man, you serious? She, ”
Ron cut him off without raising his voice. “She knows what to do.”
The silence that followed was deafening. My chest rose and fell too fast, my pulse thudding so loud I thought Rory could hear it.
I pushed the door open. The cool night air rushed over me, prickling my skin, carrying the faint smell of rain on concrete. My legs wobbled as I stepped out, tugging my dress down over my thighs.
Rory scrambled after me, fumbling with his zipper, his eyes darting from me to the SUV. “This is, fuck, this is insane.”
Ron didn’t answer. His hand was back on the wheel, his gaze steady in the mirror, waiting.
I stood on the curb, shaking, my knees weak, my panties still shoved aside under my dress. Rory hovered beside me, stunned, running his hand through his hair like he couldn’t believe what was happening.
Behind us, the SUV’s engine rumbled low, steady. Ron’s eyes burned in the mirror, locked on me.
The door shut behind me with a heavy thud, the sound echoing too loud in the quiet street. I stood on the curb, hugging my arms across my chest, the night air cool on my flushed skin. My thighs were still sticky, my panties bunched to the side, and my whole body buzzed with the aftershocks of what had just happened in the backseat.
I expected Rory to follow, but instead he leaned back down to Ron’s window, bracing his hand on the SUV’s roof. Their heads bent close, voices low, carried off by the hum of the idling engine. I couldn’t make out a word.
I shifted on my heels, the porch light painting my bare legs, my dress riding high. My heart pounded with every murmur, every pause between them. Was Ron telling him rules? Limits? Was he changing his mind, ordering him to send me back into the car?
I bit my lip hard, my stomach twisting, a shiver racing up my arms. I couldn’t look away from them, but the glass and the angle kept me blind.
Then Rory straightened, nodding once. He glanced back at me, his grin small, nervous, but his eyes bright, charged. He closed Ron’s window with a tap of his knuckles, then rounded the SUV toward me.
My breath caught when his arm slid around my waist, pulling me in against his side like I belonged there. The heat of his body pressed through his shirt, his palm wide and firm over my hip.
“Come on,” he murmured, his lips brushing close to my temple, his breath hot and shaky.
My legs obeyed before my mind could. He steered me toward the steps, each stride sure, like he already knew this was happening. My heels clicked against the cracked concrete, my knees weak, my chest rising too fast.
I glanced back over my shoulder.
Ron sat behind the wheel, one arm draped casual over it, his face lit by the dash glow. His eyes were still on me, sharp and unreadable, following every step.
The weight of that look made me stumble on the first stair. Rory’s grip tightened on my waist, steadying me, pulling me closer until my hip pressed into his thigh.
The porch light buzzed faintly above us. Rory pulled open the door, his hand warm and insistent on my lower back now. I looked back one last time as he guided me inside.
Ron hadn’t moved. The SUV idled steady, his silhouette framed behind the glass, his eyes locked to mine until the door swung shut.
The door clicked shut behind us, sealing the quiet. The porch light hum faded, replaced by the low hum of the fridge somewhere in the back. My heels scuffed against the mat as I hesitated just inside, hugging my arms to my chest.
Rory fumbled with the lock, swore under his breath, then finally got it to click. “Sorry,” he muttered, running a hand through his hair. “This place is a mess.”
I gave a short laugh that came out higher than I meant. “I’ve seen worse.” My voice cracked, and I winced, biting my lip.
He glanced at me, his grin crooked but shaky, like he was trying to play it cool and failing. “Not exactly how I thought tonight was gonna go.”
“No kidding,” I whispered, my stomach flipping. My thighs were still wet under my dress, my panties shoved aside, the taste of him still hot on my tongue.
Rory leaned back against the door, shoving his hands in his pockets, watching me like he wasn’t sure if he was supposed to move closer or give me space. “So, uh your husband” He trailed off, shaking his head, nervous laughter spilling out. “Jesus.”
I laughed too, quick and thin, nerves spilling over. “Don’t ask me to explain him.”
We stood there staring at each other, grinning like idiots, both of us flushed, neither of us making the first step. My hands twisted together in front of me, my chest rising too fast.
Finally, Rory cleared his throat, rubbing the back of his neck. “You want water or something?”
The question was so ordinary it cracked something inside me. I laughed, loud and shaky, covering my face with my hand. “God, that’s what you’re asking me?”
He grinned wider, shoulders loosening. “I don’t know what the hell I’m supposed to say right now.”
I dropped my hand, meeting his eyes, still smiling but breathless. “Me neither.”
For a beat, we just stood there ,  me in the doorway with my dress rumpled up my thighs, him against the door still half-hard in his jeans, both of us shaking with leftover adrenaline.
“Okay,” Rory finally said, voice low, serious now. “Come here.”
I hesitated, my feet rooted, my body buzzing with nerves.
“Please,” he added, softer, his hand reaching out just slightly.
I stepped toward him, slow, until his hand slid warm around my waist again. His palm pressed flat against my back, pulling me close until my chest brushed his.
We both sucked in a breath, the nervous laughter gone now, replaced with something hotter, sharper.
“Still think you want that water?” he whispered, his lips brushing my cheek.
My laugh came out as a gasp. “Not anymore.”
His mouth found mine again, messy, hot, desperate, while my hands slid up his chest, fingers curling into his shirt.
Rory’s mouth pressed harder against mine, urgent but shaky, his tongue sliding clumsy at first until I moaned and answered him, licking back, pulling him deeper. My fingers clutched at his shirt, tugging at the buttons until one slipped loose.
He laughed against my lips, breathless. “Careful, that’s my best shirt.”
I grinned into the kiss, my lips wet against his. “This is your best shirt?” I tugged another button free, dragging my nails down his chest.
His laugh broke into a groan when I shoved my hand inside, finding the heat of his skin. His stomach twitched under my touch, hard and smooth, my nails grazing down toward the waistband of his jeans.
He cupped my face, kissing me deeper, his other hand sliding down to tug at the hem of my dress. The fabric bunched in his fist, pulling higher up my thighs. “What do you even see in him?” he murmured suddenly, his voice rough against my mouth.
My breath caught. “In Ron?”
“Yeah.” His lips trailed down my throat, hot and wet, his teeth grazing. “Guy’s impossible to read.”
I gasped as he sucked at my skin, my fingers tightening on his chest. “I could say the same about you.”
He grinned against my throat, biting lightly before dragging his tongue over the mark. “Fair.”
The dress climbed higher as he tugged, my panties nearly exposed. I squirmed, laughing nervously, pushing at his shoulder. “Slow down.”
He pulled back just enough to look at me, both of us panting, his grin crooked. “I thought that’s what you wanted.”
“I do,” I whispered, my hand sliding down his stomach to cup the bulge still straining in his jeans. “Just not all at once.”
His eyes flickered, darker now, but he nodded, leaning in to kiss me softer, slower. My heart thudded as his fingers slipped under my dress, brushing the tops of my thighs, teasing.
We shuffled clumsily toward the couch, still kissing, bumping into the edge of a side table. A lamp wobbled dangerously. I caught it with a laugh, my lips still wet from his. “You really weren’t kidding about this place being a mess.”
He groaned, his forehead pressed to mine as he fumbled at the zipper of my dress. “Don’t judge me, I’ve been busy.”
I kissed him again, harder, whispering against his mouth. “Doing what?”
His laugh was ragged, his lips dragging down my jaw as he tugged the dress lower. “Not cleaning, obviously.”
The zipper finally slid, the dress falling off my shoulders, baring the swell of my breasts. His mouth fell open, his hand sliding up to cup one, thumb brushing over the nipple until it hardened under his touch.
“God, you’re beautiful,” he breathed, and the awe in his voice made me tremble.
I gripped his jeans, tugging at the button, my lips grazing his ear. “Shut up and get these off.”
Rory backed me toward the couch, our lips crashing, sloppy with spit, my dress sliding lower until it pooled at my waist. His jeans sagged open, his cock heavy and half-hard against my stomach through the thin cotton of my panties.
We fell onto the cushions in a messy heap, me straddling him, my knees sinking into the cushions on either side of his hips. He laughed breathlessly, his hands running up my thighs, squeezing hard. “Shit, this thing is ancient,” he said, bouncing once against the couch back.
I gasped a laugh, rocking down on him, my panties dragging wet over his cock. “Your couch?”
“Yeah,” he said, groaning as I rolled my hips. “Inherited it. Don’t ask from who.”
I bit his lip, sucking it between my teeth before letting it go with a wet snap. “I’m definitely asking.”
His laugh cracked into a groan when I ground harder, the head of his cock nudging my clit through the thin cotton. His hands slid up, pushing my bra straps down my arms. “Aunt Carol,” he admitted finally, panting. “She downsized.”
I threw my head back, laughing so hard my body shook against him. “We’re doing this on Aunt Carol’s couch?”
He grinned up at me, eyes bright, his lips shining. “Don’t ruin it.” His mouth closed over my nipple, sucking hard, his tongue circling until I moaned, all laughter gone.
My hands fisted in his hair, holding him there as I rocked against him, the wet drag of fabric over his cock making me shudder. “God, Rory, ”
He groaned into my breast, his teeth grazing, one hand squeezing my ass, pulling me down harder. “You’re soaked through,” he muttered against my skin, his voice muffled.
I bent to kiss him again, deeper, wetter, our tongues twisting. I pulled back just enough to whisper against his mouth, still teasing, “Bet Aunt Carol didn’t picture this when she gave you the couch.”
He groaned, biting my lip, his cock grinding stiff under me. “Shut up.”
I laughed, grinding harder, my panties sliding across him, my clit throbbing with every drag. “Make me.”
His hands gripped my hips, forcing me down, his cock rutting up against me through the thin barrier. I moaned, my whole body trembling, my chest heaving against his.
“Take these off,” he gasped, tugging at my panties, frantic now. “Please.”
I shivered, rocking against him one more time, then lifted just enough to let him shove them down. The cool air hit my soaked skin, and his cock slid bare against my folds, hot and swollen.
My moan broke loud, helpless, as I sank back down on him, grinding against his shaft, every nerve sparking.
We kissed again, messy, tongues curling deep, his cock sliding wet between us. His hands roamed everywhere, my breasts, my ass, my thighs, while I ground harder, delirious, losing myself on his couch.
His cock slid hot and hard against me, every shift of my hips coating him wetter, every grind sending sparks shooting up my spine. I rode him slow, rubbing myself on his shaft, the swollen head catching on my clit just right, making me gasp.
Rory’s hands clutched at my hips, fingers digging into my skin like he needed to anchor himself. “Fuck, you’re killing me,” he groaned, his voice rough, head tipped back against the couch.
I bent down, kissing him deep, my tongue plunging into his mouth, tasting sweat and heat. My hand trailed down his stomach, wrapping around his cock where it pressed between us, throbbing. I squeezed, dragging him along my folds, back and forth, making him groan into my mouth.
I broke the kiss, panting, my lips wet against his cheek. “You ever think this would happen?” I whispered, my words shaky but taunting, as I dragged him up over my clit again.
His laugh was breathless, almost broken. “Not in a million years.” He gritted his teeth, his cock twitching in my fist. “Not with you.”
I rocked harder, my clit throbbing every time the swollen head nudged it. My body clenched, desperate, on the edge of tipping over. “Not even in your dreams?”
He groaned, his forehead pressing to mine, sweat across his hairline. “Dreams, yeah. But this, ” He sucked in a sharp breath as I ground down harder, my breasts pressing into his chest. “This is fucking torture.”
I smiled, trembling, my thighs quivering as I rode him slow. “Feels good to me.”
His hands slid up, cupping my breasts, thumbs brushing my nipples until I cried out. He took one into his mouth, sucking, biting lightly, then kissed his way up to my throat.
I shivered, still grinding, my wetness making everything messy, obscene. My hand squeezed him harder, dragging his cock up and down my folds. My clit swelled, every brush making me whimper.
Rory groaned, gripping my ass now, pulling me down rougher, grinding me harder against him. “I can feel you dripping on me,” he rasped, voice low, almost a growl.
I gasped, my head falling back, hair sticking to my damp skin. “I can’t stop.” My hips rolled uncontrollably, chasing the friction, chasing the edge.
His tongue licked up my throat, hot and desperate. “Don’t. God, don’t stop.”
I kissed him again, wild, messy, my spit mixing with his, our tongues colliding. My hand pumped him hard against me, his cock sliding through my wetness with every grind.
Our moans tangled, the couch squeaking under us, the air thick with sweat and sex.
I pressed my forehead to his, gasping, trembling all over. “We’re not even inside yet.”
His laugh was broken, delirious. “If you don’t let me soon, I’m gonna lose my fucking mind.”
Rory’s cock slid thick and hot against me, my hand still guiding him, my folds swollen around the length of him. Every drag over my clit made me jolt, a sharp gasp tearing from my throat.
He clutched me tighter, his fingers bruising into my hips. “I’m right there,” he rasped, his voice shredded, sweat dripping down his temple. His cock throbbed in my hand, jerking as I ground down harder.
“Don’t,” I whispered, panting, my forehead pressed to his. My voice shook but I tightened my grip, slowing the stroke. “Not yet.”
He groaned, loud and ragged, his head falling back against the couch. “You’re killing me.”
I smiled weakly, still trembling, still grinding slow over him. “Feels too good.” My thighs shook with the effort, my body so close to tipping I thought I’d break with just one more stroke.
Rory’s hand slipped between us, his fingers finding my clit,swollen. He rubbed me fast, rough, making me cry out, my hips jerking against him. “You’re soaked,” he muttered, almost in awe, his breath hot against my cheek.
I grabbed his wrist, slowing him, gasping through my teeth. “Please, too much.”
He groaned again, shoving his face into my neck, his lips dragging across sweaty skin. “You taste like salt,” he murmured, kissing me there, biting lightly.
I laughed breathlessly, even as my body quaked. “You’re distracting yourself.”
“Damn right,” he groaned, his cock twitching in my fist. He thrust up once, hard, sliding against me until the head nudged at my entrance.
I gasped, freezing. My pussy clenched tight, aching to sink down on him, to take all of him inside. For one heartbeat, I almost did.
But I pulled back, lifting just enough that he slid free again, wet and gleaming against my folds.
He cursed, long and broken, his hands clutching at my ass. “You’re evil.”
I kissed him hard, swallowing his frustration, my tongue deep in his mouth. My hand pumped his cock again, dragging him back over my clit, smearing my wetness all along him.
We moaned into each other, bodies shaking, every movement sloppy and desperate. My nipples grazed his chest, hard and aching, my thighs quivering as I rocked on him without letting him inside.
His teeth clamped on my bottom lip, tugging, his groan vibrating in his throat. “I can’t take this much longer.”
I licked his lip where he bit it, whispering, “Yes you can.”
We rocked like that, over and over, our bodies hot, every slide a near-miss that left us both trembling. The couch creaked beneath us, the air stinking of sweat and sex.
I buried my face in his neck, my moans muffled against his skin. “God, I’m shaking.”
“Me too,” he gasped, his cock jerking in my hand, wet and swollen, my folds clamping around him without taking him in.
Rory’s cock jerked hard in my hand and swollen, my body shaking as I ground down over him again and again. We were both trembling, both seconds from breaking.
“Fuck this,” he rasped, his voice torn. His hands grabbed my hips, rough, desperate, and before I could stop him he shoved upward, the head of his cock forcing past my soaked entrance.
I cried out, my back arching, every nerve in my body snapping awake. “God, ”
He groaned deep, guttural, as he sank inside me, inch by inch, stretching me wide, filling me so deep I couldn’t breathe. My nails dug into his chest, my mouth open in a choked moan as I dropped down and took him all.
The stretch was brutal, glorious, every thrust slamming into the spot that made my whole body spasm. He pounded up into me, fast, hard, no rhythm left, just raw need.
“Yes,” I gasped, my breasts bouncing against his chest, sweat dripping between us. “Oh God, yes, ”
He grabbed the back of my head, pulling me into a kiss, wet and frantic, our tongues colliding. His hips slammed up, mine slammed down, the couch squeaking under the force.
I rode him harder, faster, my thighs burning, the wet slap of our bodies obscene in the close air. His cock stretched me, hitting so deep I saw sparks behind my eyes.
“I’m, ” I gasped, my whole body seizing. “Rory, I’m, ”
He groaned, biting my shoulder, his thrusts sharp, relentless. “Do it,” he growled against my skin. “Come on me.”
The climax tore through me in a violent rush, my pussy clamping so hard around him he cried out, his cock jerking inside me. I shook, screaming, my nails clawing his chest as wetness gushed out, soaking him, soaking the couch.
He thrust once more, twice, then lost it. His cock pulsed deep inside me, hot spurts filling me, spilling out as he groaned my name against my throat. His whole body bucked under mine, his hips jerking uncontrollably as I rode out wave after wave.
I collapsed against him, still trembling, my pussy spasming around his cock as it twitched, emptying inside me. Our bodies were wet with sweat, our breaths tangled, the smell of sex thick in the air.
For long moments, neither of us moved, just panting, still locked together. His cock twitched weakly inside me, my walls milking every last drop.
Finally, he dragged his lips across my cheek, his voice broken and hoarse. “Jesus Christ.”
I laughed breathlessly against his mouth, my body still quivering, cum dripping down my thighs. “This couch will never be the same.”
Morning light leaked pale through the blinds, warming the sheets tangled around my legs. My body ached everywhere, my skin sticky, my thighs still wet from what we’d done again just an hour earlier. Rory was asleep beside me, one arm heavy across my waist, his chest rising and falling against my back.
A sharp knock rattled the front door.
Rory jerked awake with a groan, blinking at the clock on his nightstand. “Shit,” he muttered, scrambling out of bed. He yanked on the pair of sweats from the floor, no shirt, no time, his hair sticking up in wild tufts.
My pulse spiked. I sat up, clutching the sheet to my chest, my heart hammering as the knock came again, firmer this time.
Rory swore under his breath, running a hand through his hair as he stumbled down the hall. I could hear him fumble with the lock, then the creak of the door opening.
“Morning,” Ron’s voice came, low and even.
I froze, breath caught in my throat.
Rory’s voice was rough, too quick. “You’re early, man. I, uh, wasn’t expecting you yet.”
From the bedroom doorway, I could just see them ,  Rory standing in nothing but the loose sweats he’d pulled on, his chest bare, hair a mess, sweat still drying on his skin. Ron stood calm on the stoop, hands in his jacket pockets, eyes steady.
“Figured I’d get an early start,” Ron said simply, his gaze flicking once over Rory, sharp and assessing. “Didn’t think it’d be a problem.”
Rory shifted, rubbing the back of his neck. “Yeah, uh, no problem. Just give us a minute.”
My stomach twisted, heat racing through me. I pulled the sheet tighter around my body, but the smell of sex clung to me, thick and unmistakable. My thighs pressed together, sore, every nerve alive with the memory of Rory’s cock still inside me less than an hour ago.
I couldn’t see Ron’s eyes from here, but I felt them, steady and cutting, as if he knew exactly what he’d just walked in on.
Rory cleared his throat, stepping back into the apartment. “She’s, uh getting ready.”
Ron didn’t move from the doorway. “I’ll wait.”
The weight of his voice made my chest squeeze, my pulse race. I backed up toward the bed, trembling, unsure if I should hide under the covers or stand and face him when he came in.
Rory turned down the hall, his eyes catching mine, wide and panicked. “Get dressed,” he mouthed, his voice barely above a whisper.
I clutched the sheet tighter, my breath ragged. Ron was here. He’d come early. And I was still in his best friend’s bed, ruined and raw, the evidence of it dripping down my thighs.
My heart hammered as I slid off the bed, clutching the sheet, then dropping it when it tangled around my legs. Panic made me bolt, bare feet slapping the floor, body still sticky, thighs wet.
I darted for the bathroom, fumbling with the door, pushing it just enough to slip through.
But in that split second, I glanced over my shoulder.
Ron was still at the front, framed in the doorway, eyes sharp as glass. The bathroom door hadn’t closed all the way, and through the narrow gap I saw him looking straight at me ,  my bare skin flushed, hair wild, the marks of last night still written all over me.
The door clicked shut, my back pressed hard against it, my chest heaving.
He’d seen everything.




Back of the Car

The bar was loud enough to cover most things but not loud enough to blur the way Rory’s knee pressed against mine under the table. The wood was sticky from spilled beer, and the little tealight in the center made his grin look sharper than it should have. He leaned back, shoulders stretched, shirt tight across his chest like he was showing off without saying it.
Ron ordered another round, his voice calm as ever, the kind of calm that made my chest tighten more than any raised tone ever could. He slid the bottles across the table one by one, setting mine in front of me with the label turned neatly out.
“Drink up,” he said. “We’ve got time.”
Rory picked his up and clinked it lightly against mine, a small tilt of his head. “She looks like she’s already buzzing.”
“I’m fine,” I said, wrapping both hands around the cold glass. My voice came out too fast, too sure.
He chuckled, taking a long swallow, his throat working, eyes locked on me while he drank. The heat rushed back up my chest like I had just been dared.
Ron didn’t say anything else. He tipped his beer to his lips, slow, measured, watching Rory but not stopping him. My legs pressed tighter together under the table, but Rory shifted, his knee pushing harder into mine, forcing space where there wasn’t supposed to be any.
I cleared my throat. “It’s crowded tonight.”
“Means nobody’s paying attention,” Rory said, his voice lower now, not meant for the rest of the bar.
I glanced at Ron. His eyes stayed steady on mine over the rim of his glass, calm and even, like he was waiting to see which way I’d go.
Rory reached for the peanuts, his arm brushing mine, the scrape of his skin leaving a trail of heat up my side. He leaned close enough that his breath slid over my ear. “Bathroom’s down the hall,” he said, his tone too casual to be casual.
My hand tightened around the bottle. “You’re insane.”
He smirked. “Maybe.”
Ron set his beer down with a soft thud. “Go,” he said, his voice even, like he was suggesting I stretch my legs. “You’ve been sitting long enough.”
The bottom dropped out of me. I pushed back from the table, my thighs brushing Rory’s as I stood. He rose too, slow, deliberate, and fell into step behind me.
The hallway smelled like disinfectant and perfume from the women passing by. I ducked into the ladies’ room, splashed water on my wrists, trying to steady my breath. When I stepped out, Rory was waiting, leaning against the wall, his grin slow, certain.
“You came,” he said.
I swallowed hard. “Ron told me to.”
Rory stepped close, his chest brushing mine, the press of his body warm and solid. His hand caught my hip, fingers curling in, testing. I didn’t move away.
“Then don’t waste his generosity,” he murmured, sliding me back against the wall.
The wall was cool against my back, but Rory’s hand was hot and sure where it gripped my hip. His thumb dragged slow across the waistband of my skirt, pressing just hard enough to make my stomach jolt. I stared up at him, my chest rising too fast, my breath hitting his shirt.
“Not here,” I whispered, though I didn’t move.
His grin widened. “Then tell me where.”
The sound of the bar drifted down the hallway, voices and laughter and the clink of glasses. Anyone could come past at any second. My skin buzzed with it, the rush of being pinned out in the open while Ron sat at the table, knowing exactly what was happening.
Rory’s hand slid lower, cupping the curve of my ass, pulling me tight to him. The thick ridge of him pressed against me through his jeans, hard, deliberate. My stomach clenched.
“You’re shaking,” he said, his voice low, almost pleased.
“Because this is, ” I started, but the words broke off when his mouth found mine. His lips were hot, wet, insistent, and I kissed him back before I could stop myself. My hands clutched at his shirt, pulling him closer, the taste of beer and salt flooding my mouth.
The scrape of footsteps made me jerk, but Rory didn’t move. He held me there, kissing me deep, tongue sliding against mine, while someone walked by without looking. My heart slammed so hard it made my ribs ache.
When he finally pulled back, his mouth brushed my cheek, his breath hot. “Bathroom. Now.”
I swallowed, my knees weak, and followed him inside before I could think. The door clicked shut, the music muffled, and then his hands were on me again, rougher now. He backed me up against the sink, lifting my skirt with one tug.
“Rory, ” I gasped, but his hand slid between my thighs, fingers pressing against the thin strip of my panties. The heat there betrayed me instantly.
He smirked. “Already?”
“Don’t,” I said, but my hips tilted into his hand anyway.
His fingers rubbed slow over the soaked fabric, dragging back and forth until my legs trembled. I gripped the edge of the sink, trying to hold myself steady, the porcelain digging into my palms.
He leaned down, mouth at my ear. “Ron knew exactly what would happen when he sent you with me.”
My whole body jolted. I stared at my reflection in the mirror, my flushed cheeks, my parted lips, Rory’s hand disappearing under my skirt. The sight made my chest tighten.
“Say it,” he murmured, pressing harder, the wet drag of my panties shifting under his touch.
I shook my head, breath ragged. “I can’t.”
“Yes, you can.” His teeth grazed my jaw as his fingers slipped under the edge of the fabric, sliding hot against bare skin. My thighs fell wider without me meaning to.
The sound that tore out of me was sharp, helpless. Rory’s grin flashed in the mirror as he pushed two fingers inside me, filling me deep and sudden.
His fingers pushed deeper, curling until my knees buckled. I gripped the sink harder, biting down on a gasp that came out anyway. The sound bounced off the tile, too loud, too raw.
“Fuck,” Rory muttered, his breath hot against my neck. “You’re dripping.”
“Stop, ” I whispered, but my hips ground down against his hand, betraying me completely. The wet slap of his fingers moving inside me was unmistakable.
He kissed me hard, swallowing the noises I couldn’t hold back. His tongue shoved deep into my mouth, rough and wet, while his knuckles twisted just right, making my whole body shudder.
Then the door creaked.
I froze, every nerve jolting. Rory stilled, his hand still buried in me, both of us staring at the mirror like statues.
A knock followed. “Occupied,” Rory said, too casual, but his voice was rough, uneven.
The knob rattled once, then footsteps retreated. My lungs burned as I sucked air back in.
“See?” he said, smirking in the mirror. “Nobody cares.”
My cheeks flamed. “We have to go back.”
He growled in protest, but I shoved his hand away, pulling my panties back into place with shaking fingers. My skirt stuck to my thighs as I smoothed it down, my reflection a mess of flushed cheeks, swollen lips, hair tangled from his hands.
Rory leaned against the door, watching me fix myself. “You’re lucky I stopped.”
“You didn’t stop,” I hissed, grabbing paper towels, blotting at my skin. “I did.”
His grin widened. “Not how it felt to me.”
My chest heaved. I pushed past him, hand trembling as I opened the door. The hallway seemed brighter, louder, as if everyone would know exactly what we’d been doing.
We walked back together, my pulse racing. Rory brushed my hand with his on purpose, smirking every time I flinched.
Ron was still at the table, beer half-gone, eyes steady on us as we sat back down. He didn’t ask where we’d been. He didn’t have to.
Rory dropped into his chair like nothing happened, stretching out his legs until one brushed mine again. He grabbed his bottle, tipped it back, and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.
Ron slid my fresh drink across to me. His fingers lingered against the glass just long enough for me to notice. “Everything all right?”
“Yes,” I said too quickly. My voice cracked, my throat dry.
Rory chuckled low, leaning toward Ron. “Bathroom line was brutal.”
Ron raised his brows, not buying a word of it, but he didn’t push. He only nodded once, slow, and took another drink. His eyes met mine over the rim of the bottle, steady, unreadable.
Ron leaned back in his chair, tipping his bottle until the last swallow was gone. He set it down with a quiet thud and looked between the two of us, his expression calm, certain.
“Shots,” he said. Not a suggestion, a decision.
Rory grinned. “Now we’re talking.”
My stomach tightened. I shook my head, but Ron was already on his feet, weaving toward the bar. The crowd parted easily for him, the kind of steady presence that made people move aside without realizing.
Rory leaned in close. “You’re nervous again.”
“I should be,” I muttered.
He smirked, brushing his knee against mine. “That’s half the fun.”
Ron returned with three glasses balanced in one hand, clear liquid catching the bar light. He slid one in front of me, one in front of Rory, and kept the last for himself.
“Tequila,” he said. “No excuses.”
Rory clinked his glass to mine. “To good company.”
Ron raised his, his eyes on me. “To honesty.”
The burn hit my throat sharp, spreading heat all the way down. I coughed once, covering my mouth, and Rory laughed, thumping my back lightly. His hand lingered there a second longer than it should have.
Ron’s gaze caught mine, steady. He wasn’t laughing.
He gestured toward the booths along the back wall, darker, quieter, away from the crush of the bar. “Let’s move.”
Rory slid out of his chair first, waiting for me. His hand brushed my hip as I passed, casual to anyone watching, but deliberate enough that my breath caught.
The booth was half-hidden by a column, the lighting softer, the cushions worn smooth. Ron sat on one side, stretching an arm across the backrest. He nodded for me to slide in beside him.
Rory took the opposite seat, sprawled back, his legs stretching wide until his boot nudged mine under the table. He didn’t pull back.
Ron flagged the server with two fingers. “Another round.” His hand dropped to my thigh under the table, not high, not moving, just resting there, firm enough to make my pulse jump.
I glanced at him, my lips parting, but he didn’t look at me. His eyes were on Rory.
“She needs to relax,” Ron said, his voice low, even.
Rory’s grin sharpened. “I can help with that.”
The server returned, setting down fresh glasses. Ron slid one toward me, his hand brushing the inside of my knee as he did. His thumb pressed lightly into my skin, a warning, or permission, I couldn’t tell which.
Rory lifted his glass. “To the long night ahead.”
Ron lifted his too. His arm tightened around my shoulders, pulling me just slightly into his side. His lips brushed my ear when he spoke.
“Let’s see how far you’ll go.”
Ron tossed a few bills on the table without waiting for change. “We’re done here,” he said, his voice calm but final.
Rory’s brows shot up, but he slid out of the booth without a word. I followed, my legs shaky, my chest tight. Ron’s hand pressed low on my back as he steered us out the door and into the cooler night.
The car waited at the curb, dark windows catching the neon glow from the bar sign. Ron unlocked it with a sharp beep.
“Back,” he ordered. Not a suggestion.
I froze for half a second, then climbed in, the leather cool against my thighs. Rory slid in right after me, his shoulder brushing mine, his grin cocky. The door shut with a heavy thud, and Ron took the driver’s seat up front, hands steady on the wheel.
The engine turned over, low and smooth, and the car pulled into the street.
Rory draped his arm along the backrest behind me, his fingertips grazing the top of my shoulder. “Guess we’re carpooling.”
Ron’s eyes met mine in the rearview mirror. “Closer.”
Rory smirked and tugged me into his side. My hip pressed against his thigh, his warmth seeping through the fabric of my skirt. My pulse thudded hard in my ears.
Ron turned off the main road, the lights thinning, trees rising up dark around us. The car hummed along the winding stretch of park drive, shadows flickering across Rory’s grin.
“You nervous?” Rory whispered, his lips brushing my ear.
“Yes,” I whispered back. My voice cracked.
Ron’s voice carried from the front, even and steady. “Good. Stay nervous. You make better choices that way.”
Rory chuckled, his hand sliding down my arm to my thigh. His fingers pressed firm against the bare skin just above my knee, squeezing once before dragging higher.
I sucked in a sharp breath, staring at Ron’s eyes in the mirror. He didn’t blink. He didn’t stop the car.
Rory leaned closer, his breath hot against my temple. “He wants this,” he murmured.
Ron’s voice cut through, low and deliberate. “Don’t just whisper. Let me hear you.”
Rory’s grin widened. His hand slid higher under my skirt, the rough drag of his palm making my thighs twitch open. “She’s already shaking for me.”
My cheeks burned. “I’m not, ”
“Finish that lie,” Ron interrupted, his eyes holding mine in the mirror. “Go on.”
The words stuck in my throat. My legs betrayed me, parting wider under Rory’s hand.
Rory laughed under his breath, pushing his fingers higher, brushing the edge of my panties. The wet heat there gave me away instantly.
“She’s soaked,” he said, loud enough for Ron to hear.
The car slowed as Ron took a long curve, the headlights sweeping across empty grass. His jaw was tight, his grip steady on the wheel.
Ron pulled off the main road into a shaded turnout, the kind couples used when they didn’t want to be found. He cut the engine, leaving the dash lights glowing faint across his face. “Too loud back there?” he asked, his tone easy, like he was already in on the joke.
Rory laughed. “You’re the one who told us to squeeze in together.”
“And you’re not complaining,” Ron said, glancing at me in the mirror. “Neither is she.”
I smirked, shifting closer to Rory on the seat. “Maybe a little.”
Rory slipped an arm around my shoulders, tugging me into his side. “She’s lying. She climbed in here first.”
I slapped his chest lightly, laughing, then leaned in and kissed him quick. His mouth was warm, tasting of beer and salt, and when I tried to pull back he chased me, deepening it until my breath caught.
“See?” Ron said, a curl of amusement in his voice. “Not complaining at all.”
I swung a leg over Rory’s lap, settling down on him before I could second-guess it. His hands caught my waist automatically, steadying me, and the thick bulge under his jeans pressed right between my thighs.
“Jesus,” Rory muttered, grinning up at me. “You really aren’t shy anymore.”
“I’m not doing all the work,” I said, grinding down once, slow, just to watch his grin falter.
He groaned, his head tipping back against the seat, and I took his face in my hands, kissing him harder, wetter. My tongue slid over his, pulling a low sound from his chest that made me shiver.
Ron chuckled softly from the front. “You two are trouble.”
I broke the kiss just long enough to glance at him in the mirror. “You started it.”
He lifted a brow. “And you’re enjoying it.”
I laughed, pressing my forehead to Rory’s, my hips still moving against him. His hands tightened on me, not rough, just holding me close as if he didn’t want me slipping away.
“You’re soaked,” he whispered against my mouth.
“Maybe,” I teased, biting lightly at his lip.
Ron shook his head, smiling like he had all the time in the world. “Then don’t keep him waiting.”
The words hit me low, hot, but the grin on his face kept it playful. He wasn’t pushing, just watching, letting me take what I wanted.
I leaned down and kissed Rory again, slower this time, dragging my tongue across his until he groaned into my mouth. My hands slid down his chest, clutching his shirt, while my body rocked against him, chasing the heat building fast between us.
And Ron just watched, steady, amused, like the ride had only just begun.
Rory’s grin never left his face, even when I ground down harder on him and he let out a low curse. His hands slid up my sides, catching just under my ribs, holding me steady while I rocked slow across his lap.
“You’re enjoying this way too much,” I said, breathless.
He laughed against my mouth. “You’re the one riding me in a parked car.”
Ron’s voice drifted from the front, calm and teasing. “She’s got a point.”
I shot him a look in the mirror, my cheeks burning, but the smirk tugging at his lips made me laugh too. I leaned back into Rory, kissing him harder, my tongue sliding deep, stealing another groan from his throat.
His hips lifted under me, grinding back, and I gasped, clutching at his shoulders. The denim pressed thick between us, every ridge of him rubbing against my soaked panties. The friction made my thighs tremble, but I held on, dragging myself slower just to hear him curse again.
“You’re killing me,” he whispered, his teeth grazing my jaw.
“Good,” I said, grinning as I rocked harder, my nails digging into his shirt.
Ron chuckled. “Now that’s the attitude I like.”
I tilted my head, catching Rory’s mouth again, kissing him wet and messy until both of us were panting. His hand slid down to grip my ass, squeezing, guiding my hips in tighter circles until the heat between us nearly burned.
I pulled back just enough to whisper against his lips, “You’re not getting everything you want. Not yet.”
His eyes flashed, but the crooked grin stayed. “Tease.”
I laughed and ground down harder, my panties dragging across the hard line straining against his zipper. The sound that tore from his throat was raw, helpless, and I kissed him again just to swallow it.
Ron’s eyes held mine in the mirror. “She’s enjoying this,” he said, almost like he was proud.
I bit Rory’s lip, tugging lightly before letting go. “More than you think.”
Rory’s hands gripped tighter, his chest rising fast under me. “Then don’t stop.”
But I did, pulling back just enough to make him groan. I smoothed my skirt back over my thighs, adjusting on his lap but not climbing off. “Maybe I like watching you beg.”
Ron laughed low, shaking his head. “Trouble,” he said again, his voice warm.
The car felt smaller with both of them watching me now, Rory’s hungry grin right under me, Ron’s steady eyes in the mirror, but I didn’t shrink from it. I rocked once more on Rory’s lap, slow, deliberate, feeling him twitch beneath me, then settled still, my smile wicked.
Rory’s hands slid up under my blouse, warm palms flattening against my skin. His thumbs brushed the underside of my bra, and my back arched before I could stop it. The press of him under me felt harder now, every slow rock of my hips dragging across the thick bulge that made my breath stutter.
“God, you’re soaked,” he muttered, voice rough against my throat.
“Maybe,” I whispered, grinding down harder, my panties clinging, the fabric shifting wetly with every move.
Ron’s gaze caught mine in the mirror, steady and sharp. “Don’t let him think you’re shy.”
I smiled, breathless, and rolled my hips in a long circle, pressing the soaked strip of fabric harder against Rory’s cock. His head tipped back against the seat, eyes shut, a groan tearing out of him that made my stomach twist with heat.
I leaned down, kissing along his jaw, nipping at the salt of his skin. “You’re close already.”
His laugh came out ragged. “You’re making it impossible not to be.”
My hips rocked faster now, the squeak of the leather seat keeping pace with us. The heat between us was undeniable, and every grind dragged me higher until I had to bite his shoulder to keep quiet.
Ron’s chuckle rumbled from the front. “She’s enjoying this more than you are.”
I lifted my head, eyes meeting his in the mirror, my lips swollen, my chest heaving. “He’s not complaining.”
Rory’s grip on my hips tightened, pulling me harder against him. “Not a chance,” he gasped, his cock twitching under the denim as I pressed down harder.
I rocked faster, panting now, my thighs trembling with the rhythm. Every stroke of him against my clit through the soaked fabric made me gasp, my body begging to let go.
“Say it,” Rory groaned, his mouth dragging over mine. “Say you need it.”
I kissed him back hard, biting his lip, moaning into his mouth. “I need it.”
Ron’s eyes flashed in the mirror, his mouth curving faintly. “Closer,” he said.
I obeyed, grinding faster, shameless now, my wet panties dragging rough over Rory’s cock until the friction had me shaking. He cursed against my mouth, his hips jerking helplessly under me, and my body rocked down to meet every push.
My breath came out in broken gasps, sweat on my back, the car windows fogging faintly with the heat. Rory’s fingers dug into my waist, his groans spilling fast now, but I held him there, teasing with every slow circle, every sharp grind.
I pressed my forehead to his, breath ragged. “Not yet,” I whispered. “You’ll wait for me.”
His laugh was strangled, desperate. “You’re insane.”
I kissed him again, slow and messy, grinding down harder until both of us were trembling on the edge.
Rory’s hands clamped my hips as I rocked harder against him, both of us gasping, the heat unbearable. I thought Ron might let us break right there, but instead the engine roared back to life, the car lurching forward.
I jolted in Rory’s lap, clutching his shoulders. “What are you doing?”
Ron’s mouth curved faintly. “Drive. You wanted excitement, let’s make it interesting.”
The tires crunched out of the turnout, back onto the main road. Trees gave way to streetlights, their glow strobing across Rory’s flushed face beneath me.
“You can’t, ” I started, but Rory cut me off with a kiss, his tongue pushing into my mouth, wet and hungry. My hips kept grinding even as the car picked up speed, the hum of the road vibrating under us.
Outside, the city opened up again, buildings, neon signs, cars sliding past in the opposite lane. Every headlight felt like it was aimed straight at us, like any driver could glance over and see me riding my husband’s best friend in the back seat.
My pulse hammered, but I didn’t stop. I rocked harder, shameless now, my skirt bunched around my hips, my panties soaked and clinging. Rory’s groans grew louder, rougher, every sound swallowed by the engine’s rumble.
Ron’s voice carried from the front, smooth and amused. “Don’t slow down just because people might be watching. They’ll only see what you let them.”
The words shot straight through me. I kissed Rory harder, sloppy and wet, grinding down until his cock twitched thick under his jeans, my clit catching every ridge, every drag.
“Fuck,” Rory panted, biting my lip. “They’ll see us, ”
“Then give them a show,” Ron said, eyes flashing in the mirror.
My chest squeezed tight, heat spilling through me as I ground faster, harder, my moans muffled against Rory’s mouth. The city blurred past the windows, restaurants, pedestrians, a stoplight flashing red before Ron eased the car to a halt.
I froze, straddling Rory in plain view of the intersection. A couple crossed the street, laughing, not even glancing our way, but the rush of it made my thighs quake.
Rory’s hands slipped higher under my blouse, cupping my breasts through the lace, squeezing until I gasped. “They could’ve seen everything.”
“And they didn’t,” Ron said, pulling forward as the light turned. His voice was calm, teasing. “You’re safe. For now.”
The streets grew brighter as Ron steered us deeper into the city. Neon spilled across the windshield, washing over the seats in bursts of red and blue, pink and yellow. Music thudded faintly from the bars lining the strip, the sidewalks packed with people moving between doorways.
I straddled Rory tighter, the denim of his jeans rubbing rough against the soaked strip of my panties. Every light we passed threw another flash over his face, highlighting his flushed skin, his lips swollen from my kisses. His cock twitched hard under me, and my hips rolled again, helpless, chasing the friction.
“Jesus,” he gasped, clutching my waist. “You’re gonna make me lose it right here.”
My head tipped back, a groan slipping out before I caught it. “Don’t you dare.”
Ron’s laugh carried from the front, smooth and teasing. “She likes keeping you begging.”
I glanced at the window, crowds outside, couples laughing, people waiting in line at the clubs. If anyone looked up, they’d see me grinding on Rory in full view, my skirt bunched, my thighs trembling around him.
The rush of it made me grind harder, wetter, my clit dragging over the thick bulge straining his zipper. I kissed him again, sloppy, my tongue sliding deep until we were both gasping.
“Fuck,” Rory muttered, breaking the kiss, his head dropping to my shoulder. His cock bucked under me, pressing so hard against the thin fabric I thought it might slip inside if I moved just a little more.
I grabbed his face and forced him to look at me. “Not yet.”
His grin was desperate, crooked. “You’re evil.”
My hips rolled anyway, slow, deliberate, until the head of him slid against me through the fabric, so close it made my stomach clench. The drag was unbearable, every grind threatening to push us over the edge.
Ron slowed at another light, the glow from a billboard spilling right into the car. A group of college kids stood on the corner, laughing, their eyes inches from the tinted glass.
My breath stuttered. “They can see.”
“No,” Ron said, his voice calm, steady. “But you wish they could.”
The words made my body jolt, heat flooding between my thighs. I ground harder against Rory, moaning against his mouth. His hands clamped my hips, holding me to him, his cock pushing thick against the soaked strip until we were both shaking.
“Please,” he panted, teeth catching my lip. “Just, slip me in.”
I kissed him again, biting his tongue, shaking my head. “Not yet.”
His groan vibrated against my mouth, raw and tortured, and I rocked harder, dragging him to the edge, my panties the only barrier left.
The stoplight ahead blinked red, and Ron eased the car to a halt. Neon from the club strip poured in through the glass, painting the backseat in hot, shifting colors.
Rory’s cock pressed solid against me, the soaked strip of my panties sliding over the thick head with every tiny shift of my hips. My breath caught ,  one wrong move and he’d be inside me.
“Careful,” I whispered, grinding anyway, the fabric slipping just enough that the blunt tip dragged right along my slit. The wet drag made both of us groan.
“Jesus Christ,” Rory muttered, his hands tight on my hips, holding me still even though his body twitched under me. “You’re gonna fuck me right here.”
“Not yet,” I panted, rocking just enough to make him curse again.
The roar of another engine filled the air as two cars pulled up on either side of us. Music thumped from the one on the left, the driver leaning out to laugh at something his buddy said. On the right, a couple sat close together, the girl scrolling her phone, oblivious.
My heart slammed. We were surrounded, trapped at the red light, and I was straddling Rory with his cock straining right at my entrance.
“They’ll see,” I whispered, my hands clutching his shirt.
Rory laughed breathlessly, his lips brushing mine. “Let them.”
Ron’s voice carried back, low but teasing. “Only if you make it obvious.”
The light from the club signs spilled bright across my thighs, catching the wet sheen where my panties clung. I ground down, just once, slow, the thick head of him sliding under the thin fabric until the pressure made my stomach clench.
“Oh fuck,” Rory gasped, his hips jerking up. His cock slipped halfway past the edge of the fabric, just enough that the swollen crown caught bare against me. The heat of it shocked through me, raw and electric.
I froze, my whole body trembling. One more push and he’d be inside.
Ron’s eyes flashed in the mirror. “Close,” he murmured.
The light flicked green. The cars on either side pulled forward, their drivers never glancing our way, never knowing what almost happened inches from them.
Ron let out a small laugh and eased the car back into motion. “You two really are going to get us arrested.”
I slumped against Rory’s chest, my breath ragged, my thighs still shaking. He kissed my temple, groaning into my hair. “Next time you won’t stop me.”
I lifted my head, kissed him quick and sharp, my smile wicked. “We’ll see.”
Ron steered them out of the entertainment zone, past the last stretch of neon, and onto the ramp for the freeway. The sudden surge pinned me against Rory’s chest, my thighs clamped tight around him as the car picked up speed.
The city fell away fast, lights shrinking in the rear window until only the glowing dash lit the cabin. The steady hum of tires on asphalt filled the space, every vibration carrying straight through Rory’s lap into me.
“God,” I gasped, rocking down harder without thinking. The denim was wet now, my panties soaked through, every grind dragging raw across the swollen length straining beneath me.
Rory’s hand caught the back of my neck, dragging me down into another kiss. His tongue slid hot and desperate against mine, his groan muffled in my mouth. My hips moved faster, shameless, chasing the rough friction until my thighs shook.
“You’re not holding back anymore,” he muttered, breaking just long enough to pant against my lips.
“Maybe I don’t want to,” I said, grinding harder, my clit catching perfectly against him with every roll.
Ron’s voice carried back over the engine’s low rumble. “Don’t let the freeway lull you. You’ll forget someone’s watching.”
I snapped my eyes up, meeting his in the mirror. The flash of headlights from behind caught his face, lit his grin.
My chest squeezed, heat rushing through me. I ground even harder against Rory, moaning into his mouth, making sure Ron saw every second.
“Fuck,” Rory groaned, clutching my hips, his cock jerking thick under me. “I’m gonna come just from this.”
I laughed breathlessly against his cheek, still rocking. “Not without me.”
The freeway stretched endless, dark fields on either side, headlights streaking past every few seconds. Each whoosh of another car shot adrenaline through me ,  the thought of someone glancing in, catching me straddling Rory, grinding down until both of us shook.
My panties dragged lower now, half-shoved aside from the friction, the blunt head of him sliding against bare skin with every slip of my hips. My breath hitched, my body jerking at the raw contact.
“Jesus,” Rory hissed, his hands locking on my waist. “You’re so close.”
“I know,” I gasped, rocking harder, desperate.
Ron’s voice came again, calm but amused. “Don’t lose it on the freeway. Make it last.”
The words hit me deep, twisting the heat higher. I kissed Rory again, wet and messy, grinding so close I could feel the thick head nudging right at my entrance, every mile bringing me closer to snapping.
The hum of the tires grew louder, steady as a drumbeat under us. I rocked down harder, my panties shoved halfway aside, the wet heat of me sliding bare against the thick crown of Rory’s cock with every roll of my hips.
“Jesus, you’re right there,” he groaned, his head tipping back, jaw tight. His hands clamped on my ass, pulling me tighter, grinding me harder over him.
I gasped, my whole body trembling. “One more, ”
“No,” Ron cut in from the front, his voice calm but sharp enough to cut straight through me.
I froze, panting, my forehead pressed to Rory’s. He was shaking under me, his cock twitching thick against my slit, so close it felt like I was already on him.
“Please,” Rory muttered, his voice breaking. “She’s killing me.”
Ron’s eyes caught mine in the mirror, steady, amused. “That’s the point.”
My chest heaved, sweat on the back of my neck. I shifted just enough to keep the pressure, grinding slow circles that made both of us whimper. His cock slid along me, every ridge dragging over my clit until my thighs shook open wider.
“Fuck,” I gasped, clutching his shirt. “I’m gonna, ”
“You’re not,” Ron said, his tone easy, like he was enjoying a private joke.
The car sped past another set of headlights, the whoosh of air rattling the frame. My nails dug into Rory’s shoulders as I rocked once more, harder, the swollen head of him catching right at my entrance, so close it nearly pushed in.
I cried out, biting his lip to swallow the sound.
Rory’s groan was ragged, his cock jerking against me, thick and ready. “I can’t, ”
“Yes, you can,” Ron said, his hands steady on the wheel. “You’ll wait.”
My body screamed with it, wet heat flooding down my thighs, every nerve begging for more. I rocked again, slower this time, my clit dragging over him until sparks shot through me, but I held myself there, trembling on the edge.
Rory buried his face in my neck, panting hard. “You’re gonna drive me insane.”
I laughed breathlessly, rocking once more, teasing him with every slide. “That makes two of us.”
The freeway stretched ahead, endless, the night pressing close around the car. Inside, every inch of me buzzed, my body shaking, my climax teetering just out of reach, because Ron wanted it that way.
The freeway stretched on forever, mile after mile of dark fields and the occasional rush of headlights sweeping past. I rocked on Rory’s lap slower now, too close to risk a slip, every drag of him against me raw and unbearable. His hands clamped my hips, his breath hot and ragged against my ear.
“Please,” he groaned, his cock twitching thick against my slit. “I can’t, ”
“You can,” Ron said from the front, steady, almost amused.
I glanced up, my reflection caught in the mirror, cheeks flushed, lips swollen, my body straddling Rory like I was already his. Ron’s eyes held mine a beat too long before he flicked the turn signal and guided the car onto the next exit.
The tires hummed over the ramp, the city lights gone now, only scattered lamps marking the edge of a side road. Ron drove slow, deliberate, until he pulled into a narrow clearing shielded by trees. The engine idled, the headlights catching branches before he killed them, plunging the car into near dark.
The quiet roared in my ears. My hips stilled on Rory’s lap, the soaked strip of fabric clinging to me, his cock pulsing under me so hard I could feel every twitch.
Ron shifted in his seat, twisting enough to see us fully. “Now,” he said, his tone light but certain. “Show me you’re ready to stop teasing.”
Heat rushed through me. My hands fisted in Rory’s shirt, dragging him into a kiss that broke all restraint. My tongue pushed deep into his mouth, messy, hungry, while I rocked harder, reckless now. His groan shook against my lips, his hips lifting to meet me, grinding thick and solid against my soaked slit.
“God, finally,” he muttered, kissing me rougher, his hands sliding under my blouse, cupping my breasts, squeezing until I gasped into his mouth.
Ron leaned back, one arm over the seat, watching like he had all the time in the world. “Better. Much better.”
I broke the kiss, panting, my forehead pressed to Rory’s. “I’m so close,” I whispered, my body trembling with it.
Rory grinned, desperate, his cock jerking against me. “Then take it.”
My hips rolled harder, the blunt head catching just enough that I cried out, shuddering in his lap. Every nerve screamed to let go, to finally slip down on him.
Ron’s voice cut through, calm but sharp. “Not until I say.”
I whimpered, rocking faster anyway, the sound spilling out before I could stop it. My body was burning, on fire, every drag of him against me dragging me closer to the edge than I’d ever been.
Rory’s cock pressed thick against me, the swollen head slipping under the soaked edge of my panties with every grind. My body jerked, my thighs trembling as I hovered right there, so wet he could slide in with the slightest push.
“Please,” I gasped, clutching his face, kissing him hard, messy, my tongue shoving deep. “I can’t wait anymore.”
He groaned into my mouth, his hips jerking up, the tip nudging at my entrance. “I’m losing my mind, let me in, ”
“No.” Ron’s voice cut sharp through the dark.
I broke the kiss with a whimper, staring at him in the mirror. “Please, I’ll do anything, just let me, ”
His eyes held mine, steady, unreadable. “Not yet.”
Rory cursed under his breath, his hands clamped on my hips, holding me still even as his cock throbbed hot against my bare slit. “She’s begging, man.”
“I hear her,” Ron said, leaning back in his seat, calm as ever. “She’ll beg harder.”
My body shook, sweat dripping down my spine, the pressure unbearable. I rocked anyway, slow circles, keeping him pressed at my entrance without slipping down. My lips brushed Rory’s, desperate. “I’ll be good, I promise, just let me have it, ”
Rory’s breath came ragged, his forehead pressed to mine. “She’s killing me.”
Ron’s mouth curved faintly. “Good. That means she’s learning.”
A sob tore out of me, half a laugh, half a cry. I kissed Rory again, frantic, grinding down so close the head of him pushed against me, stretching just enough to make me scream into his mouth. My whole body seized, clenching around nothing, ready to take him all the way.
Ron’s voice came low, steady, final. “If you do it now, it’s over.”
I froze, panting hard, tears stinging the corners of my eyes. My hips trembled, still pressed tight against Rory’s cock, but I held myself there, not slipping, not breaking.
“Please,” I whispered again, my voice raw. “I’ll do anything. I swear it.”
Rory kissed me, rough and desperate, his hands shaking on my hips. “She’s gonna explode if you keep this up.”
Ron’s grin in the mirror was slow, wicked. “That’s exactly what I want.”
My head tipped back, a broken cry spilling out as I ground once more, stopping myself just before he could slide inside. My whole body throbbed, wild, my promises spilling out in gasps. “I’ll take it any way you want, just let me, ”
Ron shook his head, his eyes sharp on mine. “Not yet. Not until I decide.”
I collapsed against Rory’s chest, trembling, wet and still grinding helplessly with every breath. The car filled with the sound of my panting, Rory’s groans, the leather squeaking under us.
Ron eased the shifter into park, the engine still idling low. He turned, eyes locking mine in the mirror, calm as ever. “Fine,” he said. “You’ve begged enough.”
My breath caught, my whole body jolting. Rory’s hands tightened on my hips, his cock twitching hot beneath me.
Ron pushed his door open. Cool night air rushed in, carrying the smell of pine and asphalt. He stepped out, shutting it behind him with a deliberate click. I twisted in Rory’s lap, wide-eyed, watching Ron circle to the side of the SUV. He stopped just a few feet away, leaning casually against the hood, arms folded. The glow of the dash threw light across his face through the windshield, his eyes locked steady on us.
“Go ahead,” he said through the open window. “Show me.”
Heat shot straight through me. I turned back to Rory, clutching his shirt, and kissed him hard, messy. My hips slammed down once, and this time I didn’t stop. The blunt head of him slid past the soaked edge of my panties, stretching me wide, the sudden fullness tearing a gasp from my throat.
“Fuck,” Rory groaned, his head tipping back against the seat. “Finally.”
I ground down further, taking every inch, my body clenching tight around him. The stretch burned and thrilled all at once, wet heat flooding down my thighs. My nails raked his chest through the fabric as I gasped, “Oh god, yes, ”
Outside, Ron leaned against the hood, watching through the glass. The faint smile on his face made my chest seize tighter, made me ride harder, shameless under his steady gaze.
Rory’s hands gripped my ass, lifting me, slamming me back down on his cock. The wet slap filled the cabin, obscene and loud, each thrust driving me harder into him. My cries tore out, muffled against his mouth when I kissed him, spilling free when I pulled back.
“You’re so fucking tight,” he panted, biting my shoulder.
My eyes fluttered open, catching Ron’s face through the windshield, close enough to see every detail. He didn’t move, didn’t flinch, just watched, arms folded, steady as the glass fogged between us.
That sight sent me spiraling. I rocked faster, my body clenching harder around Rory with every thrust, my climax crashing just out of reach. “I’m gonna, ”
“Do it,” Ron called softly, his voice carrying clear through the cracked window.
The words broke me. My body seized, my cunt gripping Rory’s cock in tight spasms as I cried out, shuddering hard against him. Heat flooded between us, my thighs wet, the seat moist beneath me.
Rory groaned, jerking up into me, his cock swelling, pulsing thick as he spilled inside. I gasped his name, collapsing against him, my whole body shaking with the release.
Outside, Ron stayed at the hood, eyes sharp on me, steady, watching until the last tremor shook out of me.
My chest heaved against Rory’s, every breath dragging hot across his throat. His cock still pulsed inside me, thick and wet, the last twitches spilling deep as I trembled in his lap. My thighs ached raw, but I didn’t move. I clung to him, panting, my hair sticking to my face.
Rory smoothed a hand down my back, softer now, rubbing lazy circles over my skin. “Jesus,” he muttered, his grin shaky. “I thought I was gonna die waiting.”
I laughed, breathless, my lips brushing his jaw. “You almost did.”
Outside, Ron shifted off the hood and walked slowly around the car. His shadow passed the window, then the back door opened with a click of the latch. Cool night air rushed in, washing over my overheated skin.
He leaned in, resting one arm on the doorframe. His eyes trailed over me still straddling Rory, my panties shoved aside, his cum dripping warm down my thighs. His mouth curved faintly, more amused than anything.
“You two look wasted,” he said.
Rory laughed hoarsely, tipping his head back against the seat. “Because she is.”
I swatted at his chest, laughing too, though my cheeks burned. “Shut up.”
Ron reached in, brushing hair from my face with two fingers. The simple touch made my stomach twist. “You handled it,” he said, his voice low but steady.
I caught his hand before he could pull it away, pressing my cheek into his palm. The heat of him grounded me, steadied the wild shake still running through my body. “Barely,” I whispered.
Rory kissed my shoulder, slow and lingering now, his breath warm. “Worth it.”
Ron’s thumb dragged across my cheekbone, and for a moment the three of us just breathed together, the night humming around the car. The sharp edge of need had dulled into something heavy, thick, wrapping around us like a blanket.
I finally shifted, wincing a little as I slid off Rory’s lap. The mess between us was sticky, my thighs trembling when I tried to settle beside him. He tugged me back into his arm, pulling me close, and I let myself sink against him, exhausted but lit from the inside.
Ron stepped back, letting the door swing mostly shut. “Catch your breath. We’re not done for the night.”
My pulse jumped, but there was no urgency in his tone. Just quiet certainty, like he knew exactly how the rest of the night would unfold.
Rory’s arm tightened around me, his lips brushing my temple. “Think you’ve got another round in you?”
I laughed softly, closing my eyes. “With both of you? I don’t think I have a choice.”
Ron’s low chuckle drifted in from the open door. “That’s the spirit.”
Rory’s hand traced lazy patterns along my thigh, nothing urgent now, just the comfort of skin against skin. His chest rose steady under my cheek, the hammering rhythm of before replaced by something calmer, almost gentle. I let myself sink into him, breathing in the warm scent of sweat and soap clinging to his shirt.
Ron shut the back door partway, leaning against it with one hand still resting on the frame. He looked at us like a man watching the tide roll back after a storm, quiet, steady, faintly amused.
“You’re both a mess,” he said, the corner of his mouth twitching.
Rory chuckled low, his palm brushing my hair back. “Worth it.”
I tilted my head up at Ron, my lips curving, even as my body still trembled. “You’re too calm.”
“I don’t need to be worked up,” Ron said easily. “That was the point. Watching you lose yourselves.”
Heat crept up my neck again, but I didn’t look away. His gaze on me wasn’t cruel or distant, it was knowing, deliberate, steady. The weight of it made me curl tighter into Rory’s side, shivering despite the warmth.
Rory kissed the top of my head, softer than I expected, then murmured, “She’s shaking.”
Ron leaned in, brushing two fingers down my arm, light as a whisper. “That’s not fear. She’s still buzzing.”
He wasn’t wrong. My thighs ached, my pulse still jumped every time I shifted, and the faint drip of wetness reminded me how far gone I’d been.
“I need water,” I mumbled, half laughing, half serious.
Rory laughed too, squeezing me against his chest. “And a shower. Or five.”
Ron smiled, stepping back from the car. “Lucky for you, we’ve got the drive home first. That’ll cool you off.”
I groaned into Rory’s shirt. “Or torture me more.”
Rory grinned, brushing his lips against my hair. “I could live with that.”
Ron slid back into the driver’s seat, the leather creaking under him. The engine hummed steady, headlights spilling back across the trees as he turned us toward the road. He glanced once in the mirror, his expression softer now. “Get comfortable. We’ll talk on the way.”
I sighed, settling deeper into Rory’s arms, my body limp but my mind racing. The night wasn’t over yet, but for the first time since it started, I felt more at ease than on edge.
The tires hummed over the road, the dark stretch of freeway opening ahead again. Rory’s arm stayed snug around me, his thumb brushing the inside of my thigh like he couldn’t stop touching me, even now.
Ron adjusted the mirror, his eyes flicking back just once. “So,” he said, calm as ever. “How did that feel?”
I shifted against Rory’s chest, my cheeks heating. “Intense. I don’t think I’ve ever been that wound up, not for that long. It was maddening. And perfect.”
Rory laughed hoarsely. “She was begging.”
“I was,” I admitted, no shame in it now. My voice dropped softer. “I would’ve promised anything. Just to finally let it happen.”
Ron’s mouth curved faintly in the reflection. “That’s what made it work. The waiting broke you both down to something raw.”
Rory shook his head, grinning. “You have no idea how close I was. She was dripping all over me, grinding like she wanted to tear me apart.”
I nudged him with my elbow, embarrassed but still smiling. “You weren’t exactly calm, either.”
“No,” he admitted, kissing my temple. “I’ve never held back like that in my life. Every second I thought I’d lose it, and every time you stopped me it just made me harder.”
Ron’s voice carried steady over the hum of the engine. “That edge is where the truth comes out. No pretense, no performance. Just need.”
I swallowed, pressing my cheek to Rory’s shirt. “It felt like being stripped down to nothing. Like there was no choice but to admit what I wanted. Even when it scared me.”
Rory’s grip on me tightened, his tone softer now. “I wasn’t scared. I just knew I couldn’t stop. Even if you told me to, I don’t think I could’ve pulled back again.”
“That’s what made it real,” Ron said. His gaze in the mirror was steady, thoughtful. “When you lose the act, the polish, and all that’s left is the hunger, that’s when you know what you’re made of.”
For a moment, the car filled only with the steady roll of tires and the low hum of the engine. My chest rose and fell against Rory’s, my body still trembling, my mind turning over the words.
Finally I whispered, “I’ve never felt more exposed. And I’ve never felt more alive.”
Rory kissed the side of my face, firm and sure. “Me too.”
Ron nodded once, his focus back on the road. “Then it worked. That’s all that matters.”
The three of us sat with it, the weight of honesty settling deeper than the afterglow. No one hiding. No one holding back. Just the truth, spoken aloud, with nothing left between us but the hum of the night.
The freeway thinned into side streets, the soft glow of neighborhoods rising ahead. Rory shifted, his arm still tight around me, but it was Ron’s voice that filled the car.
“I should say something,” he began, steady but lower now. “Watching my wife like that it wasn’t simple.”
I lifted my head from Rory’s chest, my pulse skipping. The mirror showed Ron’s face in half-shadow, his eyes fixed on the road but his words aimed squarely at us.
“When I first thought about it, I told myself it’d be just a thrill. Something to get us both off. But tonight” He paused, exhaling slow. “It cut deeper. I felt proud. And I felt terrified. And I couldn’t look away.”
My throat tightened. “Terrified?”
“Because once you see it,” he said, glancing briefly at me in the mirror, “you can’t unsee it. You weren’t mine in that back seat. Not completely. And part of me hated that. But another part, ” His jaw worked as if he was chewing on the words. “Another part was lit up, alive, like I hadn’t been in years.”
Rory stayed quiet, his thumb rubbing small circles on my hip, his eyes fixed on Ron.
I swallowed hard. “So you don’t regret it?”
Ron shook his head once. “No. Not even close. I saw you give yourself over to him, but I also saw you look for me the whole time. You begged me, not him, to let it happen. That told me what I needed to know.”
Heat prickled behind my eyes, and I pressed a hand to my chest. “I did look for you.”
“I know,” Ron said softly. “And that’s why I can live with it. Because even when you were lost in him, you weren’t gone from me. You wanted me to see. To hold the line. To make it real.”
The weight of his words settled heavy in the car, more intimate than anything physical.
Rory finally broke the silence. “You’re a stronger man than I’d be. I don’t know if I could’ve done what you did.”
Ron gave a faint, almost humorless smile. “It’s not about strength. It’s about knowing what matters. And tonight proved something, that even when she’s not in my arms, she’s still mine in a way no one else can touch.”
I blinked fast, my chest aching, caught between the ache of guilt and the rush of love. “Ron.”
His eyes met mine in the mirror, steady and unflinching. “Don’t thank me. Just remember I’ll never let us lie to ourselves. If we do this, it’s all cards on the table. Always.”
Ron turned onto our street, the glow of our porch light coming into view. His voice came low, certain, the words slicing clean through the night.
“You can give him your body,” he said, eyes steady in the mirror, “but your soul stays with me.”




Down by the Beach

The fire was down to glowing red clumps and a few drifting sparks. Most of the folding chairs were empty. Music still played low from someone’s phone in a cup holder, but it was winding down too. People were saying goodbye in pairs, walking back to the house or peeling off toward their cars. I didn’t say anything. I picked up the empty marshmallow bag and a crumpled napkin and tossed them into the garbage sack by the cooler. Then I walked toward his truck.
I wasn’t following anyone. No one had told me to. I just didn’t want to linger around the half-drunk couples trying not to look like they were looking for a last kiss.
Derek’s truck was where it had been all night, parked just off the gravel near the row of trees. I opened the passenger side, climbed in, and shut the door. It was still warm inside. The windows were partly fogged. I pulled my knees up and turned toward the door, curling a little, resting my chin on my arm. My skin felt tight from the sun earlier. My thighs still smelled faintly of the sunscreen I’d rubbed on after dinner. My denim shorts were stiff at the waistband from the lakewater, but the inside of my legs had dried smooth. I could feel the faintest line of sand still inside the leg hole where the fabric folded.
The driver door opened. Derek stepped up and in. He didn’t look at me. Just shut the door, twisted the key once to power the dash, and adjusted the air vent to blow low. Then he sat back and rubbed his jaw, eyes still forward. “You hiding out?”
“I didn’t feel like going in yet.”
He nodded slowly. “Me neither.”
He reached down and pulled the tab on his beer. It cracked. He took a sip. I looked down at his hand holding the can. His thumb was red near the nail, a small split from today’s dock rope. I had seen him jerk his hand back when it happened.
I kept my arms tucked close. “I didn’t mean to steal your space.”
“You didn’t.”
We sat like that for a minute. Quiet music, he air vent and the fizz of his beer. Then he turned slightly and looked over at me. His eyes flicked down to my legs, then back to my face. “You still cold?”
I shrugged. “I warmed up.”
He nodded again, slower this time, but didn’t say anything. His hand slid to the middle of the seat, resting palm down near the console. His forearm was dark from the sun, the light hair standing up slightly from the heat. I saw his pinky twitch, just a little. He didn’t look at me.
I moved one knee down so I faced him. He noticed that, naturally. His eyes tracked it. Then he looked down at my foot, bare, resting on the seat between them.
He still didn’t say anything. He just reached down and set his beer in the cup holder, then leaned back. I watched his hand as it stayed there on his thigh, fingers spread a little. He wasn’t tense. He wasn’t relaxed either. His chest rose and fell slow under the dark grey t-shirt he’d changed into after swimming. It had a stretched collar, slightly damp still at the edges from where his hair had dripped earlier. I remembered him pulling it on outside the tent. I’d watched him.
I adjusted my leg again, just enough to brush his outer thigh. The contact was light, almost nothing. But he didn’t move away.
“I don’t know what I’m doing,” I said. My voice was quiet. I wasn’t sure I meant for it to come out.
Derek looked at me then. Really looked. His expression didn’t change much, but his eyes were focused now. “You came in here.”
“I didn’t think you’d follow.”
“I didn’t.”
That shut me up. My mouth stayed slightly parted.
His eyes dropped to my lips. “You’re not wearing anything under that sweatshirt, are you?”
I didn’t answer. He reached forward, slow, and let his fingers rest just above my knee, barely pressing. His thumb moved once, back and forth.
Still watching my face, he slid his hand up higher. My breath caught.
“Matt’s still out there,” I said.
“Yep.”
He pushed my legs open with one slow motion, still just using that one hand. I felt the seam of my shorts shift against me. The center button pressed harder into my stomach as I twisted slightly. My back hit the door.
“Do you want me to stop?”
I could feel the words forming, but they didn’t come out. My chest moved again. I couldn’t tell if it was air or panic.
His hand didn’t move. Just stayed there, warm, close, hovering.
I looked down. His thumb was under the hem now. I could see the edge of his nail against my skin.
I didn’t say yes. I didn’t say no. I just let my legs fall a little farther apart.
His hand moved. This time, slow, deliberate. He leaned in closer. I smelled the beer on his breath.
The first sound I made was when his fingers pushed under the fabric and slid all the way in.
He clamped his other hand over my mouth fast. “Shh,” he whispered, low and right against my cheek. “You don’t want him to come looking.”
I couldn’t answer. My hips did it for me.
I nodded under his hand. His palm was rough, warm, steady over my mouth. My breath came fast against it. I didn’t want to pull away, I needed his hand over my mouth, liked it like that.
He moved lower, his fingers easing past the tight edge of the denim, into the warmth inside, where I was already wet. I didn’t want him to know. But I couldn’t pretend I wasn’t.
I gripped the door handle behind me, just to hold onto something.
His hand moved again, a little firmer now. I closed my eyes, but I still felt it all, his breath near my ear, the twitch of his wrist as he adjusted, the scrape of my zipper teeth against his knuckle.
My body had decided something my brain hadn’t caught up with.
His fingers pulled out, slow. Wet. He brought them to my mouth.
I hesitated.
He watched me.
I parted my lips. He pushed two fingers in. I closed around them. I tasted myself.
My chest ached from the tightness of it all, my heartbeat in my throat, in my fingertips, in the curve of my back where I arched slightly forward without meaning to.
Derek pulled his fingers free, wiped them on my bare thigh.
He leaned closer, enough that I felt the heat of him through my clothes.
“You came in here because you knew,” he said.
I didn’t answer. I didn’t know if I agreed or not. Maybe I had. Maybe I hadn’t.
He pushed my legs wider, used both hands now. Rougher.
“I didn’t plan this,” I whispered.
“Yeah, you did.”
He undid the top button on my shorts. Then the second. He didn’t rush. I didn’t stop him.
My hips lifted slightly. Just enough for him to get a finger in the waistband.
I heard voices outside. Laughter. A door closing.
I froze. He waited. Then moved again, sliding my shorts down an inch, then another. My panties came down too.
The cold air on my thighs snapped something awake in me.
“I have to go back inside soon,” I said.
“You will.”
His mouth pressed against my neck. Not kissing. Just holding me there, breathing me in.
I tilted my head, gave him more.
Some part of me wanted to grab his hand, shove it deeper, faster, finish it before I could stop myself.
But another part of me wanted to stay right where we were. Almost there. Almost nothing. Not quite real yet.
“Tell me if you want me to stop,” he said again.
Then he pulled my shorts down past my knees, and my panties, stretching. His hands stayed there. Resting.
He was giving me time to run but I didn’t run.
The seat beneath me was warm from my body. My thighs were bare now, parted, knees bent with the shorts caught low around my ankles. The elastic pressed into my skin. I felt the cool air against everything that had just been covered. It made me aware of how wet I was again.
Derek stayed crouched low, his head tilted, hands resting on my knees. He hadn’t touched me again yet. But I felt him looking. Not just glancing, studying. My skin was flushed. I knew that. My chest, my stomach, the soft inside of my thighs.
The fabric under me made a faint sound as I moved, as my hips involuntarily lifted and circled. My back slid against the door.
“Don’t move,” he said.
His voice was low. Not rough. He brushed one knuckle up my thigh. The edge of it traced lightly from the back of my knee to the soft skin high inside. Slow. I held my breath.
He didn’t rush. His fingers moved like he had all the time in the world. One touch. Then a pause. Then another.
I watched him and didn’t blink.
“You shaved,” he said.
I swallowed. “Yeah.”
His eyes flicked up. “For me?”
I wasn’t ready for that. I opened my mouth. Closed it. Then I nodded. I had to.
He smiled once, just slightly, and dragged the back of his fingers along the outside of my hip. “Didn’t think you were the type.”
“I wasn’t.”
He pushed one finger forward, between my lips, finding me exactly where I was aching.
“Then why are you here?”
I breathed out hard. My head tipped back against the glass. “You know why,” I exhaled coarsely.
His finger slid in deeper, then curved. I gasped. My hand shot out and gripped his forearm, slapped the window.
He didn’t stop.
The sound of the others outside felt miles away now. I could still hear voices, but they didn’t matter.
He added a second finger. My whole body reacted., arching, tightening. My breath caught and stayed high. I could feel the tight squeeze of myself around him, how slippery it was, how shameless.
He kissed the inside of my knee.
That simple, that gentle. I felt my eyes sting.
“We  shouldn’t be doing this,” I whispered.
“We already are.”
His fingers moved with more pressure now, deeper, curling inside me. I whimpered before I could stop it.
He reached up and covered my mouth again.
This time I licked his palm.
He froze.
Then he pressed in harder, fucking me slow with his fingers, watching my face like he wanted to remember every twitch, every sound I wasn’t allowed to make.
I didn’t close my eyes. I wanted to see him while he did it to me.
His fingers kept moving. Deep, careful, unrelenting. My legs trembled. I could feel how open I was now, how there was no going back. My body had already chosen, even if my mouth hadn’t said it.
I bit down hard on my bottom lip, trying to stay quiet. He was watching me again, his head just tilted, his eyes flicking between my face and the place where his hand disappeared between my thighs.
“Don’t stop,” I said, barely audible.
He didn’t.
He moved his hand slower, deeper, drawing out each motion. I could feel my body clenching, pulling at his fingers. The ache was almost unbearable now, every nerve in my body on edge.
I reached down, touching his wrist. He paused.
I shook my head once, not wanting him to stop. Just wanting to feel it.
“I want your mouth.”
Derek let his fingers slip out slowly. My body clenched at the loss. I felt the trail they left behind.
He  moved lower, shifting to his knees on the truck floor. His hands slid under the backs of my thighs, lifting them slightly as he repositioned.
The vinyl squeaked faintly as I shifted my hips to let him.
I didn’t look away.
He bent forward. His breath hit my skin.
I gasped, my hands curling into fists against the seat.
His mouth didn’t touch me. Not yet. Just breath. Just heat. Just the maddening nearness of it.
He looked up at me once. My face, flushed. My mouth, parted. My chest, rising fast.
I nodded.
And then he lowered his head.
My head fell back. My hand found the edge of the seat and held on. My other hand pressed to the glass behind me, fingers splayed, palm damp.
His hands tightened under my thighs, pulling me a little closer.
I stopped thinking.
All I knew was the sound of my own breath, the wet pressure building again, and his mouth moving like he already knew every part of me.
I wasn’t quiet. I wasn’t subtle.
I didn’t know how long it lasted. It felt endless. My hips kept shifting, chasing more, lifting into him. He didn’t rush. He didn’t pull back. His mouth stayed there, working me slowly, steadily, every motion exact.
I couldn’t stay quiet. I tried. But the sounds came, short, broken, desperate.
My hand dropped to his head. His hair was soft under my fingers. Damp with sweat. I gripped it lightly, not guiding, just needing to hold something.
He groaned low into me. The vibration made me gasp.
I bucked once, sharper than I meant to, and he held me in place, firm hands under my thighs anchoring me. I spread wider for him. My body was beyond shame now, driven by heat and instinct.
When it came, it hit hard. A clench low in my stomach, rising fast, stealing the breath from my lungs. I didn’t cry out. I couldn’t. My body locked up, every muscle pulling tight.
He didn’t stop. He eased me through it, mouth soft, tongue slow now, gentler with each second.
I exhaled shakily. My chest heaved. My hand fell from his head.
I opened my eyes and found him still between my legs, watching me.
The windows were fogged. My legs were still spread. My shorts and panties bunched at my ankles.
He licked his lips once, slow, then wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.
“You okay?” he asked.
I nodded.
Then, after a second, I laughed once, breathless. “No. Not even a little.”
He sat back, leaning on his hands, knees wide. His shirt was damp at the collar.
“We should,” I started, then trailed off.
He raised an eyebrow. “We should what?”
I looked down at myself. At him. At the space between us.
I pulled my shorts up slowly, feeling everything. My underwear was still off, in his hand. I didn’t ask for them.
“We should go inside,” I said finally.
He reached for the door handle, glanced up at the house, but didn’t open it. “Matt’s probably still in line.”
I swallowed hard. “Then we have time.”
He looked at me, waiting.
I leaned in. “But not for that again.”
He grinned. “Then what?”
I reached over and zipped his jeans for him.
“We get our shit together,” I said. “And we act normal.”
He nodded. “Okay.”
I leaned back into the seat, breathing slower, trying to calm my face, my chest, my everything. My thighs still tingled. My lips were parted. The damp heat between my legs hadn’t faded.
Derek sat upright again, wiping both palms down the front of his jeans. He glanced at me, then down, then back up.
I reached behind me, grabbing my hoodie off the floor, and pulled it on without zipping it.
“Your hair’s a mess,” he said, brushing it off my forehead.
I blinked. “Yours too.”
He smirked and turned to the glove box, rummaging until he found a pack of gum. He handed me a piece and took one himself.
I could still feel the weight of his body between my legs, the drag of his mouth, the hold of his fingers.
I shifted in my seat. “Matt’s not stupid.”
Derek shook his head. “No. He’s not.”
I stared at the condensation on the window, smeared where my hand had been.
“So,” I said, voice low, “we keep it zipped?”
“Sure,” he said, chewing. “We can do that.”
But his hand slid across the console, brushing mine. I didn’t pull away.
He looked out the windshield, squinting. “There he is.”
I sat up straighter. Matt was heading back from the burger shack, drinks in hand, bags swinging from his fingers.
Derek cleared his throat. “Ready?”
I nodded and opened my door. The rush of cool air hit my skin, making me flinch. My thighs were sticky. My pulse still raced.
Matt climbed into the backseat with a grin. “Long line. Sorry.”
“No worries,” I said, forcing the smile. “We were just talking.”
He handed me my burger, then passed Derek his.
As the engine started and we pulled back onto the road, Derek reached forward to adjust the mirror.
I caught his eyes in it, just for a second.
My body still ached in the places only he had touched.
And Matt sat inches behind me, unwrapping his food, completely unaware.
I turned my head to the window and took a bite, chewing slowly.
The silence between us was filled with the sound of the highway and the crinkle of paper bags.
I swallowed and closed my eyes for a second.
Everything about me still felt exposed. I crossed one leg over the other and pulled my hoodie closed, like it would somehow erase what we’d done. My thighs stuck a little where they touched. I adjusted, careful, casual.
Matt leaned forward between the seats. “You guys good with driving a bit before we eat? Burgers’ll stay warm. I wouldn’t mind catching that overlook before its too dark.”
“Yeah, totally,” I said, without looking at him.
Derek nodded. “Let’s do it.”
Matt dropped back into his seat, unwrapping one of the burgers. I felt the car start to move again, slow turns through the gravel lot, then back onto the road. The tires made a wet sound over the fresh blacktop.
The sky had turned to a soft gold. Trees blurred past, windows half-down. I concentrated on the breeze, the sound of the wind, the smell of grease and soda, anything but the pressure still low in my belly.
Derek’s hand rested lightly on the shifter. Every time he changed gears, his arm brushed mine.
Matt started talking from the back, some story about the guy working the counter. I nodded when it seemed like I should. Derek grunted a laugh at one point, but didn’t say much.
I glanced down. My legs were bare where my shorts rode up again. I hadn’t fixed them properly. He hadn’t either. I saw him notice and then deliberately look away.
We climbed through a curve in the road and the valley opened on our right. Matt leaned between the seats again, pointing.
“There! That pullout! With the picnic tables.”
Derek slowed, blinkers on, and we coasted to a stop.
Nobody said anything as we got out. I walked stiffly, brushing crumbs from my hoodie. The fabric stuck to the sweat still drying under my arms.
The picnic tables were damp, but the view was wide open, layers of trees, the sky bleeding toward pink. I set the bag down, then realized Matt had wandered off a bit to pee behind the bushes.
Derek came up beside me.
I didn’t look at him.
He reached into the bag and pulled out a second burger, peeled it halfway, and took a bite.
Then I felt it, his free hand brushing lightly behind me, fingertips barely grazing the curve just under my ass.
I didn’t react. But my breath caught again, sharp and low in my chest.
He stepped back. Took another bite. Chewed slow. Eyes on the valley like nothing had happened.
I picked up a fry, bit the end off, and stood next to him without speaking.
Matt’s voice came from somewhere behind us. “You guys okay with staying here a bit?”
Derek glanced at me. “Yeah,” he said.
We sat on the bench closest to the edge, the table between us and the drop-off. The wood was sun-faded and a little damp, but I didn’t care. I sat with one leg folded under me, hoodie bunched at my hips, my burger untouched. Derek tore into his like he hadn’t just had his mouth on me ten minutes ago. He looked calm again, casual even, brushing crumbs off his thigh, sipping soda.
Matt returned and dropped down across from us, pulling the bag of fries between us all. “Man, this view,” he said, popping one into his mouth. “Almost makes up for the wait.”
I nodded, still chewing on nothing. My mouth was dry again. I picked up my burger just to have something in my hands and stared past them both, out at the trees that dipped low toward the water.
Derek asked about the hike tomorrow, if it was still on. Matt said maybe, depending on the weather. I offered a few polite sounds, enough to stay part of it, but my mind kept drifting back to the heat inside the car, the way Derek’s tongue had moved like he knew my body better than I did. Every time I shifted on the bench, I could still feel it.
Matt pulled a beer from the cooler, cracked it open, handed it to me. “You okay?” he asked, a little softer.
“Yeah,” I said, forcing a smile. “Just beat.”
Derek leaned back, stretching his arms behind his head. His shirt pulled tight over his chest, and his eyes flicked sideways at me before settling on Matt again. I felt my stomach twist. He was proud of himself. He thought he’d gotten away with it.
Maybe he had.
Matt stood. “Gonna take some pictures before the moon’s gone.” He wandered toward the far end of the lookout, angling for a better view.
The second he was out of earshot, Derek shifted his knee under the table and pressed it into mine. I froze. He didn’t look at me, just kept sipping his drink like we were still talking about weather or trailheads.
I swallowed and set my burger down. My hands were trembling again, but I made them stay flat on the table.
He moved his leg again, slower this time. It slid along the inside of mine.
I didn’t stop him.
Then he leaned forward, elbows on the table like he was stretching his back, but his hand dropped underneath. I felt it slide across the bench, fingers curling around the inside of my thigh, just above the knee.
I exhaled sharply through my nose.
“You’re not even trying to be good,” I muttered.
He didn’t respond. Just let his hand move higher.
I sat perfectly still, staring straight ahead.
Matt turned and waved. “You guys want one of you together?”
Derek pulled back instantly, smiling. “Sure.”
I smiled too. My voice came out steady. “Why not?”
Matt passed the phone back after taking the photo, and Derek laughed at something in the background. I looked at the screen, our faces too close, the golden light making us both look younger. I sent it to my phone.
“I’m gonna hit the bathroom,” I said, standing before either of them could ask.
Derek’s hand grazed my back as I walked past him. Just a brush of his fingers where the hem of my hoodie met skin. I didn’t react. I didn’t even let my step change.
The little cabin with the washrooms was set back from the viewpoint. I slipped inside, shut the stall, and sat with the lid down, staring at the crack between door and frame. My chest was tight. My legs were still humming.
When I came out, Derek was leaning on the railing, drink in hand, one hip cocked like he had all the time in the world. Matt wasn’t there.
“Matt’s grabbing something from the truck,” he said without turning.
I stood beside him, not too close, watching the moon flatten itself against the treetops.
“You’re mad at me,” he said finally.
“You think that’s what this is?”
He turned his head. His eyes looked darker in the shade, face unreadable. “No. I think you’re trying to figure out how far this goes.”
A beat passed. My fingers curled around the railing. “You think you know me that well?”
He leaned in a little, just enough I could feel the warmth off his skin. “I think I’ve had my mouth on you twice today, and you haven’t told me to stop once.”
My stomach dropped. My mouth opened, then closed again. I wasn’t ready to say it. Not out loud.
He waited. When I didn’t speak, he pushed off the rail and stepped back. “Come down to the water later,” he said, quiet enough only I could hear. “Just you.”
Then he walked away, heading toward the truck.
I stayed there. The wind off the lake caught my hair, pulled it loose. I didn’t smooth it back. I needed the air. I needed the space to clear my head and instead all I could feel was him. The heat of his mouth. The edge in his voice. The pressure between my legs I still hadn’t relieved.
Matt came back a minute later, laughing, a bag of marshmallows in hand. “Found some more!”
I nodded, smiling back.
Already, in the back of my mind, I was deciding what I’d wear down by the water. Something easy to take off. Something I could lie back in. Something that wouldn’t show if I came back wet.
The fire was already going by the time I came down. I could see the glow through the trees, orange flickering off pine trunks. I changed my mind twice about what to wear. Ended up in the lightest dress I’d brought, thin straps, loose hem, no bra, no underwear.
Derek didn’t say anything. Just looked at me, eyes catching on the hem of my dress before going back to the fire. Matt had come down obviously.
I sat beside Matt, crossing my legs slowly, pretending I didn’t notice the way the fabric shifted up my thighs. He handed me a beer, already open. His fingers brushed mine when I took it.
We made small talk, about the hike tomorrow, the stars coming out. I laughed when Matt did. Derek only spoke when asked. I didn’t look directly at him, but I felt him, every second. Felt his eyes on my skin. Felt the space between us like it had weight.
When Matt stood to grab more firewood, Derek moved. Came over slow. Sat on the log beside me where Matt had been. Close enough I could feel his thigh against mine.
“I was starting to think you’d changed your mind,” he said, voice low.
I took a sip of my beer, watching the fire. “I did. Twice.”
His leg pressed slightly harder against mine. Still no eye contact.
“And now?”
I didn’t speak. Just uncrossed my legs, slowly, then crossed them the other way. His breath hitched. That tiny shift in him lit something in me. My heart thudded against my ribs.
Matt came back then, arms full of kindling, and Derek stood like nothing had happened. Tossed a branch onto the fire and sat farther down the log.
We roasted marshmallows. Drank more. Talked about nothing. But my skin was buzzing, my body tuned to every move Derek made. Every glance. Every word.
I was already soaking through the dress, and we hadn’t even touched.
Matt stretched, yawned, said something about turning in. Kissed my cheek, told Derek not to keep me out too long. I nodded, smiled, stayed seated.
We listened to his footsteps fade through the trees, but neither of us moved.
The fire cracked. A breeze came off the lake, cool against my bare legs. My beer was empty. Derek leaned forward, elbows on knees, hands dangling loose between them. “You nervous?” he asked.
“No.” I was.
He smiled a little. “Liar.”
I stood and walked down toward the edge of the water. Flat stones gave way to packed sand. I stepped out of my sandals and kept going, dress swaying just above my knees.
The lake was black glass. Quiet except for small licks of water on the shore.
Behind me, I heard him get up.
“I’m not doing anything you don’t want,” he said.
I didn’t turn around. “I know that.”
He stepped up behind me, close but not touching. The heat from his chest warmed my back.
I looked out at the trees, the sky, anything but him. “You were right,” I said. “I was trying to figure out how far it would go.” I saw through the trees the light go out in our cabin.
“And?”
I felt him reach for the hem of my dress. Just a fingertip brushing the back of my thigh. Waiting.
His fingers slid higher, slow, warm against the backs of my thighs. He waited again when he reached the curve just beneath my ass, tracing just there, not yet lifting the dress. But aware now I had nothing on underneath.
I kept my hands at my sides. I didn’t stop breathing. I didn’t lean back. But I didn’t move away either.
He reached around, both hands now, palms on my hips. The dress rose a little, bunched in his grip. I felt the night air on the lower half of my body. Felt his breath at my ear.
“Still okay?”
I nodded once.
His mouth was at my neck, not kissing, just hovering. The dress moved higher. He eased it over my hips and let it fall forward over my stomach, leaving me bare beneath, nothing between us. He didn’t say anything about that.
I turned slightly, enough that he could see the side of my face, the line of my chest.
He looked down, his hands still on my hips. Then he dropped lower, crouched, lips skimming down the small of my back, then the curve of my hip, then further, slow, steady.
I stood still, eyes open, watching the dark lake.
When his tongue touched me, I inhaled hard and didn’t let it out.
He stayed there, mouth open against me, the first sweep of his tongue so slow it didn’t feel real. I clenched the railing without meaning to. My knees shifted, not stepping back, not stepping away, just trying to stay upright.
He spread me with both hands and licked again, firmer this time, pressing in. My body jolted. Not from surprise, not even from the heat of it, but because I hadn’t known I could feel that much from so little.
I leaned forward an inch. Not all the way. Not giving him everything. Just tilting my hips toward his mouth.
He made a low sound, not a groan, not a laugh, just something male and satisfied. His hands stayed steady on my hips, thumbs grazing the backs of my thighs as his tongue moved slower, deeper, wetter.
I reached back, one hand touching his shoulder. Just to steady myself. Just to connect. His skin was hot through the fabric, his muscles flexing under my palm as he shifted lower, mouth dragging across me again.
This time I rocked against him. Just once, just barely. His hands slid around to the front of my thighs, then up, slow and sure, until his thumbs brushed across where I was wet. He didn’t push in. He held me open and let his tongue do everything.
I pressed my palm flat between his shoulder blades. Bent lower over the railing. Let my head fall. Let my hips push back. Let my thighs widen.
I wasn’t just letting it happen anymore. I was feeding it.
He adjusted his position, one hand bracing against my thigh, the other slipping between, his fingers spreading me wider while his mouth stayed locked on me. The way he used his tongue, slow, then fast, then circling, wasn’t careful. It was practiced. Focused. I gripped the railing harder.
My hips tilted again, more this time, arching back into him. My pulse was in my ears. I couldn’t tell if I was breathing or not. I just knew I wasn’t stopping it.
He licked up harder, firmer, then dragged his tongue flat and slow across the spot that had me shaking. My legs gave a little. His hand caught me under the thigh and held me there, mouth working again, tighter now. More rhythm. Less mercy.
I gasped out his name.
He didn’t stop.
I tried to close my legs and he pressed them open, kept me spread, kept his mouth moving. His tongue pushed down as his thumb found me from above and rubbed gently, just enough to make everything worse. Or better. I couldn’t tell.
My hips rolled.
His hand slid around to cup me from underneath, lifting me into his mouth like he couldn’t get deep enough. The sound I made didn’t feel like mine. I bit my lip, forehead pressed to the inside of my elbow, body burning all over. Skin too hot, knees too weak, every nerve focused on where his mouth kept teasing and pressing and circling.
My hands slid along the railing, bracing me fully now. My back arched, hoodie riding up higher.
I pushed back into him again. Deliberate this time. I did it again. And again. I didn’t say anything. He moaned into me.
I rolled my hips harder, slower, holding his head where I wanted him. His stubble scraped my inner thighs. My foot came off the ground, heel catching on the bottom railing to give myself more leverage. His hands gripped under my ass and pulled me closer.
I ground down into him, wet now, swollen, chasing what I needed. His tongue was right there, flicking, pressing, curling, until I gasped again and moved my hand from the rail to his hair, fisting it.
He groaned. I felt the vibration inside me. I did it again, tugging gently this time, rocking my hips forward.
“Don’t stop,” I said, low and raw.
He didn’t. He sucked now, deep and slow, and my whole body jolted forward. I angled back, opening my legs wider, putting myself where he could get to me even more. My hoodie had ridden so far up I could feel the air on my lower back, my thighs bare. I didn’t pull it down.
I started moving faster, grinding down with each stroke of his tongue. He let me. He let me use his mouth. My hand stayed in his hair, pulling, steering him, holding him exactly where I needed.
“Right there,” I breathed. “Right fucking there.”
I was panting now. My knees shaking again. I leaned forward and back, forward and back, chasing it, feeling it close. Every motion, hot, soaking his face.
He adjusted his grip on my thighs and shoved his face deeper, tongue pushing hard again, thumb circling from above. I bucked into it, riding the wave harder now, losing control, moaning as I slammed down once, twice,
My whole body clenched. My legs locked. My mouth dropped open and I came shaking, one long, breathless grind into his mouth that left me slack and pulsing against his tongue.
I slid down off the railing, knees unsteady. He sat back on his heels, face wet, watching me with that look like he’d crawl inside me if I let him. I pulled my hoodie over my head, slow, steady, not breaking eye contact. The air hit my bare skin.
His mouth parted like he might say something. I didn’t give him the chance. I dropped to my knees in front of him, the wood cool under my skin, and unbuckled his belt. My hands worked smooth, no hesitation now. He watched, breathing shallow. When I freed him, hard and aching from wanting, I wrapped my hand around the base and leaned in.
My lips brushed the tip. His breath caught. I licked him once, slow and flat, then again. He twitched in my grip. I looked up at him and took him into my mouth.
His hands hovered at his sides, not touching, like he didn’t trust himself. I hollowed my cheeks and went deeper. He groaned, quiet, guttural. I worked him slow, steady, the way he’d done to me, teasing the head, then taking more. My hand moved in rhythm, twisting gently.
“You don’t have to, ” he started.
I pulled off just enough to say, “I want to,” and went right back down.
His hips shifted. His hands finally landed in my hair, not guiding, just holding, fingers threading through like he couldn’t believe I was real. I moved faster, spit wetting the rhythm, and every time I pulled back I let my tongue flick the tip before swallowing him again.
He was breathing hard now. I could feel him tense, could hear it in the way he exhaled through his teeth. I slowed, dragged it out, let him feel it build. Let him wonder how far I’d go.
His grip in my hair stayed light, but I could feel him fighting it, fighting the urge to move, to take over. I tightened my fingers around the base of him and let my mouth slide down slow, dragging the wet heat of my tongue along the underside as I took him deeper, just until I felt the tension pulse under my palm.
Then I pulled back, inch by inch, lips sealed tight, my eyes flicking up to catch the way his jaw clenched, his chest rising faster. The tip slipped from my mouth with a faint wet sound, and I licked the taste from my bottom lip as I stroked him once, slow, just to watch him twitch.
I bent again, let the tip press against the flat of my tongue, not taking him in, just holding him there while I looked up. His eyes were on me, unreadable, lips parted. I circled my tongue around the head, deliberate, like I was tasting something I wasn’t sure I deserved, then finally let him back inside, inch by inch.
This time I let my free hand slide up along his thigh, feeling the muscle flex as I sucked deeper, swallowing softly. He was silent now, but not still, his fingers tightening slightly in my hair, the way his hips barely shifted forward, his breath catching every time I paused and dragged back slow.
I pulled off again, lips wet, and stroked him while I whispered, “Still want me to stop?”
His breath stuttered out of him. “Jesus, no.”
I smiled without meaning to and leaned in again, slower this time, more pressure, a rhythm building between my mouth and my hand that made his whole body draw tight beneath me.
I didn’t want it to end. I pulled back again, this time resting him against my cheek, just breathing him in. My hand moved softer, teasing. His cock throbbed against my skin flushed, and I kissed the base, the side, the top, tracing a slow path like I needed to memorize him.
“Come here,” he said suddenly, voice low, urgent.
But I didn’t move. I kissed the tip once more, then stood, dragging my fingers down his chest as I rose, keeping my eyes locked on his. He stood too, towering, hands landing on my hips. I pushed up against him, mouth on his, tongue deep and greedy, my hand still wrapped around him between us. His groan disappeared into my mouth, and I felt his fingers dig into the backs of my thighs as I pressed closer, the heat between my legs unbearable now.
I guided him back until the backs of his knees hit the bench, and when he sat, I straddled him without hesitation, hips rolling forward, grinding against him slow, wet through the thin fabric of my dress. His head dropped back. I kissed down his neck, breathing against his skin.
He was hard beneath me, pulsing against the damp spot on my dress. I rolled my hips again, slower this time, so he could feel just how wet I was, how thin the barrier was between us. His hands slid up under the back of my top, palms flat, warm against my skin, and I arched into him, mouth pressed to his neck.
His stubble rasped under my lips. I kissed just below his jaw, then again lower, tasting salt, dragging my tongue up just enough to hear his breath catch. His fingers pressed into my lower back, anchoring me there, and I rocked again, more deliberately now, my body answering for me.
"You’re killing me," he muttered, voice ragged.
I didn’t answer. He was killing me right back. I kissed the corner of his mouth, barely brushing it. Then I pulled my dress up and off, tossing it to the side without breaking the rhythm of my hips. His eyes dropped, his hands coming up instantly, cupping me through the lace. His thumbs slid over my nipples, slow, circular, and I gasped softly, grinding down harder.
His mouth was on me before I could think. He sucked my nipple in deep, tongue flicking, teeth grazing just enough to make my stomach clench. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, nails pressing into his back. He bit gently and I moaned, the sound broken, involuntary.
I could feel him thick and wet against me now, trapped by fabric. I shifted my weight, dragging the head of him right along my slit, hot and rigid, and I held him there, teasing myself with the closeness.
He looked up, breathless, hands back on my hips. “Tell me.”
I didn’t speak. I just tilted my hips forward, let him press right to my entrance, barely inside. We both froze for a second, breath caught.
Then I lowered myself, slow, careful, taking just the tip.
His grip tightened. “Jesus Christ.”
I didn’t go further yet. I shifted again, just enough to make him slip free, then guided him back in. Teasing. Drawing it out. He swore again, hands trembling now, and when I finally sank down further, inch by inch, we both gasped.
I let him fill me completely, deep and hot and perfect, and I stayed there, still and tight around him. Then I started to move.
I rode him slow at first, grinding down in tight little circles, just enough to feel the fullness. His head tipped back, lips parted, eyes half-lidded like he couldn’t believe how deep I’d taken him. I braced my hands on his chest, his shirt bunched under my fingers, and rolled my hips forward again, letting the motion build heat.
The sound of my skin meeting his was soft but wet, each slide growing deeper. My thighs burned from the effort, but I didn’t stop. I leaned down, kissed his mouth, dragged my tongue across his lower lip, and kept going. His hands clamped on my waist, but he didn’t guide me, he just held on, like I was dragging him under.
I shifted the angle and he hit deeper. I gasped, clutching his shoulders, and did it again. The heat in my core built fast, tight, unbearable. I sat up straighter, grinding down harder, chasing it. His eyes were locked on my chest, then on my face, then lower again, watching where we were joined.
“Fuck, you’re so . . . ” he didn’t finish. His jaw clenched and I could feel him throb inside me.
I clenched down harder in response. He groaned.
I didn’t slow. I kept riding him, more urgently now, feeling the pressure coil up from deep in my stomach. My breath was short. My skin was damp. My hips stuttered once, twice, and then I was coming.
It hit all at once, full body, my thighs trembling, my voice breaking in his ear. I sank down on him and stayed there, pulsing around him, my hands gripping tight to his arms as the wave rolled through me.
He was panting now, barely holding on.
I lifted off him halfway, moved again, ready to take him through it.
He barely had time to breathe before I slid back down, slower this time, savoring how deep he went. His fingers dug into my hips and I let him hold on, let him feel every inch as I took him again. My thighs were shaking, but I didn’t stop, I moved like I was rewinding the high, chasing that ache just under my skin.
I leaned in close, lips brushing his ear. “Don’t come yet.” I bit him.
He groaned into my neck, almost a growl, and I clenched again just to hear it. I rocked into him once, twice, slow and hard. Then I sat back up, hands on his chest, hair falling into my face. I pushed it back, locking eyes with him.
“I want to make you beg.”
His chest rose sharp with breath. He tried to sit up but I pinned him back with one hand.
“I mean it.”
His eyes darkened, jaw set, breath ragged.
I kept the rhythm tight, hips circling, squeezing down until I saw his head fall back again, fists clenching at his sides.
“I’m not done,” I said, grinding down harder, drawing it out. “You don’t get to finish until I say.”
He opened his mouth, maybe to protest, maybe to plead, but I shut him up by leaning in and kissing him hard, my fingers dragging through his hair, still moving over him slow and deep.
I could feel it building in him, every twitch, every breath held too long. And I knew exactly when I was going to let him lose it. I shifted forward, leaning into him, my chest pressed to his as I moved again, slower now, crueler. He was right there, his whole body tight beneath me, hands gripping my hips like he didn’t trust himself. I dragged my lips down his jaw, to the side of his neck, breathing against his skin, waiting for the tremor I knew was coming.
“Say it,” I whispered.
He swallowed hard. “Say what?”
I rolled once more, hips grinding down. “That you’re mine right now.”
He hesitated just long enough to make me do it again. And again.
“You’re mine,” he said, voice breaking. “Fuck, ”
I clamped down on him and moved faster, still just shy of letting him go. My legs were burning, my core tight, every nerve pulled taut. His hands slid up over the sweaty skin of my back, trying to pull me closer, trying to take some kind of control back.
I didn’t let him.
“Not yet,” I said, shifting my weight, changing the angle. I pressed down hard, holding him inside me, not moving.
His whole body bucked once, desperate.
“Not yet,” I repeated, quieter.
And then I let myself go again, slower than before but with more pressure, keeping him deep the whole time. His breath hitched. He was close. I could feel the heat building, both of us pushed to the edge.
I slid my hands up his chest, feeling the way his muscles flexed under my palms, the way he breathed harder when I dug my fingers in. I didn’t need him to do anything. I had him exactly where I wanted him, laid out, watching me, trying not to fall apart.
I rocked again, slower now, dragging it out so I could feel everything. His jaw clenched. I leaned down, lips brushing his, not kissing, just tasting the air between us.
“Don’t come yet,” I said, barely a breath.
His eyes closed. “I’m trying.”
“Try harder.”
I sat up again, arching back as I moved. His hands were on my thighs now, gripping tight, not guiding, just holding, like he was afraid if he let go he’d lose it. I rolled my hips in slow, tight circles, each one dragging a new sound from his throat.
The pressure was coiling inside me too, sharp and low. But I held it. I kept my rhythm. I wanted to feel him break first. I wanted to see it.
He was biting his bottom lip, eyes on mine now, completely focused. “Jesus, Rachel,”
My name, said like that, made something jump inside me.
I leaned forward again, pressed my body to his, lips by his ear. “I don’t want you to ever forget this,” I said. What I didn’t add was, “This, the last time for us.”
I started to move again, harder now, but still slow. Still making him wait.
His hands slid up my back, fingers splayed wide, not pulling, just feeling. I moved over him again, slower this time, dragging it out, watching how his face twisted with the effort of holding back. I stayed close, our bodies pressed tight, the heat between us pulsing with every shift of my hips.
His breath caught. “Rachel, ”
I didn’t let him finish. I kissed him hard, tongue deep, not asking. He moaned into it, his grip tightening like he’d just been given permission to lose control. I broke the kiss and caught his bottom lip between my teeth, just enough to make him groan.
“Don’t stop me,” I said, voice low.
He shook his head. “I couldn’t.”
I sat up again, hands braced on his chest, moving with more rhythm now, my thighs starting to ache in that good, burning way. I watched him struggle, his hands clenched at my waist, not guiding, just grounding himself. I rolled my hips with more purpose, faster, not much, but enough that his stomach muscles tensed and his eyes fluttered.
My own control started to slip. I could feel the pressure building, the heat spreading, the tight pull inside getting sharper. I leaned forward again, kissing him softer this time, slower, and when I pulled back, I kept my lips brushing his.
“You’re close,” I whispered.
His nod was tight, jaw locked. “You have no idea.”
I smiled, breath shaky now. “Good.”
I slid back just enough to shift the angle, feeling him deeper. His fingers clenched at my hips again but didn’t try to stop me. I rode that edge, barely moving at first, slow and steady, teasing both of us with restraint that felt impossible to hold.
His head tipped back, throat exposed, breath ragged. I leaned down and kissed the skin there, felt his pulse jump beneath my mouth. My hair fell around his face as I moved, and I felt his hands slide up my ribs, fingertips tracing the curve of my sides like he was trying to memorize everything about me.
“Tell me what you want,” I said.
He blinked up at me. “This. Just, this.”
I moved a little harder, rolling my hips with each motion, and his hands slid back to my ass, holding me closer, tighter. The pressure was climbing fast now. My thighs trembled, but I didn’t stop. I wanted to feel him lose it. I wanted to hear it.
“I won’t stop now till you come,” I said.
He swore under his breath, voice weak. “Then you better kiss me.”
I did, hard, deep, never breaking rhythm. His whole body tensed underneath me, and a second later, he let go, hips jerking, arms locked around me, mouth crushed to mine. I didn’t stop moving until I felt him start to shudder, every muscle releasing at once. Then I finally slowed. Just a little. Just enough to make the end last.
I didn’t move right away. I stayed straddling him, both of us catching our breath. His eyes were still closed, lips parted, chest rising and falling fast beneath me. My hands braced lightly on his shoulders, the sweat wetting his skin under my palms.
When he finally opened his eyes, they met mine without flinching. There was no smile. Just something unguarded that made me feel like I’d done more than take what I wanted, I’d taken something from him he didn’t mean to give.
He raised one hand, brushing my hair back behind my ear. “That was . . . ”
“The last time, baby,” I said.
I shifted off him, slow and careful, and he let out a breath. I found the edge of my dress and pulled it up over me, collapsing beside him. My thigh touched his.
The lake slapped gently at the shore. The fire had burned low. I wondered how long we’d been down there.
He reached for my hand, lacing our fingers together. I let him.
But my eyes were on the cabin behind us.
I was already thinking about how to walk back to the cabin, about what Matt would see on my face, in my body, if I didn’t get it together. I’d planned everything right up until this moment, but not what came next.
My legs still felt shaky, and I wasn’t sure if it was from what we’d done or what came next. He sat up behind me, dragging his hand through his hair. I could feel him watching me but didn’t turn.
At the cabin, Matt was actually up, sitting on the edge of the deck with a beer between his knees, phone in hand. He looked up when he heard us on the path.
“There you guys are.” He smiled like nothing was off, like the entire night hadn’t happened. “You see the stars out there?”
Derek gave some answer. I could’t speak. I moved past them both and stepped inside.
In the bathroom, I looked at myself in the mirror. My cheeks were flushed, my mouth swollen, my hair wild around my face. I rinsed it with cold water, wiped it back, and stared at myself hard until my breathing slowed.
When I came out, Matt was alone. Derek had gone to his truck where he planned to sleep.
I sat beside Matt on the deck. He handed me his beer without asking, and I took a sip.
“You okay?” he asked.
I nodded. “Tired.”
He leaned back. “Yeah. Long day.”
We sat like that a while. Comfortable. Familiar. It felt strange.
Later, when we got in bed, he pulled me close, his arms wrapping around me like they always had. I laid there in the dark and listened to his breathing, steady and warm at my back.
I didn’t feel guilty. I felt different. Not broken, not lost, just changed. The kind of change that settles deep in your body, past thought, past regret. Something you don’t undo, but something you live with.
He stirred behind me. “What are you thinking about?”
I didn’t answer right away. Then, “I think I’m glad we came.”
He pressed a kiss to my shoulder. “Me too.”
His hand slipped over my stomach, gentle, and I let him hold me like that, eyes open, staring into the dark.
It was a choice. One I had made, fully, with eyes open. And in the morning, I’d get up, pack our bags, and we’d drive home. Nothing would be said about it. Derek didn’t say anything when I told him it was over.
And Matt still doesn’t now . . . .
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