
        
            
                
            
        

    
























The grass was cool against my toes where my sandal slipped, but I caught myself against the side of the table, laughing too hard to care. Somebody had strung up patio lights through the trees, and they swung and blinked like fireflies in the warm dusk. Rory shook his head at me, a lopsided grin stretching across his face, and flipped the ping pong ball in the air with two fingers.

“If you lose,” he said, balancing the ball on the tip of his finger, “you owe me a kiss.”

I gasped like he had insulted my honor and swatted at his hand. The ball sailed up and came down neatly into his palm.

“That’s not fair,” I said, pointing at him, wobbly with fake outrage. “You’re stacking the deck.”

He only smirked, the corners of his mouth twitching like he was trying not to laugh. “You scared?”

I spun around him, laughing, and felt the swing of my skirt against the backs of my knees. Out of the corner of my eye, I spotted Ron leaning over the grill, a beer bottle tucked in his elbow, talking to someone and barely paying attention.

Rory lined up his shot with exaggerated seriousness, sticking his tongue out the side of his mouth. I squinted at him and hunched over in mock intimidation. When he bounced the ball across the table, it clipped the rim of my cup and dropped in with a tiny splash.

He whooped, lifting both arms over his head like he had just won a championship. I clutched my chest and staggered backward, laughing so hard I nearly dropped my cup.

“Pay up,” he said, coming toward me, hands held out like he expected a prize.

I held my ground, chest heaving, but when he caught my wrist and tugged me a step closer, my laughter snagged somewhere in my throat. His palm was rough against my skin. I glanced at the grill again, but Ron was talking, distracted.

I rose up on my toes, still laughing under my breath, and kissed Rory quick on the mouth. It was supposed to be funny, a little showy, and I meant to pull away just as fast.

Instead, his hand slid lightly up my back, his fingers brushing under the edge of my hair, and the kiss caught somewhere. Not deeper exactly, just slower. His lips moved against mine like he forgot to stop.

I let out a soft, breathy sound against his mouth before I pulled back, covering it with a laugh. I flicked my hair over one shoulder and spun away toward the cooler, heart hammering, cheeks flushed hot.

Behind me, Rory just chuckled and dropped the ball into a cup like he was the king of the world. When I looked once over my shoulder, Ron had glanced our way, beer raised lazily again, but there was something slower about his smile.

I ducked my head and rummaged for another drink, biting back a grin I couldn’t control.

I cracked the tab on a fresh can and felt the foam fizz up over my fingers. I licked it off , peeking through my lashes as I turned back toward the crowd. Rory was leaning back against the fence now, arms crossed, his grin stretched even wider like he had a secret. I stuck my tongue out at him and wiped my hand on the hem of my dress.

Someone turned up the music and a few people  dance, slow and clumsy on the grass. Rory pushed off the fence and wandered back toward the table like nothing had happened at all. I tucked a piece of hair behind my ear and watched him pick up a fresh ball, tapping it against the table like he had all the time in the world.

Ron caught my eye across the yard, one elbow hooked over the back of a camping chair. He lifted his beer to me again, the label peeling back under his fingers. His smile came slower this time, his head tilting just a little, studying me like he was letting me in on a joke. I laughed to myself and tossed the empty can into a recycling bag, my pulse still beating hard against my ribs.

Rory tossed the ball back to me underhanded. I caught it clumsily against my stomach, letting out a squeak that made the nearest couple look over and laugh. I swatted the air at them and rolled my eyes, trying settle the jittery buzz that was making my hands move faster than my brain.

The lights strung in the trees made everything feel a little softer, a little too bright. I tucked my fingers into the waistband of my dress for something to do, twirling the fabric, letting it tighten against my hips. Rory dribbled the ball against the table again, shooting me a look like he was waiting to see if I would keep playing.

I stepped closer , the hem of my dress brushing the table’s edge. The smell of cut grass and lighter fluid and something faintly citrusy clung to the air. Rory let the ball bounce and caught it against his palm, but his eyes stayed on me.

The music switched tracks, something low and slow, and a couple bumped into us as they spun by. Rory caught me by the elbow to steady me. His fingers squeezed, just a quick, easy squeeze, but it left a trail of heat up the side of my neck.

I didn’t pull away.
I stayed there a second longer than I had to, letting him hold me up, pretending I was just being polite, pretending I wasn’t already breathing a little too fast.

The ball slipped from my fingers and skittered across the grass, bouncing once under the table. I ducked after it, laughing into my shoulder, but Rory crouched down too, bumping into me under the tablecloth. His hand caught my ankle by accident — or maybe not — warm and solid around the thin strap of my sandal.

I squeaked and straightened up too fast, banging my head lightly on the underside of the table. Rory snorted, climbing up after me, and brushed the top of my head with his palm like he was dusting me off. I shoved at his chest, giggling, but he caught my wrist again before I could get away.

"You okay there, lightweight?" he teased, voice low, close enough I could smell the beer on his breath, the fabric softener on his shirt.

I tossed my hair over one shoulder and glanced toward the fire pit, heart hammering like a drum. Ron leaned back in his chair, chatting with two guys from work, one hand waving lazily through the air as he made a point. No reaction. No rescue.

I swallowed and turned back, Rory still holding my wrist lightly between his fingers. His thumb traced a tiny, absent-minded circle over the inside of my wrist. It tickled, sweet and maddening at the same time. I shifted my weight from foot to foot, feeling the heat creep higher under my skin.

"You scared you're gonna lose another bet?" he said, voice teasing, but softer now, like he was talking just for me.

I laughed a little too loudly, tugging my hand back and smoothing my dress flat like it was nothing, like I could still call it all a joke. But the fabric stuck against my thighs and every inch of it.

Rory stepped in closer, his hand hovering just above my waist, not touching, but close enough that the warmth radiating off him. My mouth went dry. The lights flickered in the trees and made everything shimmer, surreal and weightless.

I peeked again toward Ron, my pulse roaring in my ears. Still lounging, still smiling, still no sign that he even noticed how close Rory and I were standing.

I turned back, my hands flexing uselessly at my sides. Rory's knuckles brushed the side of my hip as he faked reaching for another ball, just a quick skim of touch, but it left my skin buzzing.

I smiled at him, pretending I wasn't trembling inside, pretending this was still just simple, clean and innocent fun, a friend of the husband, the wife, playing around.

Rory tossed the ball lazily between his hands, letting it slap against his palm with a soft, steady beat. I hovered by the edge of the table, pretending to look for a drink, pretending not to notice the way he shifted a little closer every time I moved. The music thumped in the background, someone shouted a joke near the fire, but the air around us felt thick and private, like we'd stepped into a bubble nobody else could see.

"You owe me a rematch," he said, bumping his shoulder into mine. His voice was lower now, nearly swallowed by the music.

I laughed under my breath and tipped my chin up at him. "You're just greedy."

His smile stretched slow across his face, eyes glinting. "Maybe."

His hand skimmed the small of my back, not enough to settle there, just a ghost of contact, enough to make my skin leap under my dress. I swayed forward , the tips of my breasts brushing his chest through the thin fabric, and froze.

Just for a beat. No tug. No interruption.

I darted a glance sideways, my breath catching in my throat. Ron stood under the string lights, beer in hand, head tipped back laughing at something. No urgency. No concern. His body was completely relaxed, like he hadn’t even seen how close I was pressed to his best friend.

I blinked fast, heart hammering, and looked back at Rory.

He bent his head down toward me, slow and deliberate. His nose skimmed the side of mine before his mouth caught the corner of my lips. Soft, almost lazy, like he was tasting me in pieces. I gasped without sound, my fingers curling against his chest for balance.

He kissed me again, fuller this time, and my knees buckled a little. I clutched the front of his shirt, helpless to stop myself, mouth parting under his like it was a reflex. His other hand found my waist and held me there, light but sure, like he was giving me the chance to break away.

I didn’t.

I kissed him back, sliding my hands higher up his chest, feeling the heat of his skin through the fabric. His thumb pressed a slow, steady circle into my hipbone, grounding me and making me dizzy at the same time.

The noise of the party blurred around the edges. I could still hear it, dim and distant, but it felt like it belonged to a different world.

My pulse skittered, my breath went shallow, but I didn’t stop him. I didn't want to. Nobody noticed us.

I pulled back first, breathless, laughing under my breath like I could shake it off if I just acted fast enough. Rory's hands stayed where they were, loose around my waist, thumbs resting lightly against the curve of my hips. He let me pull away but he didn’t step back, not even a little.

The ball dropped from his fingers and rolled under the table again, but this time neither of us chased it. I folded my bottom lip in under my teeth.

He dropped into one of the plastic chairs with a lazy thud and held out a hand to me, palm up, daring me without a word. My heart beat so loud I was sure he could hear it, but my fingers found his anyway, slipping into his grasp. He tugged me down into his lap like it was nothing, like it was just another joke.

I landed with a startled squeal, knees on either side of him, my dress sliding up my thighs. I slapped at his chest but he only laughed, hands bracketing my hips like he was steadying me.

The heat of him pressed thick and obvious against the inside of my thigh, a slow pulsing warmth that made me forget to breathe for a second.

I wiggled in his lap, trying get more comfortable, but it only made things worse. His cock shifted under me, thick and hard through the thin layers of denim and cotton, and a sharp bolt of awareness shot through my belly.

I gripped his shoulders to keep from falling forward, nails digging into the fabric. His hands stayed light on my hips, not pushing, not pulling, just there, humming with energy.

I tossed my hair over my shoulder again, trying laugh, trying blink the heat out of my eyes. “You’re gonna get me in trouble,” I said, breathless. I was trying act normal. I spread the hem of my dress to hide things.

He shrugged one shoulder, a lazy half-smile curving his mouth. “You’re the one sitting on me, sweetheart.”

I snorted and tried to shift off him, but his hands tightened just enough to keep me balanced exactly where I was. Not trapping. Not forcing. Just holding.

I turned my head sharply toward the fire pit, scanning for Ron, heart knocking against my ribs.
There he was, still leaning back, still beer in hand, head tipped back in another slow laugh.

No leash. No rescue. No hint of pulling me back.

I shivered once, a quick helpless tremor running up my spine, and felt my body sink lower into Rory’s lap like I was made of something liquid.

He tilted his hips up a fraction, slow and deliberate, letting the ridge of his cock nudge between my legs. I gasped and clapped a hand over my mouth, the shock of it making my thighs clamp instinctively around him.

He laughed low in his throat, one hand drifting up my side, not touching anything he shouldn’t but close enough that my skin buzzed anyway. He was taking chances.

I swayed forward against him , the heat between us building so fast it made me dizzy. My panties were already damp, and every tiny accidental rock of my hips dragged me closer to the slippery, terrifying edge.

Rory shifted under me, slow and deliberate, grinding the thick bulge of his cock trapped in his jeans against the damp seam of my panties under my dress. I clutched his shirt tighter, pretending I was just trying balance, but my thighs squeezed around his waist and my hips gave a slow, helpless roll that made the denim rasp hard between us. The heat from his body soaked through the thin layers of fabric until the shape of him pressing into the soaked cotton stretched tight over my folds.

I turned my face into the crook of his neck, laughing under my breath like it was all still part of the joke, but the laugh caught halfway and came out ragged. His thumbs brushed along the edges of my thighs, feathering lazy little strokes just under the hem of my dress, never pushing, never hurrying, just touching like he had all night to wait me out. Every drag of his cock along the drenched cotton made my hips twitch down into him harder, chasing the friction that made my knees go weak around his sides.

The patio lights swung overhead, soft and dizzying, making the whole yard look like it was underwater. I forced myself to lift my head and check across the lawn. Ron was still by the fire, leaning back in his chair, beer dangling loose in his hand. He must have seen me perched on Rory’s lap, skirt pushed up high, one of his best friends grinding against me under a thin slip of cloth, but he didn't move, didn't even shift his weight like he cared.

My breath hitched sharp in my chest and I looked back at Rory, finding him already watching me, the grin on his mouth too easy, too calm for the thick pulse of his cock driving against me with every tiny roll of my hips. I ground harder , and the heat from him pressed the sodden strip of my panties so tight between my folds the outline of him tracing me. The head of his cock bumped up against the dripping swell of my clit through the fabric and I jerked slightly, biting the inside of my cheek to keep the noise trapped.

He shifted under me again, subtle, angling his hips higher to catch me better, and my fingers fisted his shirt harder, the muscles in my thighs starting to shake with the effort not to ride him the way my body was screaming to. I tried to push myself up, tried to shift away, but the rough denim caught and dragged over me with a friction that made my breath break open into short, shallow pants against his throat.

His hands stayed easy on my thighs, fingertips skimming light patterns that barely touched but somehow made everything inside me tighter, sharper, hotter. Every tiny move ground the hard bulge of his cock higher between my thighs, sliding thick and slow against the thin cotton, and my panties, already soaked, clung and pulled so tight that each rock of my hips smeared wet heat everywhere.

I stopped laughing. I couldn't remember what had even been funny about any of this.

Rory shifted under me again, but this time his hands slid lower, gripping the backs of my thighs like he needed leverage. him fumbling at his waist, quick, almost clumsy, and before I could react, the thick, hot slide of his bare cock pressed straight up against the soaked cotton stretched over me.

I froze, a sharp gasp catching in my throat, my fists balling tight in the fabric of his shirt. I blinked fast, trying clear the dizziness in my head, but the heat was already pulsing up through my body, making my muscles go loose even as I tried to stay rigid.

His cock was out. Out and hard and sliding wet and slow against me under my dress like he had every right to.

I wanted to jerk away, to laugh it off, to slap his chest and climb off his lap like it was still a game, but my hands wouldn’t move. I stayed exactly where I was, perched over him, feeling every thick, desperate inch of him glide along the thin cotton clinging to my folds.

The fabric stuck and dragged, pulling aside more with every slow, filthy rock of his hips. I stared past him in a blind panic, searching for Ron, needing him, begging him silently to break this up, but when I found him across the yard he was still lounging by the fire, beer loose in his hand, head tipped back in easy conversation.

No anger. No shout. No signal to stop.

I trembled and looked back down, finding Rory’s face tilted up to me, calm and flushed, watching my mouth like he was waiting for a sound. His hands slid higher, smoothing along the backs of my thighs, up under the hem of my dress where no one could see, palms wrapping around to cradle my ass and guide me lower.

The soaked strip of my panties snagged along the wide, hot head of his cock, and I whimpered, eyes fluttering shut. I couldn’t pretend I didn’t feel it. I couldn’t pretend my body wasn’t already moving, slow and unsure, grinding into him like a girl who had lost track of where the edge was.

The dress hid everything, but the way my fists twisted in his shirt, the way my breath hitched and stuttered out of me in little broken gasps, the way my thighs quivered as I rocked down harder, none of it could be hidden.

Rory shifted his hips again, just enough, and the head of his cock caught under the edge of my panties. I squeaked, clutching tighter at him, blinking hard, but my hips tilted helplessly forward. Now the wet lips of my pussy slid against him, bare and clumsy and too hot to ignore.

I shook my head once, weak and frantic, but he only grinned lazily and rocked up again, and I dropped my head onto his shoulder with a strangled moan, hiding my face while my body took over completely, rutting against the stiff, hot length of him like it was the only thing I could remember how to do.

him throbbing against my folds now, only a tiny scrap of cloth still clinging between us. Every rock of my hips dragged the sodden panties further aside, until the bare ridge of him was sliding against my naked, swollen flesh, dripping and desperate.

I clenched my fists harder, wringing the fabric in my hands, trying breathe, trying think, but the thick, slow friction of him gliding over my clit made my thighs quake so badly I nearly collapsed into him.

It was hidden under my dress. It was hidden from everyone. But the truth of it, the mess of it, was written all over my body.

Rory's hands slid lower, wrapping tight around my thighs, tilting my hips without asking, without speaking, like this was something we had already agreed to. I clutched his shoulders to stay upright, my fingers twisting the fabric of his shirt so tightly it hurt. The soaked strip of my panties barely clung now, tugged aside more by friction than by any real intent, and the fat head of his cock started gliding directly into the split of my folds.

I jolted, a quick, jerky spasm running through my legs, but my hips kept grinding anyway. The heat of him slid against my bare flesh, dripping and stiff and so wide the way my pussy lips stretched and parted just from the pressure. I gasped against his neck, blinking hard at the blur of lights around us, my chest rising and falling too fast, and still Ron’s voice floated over from the fire pit, easy and lazy, a background hum that made everything happening under my dress feel even more secret, even more dangerous.

I tried to lift myself off him, tried to pull back with a weak shake of my head, but Rory just shifted his hips slightly and the head of his cock bumped against the dripping entrance of my body, sticky and clinging. I whimpered, mouth falling open, my thighs tightening around him, trapping myself down against the hard heat. His cock slipped and bumped again, the wetness of me helping him slide right along the cleft, catching at the soft swollen place where just a little more pressure would have pushed him inside.

My fists bunched harder in his shirt, my knuckles going white. I tucked my face against his jaw, trying hide how badly my body was shaking, how the slow grinding strokes against my folds had already drippinged me up to the point where there was nothing left to pretend. His cock dragged hot and slow up and down, smearing me open, teasing the entrance over and over until I was panting openly against his skin, unable to control the little broken sounds slipping from my lips.

The thin barrier of my panties, already soaked and twisted, barely covered me anymore. With every rock of my hips it pulled further to the side, and the thick, swollen head of him  press against my bare opening without anything left between us. I stiffened, a sharp little cry catching in my throat, but when I tried to lift up, Rory's hands stayed gentle but firm at my hips, holding me just low enough to keep rubbing, to keep letting the swollen tip of him kiss and bump and nudge against the running mouth of my pussy.

My legs trembled so badly I thought I would collapse into him completely. I squeezed my eyes shut, trying will my body to stop moving, but the deep, helpless rocking of my hips continued, dragging the thick head of his cock across my dripping folds again and again, so close, too close, one flick of my hips away from letting him in.

The dress still hid us, the music still pounded around us, the yard still buzzed with laughter, but under the thin cotton of my panties, the tip of his cock was already teasing at the place no one else could see, and my body was wet and wild and trembling with the effort of not giving in.

The head of Rory’s cock slipped lower again, dragging dripping against the soaked, trembling folds of my pussy, and for one dizzying second I thought maybe it would just keep sliding like that, over and over, never pushing further. I tightened my grip on his shoulders, clinging, breathing hard against him, rocking helplessly as the thick heat of him glided along me. My panties hung useless now, bunched to one side, offering nothing but a false sense of protection.

He shifted his hips again, tilting me without a word, and the next slow grind of his body caught. The broad, hot tip of his cock kissed the dripping opening of my pussy and didn’t slide away this time. It held there, heavy and pulsing, stretching me so slightly I barely felt it until my whole body tensed in shock.

I whimpered low in my throat, my fingers clawing harder into the fabric of his shirt, but I couldn’t move. I couldn't breathe. The swollen crown of him pressed gently into me, not forcing, not driving, just resting there, weighing against the swollen mouth of my body until my muscles betrayed me, trembling and softening and opening without a single command from my brain.

I blinked fast, my vision blurring, and tipped my head to the side, searching the yard again like I might still find rescue, find a reason to snap back into myself. Ron was there, still, his silhouette easy under the patio lights, still talking, still smiling. There was no anger. No break in the night. No sign that anything was wrong.

A tiny broken sound slipped from my lips, but Rory didn’t react. His hands stayed steady at my hips, fingertips kneading softly into the curve of my waist as if coaxing me closer without a word. His cock shifted under me, just a fraction, and the head pushed a little deeper into the soaked heat of my body, stretching me open enough that the tight burn start to spread through my center.

I whimpered and rocked my hips instinctively, trying pull back, but the movement only dragged me tighter over the tip of him. My thighs quivered, my breath punched out of me in short, shallow gasps, and I realized I was grinding down, not lifting away. I couldn’t stop the way my pussy lips caught and stretched wider, the wet clench of my body sucking him in just enough to feel the thickest part of him seat against me.

My fingers slid up his neck and tangled in his hair, yanking slightly like I could anchor myself there, but my hips kept moving, little broken tilts that fed the pressure building between us. I couldn’t breathe right. I couldn't think straight. Every pulse of blood in my body was between my legs now, throbbing against the broad head of his cock pressing against my entrance, so close to breaching me the ridges of him slipping against the dripping inside rim.

I blinked down at him once, desperate, wide-eyed, mouth open and panting. He stared back up at me, his eyes dark, his hands patient at my hips, holding me exactly where I was, letting my own grinding body choose for both of us.

And I was choosing. Every tiny helpless shift of my hips said it. Every clench of my fists and flutter of my lashes gave it away.

I could still pretend, I could still say it hadn't happened, but my body was already opening for him, already drawing him in, already breaking. And my husband over there with a grin, a nod, a tip of his beer bottle.

Rory shifted his hips again, slow and almost careful, and the fat head of his cock nudged harder against the greasy, soaked entrance of my pussy. I tried to brace myself, to lift up, to escape that slow, inevitable pressure, but my thighs only shook harder and my hips tilted the wrong way, pressing down instead of pulling free.

The stretch burned sharp and sudden, my breath locking up tight in my chest. the swollen crown of him pop through, slipping past the last thin resistance and seating just inside me, wide and hot and unstoppable. My whole body jerked at the intrusion, my mouth dropping open around a gasp that never found enough air.

His cock was wider around, heavier, stubbier than my husband’s.

I squeezed my fists tighter in his hair and shirt, trying find some kind of leverage, but the moment I shifted my weight, his cock pushed deeper, spreading me open a fraction more, seating the thickest part of him just inside. My panties, still twisted aside but clinging uselessly to one hip, framed the mess between us like a dirty little ribbon.

The lights over the lawn swam in my vision. I blinked fast, a soft whimper scraping up from my throat as I twisted my fingers deeper into his hair, clinging to him like the only thing holding me up. My hips rolled once, involuntarily, dragging the shaft of him through the drenched cleft of my folds, and the ridge of his cock stretch and catch against the delicate swollen walls inside me.

I lifted my head, my eyes glassy, searching again across the backyard for a rope to pull me out of this. Ron stood by the fire, beer in hand, chatting, his weight on one leg like he didn’t have a care in the world. The slow, relaxed line of his shoulders, the lazy curl of his smile when he glanced around the party, told me everything I didn’t want to admit.

He saw. He knew. He wasn't going to stop it.

I whimpered low in my throat and turned back into Rory's body, pressing my face against the side of his neck to hide the way my cheeks burned. My hips trembled in tiny broken jerks, my thighs clenching and loosening without any rhythm, grinding the bare, thick head of his cock deeper against the tender inner clutch of my body. My feet slithered around his calves. I braced myself into him.

Rory’s hands stayed easy at my hips, not forcing, not driving, just holding me steady while I did it to myself, sliding lower onto him with every little helpless shift. The heat between us was unbearable now, the wet glide of him against my bare flesh slipping deeper with every breathless tilt of my body. the roll of veins along the shaft, the steady throb of his pulse pounding against the soft, desperate clench of my cunt.

I clutched him tighter, my forehead pressing hard into his collarbone, my breath scraping ragged from my lungs. I didn’t know how long I could keep pretending it hadn’t happened.

The stretch was so good it made my toes curl inside my sandals, my knees drawing tighter against his ribs. Every tiny movement fed the burn, fed the pulse, fed the greedy clench of my body around the thick head of his cock. I was holding him inside me now, barely, just the tip, but it was enough to tear me open from the inside out.

I gripped Rory’s shoulders so tight my fingers ached, but my hips kept moving, small slow tilts that rocked the thick head of his cock deeper inside me. Every shift stretched me wider, coaxing another inch of him into the wet, desperate clutch of my body. I gasped against his neck, the sounds escaping me thin and broken, my chest heaving like I had just run miles.

My panties, twisted and bunched around one thigh, rubbed uselessly against the side of his shaft, offering no cover anymore. Everything was wet, everything was heat, everything was the thick, steady pressure of him spreading me open further with every helpless grind.

I squeezed my thighs tighter around his waist, trying slow the trembling that had taken over my legs, but the grip only dragged me down harder, sheathing more of him inside me. the thick flare of his cock stretching the swollen entrance of my pussy, dragging hot over my delicate inner walls, catching and slipping deeper every time my hips rolled.

Rory’s hands stayed gentle at my waist, thumbs stroking in slow, easy circles, not forcing, just waiting, holding me steady while I ruined myself on him. He tipped his hips once, so subtle it almost wasn't a movement, and the thick head of his cock popped a little deeper inside, making me jolt and clutch his shirt in both fists, my breath breaking out in a harsh, desperate sound.

The lights of the backyard flickered in my peripheral vision, blurry and soft, but I didn’t dare look toward the fire anymore. I didn't want to see Ron. I didn't want to know if he was still watching, or if he had turned away to let it happen without seeing every second of it.

I rolled my hips again, the motion clumsy and wet and hungry, and Rory’s cock pushed another inch deeper into the burning heat of my body. The stretch burned sweet and filthy, filling me up so slowly every ridge, every pulse, every thick grinding throb of him slipping deeper, all of it under my dress.

I whimpered against his throat, the sound shaking loose without control, and rocked again, dragging my swollen folds further down over him. The thick ridge of his shaft slipped against the tender inner walls of my cunt, and my thighs shook so hard I thought they would give out completely.

The weight of my dress pooled around us, hiding the slow, wet fuck from the party, but my body betrayed it in every way it could, my fists twisting tighter in his shirt, my hips grinding harder, my breath hiccupping out in frantic little gasps that made my shoulders shake.

I pressed my face deeper against his neck, clinging to him, hiding, while my body rocked and took him deeper, an inch at a time, until the thick head of his cock was fully lodged inside me and the first few inches of his shaft slid snug and dripping into the aching, dripping heat of my cunt.

There was no more pretending. No more almost. He was inside me now, and my body was pulling him deeper with every trembling breath.

Rory stayed still underneath me, his hands steady at my waist, letting me decide, letting me move. My thighs trembled, clamped tight around him, but even through the shaking, my hips began to roll, slow and shallow at first, dragging the thick length of his cock deeper into the dripping, clenching heat of my body.

The stretch made my breath catch, sharp and high in my chest. His cock filled me so wide it bordered on painful, but the sweet, wet ache of it only made me rock harder, chasing the friction I couldn’t stop craving. My panties, stretched and useless at my hip, did nothing to hide the way the thick ridge of him split me open, grinding deeper with each desperate grind of my hips.

I whimpered against his throat, my voice thin and broken, and clutched at his shoulders like I could hold myself together if I just clung tight enough. But my hips kept moving, slow and sticky, lifting barely an inch before dropping again, driving the heavy thickness of his cock further inside me until the base of him pressed hot against the soaked lips of my pussy.

I blinked hard, my vision blurring under the sway of patio lights overhead, the throb of music pounding somewhere behind me. The night felt too bright, too loud, like a dream sliding out of control. I rocked again, dragging myself up his cock with a shiver, then sliding down in a slow, dripping stroke that punched a low moan from my chest before I could stop it.

Rory’s hands tightened at my hips, guiding me now, tilting me forward so the next roll of my hips drove him even deeper, grinding my clit against the hard press of his pubic bone through the thin, twisted cloth. I whimpered again, a soft helpless noise that made him groan low under his breath, his mouth brushing the side of my neck.

I squeezed him tighter with my thighs, clamping down around the thick, dripping stretch of him filling me so completely like I might tear apart. Every slow thrust dragged more heat from my core, more drippingness, more trembling pleasure that made it impossible to stop. I was sliding on him now, dripping, my panties sticking and dragging at the side of my body as I fucked him in slow, aching strokes, my dress hiding everything.

I buried my face against his shoulder, my breath coming out in short, broken pants, small moans slipping out between every roll of my hips. Each slow thrust felt like it lasted forever, my body clenching down around him, pulling him deeper, harder, grinding the swollen folds of my pussy against the thick, veined shaft stretching me open from the inside out.

There was no stopping anymore. There was no pretending. There was only the slow, dripping grind of my body riding his, hidden under the thin cotton of my dress, while the world burned soft and golden around us and I lost myself a little more with every thrust.

Rory shifted under me again, and this time there was nothing slow or careful about it. His hands slid from my hips to the curve of my ass, gripping me hard, guiding my body down with a firmer pressure. I gasped, the breath punched right out of me as his cock shoved deeper, the thick stretch forcing a sharp, desperate moan out of my mouth before I could stop it.

I clutched his shoulders, my fingers clawing at his shirt, but my hips were moving faster now, grinding and rolling without rhythm, without thought, chasing the wet, overwhelming friction that made my clit throb and my muscles tighten uncontrollably around him.

The soaked cotton of my panties clung to my thigh. The swing of my dress masked the way my body was riding him in short, urgent thrusts, but the sounds, the dripping, wet slap of flesh, the soft, broken whimpers slipping past my lips, were getting harder to hide.

I pressed my face against his neck, trying smother the desperate noises coming out of me, but every grind of my hips made it worse. His cock dragged through the dripping heat of my pussy, thick and heavy and pulsing with every slow drag and hard push, the ridges along his shaft scraping every nerve inside me raw.

I whimpered again, louder this time, and Rory groaned into my hair, his hips flexing up to meet the frantic, clumsy thrusts of my body. His cock filled me so deep the stretch in the pit of my stomach, the thick, grinding pressure rubbing against every swollen, aching place inside me.

My thighs shook around him, my knees slipping against the rough denim of his jeans, my whole body dripping with sweat and need. I tried to slow down, tried to catch my breath, but Rory pulled me tighter against him, and the next thrust punched another helpless cry out of my mouth.

The background hum of the party felt far away now, unreal, like it belonged to some other life. The lights blurred into soft halos. The music thudded behind the thick haze of heat and pressure and dripping friction between us.

I rolled my hips harder, grinding down against him in sharp, desperate strokes, my breath coming in frantic little gasps I couldn’t smother anymore. I clung to him like he was the only thing holding me together, the only thing anchoring me while my body burned itself up from the inside out.

His cock slammed into the dripping flow of my cunt with every messy thrust, the dripping sounds between us getting louder, wetter, dirtier. I whimpered into his throat, my fingers digging into his hair, and rocked harder, faster, losing the last of my control.

If anyone got close enough now, they would hear it, the soft, wet slap of my pussy clenching around him, the breathless cries slipping out of me, the quiet, broken moans that I couldn’t hold back.

I didn’t care anymore. I couldn’t. I was riding him now, frantic and dripping and shameless, hidden only by the thin, useless shield of my dress and the lazy, drunken obliviousness of the party around us.

I ground down harder, my thighs straining, my breath breaking in quick, high gasps. Rory’s hands slid under my dress, gripping my hips, guiding me faster, sloppier, grinding me down onto the thick, dripping heat of his cock. The whole world narrowed to the wet slap of skin under the thin swing of my dress, the raw stretch inside me, the frantic, clenching roll of my pussy sucking him deeper with every thrust.

I was so close I could taste it, my body locking tight, my muscles fluttering around him in desperate, greedy pulses. The pleasure built fast, like something breaking loose under my ribs, ready to tear me apart.

Then a shadow moved in the corner of my eye.

Before I could even react, a hand curled around my shoulder, warm, familiar, and I froze solid, my whole body going rigid around Rory’s cock still buried deep inside me. I held my breath.

Ron.

He bent down, his hand squeezing my shoulder like nothing was wrong, like he was just pulling me out of a conversation. His mouth brushed close to my ear, casual, almost lazy.

"See you out front when you’re done here,” he said, his voice easy and low. "I'll be in the car."

He squeezed my shoulder once more, light and familiar, and straightened up without waiting for an answer.

I sat there, perched on Rory’s lap, my pussy stretched wide around the thick, throbbing length of his cock, the sticky wetness dripping down my thighs, my heart pounding so hard I could barely see. I stared blankly at the soft string lights swinging overhead as Ron strolled across the lawn, his silhouette easy and relaxed, like he hadn't just walked up and found his best friend's cock buried deep inside his wife barely hidden under her skirt.

Rory shifted under me, and the thick, aching drag of his cock inside my clenching pussy snapped the last fragile thread of control I had left.

I whimpered, a raw desperate sound, and started moving again , riding him harder, wetter, grinding down so fast and sloppy I could hear the sounds between us over the muffled thump of music.

The orgasm hit like a slap, fierce and shuddering, locking my muscles so tight around him I thought I might crush him. I buried my face against his neck, my whole body jerking in helpless spasms as the waves of pleasure ripped through me.

I rode it out, trembling and broken, grinding down in frantic, dripping strokes, squeezing and milking the thick, pulsing heat of him buried inside me. My cries muffled against his skin, but they were there, sharp and high and gasping with every hard slam of my hips against his.

Rory groaned, his fingers digging into my hips, and him stiffen, the first hot spurt of his cum filling me, deep and messy, as my pussy clenched and fluttered and sucked him in tighter. I rocked through it, milking every drop, letting the dirty heat spill out between my thighs, dripping into the twisted mess of my panties.

The dress still covered us. The party still buzzed and hummed around us like nothing had happened. But my cunt was dripping full of him, my thighs shaking, my body still quivering against his, wrecked and sated and aching, while my husband waited in the car for me to come home.

I sat frozen for a moment longer, Rory still pulsing deep inside me, the hot slip of his cum leaking out around the thick stretch of him, dripping into the tangled cotton of my panties. My thighs quivered around his hips, my breath scraping rough and shallow against his neck.

Slowly, carefully, I lifted myself off him, feeling the thick, messy slide of his cock pulling free, leaving me open and aching and dripping between my legs. I caught the hem of my dress and tugged it down as best I could, smoothing it with shaking hands, but the sticky heat smeared along my inner thighs was impossible to hide.

Rory leaned back in his chair, arms loose over the sides, breathing hard but wearing a lazy, satisfied grin. I didn’t look at him again. I couldn't.

I pulled away, weaving slightly on my feet, and picked my way across the grass toward the side gate, ignoring the low throb between my legs, the dampness clinging to my skin with every step. The chatter and music faded behind me as I slipped out onto the dark, quiet street.

The car idled at the curb, headlights off, engine humming low.

I yanked the door open and slid into the passenger seat, tugging my dress down over my thighs with trembling fingers.

Ron sat behind the wheel, one arm draped loosely over the steering wheel, his body relaxed like he had been waiting for me all along. He didn’t say anything. Just turned his head, slow and easy, and looked at me.

I opened my mouth, I didn't even know what I was about to say, but before I could speak, he lifted his hand.

He pressed two fingers gently against my lips, his touch light but absolute, silencing me without a word.

His eyes, steady and unreadable, held mine for a long, quiet second. A slow grin touched the corner of his mouth, just the barest curve.

Then he dropped his hand back to the wheel, shifted the car into gear, and pulled away from the curb like nothing in the world had was wrong.

I sat there in the dark beside him, the wet heat still dripping into my panties, the stretch of Rory’s cock still burning inside me, my body wrecked and trembling and aching, and said nothing at all.

Ron drove in silence for a few minutes, the night rushing past the windows, the soft hum of the engine filling the space between us. Just as we turned onto the highway, he tapped the steering wheel lightly with his fingers and said, almost absently, almost like it didn’t matter.

"Rory’s finally opened his cottage up north. Said we should all head up next weekend. What do you think of that? Just three of us, maybe.”

He glanced at me once, a small knowing curve at the corner of his mouth, then turned his eyes back to the road. The dark swallowed us whole, the heat between my legs still dripping my panties, the taste of everything that had just happened still thick on my tongue.

“If you’d like,” I managed to say in a tiny, caught voice.
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