
        
            
                
            
        

    In the Next Room 5

I'm my husband's best friend's lover

Laura Lyles

PMI
 




Copyright © 2025 Laura Llyles
All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.






















Rain tapped the kitchen window in a steady rhythm. The house felt sealed in, quiet, warm and clean. Daniel had just settled into the den, TV on low, some hockey recap playing while he scrolled through his phone. I’d said I’d do a quick load of towels before bed.
I moved through the hallway barefoot, the hem of my robe catching behind me. I’d wrapped it quick after my shower, skin still damp, hair coiled into a knot. The washer was already done, and the dryer had five minutes left. I pulled the door partway closed behind me, not bothering to click the latch.
The overhead light buzzed. I leaned against the counter, arms folded, thinking nothing at all. I didn’t hear footsteps. Just the dryer shifting to its final cycle.
It buzzed behind me. I bent low, pulled warm towels into the basket, the cotton soft and warm. My robe was loose, tied quick, the hem brushing mid-thigh, nothing underneath.
The laundry room door clicked open behind me.
I didn’t turn. “Daniel, I just need two minutes.”
The voice behind me wasn’t Daniel’s. “Don’t stop.”
My chest seized. I straightened too fast, dropping the towel. “Jesus, Hunter,” I murmured in panic.
He stepped in, the door swinging shut behind him.
“You can’t be here. He’s in the den, he's . . . ”
Hunter stepped closer. I backed into the washer, the metal cold against my spine.
“He’s occupied,” he said. “Hockey.”
My breath hitched. He was in dark jeans again, boots, a black tee stretched across his chest. His arms were bare, warm, skin flushed.
“He didn’t hear?” I asked.
He shook his head.
He smirked. “You look good, girl.”
I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. His hand cupped my jaw, thumb brushing the corner of my lips.
“You want to stop me?”
I should’ve said yes.
Instead, I let the robe slip lower off my shoulder. Just enough.
His mouth hit mine before I could answer. His hands yanked the robe open, the fabric falling back fast. The basket tipped, towels spilling onto the floor. I gasped into his mouth as he lifted me up, setting me bare on the dryer. The robe pooled under me, my bare skin hitting warm metal.
He spread my thighs, stepped between them. His denim scratched my inner thighs.
“You know what I need,” he said, voice low, steady.
I nodded. “Yeah, of course.” I tried to sound disgusted.
His hand slid between my legs. “Wet for me?”
I shivered. “Always, you know that.”
The dryer buzzed again under me, vibrating. He laughed, but quietly. “Perfect.”
His fingers stroked me once, slow, then deeper, his eyes locked on mine.
Down the hall, Daniel’s voice carried faint. Something about the game. He hadn’t heard a thing. I tried to be defiant, I tried to stare at him right back, I tried. But my body was not cooperating.
Hunter shoved two fingers in hard. I bit down on my own lip to kill the moan. My thighs clamped around his wrist, hips jerking.
His grin never wavered. “I’ll be quick, don’t worry.”
“I’m ready,” I pleaded.
He bent low, mouth hot on my nipple, sucking hard. His fingers never stopped moving. The dryer buzzed again. I rocked against him, gasping.
“Faster,” I begged.
He added a third finger.
I screamed into his shoulder, the spasm ripping through me sharp, fast, violent. He clamped his hand over my mouth, holding me still while I shook.
Then he pulled back, licking his fingers clean.
The door handle jiggled.
Daniel’s voice, closer now. “Babe? You in there?”
Hunter backed toward the side door, calm as ever.
“I’ll text you,” he mouthed.
Then he was gone.
I yanked my robe shut, grabbed the towels off the floor, and kicked the basket upright just as the door opened.
Daniel stepped in, eyebrows raised. “You okay?”
I nodded, fast. “Just spilled the towels.”
He glanced around. The basket came to a stop. A cloth lay folded over the edge of the dryer. I kicked it back into the basket with my heel.
He didn’t notice. “Game’s at halftime. You want another drink?”
“Yeah. I’ll be out in a sec.”
He smiled, kissed my forehead. His hand brushed my side as he turned to leave. “Hurry.”
The door shut.
I exhaled. My thighs were still sticky. The robe clung to me where he’d sucked me, the inside wet and cooling too fast. I grabbed the towel I’d kicked and rubbed between my legs, fast and hard. It didn’t help much. The ache was still there, deep, unsatisfied.
I pulled the robe tight again and stepped out into the hallway like nothing had happened.
Daniel was already back on the couch, scrolling through highlights. The TV cast a flicker over his face. He held out my glass without looking.
I took it, sat. His thigh pressed warm against mine.
“You’re flushed,” he said.
“Dryer’s hot,” I answered.
He laughed, nodding. “Should leave the door open.” He leaned in, kissed my cheek. “You smell good.”
The wine hit my tongue flat and sour. I swallowed anyway. My knees stayed pressed tight, hiding what was still leaking. His hand moved to my leg, resting just above the knee.
“Second half’s starting,” he said. “But you’re distracting.”
I smiled, sipping again. “You want me to move?”
“No.” His hand slid a little higher.
The buzzer on my phone went off. I glanced down. One word on the screen.
Tonight.
My breath caught. Daniel didn’t notice. He was watching the kickoff, his fingers absent on my thigh now, stroking up and down in slow loops.
“You cold?” he asked.
“No.”
He looked over. “You’re tense.”
“I’m fine.”
He nodded again, leaning back. “We should go somewhere. Take a weekend. Just us.”
I swallowed. “Sure.”
“Just say when.”
I smiled. My phone buzzed again.
Red. No bra. You know the heels.
My thighs pressed tighter. Daniel’s hand shifted higher.
“You’re really flushed,” he said, grinning. “You sure you’re not hiding something?”
I forced a laugh. “Just the laundry.” I laughed self consciously.
He leaned in. “You’re too hot to be real sometimes.”
I kissed him, quick, then stood. “Bathroom,” I said.
His hand trailed down my leg as I left the couch. “Don’t take too long.”
The bathroom door clicked behind me, and I leaned against the counter, staring at my reflection. My lips were swollen. My chest was red where his mouth had been. My thighs, still wet.
I picked up a towel, pressed it between my legs. It didn’t help.
I already knew what I was going to wear and I only waited until Daniel fell asleep.
He had finished his wine, kissed me twice, then stretched out down the couch like nothing in the world could touch him. The TV murmured low. I stood at the edge of the bathroom mirror, robe still clutched shut, towel pressed once more between my legs.
The red dress was still in the back of the closet. Silk, thin, clinging, with a high slit and no lining. I pulled it over my head, the fabric hugging my skin tight. No bra. No panties. Just the dress and heels, same ones he always noticed.
I paused at the door. Daniel was breathing deep, turned to the side, hand curled under the pillow. I watched him for one long second.
Then I slipped out.
The stairwell was cooler tonight. My heels clicked sharp with every step. The fabric of the dress slid up with every movement, the slit parting higher on my thigh. By the time I reached the car, I was damp again. I didn’t bother sitting carefully.
I texted from the red light.
Five minutes.
His reply came fast.
Door’s open.
I didn’t knock.
Hunter stood just inside, shirtless again, jeans low on his hips, his chest bare and warm from the apartment heat. His eyes swept down me and back up.
He shut the door slow.
“Let me look at you.”
I didn’t move. His gaze dragged from my throat to the dip between my legs, the slit already parting with my wide stance. My thighs glistened in the light. He made me feel like that.
“You did what I said.”
“Yes.”
“Good.” He stepped closer, his hand brushing the fabric of the dress aside. He found bare skin instantly. “No panties.”
“No.”
His thumb pressed against the wet there, slow, rubbing. “Already so wet?”
I bit my lip. “Since the laundry.”
He grinned.
I moved first this time. My hands went to his belt, fast, yanking it open, dragging his jeans down. He kicked them off as I dropped to my knees.
His cock was already hard. So we were at least even that way.
I wrapped both hands around it, stroked slow, then dragged my tongue over the tip, tasting salt. I opened my mouth, took him in, deeper, my throat stretching.
He groaned, his hand twisting in my hair, holding still as I swallowed around him.
“You needed this,” he muttered. “Couldn’t even wait a day.”
I nodded, moaned around his length, letting it vibrate against him. My mouth worked harder, my hand pumping what I couldn’t take. My tongue was mad.
He cursed, hips jerking forward.
“Keep going,” he said, voice tight.
So I didn’t stop. I took more, pushed deeper, let my lips smear wet across his shaft, my eyes locked on his above the way he loved it.
He held my head still, then started thrusting slow, using my mouth,  holding my face. His cock hit the back of my throat again and again. I gagged once, then adjusted.
“Don’t stop,” I groaned, muffled.
His fingers tightened in my hair, pulling my head back just enough that his cock slid free of my mouth with a wet pop. A thin string of saliva stretched between us, catching the light. My chest rose and fell hard; I could taste him, sharp and heavy on my tongue.
He didn’t speak. Just looked down at me, the slow drag of his breathing matching mine. Then he traced his thumb over my lower lip, pressing until it slipped inside. I sucked without thinking, the motion automatic now, my tongue curling around it.
“That’s it,” he said quietly. “You don’t even need to be told anymore, do you.”
He let go, stepping back a half-step. “Up.”
So I stood. My knees wobbled, but he caught me by the wrist, steadying me. His other hand slid along my waist, under the fabric, until his palm rested flat on my bare stomach.
“Turn around.”
I turned. The hem of the dress lifted with the motion. His hand stayed at my stomach, pulling me back until my spine met his chest. I could feel him, pressing against my lower back.
He brushed my hair aside, his lips finding the base of my neck. One slow kiss, then another, lower, until I was breathing in short, uneven pulls.
“You came here knowing I’d do this to you,” he murmured against my skin.
“Yes.”
“You wanted it to hurt a little.”
My voice caught. “Yes.”
He grinned against my shoulder. “Good.”
His hand moved lower, over my hip, then between my thighs. His fingers found me wet again, and he spread the wetness slow, deliberate. The dress bunched higher, my legs spread, the slit parting until I was useless. His fingers slid inside me, just the tips, shallow, but then deeper.
“Don’t move,” he said.
I didn’t. My knees trembled, my heel slipped once on the floor, but he held me steady with his other arm across my chest. The pressure of him behind me was constant, heat, muscle, breath at my ear.
He worked his fingers in slow circles, not giving me more, not giving me enough. Just enough to make me start to shake.
“Please,” I whispered.
He laughed softly. “Not yet.”
He pulled his hand away and brought it up in front of me, glistening. His fingers brushed my lips again, smearing the wetness across them before sliding inside. I sucked them clean this time, slower, tasting myself, my tongue dragging between his knuckles.
When he pulled them out, he turned me back around, facing him again. His cock still hung heavy between us, hard, wet from my mouth and the juice on his hand. He pressed it against the inside of my thigh, not entering, just dragging the length of it up until the head nudged the spot where his fingers had been.
He didn’t push in. He just watched my face.
“Say it,” he said.
I swallowed hard. “I want it.”
“Again.”
“I want it.”
He smiled, slow. “Then beg me.”
I took a breath that shook. “Please, Hunter.”
He reached between us, one hand steadying my hip while the other angled himself lower, dragging the head of his cock against me there. I felt the pressure, not pushing in, not yet, just the hard heat of him sliding through everything wet between my thighs. My breath caught.
“Say it again,” he said, voice low.
“Please,” I whispered, too quiet.
He leaned in, his mouth close to mine but not touching. “Louder.”
“Please, Hunter. I need it.”
His lips brushed mine, barely. Then he pulled back again, his hand tightening on my hip. He pressed in a little, just the tip, just enough to stretch the edge.
“Look at me.”
I lifted my chin. His eyes didn’t waver. Mine were glassy.
“We’ll take it slow tonight.”
I nodded.
“You’ll feel every inch.”
“Yes.”
He pushed forward, not fast, not rough, just steady. The stretch made my legs tremble, made my chest rise hard against his. I kept my eyes on his as the pressure grew, as he filled me slow, deeper, deeper, until I was wide around him.
He didn’t say anything. Just watched my face until my eyes closed.
When he was all the way in, he held himself there, the weight of him pressed flush against me, cock buried deep, not moving. My mouth opened, but no sound came. I was too full. Too stretched. Too gone already.
He kissed my collarbone, then lower, the fabric of the red dress still bunched under my arms. One strap slipped down as he moved, exposing my shoulder, then my chest. He bent lower, lips dragging over my nipple, his tongue slow, careful, warm. Still not moving inside me.
I whimpered. “Hunter. ”
He thrust once. Just once. Deep, full, and slow.
My knees buckled. He caught me before I could fall, hands gripping my thighs, lifting me just enough to carry me across the room. The dress slipped higher as I clung to him, arms around his neck, his cock still inside me, still not moving.
He lowered me onto the couch, laying me back, knees parted, the hem of the dress bunched at my neck. My heels stayed on, pressing into the yielding cushion. The straps dug against my ankles.
He knelt between my legs, then leaned over me again, his hands on either side of my head.
“You knew when you walked out your door,” he said, “that you were coming here to play.”
I nodded, breathless.
“You knew what I’d do.”
“Yes.”
His hips pulled back slow, then drove in again. Not hard, just deep.
My breath tore out in a gasp.
“I’m going to ruin you tonight,” he murmured.
“I want you to,” I said.
Another thrust. Slow. The pressure of it rolled through me.
“I’ll make it so you can’t go a day without me.”
I nodded again, too dizzy to speak. How to tell him he already did that?
His mouth hovered above mine. “You already can’t, can you?”
I barely managed it. “No.” I guess he knew.
He smiled, then started to move for real, still slow, still deep, but building.
His strokes stayed slow. Not gentle, there was weight behind every one, but measured. Intentional. His eyes never left mine.
I couldn’t breathe right. Every time he pushed in, the air left me. Every time he pulled back, my hips chased him.
My hands gripped the cushions above my head, fingers clenching into the seams. The dress had slipped completely off my chest now, bunched around my ears. My nipples dragged against the fabric with every shift. My heels dug into the cushions, thighs wide, knees drawn high.
“You feel this?” he asked, voice steady even as his breath hitched.
I nodded. My voice cracked when I tried to speak. “I feel everything.” I nearly cried.
He bent low, his mouth brushing the shell of my ear. “You’re going to stay like this after I finish. Messy. Open. Dripping. Ready.”
My thighs jerked. My back arched needfully“Yes.”
His hands slid down to my waist, gripping tighter. His hips snapped forward, one sharp thrust, just to remind me he could. The sound of it, wet and obscene, echoed in the quiet room.
I whimpered. My head turned into the cushion.
“Eyes on me.”
I looked up. His face was tight now. Lips parted, eyes dark.
“You think he’d touch you like this?” he asked.
“No.”
“He doesn’t know what to do with you.”
“No.”
“Say what you are.”
“I’m yours,” I whispered.
He stilled.
“Louder.”
“I’m yours,” I said again, voice breaking.
He pulled out halfway, then slammed back in so deep I cried out.
He didn’t give me time to recover.
Now he moved harder, still not fast, but deep and punishing. My legs shook. The slap of skin against skin was louder now, every thrust soaking louder than the last.
“I don’t care if you cry,” he said. “You’ll still take every inch.”
“I want to.”
“You’ll thank me after.”
“I will,” I gasped.
His hand came up to my throat, not squeezing, just there. Heavy. Present. Holding me.
“Touch yourself,” he said.
I reached between us, fingers sliding through where we met. Everything was soaked. Slippery. I circled once, twice, then pressed harder. My thighs jerked.
“You gonna come for me?”
“Yes.”
His cock hit deep again, and that was it. I shattered. My hips bucked off the couch, my back arched, fingers frantic. I couldn’t stay quiet, I didn’t even try. The cry ripped from me, raw and loud. My body clenched tight around him, pulsing.
He didn’t slow.
He kept fucking me through it, harder now, chasing his own.
“Good,” he muttered. “That’s good. You’re so fucking hot.”
I grabbed his shoulders, pulling him closer, wrapping my legs around his waist. “Come in me. Do it.”
He groaned, hips slamming hard once, twice, then he buried himself deep and froze.
The heat of him filled me. I felt every pulse.
He stayed there, cock twitching inside me.
His weight sank onto me, the full press of him holding me down into the cushions. His breath was hot against my cheek, mouth still parted from the groan he hadn’t quite finished. I could feel the pulse of him inside me, thick and slow, every throb releasing another spill of heat.
My legs stayed wrapped around him, heels locked behind his back, dress bunched under us. The stretch between my thighs was sore now, swollen and throbbing. His cock twitched again, and I felt more drip from me.
He finally moved, just his mouth, brushing along my jaw.
“You wanted to be ruined?” he said, voice hoarse.
“I still do.”
He pulled back enough to look at me. His cock slipped partway free, dragging through everything wet between us. My hips lifted without meaning to, chasing him.
He grinned. “Not done?”
I shook my head. “Not even close.”
He reached down, gripped his cock at the base, and dragged the head across my clit, slow, pressing until my legs twitched.
“God, you’re messy,” he muttered. “You want more of it in you?”
I nodded.
He pressed in again. Slow. Deeper this time, if that was even possible.
I gasped. My whole body opened for him. Again.
He started to move. Not like before. Not measured. Not teasing. Just deep. Dragging all the way out until only the head was in, then slamming back until I was filled again.
He watched every reaction. Every twitch. Every sound I made.
“You’ll go home with this still inside you,” he said.
I moaned.
“You’ll sit at dinner with him tonight leaking down your thighs.”
My breath hitched. “Yes.”
“You’ll fuck him with me still in you.”
That one stopped me. My mouth opened, but nothing came.
He grinned. “You already have, haven’t you?”
I nodded slow.
“Tell me.”
I swallowed. “Last night. After I left.”
“What happened?”
“He touched me. I couldn’t stop it. I still had you all over me.”
His thrust didn’t slow.
“Could he tell?”
I shook my head. “I told him it was the shower.”
Hunter laughed. “Did he taste it?”
My breath caught. I couldn’t answer.
He thrust harder.
“Did. He. Taste. Me.”
“Yes.”
He groaned, deep and sharp. “Fuck.”
His hand came up to my jaw, gripping it, holding my mouth open. He spit once, slow, straight onto my tongue.
“Swallow.”
I did.
“Good girl.”
His cock slammed deeper, the rhythm breaking, sweat on his chest now.
“I’m gonna come again,” he muttered.
My fingers dug into his back. “I love it.”
His hips stuttered, cock pulsing, then he spilled inside me again. Less this time. But thicker. Hotter.
It mixed with the first load already deep inside.
My legs went numb. My arms shook.
He stayed over me, still hard inside, still twitching, the weight of his body making it impossible to shift. My thighs had gone weak, parted wide, nothing between us but the sound of him buried deep, both our mess pooling where our skin met.
His thumb traced my bottom lip, then pressed in again. I sucked it, slow.
“You’re not going to clean up,” he said. “You’re going to pull that dress back down, smooth it out, and drive home like this.”
I nodded. My voice didn’t work yet.
He pulled out, finally. I whimpered. The air hit raw skin, heat spreading between my legs instantly. It dripped down the curve of my ass, smeared down my thighs, soaked into the cushion under me.
He watched it. “Look at the mess you made.”
I tried to sit up. He stopped me with one hand on my chest.
“No,” he said. “You’re not done.”
My chest lifted fast. “I can’t, ”
“You can.”
He knelt between my legs again. Not with his cock this time. With his mouth.
I gasped when I felt it, his tongue, dragging slow through the mix of us, licking everything he’d left behind. My hips bucked, but he grabbed them, held me down. He licked again, slower, then sucked hard, pulling my clit between his lips until I cried out.
“You taste like both of us,” he muttered against me. “You’re soaked in it.”
I couldn’t stop shaking. My hands went to his hair, twisting, pulling.
“More,” I said. “Don’t stop.”
He sucked me harder, tongue flattening, lips dragging, licking everything until it was sloppy and overwhelming. I came again, thighs clamping around his face, back arching off the couch. He held me there, kept going, even after I tried to push him away.
Only when I begged, really begged, did he stop.
He sat back, his mouth and chin glistening, his breath rough.
“You should get dressed,” he said.
I blinked at him, dazed.
He stood, grabbed my wrist, pulled me up from the cushions. My legs barely worked. I stumbled, but he caught me, turned me around, tugged the red dress back down my hips slow, straightening the straps on my shoulders like he was adjusting a hanger.
“You smell like sex,” he said, matter-of-fact.
He didn’t fix it.
He smoothed my hair, tucked it behind one ear, then stepped back to look at me.
“Button your coat,” he said.
I reached for it, hands still shaking. He waited.
When I had it fastened, he kissed me once, hard and deep, then turned away. I picked up my purse. He didn’t walk me out. He was already flicking his TV on.
The hallway outside felt cold. My thighs were sticky. I could feel the wet fabric of the dress clinging where it stuck.
I didn’t check the mirror. I drove straight home.
Daniel was on the balcony when I got back, beer in hand, leaning against the rail in the fading light. He didn’t hear me at first. I slipped inside, shut the door soft behind me, and stood in the hallway for a second, trying to breathe normal.
My coat was warm with body heat. My dress underneath was soaked through at the crotch, clinging tight. I peeled the coat off slow and hung it up like I hadn’t just been fucked raw by his best friend.
“Hey,” he called through the open slider.
I stepped into the kitchen, voice steady. “Hey,” I managed back to him.
He came in a second later, grin easy. “You look good in that dress. Haven’t seen you in that one in a while.”
I smiled, small. “Felt like something different.”
He set his beer down, walked over, and kissed me. I kissed him back, quick, lips closed. My heart was pounding.
His hands settled at my waist. “You want a drink?”
“No.”
“Where’d you go?”
“Just errands.” I turned, opened the fridge like that should end it.
He didn’t press. “I was thinking takeout tonight. You feel like Thai?”
“Sure.”
I grabbed a bottle of water, twisted it open. My fingers were still trembling. I took a long sip to cover it.
Daniel was already back at the balcony door. “I’ll order in a minute.”
I nodded, throat tight.
The bathroom door stayed closed. I couldn’t go in yet. My thighs were still wet, the dress still damp where his cum had leaked through. The seat of my car would need cleaning. My panties were still in Hunter’s apartment.
I sat at the kitchen table and scrolled my phone, pretending to read headlines while I waited for the air to dry my skin. Every shift in my seat made me twitch. The fabric stuck, then pulled free again, the mess underneath never really going away.
Daniel came back in. “They’re twenty minutes out.”
I nodded.
He opened another beer, leaned against the counter, watching me. “You sure you okay?”
“Yeah.”
“You’re quiet.”
“Just tired.”
He crossed the room, leaned down, kissed the side of my neck. “You smell amazing.”
My chest seized.
“Like spice,” he said, sniffing me again. “Different.”
I froze.
He kissed me again, slower this time. His hand slid over my hip, then behind me, squeezing once. “You’re warm.”
“It’s hot out,” I said too fast.
He stepped back, grabbed his beer. “I’ll grab plates.”
I sat still, staring at nothing, not knowing what I had become.
My phone buzzed once.
You’re dripping.
I looked down and turned my phone over.
Dinner was quiet. Thai containers spread across the table, chopsticks clinking, Daniel talking about some client who didn’t know how to mute himself on Zoom. I laughed at the right spots. My thighs pressed together under the table.
Every movement reminded me. The seat was warm beneath me. My dress stuck and peeled with every shift. I was still leaking. The mess of him had soaked the gusset of my dress so deeply it was visible when I stood, if anyone looked.
Daniel didn’t look.
He poured another glass of wine, offered it to me. I took it, held it, didn’t drink it.
“You’re really out of it,” he said.
“Long day,” I answered.
“You’ve been different lately.”
I froze. “Different how?”
He shrugged, poking at his noodles. “Just a little distant. You sure nothing’s going on?”
I smiled fast, too fast. “No. Just tired. Hormones or something.”
He nodded. “Alright.”
I excused myself to the bathroom before he could ask anything else.
The mirror showed everything. My skin still flushed. Hair messy. Eyes bright. I hiked the dress up and checked, still wet. My inner thighs were glossy, sticky where everything had dried halfway, smeared by my shifting in the chair.
I wiped fast, not because I wanted to be clean but because I couldn’t stand the evidence being that obvious.
When I came back out, Daniel had already started rinsing the dishes.
“I’ll finish those,” I said, stepping up behind him.
He turned, caught me by the hips, pulled me against him. His hands slid under the hem of the dress, palms warm on the backs of my thighs. “You wore heels for errands?”
I shrugged. “Felt like dressing up.”
His mouth found my neck. “Keep doing that.”
I smiled again, softer this time. “Okay.”
He kissed me slow. His hands stayed on my legs. He didn’t reach higher. He didn’t notice the faint sheen still clinging where Hunter had been.
“I’m gonna shower,” he said, pulling back.
“Yeah. Good idea.”
He disappeared down the hall.
I went to the couch. My phone was face-down. I flipped it over.
Another text.
Tell him you’re sore. Tell him you touched yourself today. Make him think it’s about him.
I didn’t answer. The next one came a minute later.
Tomorrow, you’ll wear the white dress. No bra. Heels again.
My legs pressed tighter. I stared at the screen until it blurred.
Then I typed.
Yes.
Daniel was still in the shower. I could hear the water, steady through the wall, the rhythm of it. I set the phone down, face up, but the screen stayed dark.
I shifted on the couch. The dress had dried in some places. The wet patch underneath clung to me with a different texture now, cooler, sticky where the fabric had sealed to my skin.
I crossed my legs. Uncrossed them. Crossed the other way.
It didn’t help.
I pulled my phone back. Opened the last text again.
White dress. No bra. Heels again.
My hand drifted down without thinking. Just enough pressure between my legs to feel it. Not enough to finish anything. Just beginning there.
The shower cut off.
I straightened fast, adjusted the skirt, wiped my fingers on the inside of my thigh.
Daniel came out a minute later, towel around his waist, hair wet, cheeks flushed from the heat.
He looked relaxed.
“You coming to bed?”
“In a bit,” I said.
He nodded, leaned over, kissed my temple. “Don’t stay up too late.”
I waited until I heard the bedroom door close. Until the lights dimmed in the hallway. Until the sound of drawers and feet on carpet stopped completely.
Then I got up.
Not to leave. Just to go to the mirror. I needed to see.
In the hallway, the light was soft. I stepped in front of the frame by the closet and lifted the dress. High. All the way to my ribs. And I stared.
My thighs were streaked. Glossy still, shiny in places. My folds were red, swollen, the mess from earlier still smeared unevenly across skin that hadn’t been touched in the cleanup rush.
I turned a little, checked the back. The fabric was visibly stained. Not huge, but enough.
He’d know.
I let the dress fall.
Went back to the couch.
My phone buzzed again.
Send me a photo.
I swallowed. I knew what he wanted.
I snapped the photo. Sent it.
The phone buzzed again.
Good.
My chest tightened. I typed two words.
“I know.”  Then I turned the phone off.
I left the phone facedown on the nightstand. Daniel was already asleep, sprawled across the bed in nothing but boxers, one leg crooked over the sheet. I slipped the dress off slow, careful not to wake him. The zipper stuck halfway from where the fabric was still tacky.
I peeled it down my body, stepped out of it, held it up in the dark.
Even without light, I could smell him on it.
I folded it once, shoved it deep in the hamper under a towel.
In the bathroom, I wiped between my legs again, just water this time. It didn’t help much. The skin stayed sensitive, lips still swollen, a dull throb deep inside that wouldn’t ease.
I didn’t try to fix it.
I slid into bed without panties, bare under the sheet. Daniel shifted, one arm flopping over my stomach.
“You okay?” he mumbled.
“Yeah,” I whispered. “Go back to sleep.”
He did.
But I didn’t.
My legs stayed parted under the sheet, skin still damp, the ache crawling back in slow.
I kept thinking about Hunter. About how easily I’d this whole thing started. About how much worse it could get.
The next morning, he was already gone when I woke up. Coffee brewed, a note on the counter.
Meeting at 8:30. Back early tonight.
I stood in the kitchen in a tank top and nothing else, mug in hand, phone already in the other.
Hunter’s message was waiting.
Did you smell me when you woke up?
I stared at it awhile, then typed back.
Yes.
His reply came fast.
The white one.
At eleven-thirty I showered, shaved again, blow-dried everything. Lotion, lip gloss, hair pinned. White dress pulled over clean skin, no bra. The hem clung high on my thighs.
No panties. No coat. Just heels.
I stared at myself in the mirror before leaving the room.
Thighs bare. Nipples obvious. A faint red mark still on my inner thigh from where his mouth had sucked me.
I cracked open the door.
I pretended to tidy while I waited. Straightened cushions that didn’t need straightening, rinsed a glass that wasn’t dirty, wiped the counter again even though it was already clean. My heels clicked against the tile as I moved, the white dress clinging tight, the fabric soft and thin, riding up with every step. I didn’t adjust it. I wanted him to see it exactly as it was.
The clock hit twelve.
I was standing near the sink when I heard the door ease open. No knock, no greeting, just the sound of it pushing inward, the soft click as it shut behind him. I didn’t turn. I kept my hands on the counter, steadying myself, my breath already shallow.
He came up behind me without a word. His palm slid slow over the curve of my hip, fingers grazing under the hem. His other hand pressed between my shoulder blades, bending me forward until my elbows met the counter. The skirt lifted with the movement. I heard his breath when he saw I was bare.
“You did what I said.”
“Yes.”
I felt the bulge of him against my ass, already hard, already ready. He didn’t touch me yet. Just stood there, heat rolling off him, the tension thick between us. His hands moved to my thighs, spreading them wider. The dress stayed up, bunched at my waist, exposing everything. I stepped my heels wider.
He knelt behind me. His mouth was hot, immediate, no teasing this time. His tongue dragged straight through the folds already waiting for him, spreading it higher, pulling a gasp from my throat. He sucked hard at the same spot he’d marked yesterday. My hips jerked, knees trembling, but he gripped my thighs and held me steady.
“You taste like you’ve been thinking about this all morning,” he said.
I had. I didn’t deny it.
He stood, unzipped. The sound was fast, practiced. His cock pressed against me instantly, the tip sliding through the wet without resistance. He teased me with it, rubbing it against my entrance, over my clit, down again. I could feel the head pulsing, already leaking.
“Say you want it.”
“I want it.”
He pushed in slow, the stretch sharp from how fast he filled me. No fingers first, no warning. Just the full weight of him sinking in until my breath caught and my elbows buckled on the counter. He grabbed my hips to hold me steady, pulled back, then drove forward again, harder this time, setting the rhythm.
The sound of it was loud in the kitchen, skin against skin, wet and fast, the slap echoing off tile and glass. I tried to keep quiet, but each thrust dragged a noise out of me, soft at first, then louder. My knees started to give, but he held me there, fucking me harder now, steady and relentless.
“You need this,” he said.
I nodded, gasping. “Yes. Yes.”
He gripped my hips tighter, dragging me back into every thrust. I wasn’t moving on my own anymore, he was using me, controlling the depth, the pace, the pressure. Each time he bottomed out, my breath hitched, my stomach folding against the counter. My hands flattened against the cold granite, trying to find something solid to hold on to, but there was nothing steady left in me. My mouth stayed open, half-formed sounds slipping out with each impact.
The kitchen filled with the sharp sound of wet skin, the rhythm constant now, punishing and smooth. The fabric of the dress was bunched at my ribs, twisted tight under his grip, offering no cover at all. The breeze from the open door moved across my legs, cooling the sweat sliding down the backs of my thighs.
“You’re pulsing around me,” he said behind me, his voice thick. “I’m not even close.”
My legs were shaking. I tried to push back against him, but he held me still. He adjusted the angle, lifted my left leg slightly, resting my knee on the edge of the lower cupboard. It opened me more, forced me higher on one side, and the next thrust hit deeper, painful at first, then too good to stop. I bit my forearm to keep from crying out.
He leaned over me, pressing his chest to my back, his breath hot at my ear.
“You’re going to let me come in you again, and then you’re going to sit in this same chair and eat lunch like nothing happened.”
“Yes,” I whispered. “Please.”
He pulled out suddenly. I gasped at the loss, knees nearly buckling. He spun me fast, lifted me onto the counter, pushed my knees wide. His cock was wet with me, glistening in the light. He lined up again and shoved inside in one brutal stroke. I cried out, back arching as he filled me.
He didn’t slow down.
Now it was faster, sharp, driving thrusts that made my heels scrape against the cabinet below. My hands clawed at his arms, his shoulders, anywhere I could hold on. My head fell back, the overhead light bright in my eyes. He kissed down my throat, teeth dragging along the sensitive skin as his cock slammed deeper, again and again.
I clenched around him without meaning to. It only made him go harder.
“Don’t stop,” I said, voice broken. “Don’t stop.”
“I’m going to finish in you again,” he growled. “And you’re going to let it run down your legs while he’s asking you how your day was.”
My hands fisted the back of his neck, nails digging into skin.
“Yes,” I gasped. “Yes. Do it.”
He grunted once, slammed in deep, and froze. His cock pulsed, thick and hot, spilling into me in waves. My hips rolled up to take it, desperate for more. I could feel every twitch, every stretch, every spill.
He stayed there, buried, his eyes locked on mine.
Then he said it again, quiet but certain.
He didn’t pull out right away. His hands slid down to the backs of my thighs, holding me wide, keeping me full. I could feel the warmth spreading inside, the way it leaked around the base of him with every slow breath I took. He watched my face, waiting, like he was daring me to look away.
When he finally moved, it wasn’t fast. He dragged his cock out slow, wet and heavy, the stretch easing inch by inch until I was empty again. I winced at the loss. A thick line of cum followed, sliding down from between my folds, pooling at the edge of the counter beneath me.
He stared at it for a second, then reached for a napkin from the stack beside the sink. I thought he was going to hand it to me. Instead, he wiped the counter clean but left me untouched.
“Don’t fix yourself,” he said, tossing the napkin in the sink. “Let it drip.”
I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.
He helped me down from the counter, slow and controlled. My heels hit the floor unevenly, legs still weak. The dress fell back into place around my thighs, but it was useless now. The stain was already setting in, the fabric clinging wet between my legs. He smoothed the hem once, then cupped me through it, pressing just enough that more warmth slid out of me.
“That’s how I want you.”
I nodded, jaw tight, chest still rising too fast.
He stepped back, tucked himself away, buttoned slow. His eyes didn’t leave me.
“You’re going to sit at that table, and when you shift, you’re going to feel all of it still inside you.”
He walked toward the door, not rushed, not looking back.
“You’ll text me later,” he said, opening it.
Then he was gone.
I stood there for a full minute, bare thighs trembling, the mess sliding down the insides slowly, relentlessly. I couldn’t move without feeling it spread.
I went to the fridge, grabbed a bottle of water, opened it with shaking hands. Took a sip. The cold hit my stomach too hard, made me gasp. I leaned against the counter and waited for my legs to stop shaking.
When I shifted, the dress stuck and peeled again, that sick sound loud in the quiet. My skin was still flushed. My chest bare under the thin fabric, nipples hard, heat rising again even though he was gone.
I picked up my phone.
No messages.
I didn’t send one either.
I stayed at the table for a while, sipping water, legs pressed together under the hem of the dress. The mess between my thighs cooled slowly, thickening where the air touched it. I didn’t move much. Every shift spread it further, and part of me wanted that, to let it soak in, to keep him on me just a little longer.
Eventually I stood, careful, and went to the mirror in the hallway. I turned sideways, then bent slightly, checking the back of the dress. The stain wasn’t as obvious this time. Small, dark, high. Right where he’d been pressed against me. If Daniel saw it, he’d think it was from sitting too long. Or he wouldn’t think at all.
I went to the bathroom and cleaned the surface only. A warm cloth, a few dabs between my thighs, a swipe down the insides. Not enough to wash him away. Just enough to keep me from leaking on the floor. I didn’t change.
By the time I finished wiping the counter and tossing the towel in the wash, my phone buzzed.
Did you feel it when you sat?
I stared at the screen, then typed back.
Yes.
A pause. Then:
Good.
I didn’t respond.
Daniel texted an hour later.
Home early. Twenty minutes.
My stomach clenched. I looked down at myself, the dress still clinging. My hair had frizzed a little. Lip gloss worn off. I touched it up in the bathroom mirror, smoothed the hem, made sure my thighs didn’t glisten when I moved.
I opened a bottle of wine, poured two glasses. I set them out like I’d been home all day.
The door opened behind me right on time.
“Hey,” Daniel called, his bag hitting the floor by the door.
I turned, smile easy. “Hey. I poured you one.”
He grinned, came over, kissed me like nothing was wrong. His hand slid low, under the hem of the dress, fingers brushing my bare thigh.
“No panties?” he asked, eyebrows raised.
“Laundry day,” I said quickly, lifting the glass to my lips.
He laughed, took a long drink from his. “You keep surprising me.”
“Hope that’s a good thing.”
“It is.”
His hand stayed on my thigh while we talked. He didn’t notice the way the fabric stuck a little. Didn’t notice the faint smell clinging just beneath the perfume I’d reapplied too late. He just talked, about work, about dinner, about how we should go out tomorrow night. I smiled and nodded. I touched his arm. I kissed him.
I let him think the heat between my legs was for him.
Daniel finished his wine before dinner. He made something simple, chicken, rice, those frozen vegetables he always overcooked. I stood beside him at the stove, acting like everything was fine, arms crossed, hip leaning into the counter just enough to keep my thighs from parting. He didn’t notice. His hand brushed mine once while he stirred. He smiled, casual. I smiled back.
We ate at the table. Same chairs. Same spots. He talked through most of it. I answered when needed. Every time I shifted, I felt it, his cum still there, dried now, crusted into the inside of the dress, smeared across skin I hadn’t scrubbed clean. I couldn’t uncurl my legs without feeling it stick.
Daniel leaned back after his last bite. “You’ve been glowing lately.”
I paused. “Yeah?”
He nodded. “You’ve got this energy.”
I picked up a napkin. Wiped my mouth slow. “Just trying to take care of myself.”
“Well, it’s working.”
He stood, cleared plates. I didn’t offer to help. I sat at the table, legs pressed together, trying not to move. My phone buzzed on the counter where I’d left it earlier. He glanced at it. I stood quickly, beat him to it.
Just Hunter’s name on the screen.
I didn’t open it.
Daniel leaned in behind me, arms wrapping around my waist. His breath warm at my neck. “Want to sit outside?”
“Maybe in a bit.”
He kissed my shoulder, then stepped out to the balcony, sliding the door shut behind him. The sound of traffic and wind came through faintly.
I opened the text.
Leave your phone unlocked tonight. I want to know when you’re thinking about me.
I stared at it for a long time. Then typed back:
I never stopped.
Another buzz, almost immediately:
That’s my girl.
I locked the screen. Set the phone face-up.
I walked to the balcony, stood beside Daniel. He leaned into me again, comfortable, one hand brushing mine as he watched the streetlights come on. I let the breeze lift the hem of the dress just a little. Enough for air to cool what hadn’t dried completely. Enough for my thighs to stick together again.
He didn’t notice.
We stood out there for a while. Daniel talked about maybe taking a few days off work, renting a cabin somewhere. I nodded, pretended to imagine it, somewhere quiet, maybe near the coast, fresh air, long walks. He liked the sound of that. I leaned into him like it meant something.
The whole time, my legs stayed pressed together, the hem of the dress brushing against bare skin that still felt sore. Every slight breeze reminded me. Every time I shifted my weight, I felt the dried edges pull against me where the cum had settled and cooled.
We came back inside just after dark. Daniel poured another glass of wine, then headed to the shower. I heard the water start a few seconds later. My phone buzzed on the counter again. I didn’t look.
I went to the bathroom. Closed the door. Turned the light on low and stepped in front of the mirror. I pulled the dress up, slow, deliberate. My thighs were still shiny in patches. A faint line of dried white ran down one side. The skin near my entrance was flushed, still a little swollen, slightly chafed from earlier.
I pressed two fingers there and felt the ache immediately.
I didn’t touch myself. I just stood there with the dress bunched at my waist, staring. My stomach fluttered again.
Another buzz from the kitchen.
I washed my hands. Pulled the dress down. Patted my face with a cool towel and took a breath until my chest stopped rising so fast. When I came out, Daniel was toweling off in the bedroom, steam drifting into the hallway.
He smiled when he saw me. “You coming?”
“Soon,” I said.
He kissed me, slower this time. His hand slid low again, cupped me through the dress.
“You’re warm,” he said again. “Still.”
“Shower heat,” I whispered.
He nodded, kissed me one more time, then pulled on boxers and collapsed into bed.
I waited until he was settled, already half-asleep, before I went to the kitchen and picked up my phone.
Hunter again.
Let him touch you tonight. Let him feel what I left in you.
Then:
If he finishes inside you, don’t clean up. Don’t change anything. Leave it all mixing.
My hand tightened around the phone. My thighs pressed harder.
I typed back:
He’ll never know.
Hunter’s reply came fast.
That’s the point.
I set the phone down, face-up again. My fingers hovered over it for a second, like I might take it back, delete the last message, undo what I’d already said. But it was too late for that. The reply had already been read. The buzzing silence that followed meant only one thing: he was satisfied. For now.
I turned off the kitchen light and padded back toward the bedroom. I eased the door open. Daniel was already on his side, breathing deep, the curve of his back lit faintly by the streetlight outside.
I slipped under the sheet without a word. The bed was warm, but my skin had gone cool. The inside of my thighs still tacky, even after cleaning, even after hours. I pressed them together and laid still, staring at the ceiling.
Daniel shifted in his sleep, arm sliding over my waist. He murmured something I couldn’t catch. His hand settled against my stomach, relaxed.
I stared into the dark, wide awake.
That stain in the car seat. The way Hunter wiped the counter but not me. The way Daniel smiled tonight and called me glowing.
None of it was separate.
I thought I could split the lives. Play the part here, give in over there. But it was bleeding now. Blurring. I could feel the difference in my own body. The soreness didn’t come from Daniel. The wetness hadn’t come from me. The smile I gave over dinner wasn’t real.
I didn’t sleep. Not really. I drifted in and out, never deep, always aware of the weight of Daniel’s arm, the heat of his body against mine. Once, just after midnight, he stirred and pulled me closer. His lips brushed my shoulder. I didn’t move. I pretended to be asleep.
When morning came, I was already staring at the wall. The light through the blinds made stripes across the floor. Daniel yawned behind me, kissed the back of my neck, and sat up, rubbing his face like always. He didn’t say anything at first. He just stood, stretched, and headed for the shower.
I heard the water start. The curtain slide. The rhythm of it now familiar.
I slipped out of bed and stood for a moment, feeling the dried cum still caught high on the insides of my thighs. It didn’t belong to Daniel. He’d barely touched me the night before. He hadn’t noticed the smell, the texture, the way I clenched when he kissed me goodnight.
The ache between my legs wasn’t his either.
I went to the kitchen, poured coffee. The scent hit hard, burnt and bitter. I took a slow sip and opened my phone.
No new messages.
I checked twice anyway.
Daniel came out a few minutes later, towel around his waist again, damp hair curling at the ends. “You’re up early,” he said, smiling.
I nodded. “Couldn’t sleep anymore.”
“You okay?”
I shrugged. “Yeah. Just, awake.”
He kissed the top of my head as he passed. The towel left a faint wet patch on my arm where it brushed me. I didn’t flinch, but I didn’t lean into it either.
When he left, the apartment felt too quiet again. I stood at the window, sipping coffee, letting the cold edge of the mug ground me. The cushion on the kitchen chair was still slightly indented from yesterday. I could see the faint outline. The mark where I’d sat without cleaning up first. Where he’d told me to let it leak.
I reached down, touched the fabric. It was dry now. But I could still feel it.
I closed my eyes.
And waited again.
By noon I was pacing. I’d tried to read, scrolled social media, cleaned under the sink. Nothing settled me. The apartment felt off. Too still. My body buzzed in ways I didn’t want to name.
I checked my phone again. Still nothing.
I hated how much I was waiting. I wasn’t even sure what for. It wasn’t about a message. It was the silence itself, intentional, controlled. Like he wanted me to feel it.
I hadn’t told anyone. Not Abby, not my sister. The thought of putting it into words felt ridiculous. I couldn’t even say it out loud to myself.
I’d let another man come inside me. On purpose.
I could still feel the slow stretch, the pressure of him easing deeper, how I’d tensed and then let go. My jaw clenched just thinking about it. Not from shame. Something else. Something I wasn’t ready to look at too closely.
The front door clicked, and my whole body jolted. But it was just the neighbor across the hall. Their kid’s voice echoed down the corridor. I pressed my fingers to my temple and breathed out.
I walked to the bedroom. The sheets were clean, Daniel had changed them that morning. The memory hit hard: me standing in the hallway, watching him strip the bed, his back to me. He’d joked about how sweaty we’d been. I’d laughed, gone along with it.
He’d kissed me before he left.
He had no idea.
I pulled open the drawer beside the bed. Nothing looked different, but I could feel it. The air in the room had changed. My phone buzzed. I snatched it.
Unknown number.
I locked my phone and dropped it onto the bed, face down. My hand stayed on it like it might move again. I got up and closed the blinds, one at a time, methodically. The room dimmed. The noise from outside faded.
When I turned, I caught my reflection in the mirror.
Same face. Same body. But it didn’t feel like me anymore. Or maybe it was more me than ever. I couldn't tell the difference.
My phone buzzed again. I didn’t move.
Then another buzz. And another.
Two more messages stacked. I picked it up, not even hesitating this time.
Next time, you’ll start it.
And next time, he’ll know.
I stared at them, pulse thudding in my ears.
This wasn’t about him anymore. It wasn’t even about Daniel.
It was about me.
I swallowed hard but I didn't delete the messages. But I didn’t reply either.
I turned off the phone, slid it onto the side table, and lay down fully clothed on the bed Daniel had made for us.
I stared at the ceiling thinking about what I’d wear next time. You know, to really please him. Surprise him.
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