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Daniel had ordered pizza. The box sat open on the coffee table, grease soaking into the cardboard, a half-empty six-pack of beer beside it. He was in sweatpants and a faded college hoodie, leaning back against the couch, one ankle resting on his knee while he scrolled on his phone. The television flickered across his face, some highlight reel from the game he’d missed earlier in the week.
I sat curled on the other end of the couch, my knees tucked under me, the hem of my cotton shorts pulling high on my thighs. My shirt was thin, stretched at the collar from too many washes. I’d taken a shower an hour ago, my hair damp where it brushed my shoulders. The house smelled of tomato sauce and garlic, the faint chemical bite of the beer.
My phone buzzed once against the cushion. Hunter’s name lit the screen. My chest tightened.
Coming by. Ten minutes.
No question mark, no request, just a statement of fact.
I stared at the text until the letters blurred. My thighs pressed tighter together, the cotton catching against my skin.
Daniel glanced at me. “That work?” He nodded toward the TV, not seeing my phone.
“Yeah.” My voice cracked slightly, and I cleared my throat. “Fine.”
I typed fast, my thumb shaking against the screen. Daniel’s home.
His reply came back before I could even lock the phone. Good. Leave the door unlocked.
My pulse slammed. I slid the phone under the throw pillow beside me, fingers gripping the edge of the cushion to steady myself.
Daniel shoved another slice of pizza into his mouth, chewing loud, oblivious. He grinned at a replay, laughed at the announcer’s voice. My chest heaved too fast.
The headlights hit the window fifteen minutes later, cutting white across the blinds. My stomach flipped. Daniel didn’t move, too absorbed in the game.
The knock came soft, once.
Daniel’s head turned toward the door, then back to the screen. “Who’s that?”
“Maybe delivery. They forget something.” My voice sounded too quick.
I stood, smoothing my shorts, pulling the collar of my shirt higher. My bare feet padded across the wood floor, every step a thunderclap in my ears.
The door eased open before I reached it. Hunter stepped inside, his shoulders filling the doorway, a black t-shirt stretched across his chest, dark jeans low on his hips. His hair was damp, combed back, the faint shine of gel still wet at the edges. Just back from the gym, I could tell.
He shut the door behind him with a quiet click, his eyes locked on mine. Heat shot through me.
“Hey, man,” Daniel called without looking away from the TV. “We got pizza left.”
Hunter’s mouth curved faintly. “Smells good.”
He stepped past me, his arm brushing mine deliberately, his cologne cutting through the garlic and beer, sharp and warm. My thighs trembled.
Daniel gestured at the box without turning. “Grab some. There’s beer too.”
Hunter lowered onto the armchair opposite the couch, stretching his legs wide, his gaze never leaving me. He leaned forward, plucked a slice from the box, grease dripping onto his fingers. He licked it off slow, his tongue dragging across the skin, his eyes steady on me the entire time.
I swallowed hard, my throat dry. I sat back down beside Daniel, tucking my knees tighter under me, my skin buzzing under Hunter’s stare.
Daniel finally glanced up, smiling. “So what’s up? Didn’t think you’d swing by tonight.”
Hunter shrugged, chewing, his jaw working. “Had some time.”
“Good,” Daniel said. He picked up another beer, snapped the tab. Foam hissed at the opening. He handed it across the table. Hunter took it, their fingers brushing briefly.
My hand clenched around my own glass. Hunter lifted the can, took a slow drink, his throat working as he swallowed. My eyes followed the movement, heat sliding low in my stomach.
Daniel turned back to the TV, already launching into talk about the score, about how the team had blown a lead. His voice carried, loud, filling the room. Hunter listened with half an ear, his eyes still on me.
He tilted his head slightly, the faintest motion, like he was measuring how far he could push with Daniel only feet away.
I shifted, uncurling my legs, setting my feet flat on the floor. My shorts pulled higher on my thighs. His gaze flicked down, then back to my face, slowly.
My pulse raced. I lifted my glass, sipping, trying to mask the shake in my hand. The wine tasted sour, warm, but I forced it down.
Daniel laughed, slapping his knee, spilling a drop of beer onto his sweatshirt. He wiped it with his sleeve, still chuckling. “Man, you should’ve seen it. Total choke.”
Hunter leaned back, stretching, his arms spreading along the chair’s arms. His jeans pulled tighter across his thighs, the outline of his cock pressing obvious against the denim. My chest seized. He knew it, too.
I dropped my gaze, pretending to reach for another slice. Grease coated my fingers, hot. I licked them clean, too quick, glancing up by accident. Hunter’s eyes were on my mouth.
Daniel didn’t notice. He was busy yelling at the replay, cursing the ref.
My skin burned. I stood, muttering something about water, heading for the kitchen. The tile was cool under my bare feet, the fridge humming steady. I tugged the door open, the bright light spilling across me.
A shadow filled the doorway before I could grab a glass. My breath caught.
Hunter stepped in behind me, his body crowding mine, the heat of him pressing against my back. His hand slid low, cupping my hip, his thumb brushing the waistband of my shorts.
“You left it unlocked,” he murmured against my ear.
I gasped, my hand tightening on the fridge door. “Daniel’s right there.”
“Good,” he said, his voice low, steady. His hand dipped lower, slipping under the waistband, his fingers brushing bare skin.
My thighs parted without thought, my hips tilting back into him. My pulse hammered.
He pressed harder, his chest against my back, his cock thick against my ass through the denim. His breath was hot at my neck, his lips grazing just below my ear.
“Say you want it,” he whispered.
“I . . . ” My voice broke, a whimper escaping instead.
His fingers slid lower, stroking through the damp heat already  between my legs. I bit my lip, hard, my knees threatening to buckle.
From the living room, Daniel laughed loud, his voice carrying. “Babe, grab me another beer while you’re in there.”
My stomach lurched. I tried to pull away, but Hunter’s grip tightened. His fingers pressed harder, stroking, relentless.
“You’ll take it,” he murmured. “Even with him calling for you.”
I gasped, my hand slapping against the fridge for balance. My body betrayed me, hips jerking against his hand, desperate.
Daniel called again, louder. “Kayla?”
Hunter’s mouth curved against my ear. “Answer him.”
My throat burned. “Yeah,” I managed, breathless. “One second.”
Hunter slid his fingers out, slow, dragging wetness with them. He lifted them to my lips, pressing hard until I opened. The taste of myself coated my tongue, sharp, raw.
“Good girl,” he said. Then he stepped back, grabbing a beer from the shelf like nothing had happened.
I snatched a bottle of water, my chest heaving. He handed the beer to me, his fingers brushing mine deliberate, his eyes locked on mine.
“Don’t spill,” he murmured.
I carried it back into the living room, my legs unsteady. Daniel grinned, taking it from me. “Thanks, babe.” He cracked it open, foam hissing, then turned back to the game.
Hunter dropped onto the chair again, casual, his beer balanced on his knee. He lifted it, took a long drink, his eyes never leaving me.
My thighs clenched tight under the thin cotton, heat dripping slow, soaking the fabric. I sank onto the couch beside Daniel, my body thrumming, my skin raw where Hunter’s fingers had been.
Daniel slung an arm around my shoulders, pulling me close, his attention still glued to the TV. I forced a smile, leaning in, my heart hammering.
Hunter watched, his mouth curving faintly, his eyes dark.
Daniel leaned heavier into me as the game played, his arm heavy across my shoulders, his beer tilted against his knee. He laughed at something the announcer said, his chest bouncing against my side. I nodded at the right times, but my eyes kept flicking across to Hunter.
He hadn’t moved much, but his gaze was fixed on me. Every sip of his beer, every shift of his hand on his thigh, was deliberate. He knew what he’d done in the kitchen. He knew I could still feel it, damp between my legs.
My thighs pressed together hard. Daniel squeezed my shoulder. “You’re quiet,” he said, eyes still on the TV.
“Just tired,” I answered quickly. My voice sounded rough in my throat.
Hunter’s mouth curved faintly, like he knew the lie before it left my lips. He leaned forward, setting his can down on the table, his legs spreading wider in the chair. His jeans tightened across him, the bulge unmistakable now. My breath caught.
Daniel didn’t notice. He drained the rest of his beer, set the empty on the table with a clink, and stretched. “Bathroom,” he muttered, hauling himself up. He shuffled down the hall, scratching his head, yawning. The bedroom door clicked behind him a few minutes later.
The second it did, Hunter stood.
My heart slammed. “Daniel . . . ”
“Not here now,” Hunter said, crossing the space in two strides. His hand hooked under my knee, pulling it off the couch, forcing my legs apart. He loomed over me, his body heat swallowing mine, the smell of his cologne sharp and heavy.
My pulse hammered. “Here? He’ll hear.”
“He won’t.” His hand slid up my thigh, under the hem of my shorts, finding me bare.
I gasped, clapping my hand over his wrist. “But I . . .  ”
He shoved his fingers inside me without warning. My hips jerked off the couch, my mouth falling open in a sharp cry I couldn’t stop. His other hand clamped over my mouth instantly, swallowing the sound.
“Quiet,” he whispered, his lips brushing my cheek. His fingers worked harder, pumping, curling, finding every spot that made my thighs shake.
I clawed his arm, nails digging into his skin, but my hips bucked against his hand, traitorous. The wet sounds of him inside me filled the room, obscene against the drone of the television.
My body seized, a rush ripping through me, sharp and brutal. I bit down on his palm to stop the cry, my legs clamping tight around his arm.
“Good,” he murmured, easing his hand free, glistening wet. He shoved his fingers into my mouth, pushing them deep until I gagged on the taste of myself. “Swallow.”
My throat worked around him, shame and heat twisting sharp. He pulled out slow, smearing wetness across my lips with his thumb.
The toilet flushed down the hall.
My heart stopped.
Hunter stepped back fast, dropping into his chair again, casual, his hand wiping across his jeans once. He grabbed his beer, tilting it back just as Daniel reappeared.
Daniel flopped onto the couch beside me, sighing. “God, I’m beat.” He reached for another slice, grease dripping down his hand as he chewed. “You want the last one?”
I shook my head too fast. “No.”
My chest was still heaving, my body trembling. I tugged the hem of my shorts lower, but the fabric clung damp to my skin.
Daniel wiped his fingers on a napkin, leaning back again. “You okay?”
“Fine,” I whispered.
Hunter’s eyes stayed on me, dark, certain.
Daniel yawned, setting his plate aside. “Think I’m calling it. Big day tomorrow.” He pushed up off the couch, stretching, his shirt riding high to show the faint line of hair down his stomach. He headed down the hall again, scratching his head. “You can keep watching if you want,” he said to Hunter. “You coming?” he called back to me.
“In a minute,” I said.
The bedroom door shut.
Hunter stood again, slow, deliberate. He crossed to me, his hand gripping the back of my neck, pulling me up from the couch. His mouth crashed against mine, hard, wet, his tongue forcing past my lips. I whimpered, gripping his shirt, pulling him closer.
He broke the kiss just long enough to murmur, “Guest room.”
My legs moved before my head did. He guided me down the hall, his hand low on my back, pushing me ahead of him. Daniel’s snores already carried faint through the closed bedroom door.
The guest room was dark, the faint glow from the streetlights cutting across the bed. Hunter shut the door behind us with a soft click, then shoved me hard against it, his mouth crushing mine again.
I clawed at his shirt, dragging it up, my nails scraping his chest. My hips ground against his, desperate, the hard length of him straining through his jeans.
“Now,” I gasped. “Please.”
His grin was sharp, satisfied. He yanked my shorts down in one rough move, the thin cotton tearing at the seam as they hit the floor. My panties were soaked, clinging, but he ripped them too, the sound sharp in the quiet.
His jeans dropped. He freed himself, thick and hard, already dripping. My knees trembled.
He lifted me fast, my legs wrapping his waist on instinct. The blunt head of him pressed against me through the wet heat.
I gasped, clutching his shoulders. “Hunter, ”
He drove inside in one brutal thrust.
My cry tore free, raw, sharp. He clamped his hand over my mouth again, his cock slamming deeper until I was split wide around him, full, stretched.
“Quiet,” he growled against my ear. “He’s right there.”
My body convulsed, clenching around him, every nerve alight. I bucked against him, my nails carving down his back.
He fucked me hard against the door, the wood rattling faintly with each slam of his hips. My moans were muffled against his palm, my breath ragged through my nose.
The floor creaked faintly down the hall. Daniel shifted, maybe rolled over. My chest seized, terror and arousal twisting sharp.
Hunter grinned against my cheek. “Scared?” His thrusts stayed hard, relentless.
I nodded, gasping into his hand.
“You like it,” he said, his voice low, steady. “You love fucking me while he’s only feet away.”
My body betrayed me, spasms tearing through me as release ripped hot and brutal. My legs locked around him, my hips jerking against his cock.
“Good girl,” he muttered, driving deeper, faster. His hand pressed harder over my mouth, forcing my head back against the wood. His thrusts turned frantic, each one pounding sharp until he groaned low, spilling inside me, hot and heavy.
He held there, buried deep, his chest pressed hard to mine, his breath ragged against my ear.
Daniel’s snores carried steady from the other room.
Hunter pulled out slow, the wet slide obscene, dripping down my thighs. He let me drop to my feet, my legs shaking, my body raw and throbbing.
He kissed me once, hard, claiming, then tucked himself back into his jeans like nothing had happened.
“See you tomorrow,” he murmured.
Then he slipped out, leaving me trembling against the door, cum still leaking down my legs, my chest heaving.
I stood there, dizzy, until I could move. Then I crept back down the hall, easing into our bedroom. He was sprawled across the bed, mouth open, snoring.
I slipped under the sheet beside him, my body still wet, my thighs raw, the scent of Hunter all over me.
Daniel shifted, his arm flopping heavy across my waist. “Mmm. Warm,” he mumbled, drifting deeper.
I stared at the ceiling, my heart hammering.
The smell of coffee woke me. My eyes blinked open slow, the light already cutting through the blinds. Daniel’s side of the bed was empty, his pillow dented, sheet thrown back. Voices drifted from the kitchen, low, steady.
I froze.
Hunter.
I slid upright fast, my thighs clenching at the ache between them. My skin was raw, sticky, the inside of my legs damp with what he’d left. The sheet bunched at my waist, my heart hammering.
I grabbed the robe from the chair, yanking it tight across my body. The sash tangled in my shaking fingers. My panties were gone, torn last night, nothing left to cover me underneath.
The sound of Daniel’s laugh hit me, sharp, casual. The scrape of a chair, the clink of a mug. I pressed my hand hard between my thighs, panic spiking at the wetness still there.
I forced myself into the hall. The floor creaked once under my bare heel.
They were at the table, mugs steaming, the smell of toast and eggs filling the room. Daniel sat in sweats, hair sticking up, scrolling his phone with one hand while the other lifted his fork. Hunter sat across from him, clean shirt, jeans, looking like he hadn’t been the one buried inside me only hours ago.
His eyes found me instantly.
My chest seized.
“Morning,” Daniel said, grinning. “Coffee’s fresh.”
I swallowed hard, moving toward the counter, keeping the robe clutched closed. “Thanks.”
Hunter’s gaze slid slow down my body, stopping where the robe met my thighs. Heat shot up my neck.
Daniel chewed, oblivious, pointing at his phone. “You see this?” He shoved it toward Hunter. “Unbelievable call last night.”
Hunter leaned forward, glancing, nodding once, his eyes cutting back to me.
I poured coffee, my hand shaking so hard the stream splattered on the counter. “Shit.”
Daniel chuckled. “Still half-asleep?”
“Yeah.” I grabbed a napkin, dabbing at the spill, my thighs pressed tight, trying to hide the drip sliding down my leg under the robe.
Hunter sipped his mug, slow. He set it down, the faint clink loud in my ears. “Long night?” His voice was even, deliberate.
My head snapped up. My chest stuttered.
Daniel laughed. “She never sleeps deep. Always tossing.”
Hunter’s mouth curved faintly. His eyes burned steady into mine.
I gripped the counter until my knuckles ached.
Daniel pushed his plate away, stretching. “Gotta shower before work. You two good?” He stood, ruffling my damp hair on his way past. “Don’t let her hog the coffee, man.”
“Wouldn’t dream of it,” Hunter said. His voice was calm, low.
The bathroom door shut down the hall, water hissing a moment later.
I turned fast, my breath breaking. “What the fuck are you doing?”
Hunter stood slow, his chair scraping. “Having breakfast.”
My chest heaved. “He’s right there.”
“Exactly.” His hand caught the sash of my robe, yanking me against him. The knot loosened, the fabric gaping. His mouth pressed hot against my throat, sucking hard until my knees buckled.
“Hunter, ” Mmy voice broke, a moan slipping out.
He shoved the robe open, his hand sliding between my legs, finding dripping. His fingers smeared the wetness up my thigh. “Still carrying me,” he whispered.
I clawed his chest, pushing weakly, but my hips jerked into his hand, traitorous. My breath came sharp, broken.
The shower hissed louder down the hall.
Hunter lifted his wet fingers to my lips, pressing them in hard. “Taste.”
My tongue slid over them without thought, salt and musk filling my mouth. My thighs quivered.
He pulled them free, his hand gripping my jaw, forcing my gaze up. “You’ll come to me again tonight.”
My chest seized. “I can’t, ”
“You will.” His thumb dragged across my lip, smearing wetness. He kissed me once, rough, then stepped back, tugging my robe shut like nothing had happened.
The bathroom door creaked. Daniel padded out, towel low on his hips, hair dripping. “You two still here?” He grinned, rubbing the towel over his head. “Don’t drink all the coffee before I get dressed.”
Hunter dropped back into his chair, sipping his mug. “We’ll save you some.”
I clutched the robe tight, my legs shaking under me.
Daniel vanished into the bedroom again.
Hunter smirked at me over his cup, calm, certain.
Daniel left just after eight, his tie crooked, his laptop bag slung over one shoulder. He kissed me quick at the door, his breath warm with coffee. “Don’t wait up,” he said. “Might be late.”
I nodded, my hands steady against his chest though my stomach was flipping. “Okay.”
The door shut behind him. His footsteps faded down the hall, then the sound of the car starting. Silence dropped heavy in the apartment.
I leaned back against the door, my pulse racing.
Hunter’s text hit within minutes. Tonight. My place.
I stared at it, heat rushing low in my belly. My fingers typed before I could second-guess. When?
My chest heaved. I should have said no. Instead I grabbed my purse, my hands shaking, and went to the bedroom.
The closet doors rattled as I pulled them open. My fingers skimmed hangers too fast, cotton and denim shifting uselessly. I stopped on the dress from last night, still crumpled on the floor. My thighs clenched. Too obvious.
I grabbed a simple skirt instead, black, soft, the hem stopping mid-thigh. A white blouse with buttons down the front, thin enough that my bra pressed faint through the fabric. I tucked it in, the waistband tight, smoothing the lines down over my hips. Stockings again, rolled up slow, the nylon catching faintly on my damp skin. Heels last, low, but still enough to lift my ass, to force my walk into a sway.
I left my hair loose, brushed straight, a faint sheen of lip gloss. Nothing Daniel would question. Everything Hunter would notice. I pulled a tan trench coat on and slipped out.
The drive was short, my thighs pressed tight together the entire way, the damp lace already clinging. Every stoplight stretched, every minute crawling until I was pulling into the lot outside his building.
My hands trembled on the wheel. I checked my reflection in the mirror, smoothed my skirt one last time, then got out. The heels clicked sharp on the pavement.
He opened the door before I knocked.
Barefoot again, sweatpants hanging low, chest bare this time, hair still damp from a shower. His eyes swept me once, top to bottom, lingering at my thighs.
“You dressed up,” he said. His voice was low, amused.
“For you.” My throat burned as I said it, but the truth rushed out anyway.
His mouth curved faintly. He stepped back, letting me inside.
The apartment smelled faintly of soap, the air cooler than outside. I set my purse on the counter, my hands too tight around the strap.
He shut the door, leaning against it, arms crossed, his chest broad, muscles shifting. “Say it again.”
I swallowed hard. “I dressed for you.”
“Good girl.”
He crossed the room in three steps, his hand at the back of my neck, pulling me against his chest. His mouth crashed over mine, wet, rough, his tongue forcing deep. I whimpered, gripping his shoulders, my nails biting into skin.
“You couldn’t wait,” he muttered against my lips. “You came here on your own.”
“Yes.” My voice cracked.
His hands yanked my blouse open, buttons snapping, fabric gaping to show the lace bra beneath. He shoved it down my shoulders, letting it fall, his mouth dropping to my collarbone, sucking hard until the skin burned.
I gasped, my hands tangling in his hair. “Hunter, ”
“You want it.” His hands slid down, yanking my skirt up around my waist, bunching it high. His fingers found me soaked, panties useless, clinging.
I moaned, jerking against him. “I thought about you all night.”
“Say it louder.”
“I thought about you all night,” I gasped, my voice breaking.
He spun me, shoving me forward onto the couch. My palms slammed the cushions, the fabric rough under my skin. He ripped my panties down, the lace tearing, leaving me bare.
His cock pressed against me instantly, thick, hard, already wet.
My chest heaved. “Please.”
He drove inside in one brutal thrust.
I screamed, my voice sharp, raw, my body clamping around him instantly. His hands locked hard on my hips, holding me open as he slammed deeper, filling me until I sagged forward.
“That’s it,” he growled. “Take it all.”
My nails tore at the cushions, my ass bouncing back against him without thought, every thrust splitting me wider.
“You came to me,” he said, his breath ragged, his hips relentless. “You left him at work and came straight here dripping for me.”
“Yes,” I choked out, my head dropping forward. “Yes.”
He yanked me back by the hair, forcing me upright, his chest pressed to my back. His cock drove deeper, harder, slapping wet against me. His mouth found my ear. “Say it.”
“I came for you.” My voice broke on the words, tears stinging my eyes. “I wanted you.”
“Again.”
“I wanted you.”
“Louder.”
“I wanted you!”
He slammed harder, his cock battering me, every thrust brutal. My legs shook, my thighs soaked, my release crashing through me sudden, violent, my scream muffled in his palm when he clamped down over my mouth.
“Good girl,” he muttered, grinding deep, still holding me up. His cock twitched inside me, thick and pulsing. “You’re mine.”
I sagged forward, shaking, cum dripping down my thighs.
He stayed buried deep, his chest hot against my back, his breath ragged.
When I finally pulled myself upright, my skirt was bunched around my waist, my blouse gaping open, the torn lace hanging useless around my thighs. Hunter sat back on the couch, his cock still hard, wet with what was dripping from me. He leaned into the cushions, legs spread wide, his chest rising slow.
I tugged the blouse together, fumbling at the buttons, but half were gone, snapped clean. My face burned.
“Don’t bother,” he said. His voice was calm, steady.
“I have to go.” I grabbed my purse, my hands shaking as I shoved the blouse inside, yanking my skirt down to cover myself.
Hunter’s hand shot out, gripping my wrist. “Not yet.”
My chest seized. “Daniel will . . . “
“He won’t. He thinks you’re out running errands.” His grip tightened, pulling me closer, dragging me between his spread thighs. “Sit.”
My legs buckled. I sank onto his lap, his cock pressing hot against me, sliding wet against my bare skin.
“Again,” he said, his mouth brushing my ear. “You’ll ride me this time.”
“I can’t, ”
“You can. Show me you want it.”
My thighs trembled. I lifted myself, guiding him inside, the stretch brutal, filling me deep. My breath broke, sharp, as I sank down onto him.
His hands locked on my hips, holding me there, buried to the hilt. “Good.”
I started moving, slow at first, then faster, grinding against him, the wet slap obscene in the quiet apartment. My nails dug into his shoulders, my head dropping back, my breasts bouncing free from the torn blouse.
“You came here for this,” he said, his voice rough. “Tell me.”
“I came here for this.”
“You left your husband at work and came to my cock.”
“Yes.” My voice cracked, the word ripped out of me. “Yes.”
His hands slammed my hips down harder, forcing me to take him deeper. My moans tore free, raw, loud.
Then my phone buzzed.
My chest froze.
Hunter’s grin curved sharp. “Answer it.”
I shook my head, panic spiking.
“Answer,” he said again, thrusting up hard, his cock battering deep inside me.
I gasped, fumbling for my purse. The screen lit: Daniel.
My heart stopped.
Hunter’s hand clamped around my throat, forcing me upright. “Now.”
I swiped, my voice breaking. “Hey.”
“Hey, babe,” Daniel said, casual, warm. “Just checking if you need me to pick anything up on the way home.”
My hips jerked against Hunter without thought, his cock filling me so deep my vision blurred. I bit my lip, forcing my voice steady. “No. I’m good.”
“You sure?” Daniel’s voice was easy, distracted. “Groceries, wine, whatever.”
“I’m fine.” My thighs shook, Hunter’s grip on my throat tightening as he drove harder, his cock battering inside me.
“You sound out of breath,” Daniel said, chuckling.
“I, just walking,” I stammered. “Parking lot.”
Hunter’s hand squeezed, cutting my air, his cock slamming harder. My eyes rolled back, the phone trembling in my hand.
“Okay,” Daniel said. “I’ll be home around six.”
“Okay.” My voice was thin, broken.
“Love you.”
The words sliced through me.
“Love you too,” I whispered, tears burning.
The call clicked off.
Hunter ripped the phone from my hand, tossing it aside. His grip tightened on my throat, his thrusts turning savage. “Say it again.”
“I love you,” I gasped, my hips jerking against him.
“Not him.” His eyes burned into mine. “Me.”
My breath shattered. “I love you.”
His cock twitched, pulsing, then he spilled inside me, hot, thick, filling me until it leaked down my thighs.
I collapsed against him, shaking, my body raw, my chest heaving.
He stroked my hair once, calm. “Good girl.”
I tried to clean myself up in Hunter’s bathroom. The mirror showed my lipstick smeared, my blouse ripped, my hair sticking out in wild strands. My thighs were raw, still dripping, the ache deep in my hips. I rinsed between my legs with shaking hands, but the cum clung no matter how much I wiped.
Hunter leaned in the doorway, arms crossed, watching. “Don’t bother. He’ll smell me anyway.”
“Stop.” My voice was sharp, breaking. “You don’t know that.”
He stepped closer, his hand sliding down my spine, cupping my ass. “He’ll know eventually.”
My stomach flipped. “Not today.”
He smirked, but stepped back, letting me tug the blouse into place and smooth my skirt. My bra was twisted, one strap torn. I shoved it back on anyway, adjusting until it sat right enough.
I grabbed my purse, heading for the door. My chest heaved too fast.
The elevator ride down was suffocating. My reflection in the steel walls looked like a stranger, flushed cheeks, swollen lips, eyes wild. I pressed my knees together, but the wetness still leaked, soaking into the nylon.
By the time I pulled into our lot, my nerves were shredded. I shut the car door, smoothed my skirt, and forced my face calm.
The apartment door clicked open under my key. The smell of coffee lingered faint, mixed with detergent from the laundry.
Daniel’s voice cut sharp from the kitchen. “Hey.”
My heart seized. He was home.
I stepped inside, trying to sound casual. “You’re early.”
He looked up from the counter, tie loosened, shirt sleeves rolled. “Meeting got canceled. Figured I’d surprise you.” He smiled, easy. “Where were you?”
My throat burned. “Just errands.”
His eyes flicked down, scanning me. The blouse still rumpled, the skirt riding a little high, stockings clinging damp against my thighs. He frowned faintly. “You look flushed.”
“I walked,” I said too fast. “It’s hot out.”
He nodded, grabbing a beer from the fridge. “Want one?”
“No,” I whispered, heading for the bedroom.
My legs shook. I could feel the wetness sliding still, Hunter’s cum thick, seeping into the nylon. I yanked my robe from the chair, wrapping it tight, shoving my clothes into the hamper quick.
Daniel stepped into the doorway, sipping his beer. His eyes narrowed. “You okay?”
“Yeah.” I forced a smile. “Just tired.”
He set the bottle down, moving closer, his hand brushing my waist. “Missed you today.”
My chest seized. His mouth found mine, warm, soft, the taste of beer sharp. I kissed him back, stiff, my stomach twisting.
His hand slid down, cupping my ass through the robe. “No panties?” he teased.
I froze.
He grinned, kissing my neck. “Guess I came home at the right time.”
My breath broke. His hand slipped lower, between my thighs, pressing against me. The robe clung damp instantly, the wetness undeniable.
He pulled back, frowning. “You’re soaked.”
My heart stopped.
“Shower,” I blurted, my voice too quick. “I didn’t dry off all the way.”
He stared at me a beat too long, then laughed, shaking his head. “You and your showers.” He kissed me again, deeper this time, his hand gripping my waist. “We’ve got time before dinner.”
My stomach lurched, panic and arousal clashing sharp. I nodded weakly, letting him guide me back toward the bed.
The robe slipped open, his eyes dragging down over my body. “God, you look good,” he muttered.
I forced myself to smile, to touch him back, to keep the mask in place. My thighs clenched, Hunter’s cum still wet between them, hidden under Daniel’s hands.
Daniel’s mouth was already at my collarbone, sucking light, his hands tugging the robe open wider. The sash slipped loose, the fabric falling back, my breasts spilling free. His palm cupped one, squeezing, thumb brushing my nipple until it tightened.
“You feel amazing,” he murmured, kissing down my chest. “God, I missed this.”
My stomach clenched. The wet between my thighs was leaking more with every shift, Hunter still inside me hours later. I pressed my legs together, but Daniel slid his knee between them, forcing me open.
“Wait, ” My voice cracked, but he was already lowering me onto the bed.
“Too long,” he said, his grin boyish, his hands pushing the robe down my arms. He kissed me again, deeper, his tongue sliding against mine.
My hands gripped his shoulders. Panic ripped through me, but under it was heat ,  sharp, humiliating, undeniable. My body was still raw, every nerve sore from Hunter, and Daniel’s touch only pressed the ache deeper.
His hand slid lower, between my thighs. He groaned against my mouth. “Jesus, you’re dripping.”
I gasped, jerking my hips away. “Shower,” I whispered again, desperate.
He laughed, low. “Don’t care.” His fingers pushed between the folds, finding me soaked. “Fuck, you’re so ready.”
I shook, trying to shift his hand away, but he pushed harder, stroking through the wet. “When’s the last time you were this wet for me?”
My throat closed. My eyes burned.
“Don’t stop,” he muttered, fumbling at his belt.
I froze, the sound of the zipper tearing through me like a blade. He shoved his pants down, freeing himself, already hard. He pushed my legs wider, his cock nudging against me.
“No, ” The word broke, small, useless.
He groaned as he slid inside, the stretch sudden, sharp. My back arched, the cry catching in my throat. The wet coated everything, his cock gliding too easy.
“God, you’re perfect,” he gasped, thrusting deeper. “So fucking tight.”
Tears burned at the corners of my eyes. My nails dug into his shoulders, my body clenching around him. Every thrust pushed Hunter’s mess deeper, the sound obscene, wet, sloppy.
Daniel groaned louder. “Listen to that. You’re soaking me.”
I bit down on my lip hard, trying not to scream. The bed creaked under us, his hips slamming sharp, relentless. My body betrayed me, hips lifting, clenching around him, the wet slap echoing.
He kissed me again, rough, his breath hot. “You feel so good, babe. So fucking good.”
My release hit sudden, violent, ripping through me in sharp spasms. I cried out against his mouth, my legs shaking, my body convulsing.
Daniel groaned, thrusting harder. “That’s it. Come for me.” His cock swelled, pulsing, then he spilled inside me, filling me until it mixed with what was already there.
I sagged back against the bed, shaking, the sheet damp under me. My chest heaved, sweat on my skin.
Daniel kissed me once more, softer, lingering. “Missed that,” he whispered, brushing my hair back from my face.
I forced a smile, my throat burning. “Me too.”
He pulled out slow, his cum sliding thick, leaking over my thighs. He didn’t notice, already tugging his pants back up, smiling easy.
“I’ll start dinner,” he said, grabbing his shirt from the floor. “You hungry?”
I nodded, my voice gone.
He left the room, humming under his breath, the sound fading down the hall.
I lay there, thighs sticky, the sheets damp, the mix of them both seeping out of me. My body was raw, trembling, my chest heaving.
Dinner was quiet. Daniel had thrown pasta together, simple sauce from a jar, garlic bread crisp on the tray. He talked about work, about meetings stacked all week, about how maybe he’d take a long weekend soon. I nodded, answered when I had to, but every word felt distant.
My body still throbbed, raw and sticky, the mix of both men leaking with every shift in my chair. I kept my thighs pressed tight, praying it didn’t soak through the cotton shorts I’d pulled on after showering.
Daniel smiled across the table. “You’re really out of it tonight.”
“Just tired.”
He nodded, not pressing. He poured himself another glass of wine, drained it fast, and leaned back in his chair. “Think I’m calling it early.”
He kissed me once on his way to the bedroom, the warmth of his lips almost unbearable against mine. “Come in soon?”
“Yeah.” My throat burned.
The door shut. The television hummed low in the background.
I sat there, staring at my empty plate, the clock ticking too loud. My legs shifted under the table, damp again, restless. The ache wouldn’t ease. Hunter’s voice replayed in my head, every word deliberate, every command certain.
You’ll come to me again tonight.
My chest heaved. I stood, carrying the dishes to the sink, rinsing them fast, my hands trembling. The decision was already made.
I changed in the bedroom after Daniel’s breathing turned heavy, steady with sleep. Black dress this time ,  shorter, tighter, one he hadn’t seen in months. No bra. No panties. Just stockings and heels, slipped on with shaking hands.
I stood in the mirror, chest heaving. My lipstick glistened red, my hair falling loose around my shoulders. My thighs were wet already, streaks sliding down smooth nylon.
Daniel shifted in the bed, sighing in his sleep. I froze, my heart pounding, but his breathing evened again.
I grabbed my purse, eased the bedroom door shut, and padded down the hall. The robe I left tossed over the chair, a decoy.
The apartment door clicked soft. The night air was cooler, sharp against my bare skin under the dress. My heels echoed down the stairwell, every step too loud, every shadow alive with risk.
Hunter’s building was only ten minutes away. I drove with the windows cracked, the wind cooling my flushed skin, but it didn’t calm me. I was soaked through by the time I pulled in, my panties-less heat pressed raw to the leather seat.
The door opened before I knocked. Hunter’s hand gripped my wrist, dragging me inside, slamming it shut behind me.
“You came.” His voice was low, rough.
“You know I have no choice.” The word broke out of me, desperate.
His mouth crushed mine instantly, hard, wet, his tongue forcing deep. His hands shoved the dress up, bunching it around my waist, exposing me bare.
“You wore nothing for me.”
“Yes.”
“Good girl.” His hand cupped between my thighs, finding me dripping.
“I’m yours.”
He lifted me fast, carrying me across the room, dropping me onto the bed. My heels dug into his sides, my nails raked his chest. His cock freed in one rough move, thick and hard, pressing wet against me.
“Beg.”
“I need you,” I gasped. “Please, Hunter. Fuck me.”
He shoved inside, brutal, filling me to the hilt in one thrust.
My scream ripped free, raw, sharp. My legs locked around him, my hips jerking desperate to take more.
“That’s it,” he growled, pounding harder, the wet slap echoing in the dark room. “Say it again.”
“I need you,” I sobbed, my body convulsing around him. “I need you.”
“Louder.”
“I need you!”
He slammed deeper, relentless, his cock splitting me raw until my thighs shook, until I shattered around him, soaking his stomach, the sheets.
“Good girl,” he muttered, his pace breaking, hips slamming hard, sharp, until he groaned rough in my ear, spilling inside me, hot and heavy, filling me until it leaked across my ass and thighs.
I collapsed back, shaking, drenched, my chest heaving. He stayed buried deep, his weight pinning me to the mattress.
“You’ll keep coming back,” he said, calm, certain.
“Yes.” The word fell out of me, broken, true.
I lay there, sticky and spent, my body trembling. Daniel was at home, asleep in our bed. Hunter was here, inside me, marking me as his.
And I knew there was no going back.
Hunter shifted off me, tugging me upright by the wrist. My legs wobbled, the heels catching in the sheets, but he steadied me with one hand at my hip. His cock still glistened wet, half-hard against his stomach, wet with everything dripping from me.
“Get on your knees,” he said.
My chest heaved. “Hunter, ”
“Now.” His tone left no space.
I sank down, the carpet rough against my knees, the air thick with sweat and sex. He gripped the back of my head, guiding my mouth over him. The taste was sharp, raw, the mix of us thick on my tongue. My lips stretched, sliding lower, my throat burning as he pushed deeper.
“That’s it,” he muttered, fingers tightening in my hair. “Clean me up.”
I gagged, but kept going, swallowing around him, my hands braced at his thighs. My body was still trembling, my thighs coated, cum running down to soak the tops of my stockings.
He pulled me off with a wet pop, his cock glistening clean now, his eyes steady on mine. He cupped my chin, forcing me to look up. “You’ll leave him again tomorrow.”
I swallowed hard, my lips swollen, the taste still coating my mouth. “Yes.”
His thumb smeared across my lower lip, pressing until I opened. He shoved two fingers in, deep, curling against my tongue. “Say it.”
“I’ll leave him again tomorrow,” I gasped around his hand.
“Good girl.”
He yanked me up, kissing me hard, his tongue sliding deep, claiming. His hand dragged down my spine, cupping my ass, squeezing hard enough to bruise.
The clock on his nightstand glowed red, past midnight. Daniel would be stirring in hours, expecting me in bed beside him. Panic twisted, but the heat didn’t fade. Hunter knew it ,  I could see it in his smirk, in the way his grip on me never eased.
“You’ll go back now,” he said. “But you’ll think about me the entire time he touches you.”
My thighs pressed together, shame and arousal clashing sharp. I nodded, breathless. “I will.”
He kissed me once more, rough, then shoved my purse into my hands. “Go before you wake him.”
I stumbled out, legs weak, the night air cold against my bare skin. My dress clung damp, the hem riding high, stockings torn at the knees. I slid into the driver’s seat, thighs pressed tight, but the wetness still smeared across the leather.
By the time I pulled into our lot, my chest was hammering so hard I thought it might break. The apartment door clicked under my key, the quiet too loud.
Daniel shifted in the bed as I slipped inside, his arm flopping heavy across the empty space where I should have been. I eased under the sheet, pressing my back against him. His warmth curled around me instantly.
“Where’d you go?” he mumbled, half-asleep.
“Bathroom,” I whispered.
He sighed, nuzzling closer, already drifting again.
I stared at the ceiling, Hunter’s taste still thick in my mouth, my body raw, my thighs sticky.
And I knew I wouldn’t stop.
The morning light cut across the blinds too soon. Daniel was already up, the sound of the shower running steady behind the bathroom door. My body ached everywhere, my thighs sore, my lips tender from where Hunter had held me down. I pressed my legs tighter together under the sheet, feeling the faint wetness that hadn’t washed away, no matter how many times I’d wiped in the dark before crawling back into bed.
The bathroom door opened. Daniel stepped out in a towel, rubbing his hair with another. He grinned when he saw me awake. “You’re up early.”
“Couldn’t sleep,” I said. My throat was dry, my voice scratchy.
He dropped the towel, pulled on clean boxers, then leaned over me to kiss my forehead. “You were restless again last night. You okay?”
I forced a smile. “Fine.”
His eyes lingered on me a beat longer, but he nodded, pulling a shirt over his damp hair. “Want breakfast before I head out?”
“Maybe later.”
He kissed me again, softer, then grabbed his bag from the chair. “Lock the door after me.”
The door clicked shut behind him.
Silence.
I lay there a minute, chest heaving, then reached for my phone on the nightstand. Hunter’s text was already waiting. Same time today.
My stomach flipped. I typed back fast. Yes.
By noon, I was in front of the mirror again. The black dress lay crumpled on the floor, the smell of him still clinging to it. I chose another, red this time, thinner fabric, the neckline dipping lower. No bra again. No panties. Stockings rolled up my thighs slow, the nylon pulling snug.
The drive felt shorter this time, my thighs pressed together but already damp. Every turn of the wheel made my pulse hammer harder.
Hunter opened the door before I knocked, bare-chested, jeans hanging low. He gripped my wrist instantly, dragging me inside.
“Good girl,” he said, his mouth already crashing against mine, wet and rough.
I moaned, clutching his shoulders, my nails digging in. The door slammed behind me, my back pressed against it, his hand already under my dress, yanking it high around my waist.
“You came ready for me again,” he muttered, his fingers sliding through the wet between my legs.
“Yes,” I gasped, my hips jerking into his hand. “I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”
His grin was sharp.
He shoved the dress higher, bunching it around my waist until the fabric pressed tight under my arms. His fingers slid through me again, already soaked, spreading it over my thighs. He smirked, his voice low. “You left him soft this morning, didn’t you?”
My breath caught. “Yes.”
“You came here instead, dripping for me.” His thumb pressed against my clit, hard, circling slow.
I moaned, clutching his shoulders. “Hunter, ”
“Say it.”
“I came here for you.”
His grin widened. He pulled his hand back, wet with me, then shoved his fingers into my mouth, pressing deep until I gagged. “Clean it off. All of it.”
I sucked him down, the taste sharp and heavy, my tongue sliding fast. My eyes watered as he held me there, his hand gripping the back of my head.
“Good,” he muttered, pulling free. He unbuttoned his jeans with one hand, dragging them down. His cock was already thick, heavy, dripping. He pressed the head against my lips, smearing pre-cum across them.
“Open.”
I did.
He slid in slow, filling my mouth, stretching my jaw until my throat clenched. My hands gripped his thighs, my nails biting into his skin as he pushed deeper, the taste raw and overwhelming.
“Relax,” he said, his hand firm at the back of my head. “Take me.”
I forced my throat open, swallowing around him, tears spilling down my cheeks. His cock twitched against my tongue, the weight brutal, suffocating.
“That’s it,” he groaned, thrusting shallow at first, then deeper, harder, until my gag caught sharp. He pulled back only to slam forward again, his rhythm ruthless.
Spit ran down my chin, my eyes squeezed shut, my chest heaving. He groaned again, the sound rough, his hips slamming until he pulled out with a wet pop.
I gasped for air, coughing, spit smeared down my lips, my chest rising fast.
Hunter gripped my chin, forcing me to look up. His cock glistened, wet with my saliva, thick veins standing out. “On the couch. Ass up.”
My legs shook, but I moved, collapsing forward over the cushions. The dress rode high, baring me completely. My stockings tore at the knees as I crawled into place, my chest pressed to the fabric, my ass raised. I began to work my heels off but stopped. “Leave them on.”
Hunter stood behind me, stroking himself once, twice, then he slammed inside me with one brutal thrust.
I cried out, my nails clawing at the cushions. “Oh god!”
He gripped my hips, pounding deep, hard, his cock battering until my thighs shook. “This is what you came for,” he growled. “Not him. Me.”
“Yes,” I sobbed, my voice breaking. “You. Only you.”
His thrusts were brutal, the wet slap echoing off the walls, each one forcing me deeper into the cushions. My breasts pressed flat, nipples scraping the fabric, my mouth open in ragged cries I couldn’t stop.
Hunter’s grip was iron at my hips, dragging me back onto him with every slam. “You’re dripping down your thighs,” he muttered, voice rough. “I can feel it.”
I whimpered, clenching around him, my body betraying me with every spasm. “Yes, ”
“Say whose it is.”
“Yours,” I gasped, my voice breaking. “It’s yours.”
His hand cracked across my ass, sharp, the sting flaring hot. “Louder.”
“It’s yours!” My scream tore out, muffled against the couch cushion as my body convulsed around him. My release crashed sudden, violent, soaking the fabric under me.
“Good,” he growled, slamming deeper, faster, his cock swelling. He leaned over me, his chest pressing against my back, his breath hot at my ear. “He’ll never fuck you like this.”
My nails carved lines into the couch, my throat raw from moaning. “No, he won’t.”
“You belong here. With me.” His hand slid around my throat, pulling me up, my back against his chest while he drove harder, each thrust pounding into the mess between my thighs.
“Yes,” I sobbed. “I do.”
His hips jerked sudden, rough, and then he groaned hard, spilling inside me again, hot and thick. His cock pulsed deep, filling me until it overflowed, sliding down my legs.
I collapsed forward, shaking, my face buried in the cushion, my body spent. Cum leaked down in heavy streaks, soaking my stockings, smearing the couch fabric.
Hunter held me there, buried to the hilt, his hand firm at my throat. “You’ll leave him again tomorrow,” he said, calm, steady.
My chest heaved, the words spilling broken. “I will.”
He kissed the side of my neck once, hard, then pulled out slow, his cock dripping. The wetness poured out of me instantly, staining the cushion darker.
“Clean yourself,” he said, tossing a rag from the table. “Then go home and smile at him like nothing happened.”
My hands shook as I wiped between my legs, the rag soaking fast. My body was raw, trembling, every nerve lit with shame and hunger.
And even as I pulled my dress back down, smoothed my hair, and slipped my heels on, I knew I’d be back again.
When I came in, I found Daniel on the couch. “Errands again?” he said.
I jutted my jaw crookedly, rolled my eyes, and said, “Yeah, errands again,” and went straight to the shower.
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