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The music thudded through the floor of the lounge, bass rolling under my heels as I crossed the room. My dress clung in the heat of the crowd, the hem pulling higher with every step. Daniel was at the bar already, waving down the bartender, his shoulders hunched like he was carrying the week on them. Hunter was beside him, broad back straight, a drink already in his hand. His eyes found me the second I stepped from the dance floor, pinning me in place.
I slid between two strangers, my arm brushing Hunter’s as I leaned to Daniel. “What’d you order?”
“Whiskey for me,” Daniel said, nodding toward my glass. “White wine for you.” He turned back to the bartender, fumbling cash from his pocket.
Hunter’s mouth curved faintly. “She’ll drink mine.” He held out his glass, dark amber, the ice already melting.
I shook my head, heat climbing my throat. “No, I . . . ”
“Try it.” His voice was low, meant only for me.
The bartender set the wine in front of me. Daniel scooped it up, distracted, and took a gulp himself. Hunter pressed the whiskey glass into my hand. His fingers lingered over mine, warm, heavy. I lifted it, the burn hitting the back of my throat sharp and hot.
“Good,” Hunter said. He took the glass back, his lips brushing the rim where mine had been. His eyes stayed on me while he swallowed, slow, deliberate.
Daniel turned, oblivious, grinning at some joke from the guy beside him. He slapped Hunter’s shoulder, already half-drunk, then shoved the wine glass back into my hand. “Dance later?”
“Sure,” I said. My pulse slammed so hard I could barely keep the glass steady.
Hunter leaned closer, his mouth grazing my ear. “Outside. Now.”
I froze, every nerve firing at once. “Daniel, ”
“He won’t notice.” His hand brushed my lower back as he stepped past, guiding me toward the side door.
I followed, my legs moving before my head caught up. The night air hit cool and damp against my bare arms, the city buzzing with horns and voices. We stepped into the narrow alley beside the club, shadows stretching long between streetlamps.
Hunter pressed me against the brick before I could speak, his mouth crushing mine. My wine glass slipped, shattering on the pavement, but his tongue was already pushing deep, his hand gripping the back of my neck hard enough to hold me there.
I gasped, my palms flat against his chest, the hard muscle damp with sweat. “Daniel’s inside,” I whispered, my voice breaking.
Hunter’s hand slid up my thigh, dragging my dress with it. “And you’re out here.”
My knees buckled when his fingers found me wet, already open. My head tipped back against the wall, the city noise fading under the rush of blood in my ears.
He kissed me again, slower this time, deliberate, his thumb circling until my hips lifted desperate into his hand. My breath came sharp, broken. “This is . . .  ”
“You’ll finish before he even turns around.” His voice was calm, certain, as his fingers pushed deeper.
His fingers drove deeper, two now, curling until my thighs clamped tight around his wrist. I grabbed his shoulders, nails biting hard into muscle, my head tipped back against the rough wall. The sound that ripped out of me was muffled under his mouth as he kissed me again, swallowing every gasp, every moan.
“Hunter, ” I choked it out, my chest heaving, my hips grinding helplessly into his hand.
“You want this,” he said, low against my ear, his breath hot, steady. His thumb pressed harder, circles relentless, until my legs shook.
I nodded, the word breaking out of me before I could stop it. “Yes.”
That was all it took. He spun me fast, pressing me forward against the wall, my palms scraping brick, the hem of my dress shoved up around my waist. The cool air hit the bare skin of my ass, goosebumps racing across me.
His zipper dropped, sharp in the quiet. The blunt head of him pressed against me, slick with my arousal, teasing just at the edge.
My breath caught. “We can’t, ”
“We already are.” His hand fisted in my hair, yanking my head back enough to force me to feel every inch as he pushed inside.
The stretch was brutal, hot, filling me so deep my knees nearly gave. I cried out, biting down on my lip until I tasted blood, my body clenching around him instantly.
“Quiet,” he growled, his chest pressed hard to my back. His cock drove deeper, one relentless thrust after another, the wet slap of us obscene in the narrow alley.
I clawed the wall, desperate to hold myself upright, the rough brick scraping my palms raw. My hips jerked back to meet him without thought, my body betraying me, every nerve begging for more.
“Say it,” Hunter demanded, his hand tightening in my hair, his mouth at my ear. “Say you want it.”
“I want it,” I gasped, my voice breaking on the words. My thighs quivered, my ass bouncing against him with each brutal thrust.
“That’s it.” His pace quickened, hips slamming into me harder, the sound of it swallowed by the bass thudding through the wall from inside the lounge.
I tried to stay quiet, but the moans tore free anyway, raw and sharp. He covered my mouth with his hand, pressing me harder against the wall as he fucked me, his cock driving deeper until I shattered around him. My release hit fast, violent, my body convulsing against him, my scream muffled in his palm.
“Good girl,” he muttered, grinding deep, keeping me pinned as I shook apart around him.
He didn’t stop. His thrusts stayed hard, relentless, his breath hot against my neck. “You’re mine now,” he whispered, the words steady, unshakable.
My legs trembled, my chest heaving, the guilt twisting sharp with every pulse of pleasure. But I couldn’t pull away. I didn’t want to.
Hunter slammed into me again, his rhythm breaking, his groan rough in my ear as he spilled inside me, hot and heavy, filling me until it leaked down my thighs.
I sagged against the wall, weak, sweat dripping down my spine. He stayed buried deep, holding me up with one arm locked around my waist.
“You’ll come back out here again,” he said, calm, certain.
Hunter finally pulled out, slow, his cum sliding hot down the inside of my thighs. I pressed my forehead against the wall, panting, my palms raw from the brick. He tucked himself back into his jeans like nothing had happened, his hand smoothing over my hip before letting me go.
“Fix your dress,” he said quietly, already stepping back toward the door.
My hands shook as I tugged the hem down, the fabric clinging damp to my skin. I felt exposed, the ache between my legs sharp with every move. The shards of my dropped wine glass glittered faintly in the alley light, tiny fragments scattered around my heels.
Hunter glanced at me once, his mouth curving faintly. Then he opened the door and slipped back inside, vanishing into the heat and noise like the night had swallowed him whole.
I stood there another beat, my chest rising hard, my thighs sticky, the air cool on my bare skin. I swallowed the panic, straightened my hair, and stepped back into the lounge.
The music crashed over me again, lights spinning, the crowd dense. Daniel was still at the bar, a fresh drink in his hand, laughing with a stranger about the game on the TV overhead. He turned when he saw me, his smile wide, easy.
“Where’d you go?” he asked, his voice casual, warm.
“Bathroom,” I said quickly, my lips stiff around the lie. My throat burned with it, but he didn’t look twice. He just nodded, sliding the wine glass back into my hand.
I lifted it, sipping fast, the cool liquid sharp against my tongue.
Inside, though, I was unraveling.
There was a strange clarity in what I’d just done, an edge I hadn’t expected. For years, I’d thought of myself as steady, good, loyal. Tonight had stripped that from me in one alleyway against a brick wall. Yet standing here, wine glass in hand, Daniel’s laughter brushing against me, I didn’t feel broken. I felt alive.
It wasn’t about love, not with Hunter. It wasn’t even about betrayal in the way I had always pictured it. It was about the secret heat still dripping down my thighs under my dress, the knowledge that I could step across a line and still carry myself back into the light without anyone seeing the darkness.
The thought was terrifying. And intoxicating.
Daniel draped his arm around my shoulder, pulling me into his side as he toasted with the guy beside him. I leaned in, smiling when I had to, my heart pounding with the new, brutal truth of myself.
I could love Daniel and still want what I shouldn’t. I could be both things at once.
Hunter’s eyes caught mine across the bar then, steady, certain, his mouth curving faintly like he knew every word running through my head.
I stood in the bedroom, the closet door open, hangers rattling faintly as I shifted through them. My hand paused on the black dress I hadn’t worn in years, the fabric still smooth, still tight at the waist and cut low at the chest. It felt dangerous just to hold it up against me.
I laid it across the bed and turned back to the drawer. The lace panties came first, black, sheer, thin enough that the elastic felt fragile between my fingers. I stepped into them slow, tugging them up my thighs, the lace catching lightly on my skin before snapping into place at my hips. The bra matched, push-up cups that lifted and framed, straps delicate against my shoulders. I adjusted each strap until my breasts sat high, full, the tips already tightening against the fabric.
Stockings next. I rolled them up one by one, the nylon whispering as it stretched tight over my calves and thighs. The band at the top pressed snug, holding, making my legs feel longer, smoother. My skin tingled under the thin layer, every brush of fabric electric.
Then the dress. I eased it over my head, sliding the straps into place, tugging the hem down over my hips. It clung instantly, hugging every curve, riding high on my thighs when I bent to smooth it. I zipped it up slow, the sound sharp in the quiet room, stopping just below my breasts so I could breathe.
I leaned close to the mirror on the dresser, clicking open the lipstick. Deep red. I twisted it up, dragging the color carefully across my bottom lip, then the top, pressing them together until they glistened. My mouth looked fuller, more dangerous, like it wasn’t mine anymore. I reapplied once, leaning closer, watching how the tip of the stick left a perfect sheen.
My hair I left down, brushed straight, strands falling over my shoulders, framing my face. I spritzed perfume at my throat, behind each ear, the sharp floral bite mixing with the taste of lipstick on my tongue. A thin necklace at my collarbone, gold catching faintly in the light, then small hoops for my ears.
Finally, the heels. Black, pointed, high enough to change the way I walked. I slid my feet in, buckled the straps, and stood. My legs lengthened, my ass lifted, every shift in balance making my hips sway. I took a step, then another, the sharp click of the heels on the hardwood sending a jolt straight between my legs.
Daniel glanced up from the couch, laptop balanced on his knees. “Going somewhere?” he asked, eyes flicking over me and back to the screen.
“Just dropping something with Hunter,” I said quickly. My voice sounded steadier than I felt.
He nodded, distracted, typing again. “Tell him I’ll email later.”
That was all. No question, no suspicion. He hadn’t even noticed the lipstick.
I turned back toward the mirror once more, my chest heaving. My thighs were slick already, panties damp, just from the ritual of dressing. The thought of Hunter seeing me like this, knowing what I was about to do, knowing Daniel hadn’t even looked, sent a rush of heat low and sharp through me.
The door shut soft behind me, Daniel’s voice fading under the hum of the television. The hallway carpet cushioned the sharp clicks of my heels, but in the empty elevator they echoed, bouncing off the steel walls, quickening my pulse.
The garage was cooler, damp with concrete and oil. My heels struck loud now, each step down the ramp vibrating up my calves. The thin straps of my dress shifted with every movement, brushing bare skin, the fabric tightening across my chest. My legs trembled under me, the muscles unsteady, as if I’d already been fucked raw instead of just dressed to be.
I gripped my keys too tight, fumbling to unlock the car. The leather seat was hot when I slid in, clinging instantly to the backs of my thighs. I shifted, tugged the hem lower, but the dress refused to cover me. I started the engine, the hum filling the silence, my chest rising too fast.
The drive was short, only ten minutes, but every red light felt like punishment. I couldn’t stop squirming, my thighs pressed tight together, then opening, pressing again. My panties were soaked, lace clinging wet to my skin. I slipped one hand from the wheel, sliding it under the hem, pressing between my legs.
The touch jolted me, sharp, my hips lifting off the seat. I rubbed once, slow, fingers slick instantly. My breath broke loud in the confined space. The light changed and I yanked my hand back, clenching the wheel with shaking fingers, heart pounding as I licked the taste from them.
I drove faster, weaving through streets, desperate to get there before I broke completely. Every bump in the road pressed me deeper into the leather, heat spreading, pulse hammering in my throat.
When I pulled into the lot outside his building, my hands trembled on the gearshift. I killed the engine, breathing hard, chest heaving against the dress. My legs shook when I stepped out, the heels clicking sharp on the pavement.
The hallway was dim, the carpet soft underfoot, but my steps sounded too loud to me. My knees threatened to buckle with every stride, the slick heat between my thighs dripping slow, soaking the lace.
When I reached his door, I stopped. My palm pressed flat to the cool wood, steadying myself. My breath came in quick, broken bursts, my lips parted, lipstick still perfect but smudged faintly at the corners.
This wasn’t Hunter’s game anymore. It wasn’t his grip at my throat, his voice in my ear, his hand forcing me apart. It was me, standing here, knowing exactly what I was about to do.
My knuckles hovered, then rapped twice, sharp against the door.
The door opened quick, Hunter standing there barefoot, sweatpants low on his hips, hair damp like he’d just showered. His eyes widened when he saw me, the dress, the heels, the lipstick, and for the first time since this began, he looked caught off guard.
I stepped past him without waiting, the sharp click of my heels echoing against the hardwood. I set my purse on his counter, straightened my dress, and turned slowly so he could see all of it.
“Nice place,” I said, brushing a strand of hair back from my shoulder. My voice was steady, light, as though I had only come for a visit.
He shut the door, leaning against it, eyes locked on me. “You dressed up.”
“For myself,” I said, moving toward the couch. I let my hips sway just enough that the hem lifted with each step. I sank onto the cushion, crossing my legs so the slit in the dress pulled high, nearly to my hip.
Hunter’s gaze followed, sharp, hungry, but I ignored it. I smoothed the fabric over my thigh and asked, “How’s work? Daniel said you’ve been buried in that new project.”
He blinked, the shift jarring, but answered. “Busy. Long hours.” His voice was low, distracted, his eyes fixed on where the lace edge of my stocking peeked out.
I smiled faintly, leaning forward as if interested. The neckline of my dress dipped, my breasts pressing together high in the bra. His breath hitched, almost silent, but I caught it.
“Daniel keeps saying I should learn more about what you do,” I continued, tilting my head, my hair sliding down over one shoulder. “He talks like it’s all numbers and deadlines. Is that true?”
Hunter moved closer, slow, lowering into the chair opposite. His hands rested on his knees, but his fingers flexed, twitching like they wanted to reach. “Numbers. Deadlines. Clients who don’t know what they want.”
I uncrossed my legs, then crossed them the other way, deliberately slow, the dress riding higher. I sipped from the water glass he’d left on the table, my lipstick smearing faintly on the rim. “Sounds unfair. Everyone wanting something from you.”
His jaw tightened. “Not everyone.”
I smiled again, resting the glass down with a soft clink. “That’s funny,” I said lightly, “because you’ve been unfair too.”
His eyes snapped up. “How?”
I leaned back, stretching my arms along the top of the couch, my body opening toward him. “By taking. Always taking. You back me against walls, against doors, and you don’t ask. You just do. And I, ” I let my hand slide down, smoothing over my thigh slowly, “, I let you.”
Hunter’s hands gripped the arms of his chair now, knuckles white, chest rising sharp. His cock was already swelling under the thin fabric of his pants, the outline visible, straining.
I stayed stretched on the couch, my arms draped across the cushions, legs crossed high so the slit in my dress gaped open. The air felt warmer than it had a moment ago, my skin prickling under his stare.
“So when you’re in those long meetings,” I said, tilting my head, “is it all charts and figures? Or does it get more physical than that?”
Hunter shifted in the chair, his knee bouncing once before he stilled it. “Mostly charts.” His eyes flicked down, then back to my face, his jaw set tight.
I smiled faintly, lifting my glass again. The rim touched my lips slow, deliberate, the smear of red growing darker each time I drank. “Strange. Because I’d swear it feels a lot more physical. The way it starts sharp and then… keeps pressing. Filling until there’s no room for anything else.”
Hunter inhaled rough, his knuckles whitening against the arms of the chair. He said nothing, but his cock was thickening under the thin cotton, the fabric tenting higher with every second.
I crossed my legs again, the hem of my dress slipping higher, stockings biting tight at the tops of my thighs. I pretended not to notice, sliding my hand along the inside of my knee as though smoothing the fabric. “And once it starts, there’s no stopping, is there? You can’t pull out halfway, not when it’s driving so deep. You have to finish what you started.”
His chest rose hard, a muscle in his jaw twitching. “Kayla…” His voice was low, strained.
I laughed softly, like we were still only talking about work. “That’s unfair too, don’t you think? To be made to take it all, every inch, whether I’m ready or not. But then, ” I leaned forward slightly, my breasts pushing together in the low neckline, “, I find myself craving it again anyway. Even knowing how much it will hurt. Even knowing I’ll be sore the next morning.”
Hunter shifted forward, elbows braced on his knees now, his hands clenched tight together as though to keep them still. His cock was straining high, pressing obvious against the thin fabric, pulsing with each shallow breath he took.
I sipped my water again, slow, calm, my lipstick leaving another thick stain. “Maybe unfair is what makes it better. The way it stretches me open, the way I feel the pulse deep inside, like it’s marking me. Unfair,” I said, smiling faintly, “but unforgettable.”
Hunter dragged his hand through his hair, eyes burning into me. He looked beaten already, every muscle coiled, sweat starting at his temples.
I leaned back once more, legs crossed, the dress split wide at my thigh. I swirled the water in my glass, watching the ice melt. “So,” I said lightly, “do you think clients ever realize how much pressure they’re putting on you? Or do they stay oblivious, happy to take all they can get?”
His breath came harsh, uneven, his chest rising like he’d sprinted a mile. He couldn’t answer.
I shifted again, uncrossing and recrossing my legs, the slit in the dress falling open wider this time. The cool air brushed the damp lace underneath, reminding me how wet I’d been since the drive over. I dragged a fingertip idly along the inside of my thigh as if tracing the seam of the stocking.
“You know,” I said lightly, “there’s always that moment after. When you have to walk back into the room and act like nothing happened. Even when you’re still carrying it. Even when it’s dripping down your legs, no matter how careful you try to be.”
Hunter’s eyes darkened, locked on mine now. His hands were braced tight against his knees, but I saw the small flex of his fingers, the tremor in his thighs as he fought to stay still.
I tilted my head, letting my hair fall to one side. “That’s when it gets dangerous. Because you start to realize how obvious it might be. That someone close to you could look once, just once, and know what you’ve let happen. And the only thing keeping you safe is their blindness.”
His breath rasped out sharp, his chest heaving harder.
I set my glass down on the table with a faint clink, leaning forward, my elbows brushing the tops of my thighs so the neckline of my dress gaped wide. “And sometimes,” I continued, softer now, “he even kisses me after. Not knowing. His mouth on mine, tasting me, while I’m still stretched and full of someone else.”
Hunter gripped the chair arms so hard I thought the wood might crack. His cock strained thick against the fabric, twitching visibly with every word.
I smiled faintly, smoothing my hair back with slow fingers. “Unfair, isn’t it? That I can bring all of that back with me, that it can still be inside me while I’m with him, and he never even notices. It feels almost cruel to admit how much I like that. How much it makes me ache again before the first time has even faded.”
Hunter’s jaw was clenched tight, his nostrils flaring as he tried to breathe. A vein pulsed high on his neck. He was trembling now, every muscle taut, but still he hadn’t moved.
I leaned back into the couch, legs open just enough to show the tops of my stockings, the lace panties glistening faintly under the thin fabric of my dress. “But that’s the trick, isn’t it? To keep them blind. To carry it like a secret perfume, knowing I could be found out at any second, and still daring myself to walk into the light.”
His eyes flicked down, then back up, his face tight with restraint. I crossed my legs again, slow, deliberate, and reached for my glass. “Tell me, Hunter,” I said lightly, as though we hadn’t touched the edge of ruin, “do you think most people could keep something like that hidden? Or do you think it always shows in the end?”
I let the silence hang, sipping from my glass, watching him twitch in that chair like he might burst. The swell under his sweats had grown obscene, the outline thick and straining, but still I didn’t let him move.
Instead, I leaned forward, elbows braced on my thighs, my voice soft and calm. “You know what would be unfair in a whole different way?”
Hunter’s eyes narrowed, breath heavy. “What?”
I reached for his phone, sitting face-down on the table beside me. I slid it toward him with one finger, slow, the red stain of my lipstick still fresh on the rim of my glass beside it. “Call Daniel.”
His jaw locked. “Kayla…”
I smiled faintly, legs crossing again, the slit in my dress slipping wider. “What’s the harm? He won’t suspect anything. You’ll sound steady. You’re good at that.” I tilted my head, my voice dropping lower. “And I want to hear his voice while I have your cock in my mouth.”
Hunter’s chest rose sharp, ragged, like I’d punched the air out of him. For a long moment, he didn’t move. Then his hand reached, fingers curling around the phone, knuckles tight.
I stood slow, heels clicking on the hardwood, and stepped between his knees. I unzipped him without warning, tugging the waistband low enough for his cock to spring free, thick and flushed, the head already wet.
“Call him,” I said softly, my lipstick gleaming in the low light.
He thumbed the screen, put the phone to his ear. The dial tone buzzed faintly, then Daniel’s voice came clear, cheerful. “Hunter? What’s up?”
I sank to my knees between his legs, the stockings stretching tight, the hem of my dress pooling around me. Hunter’s free hand trembled as I wrapped mine around his shaft, stroking once, slow, smearing his slick across the head.
“Nothing,” Hunter said into the phone, his voice low but steady. “Just checking in about tomorrow’s schedule.”
I lowered my mouth, lips parting, tongue circling the head before sliding down the length of him. His breath hitched, but his voice didn’t crack.
Daniel laughed faintly on the other end. “You sound tired, man. Long day?”
I swallowed him deeper, my lips dragging wet and slow, my lipstick streaking faint red along his shaft. Hunter’s thighs trembled, his hand clutching the armrest, but his voice stayed even. “Yeah. Long day. But it’s fine.”
I sucked harder, bobbing slow, saliva spilling down to coat my hand where I gripped him. The sound was wet, obscene, but muffled enough that only I knew how close he was to breaking.
Daniel’s voice droned on, casual, oblivious. I moaned low around Hunter’s cock, the vibration making his hips jerk up. His fingers clenched in my hair, but I pulled back just enough to keep him from losing it.
“Good night, Hunter,” Daniel said, still cheerful. “We’ll talk tomorrow.”
The line clicked dead.
I licked him from base to tip, slow, smiling up at him. “Unfair I rose from my knees slow, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, licking a smear of lipstick from my thumb. Hunter’s cock was still slick and straining, the head flushed dark, pulsing hard, but I stepped back, letting him twitch there in the chair without release.
“You don’t get to touch,” I said lightly, brushing my hair back from my face. “Not unless I say.”
His jaw worked, the muscle twitching, but he didn’t argue. His hands stayed tight on the armrests, knuckles pale.
I slid the straps of my dress off my shoulders, one by one, letting them slip down my arms. The fabric clung, then fell in a slow ripple to the floor, pooling at my heels. The lace bra and panties were black, sheer, leaving nothing hidden.
Hunter exhaled rough, eyes dragging down me like he could burn holes through my skin. His cock twitched higher, leaking, but I only smiled faintly and reached behind to unclasp the bra. It dropped to the floor with a soft whisper, my breasts heavy and high, nipples tight in the cool air.
“Keep your hands there,” I reminded him, stepping closer. I hooked my thumbs under the panties, dragging them down slow, the lace damp and clinging before it peeled away from my thighs. I kicked them aside, then stepped forward until my knees brushed his.
His breathing was ragged now, chest rising sharp, but his hands stayed fixed on the chair. I swung one leg over, straddling him, my stockings sliding against his bare thighs. His cock pressed hard against the underside of me, hot, pulsing, trapped between our bodies.
I leaned forward, resting my palms on his shoulders, my breasts brushing his chest. My lips hovered over his, close enough that he could feel my breath. “Do you know how long I’ve thought about this?” I whispered. “Walking into your place dressed just for you. Making myself wet in the car, thinking about how I’d ride you.”
His groan was low, strangled, his cock jerking hard against me, but he didn’t reach for it. He didn’t dare.
I shifted my hips, grinding slow, smearing his slick across my folds but never letting him slide inside. My breath hitched, my thighs trembling with the effort of holding back, but I kept the rhythm slow, cruel, dragging him along with me.
“Not fair, is it?” I murmured against his ear. “Me rubbing myself on you, feeling how thick you are, but not letting you move. Not letting you finish.”
His head fell back against the chair, eyes squeezed shut, jaw locked tight. His cock twitched harder between us, leaking down onto his stomach, but his hands never left the armrests.
I ground down harder, the tip nudging at me, slipping just inside before I lifted again. My moan was sharp, real, breaking free before I could stop it. His body jerked under me, every muscle tense, desperate to thrust.
“Not yet,” I said, smiling faintly, keeping my weight just enough to torture him.
I ground down slow, the blunt head of his cock pressing at me, slick and swollen, sliding just inside with a wet jolt that made both of us groan. My thighs quivered around him, the stretch sharp, but I stopped before he could push deeper. I lifted again, letting him slip free with a sticky drag, his cock jerking helpless against my folds.
His head fell back against the chair, his breath harsh, body rigid under me. “Kayla, ”
I pressed a finger to his lips, cutting him off. “Don’t move.”
I rolled my hips again, letting the tip nudge in once more, wet heat swallowing just enough of him to make my own breath catch. His cock twitched, pulsed, desperate, but I slid back slow, the withdrawal almost cruel. My thighs rubbed against his, the stockings rough against his bare skin, the friction only feeding the ache between my legs.
He groaned low, strangled, his hands gripping the arms of the chair until the wood creaked. His chest rose hard, every muscle coiled like he might explode if I gave him one more inch.
But I didn’t.
I swung my leg back over, standing tall, letting his cock slap wet against his stomach as I stepped away. My breasts heaved, nipples tight, but I bent, calmly scooping my bra from the floor and sliding the straps over my shoulders. The lace pressed snug, holding me firm again.
Hunter’s eyes burned into me, his cock leaking down his stomach, his voice rough. “Don’t do this.”
I smiled faintly, tugging the dress up, sliding it back over my hips, smoothing the fabric down like I was only getting ready to leave a dinner party. “I already did.”
I zipped it, the sound sharp in the thick silence, then slipped my heels back into place. The sharp click of the buckle seemed obscene after what I’d just done.
Hunter’s jaw clenched, his chest heaving. His cock still stood hard, angry red, twitching with every heartbeat. His thighs trembled with the effort of holding still.
I leaned close enough that my perfume brushed over him, my lips inches from his ear. “Next time,” I whispered, low, steady. “Maybe.”
He groaned again, helpless, his cock jerking, but I only chuckled soft, straightened, and grabbed my purse from the counter.
At the door, I glanced back once. He was still there, gripping the chair like it was the only thing keeping him upright, his cock glistening wet and untouched.
I opened the door, the hinges squeaking faintly, and stepped out into the hall. My heels clicked against the carpet, my chest still heaving, my thighs damp where I clenched them together.
The chuckle slipped out again, softer this time, but no less sharp.
Daniel had the game on loud, two beers already open on the coffee table. He waved Hunter in like nothing was strange, grinning, his eyes glued to the screen. “Kickoff in five. Grab a seat.”
Hunter lowered himself onto the far end of the couch, his shoulders stiff, jaw tight. He couldn’t look at me at first. I carried in the snack bowl, set it down, and then dropped onto the cushion beside him. Close. Too close.
Daniel leaned forward, shouting at the screen as the players lined up. His hand grabbed for a chip, crunching loud. I let mine brush Hunter’s knee. Just a graze, casual, like nothing at all.
His leg jerked. He didn’t move away.
“God, did you see that play last week?” Daniel said, twisting toward us, excitement in his voice. “Hunter, you catch that?”
“Yeah,” Hunter managed, steady enough, though I felt the twitch in his thigh under my hand.
I smiled sweetly, shifting closer, tucking my legs under me until my hip pressed against his. Daniel’s eyes went right back to the screen, oblivious. I rested my head briefly on Hunter’s shoulder, the weight light, pretending comfort. My lips were close enough to his neck that he stiffened.
“Want another beer?” I asked Daniel, keeping my voice bright, casual.
“Yeah, thanks, babe,” he said, not looking away from the screen.
I stood, my hand sliding deliberately along Hunter’s thigh as I rose. His eyes snapped to mine, sharp, desperate, but I only smiled faintly and carried the bottles back from the kitchen. When I returned, instead of sitting beside him, I lowered myself onto his lap.
Daniel laughed at something on the screen, shouting at the referee, completely blind to the way Hunter went rigid under me.
“Couch is crowded,” I said lightly, handing Daniel his drink. “This is easier.” I wriggled once to settle, my ass pressing down directly over his cock.
Hunter’s breath hissed sharp through his teeth. I felt him swelling, stiffening fast, his hands clenching tight against the cushion at his sides. I leaned back slightly, letting the weight of me grind just enough to make him twitch.
Daniel clinked his bottle against mine, grinning. “Here’s to a good game.”
“To a good game,” I echoed, sipping, my lipstick marking the rim again. I shifted on Hunter’s lap as I drank, slow, deliberate, enough to make him pulse hot under me.
His chest rose hard against my back, his breath rough in my ear. I tilted my head slightly, whispering low enough for only him to hear. “Nervous?”
He didn’t answer. He couldn’t.
Daniel shouted again, his eyes never leaving the screen.
I smiled, grinding down once more, sharp, cruel, making Hunter as nervous as he had once made me.
The first quarter rolled on, Daniel swearing at the screen, oblivious to everything happening inches away. I shifted again on Hunter’s lap, feeling his cock twitch hot and stiff beneath me. He was breaking under it, every muscle locked tight, his breath uneven against my back.
“Too hot in here,” I said lightly, setting my bottle on the table. I stood, smoothing my jeans with slow hands. “Hunter, come help me grab another bowl from the kitchen.”
Daniel waved us off, eyes fixed on the replay. “Yeah, yeah, chips are in the pantry.”
I caught Hunter’s wrist and tugged, forcing him to rise. He followed stiffly, his cock obvious in his jeans, but Daniel never looked. The roar of the crowd from the TV masked the sound of our steps as I led him down the hall.
In the kitchen, I pushed him back against the counter before he could speak. My hand pressed flat to his chest, pinning him there, my hips brushing his as I opened the cupboard and pulled down the first bowl I could reach.
“Kayla, ” His voice was raw, low.
“Shh.” I dropped the bowl onto the counter, the clatter drowned by another cheer from the living room. I leaned into him, grinding slow against his cock through denim. My eyes stayed steady on his. “You’re not allowed to touch. Not yet.”
His jaw clenched. His hands curled into fists at his sides, trembling with the effort.
I kissed his neck, soft, my lips dragging down the line of his throat, my teeth grazing lightly before pulling away. “Daniel thinks we’re looking for chips.”
Hunter’s breath came ragged, his cock straining hard between us.
I reached down, unzipped him quick, and freed him into my hand. He jerked at the touch, cock swollen, wet at the tip. I stroked once, slow, smearing the slick with my thumb, then leaned back against the counter across from him, legs parted just enough to tease.
“You’re dripping already,” I whispered, my voice almost playful. “Imagine if he walked in now.”
Hunter groaned, a low sound he tried to swallow. His cock twitched in my hand, pulsing, begging for more.
I let go.
His hips jerked forward, desperate, but I was already sliding away, tucking him back into his jeans, zipping him up like I was cleaning up after a child.
I picked up the bowl, filled it with chips, and turned. “Bring the beers,” I said calmly, my voice light.
He stood there, trembling, still aching, but he obeyed.
When we walked back into the living room, Daniel glanced once, then grinned at the sight of the snacks. “Perfect timing. They’re lining up again.”
I sank onto the couch beside him, placing the bowl between us, my thighs pressed tight together. Hunter lowered himself back into his seat, his cock still hard under his jeans, his eyes fixed on me.
I smiled faintly, reached for a chip, and chewed slow, the roar of the game filling the silence between us.
The game droned on, Daniel muttering at the refs, his beer bottle empty on the table. I leaned over, brushing his arm. “Want another? I’ll grab it.”
“Yeah, thanks.” He stood, stretching, distracted. “I’ll use the bathroom while I’m up.” He handed me the empty and wandered down the hall, still talking to himself about the score.
The moment he disappeared, I turned to Hunter. His jaw was tight, his legs spread wide like he was trying to breathe.
I slid across the couch, closing the space, my hand already on his thigh. “You thought I’d give you a break tonight?” My voice was low, calm, though my pulse was hammering.
Hunter swallowed hard, his eyes flicking toward the hall. “Kayla, he’s, ”
“He’s busy.” I unzipped him with one hand, tugging his cock out fast, thick and swollen, still aching from before. I curled my fingers around him, stroking slow. “And you’re still dripping for me.”
His breath hissed between his teeth, hips jerking up once before he forced himself still.
I swung my leg over, straddling him again, sinking onto his lap while my hand pumped him. The tip brushed against the damp crotch of my jeans, heat bleeding through, making me grind down harder.
“Don’t,” he muttered, his voice a rasp.
“Don’t what?” I leaned closer, brushing my lips over his ear. “Don’t make you come? Don’t make you spill right here, with him just down the hall?”
His chest rose hard, his cock jerking in my grip.
I kissed his jaw, soft, then bit lightly before pulling back. My other hand slid under my top, tugging it up just enough to free one breast, my nipple brushing his mouth. “Suck,” I whispered.
He groaned, lips closing over me, tongue circling, and his whole body trembled under mine.
I stroked him faster now, wet smears slicking my palm, his cock twitching hard. His hands hovered, fists clenching tight like he wanted to grab me, but he didn’t. He couldn’t.
I rocked against him, jeans soaking through, my clit pressing hard against his shaft with every grind. My own moans were sharp, broken, the sound of them almost lost under the game’s roar from the TV.
Then I stopped. Pulled my hand away, tugged my top down, and stood.
Hunter’s cock slapped wet against his stomach, flushed and angry, his body shaking. He stared up at me, chest heaving.
I smoothed my hair back, licked the slick from my fingers, and smiled faintly. “Next time.”
Daniel’s footsteps came down the hall, his voice light. “Miss anything?”
I grabbed a chip from the bowl, chewing slow, my lips glistening with the taste of Hunter still on them. “Not a thing,” I said, calm, settling back against the couch.
Daniel was locked in on the game again, shouting at the TV, beer in hand. Hunter sat rigid on the far cushion, his cock still stiff under his jeans, every breath rough. I rose casually, brushing crumbs from my lap.
“Too warm,” I said, light, casual. “I’m changing.”
Daniel waved absently, eyes glued to the screen. “Go ahead. Bring me another when you’re back?”
I smiled faintly. “Sure.”
In the bedroom, I stripped fast, pulling the damp jeans and tank top off, tossing them to the floor. My hands lingered in the drawer, choosing carefully. The silk camisole I’d bought months ago, never worn. Thin straps, low cut, the hem barely covering the tops of my thighs. No bra. No panties.
I slipped it on, the fabric whispering against my skin, cool and almost weightless. My nipples pushed hard against the silk, visible in the dim light. I brushed my hair back, applied another smear of lipstick, and padded back down the hall barefoot, carrying Daniel’s beer in one hand.
When I reentered, Daniel barely looked up, grinning at a replay. “Thanks, babe.”
Hunter’s reaction was different. His eyes snapped to me, widening, his breath catching sharp. His knuckles whitened against his knees, his cock jerking visibly in his lap.
I set the beer down on the table, then slid onto the couch between them. The camisole rode high, the hem barely brushing the tops of my thighs as I crossed my legs, leaving a flash of bare skin Hunter couldn’t miss.
Daniel muttered at the ref, reaching for the chips. I leaned forward, laughing lightly at his joke, the neckline gaping, my breasts falling forward so the silk clung tight to the curve of them. Hunter’s gaze burned into me, his chest rising hard.
I brushed my bare thigh against his jeans, casual as though it were nothing. He jolted faintly but didn’t move away.
“Cold in here?” Daniel asked absently, crunching another chip.
“No,” I said smoothly, tilting my head, my hair falling over one shoulder. “I feel perfect.”
My hand slid onto Hunter’s thigh under the pretense of shifting my balance. I squeezed lightly, nails biting through denim, my fingertips only an inch from the bulge straining high in his lap. His breath rasped sharp, his body jerking, but I kept my eyes fixed on the screen.
Daniel shouted again, leaning forward. I leaned back, stretching my legs out, the hem of the camisole riding higher, baring more of my thigh. My hand stayed on Hunter’s leg, pressing harder, my nails dragging slow circles.
Hunter swallowed rough, his eyes flicking to mine, desperate.
I smiled faintly, licking a smear of lipstick from my lip, my voice low but steady. “Isn’t this fun?”
Daniel laughed at the screen, oblivious.
Daniel leaned forward, yelling at the screen, one hand raised with his beer, the other pointing at the replay. His voice rose with the crowd noise, full of outrage.
I slid my hand higher on Hunter’s thigh, slow, deliberate. My nails scraped the seam of his jeans, then pressed over the thick swell pulsing there. His whole body jolted, breath hissing sharp, but he didn’t dare move.
Daniel shouted again, oblivious.
I kept my eyes fixed on the television, my expression smooth, as though I were paying attention too. My hand moved in small strokes, rubbing the length of him through the denim, feeling the twitch and throb under my palm. His cock strained high, wet spot growing dark where the tip leaked against the fabric.
Hunter’s hand gripped the cushion so hard I saw the tendons stand out in his wrist. His chest rose sharp, ragged.
I leaned back, legs stretched long, the hem of my camisole riding up, bare thighs brushing his jeans. My hand pressed harder now, fingers curling around the thickness, stroking slow under the cover of the noise.
“Hell of a play,” Daniel muttered, crunching a chip.
“Mm,” I hummed, soft, my hand squeezing just as Hunter’s hips twitched. He groaned low in his throat, too quiet for Daniel to hear, but his eyes squeezed shut, jaw clenched.
I shifted closer, my breasts pressing against his arm, the silk brushing his skin. My hand slid higher, thumb circling the wet patch at the tip through his jeans. His whole body shook, his cock jerking violently under the pressure.
Daniel drained his beer, setting the bottle down with a thud. He stood, stretching. “Half-time coming up. I’ll order pizza.”
“Perfect,” I said brightly, my hand squeezing one last time before slipping away. I licked my lips, smooth and casual, as Daniel wandered toward the kitchen, phone already in his hand.
The moment he was gone, Hunter turned to me, his eyes wild, desperate. His cock bulged painfully against the denim, wet spot spreading. His mouth opened,
“Don’t,” I whispered sharply, cutting him off. “Not a word.”
I stroked him once more, slow and cruel, then withdrew my hand entirely. I leaned back, stretching, adjusting the hem of my camisole so it barely covered me, my thighs parted just enough.
Hunter’s breathing was ragged, his cock twitching hard under the denim, but his hands stayed clenched at his sides.
From the kitchen, Daniel laughed into the phone, still talking to the pizza guy.
I smiled faintly, my voice low enough for only Hunter to hear. “You’ll stay hard for me through the whole game.”
His groan was strangled, his body trembling.
The muffled sound of Daniel’s voice carried from the kitchen as he rattled off toppings, his laugh booming at something the delivery guy said.
I turned on the couch, sliding closer to Hunter. His cock was a thick bulge in his jeans, the wet spot spreading darker. His chest heaved, eyes locked on me like he was begging for mercy.
“Up,” I whispered.
He hesitated, then rose, stiff, towering over me. I tugged him toward the hall, my fingers curled around his wrist. The game’s roar from the TV masked our steps as I backed him against the wall just out of sight of the kitchen.
I dropped to my knees, the silk camisole riding up, baring the tops of my thighs. I unzipped him in one quick move, tugging his cock free. It sprang against my lips, flushed and wet, the head pulsing.
Hunter groaned low, his head falling back against the wall.
I took him into my mouth deep, sucking hard, saliva spilling down the shaft, my lips staining him red with lipstick. My hand pumped the base, twisting, dragging, while I swallowed him over and over.
“Kayla, ” His voice was strangled, rough.
“Shh.” I pulled back just enough to lick the head, smearing spit and pre-come across my lips. My tongue circled him slow, obscene.
From the kitchen, Daniel’s voice rose. “Yeah, pepperoni too. Extra cheese.”
I swallowed Hunter again, deep, my throat closing around him. His hips jerked but I slammed a palm to his stomach, holding him still. His cock twitched violently in my mouth, slick and hot, my lipstick smeared across the shaft.
He was close. I could feel it in the way his thighs trembled, in the way his breath came in broken gasps.
Then I pulled off. Wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. Tucked him back into his jeans, zipped him, smoothed the fabric over the wet bulge.
His eyes flew open, wild, his cock still rock-hard under the denim, pulsing.
“Not yet,” I whispered, my voice steady, cruel. I rose, smoothing the hem of the camisole back into place.
Daniel laughed again, the sound of a cupboard slamming shut.
I leaned close to Hunter, my lips brushing his ear. “Imagine if he walked in just now. Imagine if he saw my knees on the floor, my mouth around you. You’d come just from that, wouldn’t you?”
Hunter groaned, muffled, his head dropping back against the wall. His cock jerked visibly under the fabric.
I stepped away, calm, walking back to the couch, perching on the armrest as though nothing had happened. My thighs were damp, my nipples sharp against the silk, but my expression was smooth, casual.
Daniel returned a moment later, clapping Hunter’s shoulder. “Pizza’s on the way. You good, man?”
Hunter swallowed hard, his jaw tight. “Fine.”
I smiled faintly, reaching for my drink.
The doorbell rang, sharp over the roar of the TV. Daniel pushed himself up, grabbing his wallet off the counter. “That’ll be it.”
Hunter sat frozen, his cock still thick and obvious in his jeans, a dark patch spreading where he’d leaked. His eyes flicked to me, wild, then back to the TV like he could disappear into it.
I only smiled faintly, adjusting the hem of my camisole, the silk riding high over bare thighs.
Daniel came back with two greasy boxes balanced in his hands. “Perfect timing,” he said, setting them on the table. He pulled paper plates from the cupboard, sliding one to each of us. “Dig in.”
I moved to the chair beside Hunter, my legs brushing his as I sat. The smell of cheese and garlic filled the room, Daniel humming off-key while he cracked open another beer.
Hunter’s hands were tight on his knees. He didn’t move.
I slid one bare foot under the table, pressing it lightly against his calf. He flinched, his thigh jerking, but Daniel didn’t notice, too busy flipping through napkins. I dragged my toes higher, slow, until they pressed against the hard bulge in his jeans.
Hunter’s breath hitched. His hand trembled as he reached for a slice, cheese stretching long before snapping.
“So good,” Daniel said around a mouthful, already leaning forward to grab another.
“Mm.” I chewed slow, casual, my toes grinding harder into Hunter’s cock. The wet fabric yielded, heat and pulse beating through the denim. He nearly dropped his plate, his jaw tight, eyes locked on his food like it could save him.
I laughed lightly at something Daniel said, leaning back in my chair. My foot stroked slow along Hunter’s length, the arch pressing against the swollen head, smearing the slick into the denim.
He coughed, grabbing his beer, swallowing hard. His hand shook so badly the bottle clicked against his teeth.
Daniel never looked up. “Hunter, you want another slice?”
Hunter muttered something low, strained.
I leaned forward, pretending to reach for a napkin. My hand brushed his thigh under the table, squeezing once, my nails biting through denim. He twitched hard, his cock jerking violently under my foot.
Sauce smeared across my fingertip as I bit into my slice. I licked it slow, my tongue curling, my lips glistening red with oil and lipstick. “Messy,” I said softly, almost to myself.
Hunter’s groan was strangled, muffled behind his clenched jaw. His hips jerked once under the table, but I pulled my foot away before he could break.
I leaned back, licking my fingers clean, my smile faint. “Pizza’s perfect,” I said, meeting Daniel’s grin across the table.
Hunter sat stiff, cock throbbing hard and untouched, his plate still full. His eyes burned into me, desperate.
The game clock ticked down, Daniel leaning forward, shouting at every play, beer in one hand, slice in the other. His eyes never left the screen.
I shifted, sliding lower in my chair until my thighs brushed Hunter’s. My hand trailed down the inside of his knee, casual, then higher, nails scratching lightly over the bulge in his jeans. His cock twitched hard, wet spot spreading darker.
He grabbed his bottle, drained it in one swallow, his hand shaking so bad I thought he’d drop it.
“More beers?” Daniel asked, still yelling at the ref.
“I’ll grab them.” I rose, tugging Hunter’s wrist, leading him toward the hall before Daniel could glance back. We slipped into the dark laundry room, the muffled roar of the TV covering the slam of the door.
I pushed him back against the dryer, unzipped him fast. His cock sprang free, flushed and slick, pulsing hard in the dim light.
“Don’t touch,” I hissed, pinning his wrists to the metal.
I hiked the hem of the silk camisole, baring my thighs, nothing underneath. His groan was guttural, strangled. I climbed up, straddling him, sliding my slick slit along the length of his cock.
The wet heat coated him instantly, his shaft gliding through me, head nudging at my clit with every stroke. My breath hitched, sharp, as my hips ground harder, dragging him through me again and again.
“Kayla, fuck, ” His voice cracked, his body jerking under mine.
I rocked faster, my folds slick, the sound obscene in the quiet room. His cock twitched, jerking against my clit, so close to sliding inside, but I lifted just enough to deny him. My nails dug into his chest, my breasts heaving against the thin silk, nipples stabbing through.
His head fell back, his teeth bared, a broken groan spilling out. His cock throbbed, soaking wet, sliding easy against me, the head catching at my opening before I pulled away again.
“You’re not going to come,” I whispered against his ear, my hips grinding slow, cruel. “Not tonight.”
His entire body shook, his thighs trembling, cock jerking violently against me. His breath came in ragged bursts, sweat beading along his temple.
I rubbed once more, sharp, grinding down until the tip slipped just an inch inside. We both gasped, my pussy clenching tight around him, his cock swelling impossibly hard. For a heartbeat, it felt like he might break, spill everything deep inside me,
And then I slid off. Smoothed the camisole back down. Tucked his cock away with a casual tug of the zipper, ignoring his strangled curse.
I grabbed two beers from the fridge, handed him one with a faint smile. “Wipe your face.”
When we walked back in, Daniel grinned, eyes on the TV. “About time. Missed a good play.”
I set the beers down, sat, and leaned back against the cushions, my thighs still damp, my clit throbbing from the rub. Hunter sat rigid, his cock trapped, his jaw tight.
I chuckled softly, just loud enough for him to hear.
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