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She was already dressed when I came out of the bedroom, standing at the mirror by the front door, fastening the small gold studs she wore on days she wanted to feel pretty without calling attention to it. Her hair was up in that loose bun she ties. The blouse hugged her waist, tucked into her soft pink skirt she usually saved for days that mattered. I remembered that skirt from our anniversary dinner last fall. She reached for it when she wanted to feel a certain way.
I leaned against the counter in my hoodie, travel mug warm in my hand. She caught my eye in the mirror and smiled, because she knew exactly what she was doing to me. When she turned, she crossed the room to me and accepted the mug I made for her.
She took a sip, made a happy hum at the taste, then stood in front of the hall mirror doing a little turn to see how the skirt looked from behind. I liked watching her do that. I think she liked knowing I was watching too.
“Thanks, babe,” she said, taking another sip, and she brushed my mouth with her thumb.
“You packed my granola bar,” she added, glancing toward the counter. “We’re disgusting, aren’t we honey.”
I slipped an arm around her waist and kissed her temple, and she leaned into it, pleased. When she stepped back to check her hair again, she gave the skirt a small turn, checking herself one more time from behind.
“You’re really going in to work like that?” I said, eyes on the hem. “You’ll make those couches jealous.”
She rolled her eyes but she smiled, slipping her feet into the heels by the door. “It’s closing shift. After eight, the place is empty. I just wanted to dress nice today. For you.”
She spun my keys around her finger. “You’re driving me, okay?”
In the hallway, she bumped my shoulder with hers, easy and affectionate, the same way she leaned into me when we first started dating. In the elevator, she hooked her fingers into my sleeve and squeezed, a small private gesture she used when she was feeling it.
“I left that thing out,” she said quietly as the doors slid shut. “From last night.”
It took me a moment. Then I pictured it, half-hidden under the bed where we forgot it after staying in, Thai cartons on the coffee table, her knees braced on either side of me on the couch while she teased me and watched my reaction to her doing it to herself instead of the movie.
I smiled. “You did.”
Her cheeks warmed, her eyes flashed bright. “Just saying. In case you feel motivated to help me look for it later.”
The garage level opened and she stepped out first. I unlocked the car, stowed her bag in the backseat and slid in. She crossed one leg toward me, skirt falling up her lets, fingers drifting over the console as I rolled the car out into the quiet streets.
She asked about my on-call shift, the backup server issue, whether my manager had followed up about last weekend’s fiasco. She always remembered the details, even the dull ones, and she listened with her full attention. At a stoplight, she turned toward me and the necklace I’d given her caught the light. She saw me notice and smiled down at it. She undid a button in her blouse so it showed when she laid it back down between her smooth mounds. “Better honey?” she said playing it so innocently.
When we pulled into the back lot behind the furniture store, her manager’s car was there already. She stared down into it as we passed, then smoothed her skirt and reached for her bag.
“I might have to stay a bit after,” she said. “They may want to move some of the display beds again.”
“Again?” I said.
“Looks like it,” she said, finally raising her gaze from her boss’s car.
“They don’t pay you enough.”
“Just don’t forget,” she said softly, adjusting the strap over her shoulder. “Text me before you come back.”
I looked at her. “You really think I’d just barge in?”
She gave a mock stern look. “You’ve done it before.”
“That was one time.”
“And you had to watch me wiping fingerprints off the nightstands for ten minutes.”
I smiled but she was already unbuckling. Her hand brushed my thigh as she turned. “Just saying. I don’t want you bored waiting for me in the lot.”
“You’re sweet to worry about me.”
She leaned back toward me and kissed me again, slower this time, her lips moving like she didn’t want to pull away. Then she whispered, “Always remember I love you.”
I smiled and she opened the door. “Even if I don’t text you till after ten, just know I’ll be thinking about you the whole time,” she said, and she blew me a sweet kiss.
She stepped down, gave a little wave, and walked briskly across the cracked pavement toward the rear staff door. I watched her until it shut behind her.
I tried to picture her inside, walking between the sectional displays, fluffing throw pillows, maybe chatting with her coworkers as they rearranged end tables for the hundredth time. That’s what I told myself she was doing.
But her skirt had been tight. Her smile easy. And when I closed my eyes, all I could see was that last look, the way she glanced at me through her lashes as she pulled the door shut.
Clair’s POV
It didn’t start right away because  it never does.
We were still open. Customers came in, wandered through, touched things they couldn’t afford. I stayed behind the counter mostly, tapping in serial codes, folding invoices, doing the small end-of-day routines that let me feel like I was already halfway out the door. But I wasn’t going anywhere in a hurry tonight.
I knew he was watching me. He always did, especially when I dressed up for him like that. The pink skirt was tight enough that I had to smooth it down every time I got up from the little leather stool behind the till. The blouse wasn’t low cut, but the buttons were close to giving out when I leaned over to grab a fabric swatch or sign a receipt. And when I turned to walk to the back room, I didn’t hurry. I let it sway. I let him watch.
It was just glances, pauses that ran a second too long, a silence when I passed behind him, close enough that my hand brushed his lower back. He didn’t flinch, he just shifted, as though inviting more touch. We had to play it cool, there were customers and other staff in the store.
At one point, I bent down to retrieve a folder from under the counter, and when I stood up, he was across the floor pretending to adjust a recliner. But his eyes met mine, steady and warm, and a hint of something smoldering beneath.
"Need help with that?" he asked.
I shook my head, tucked hair behind my ear, and I planted one hand on my raised hip and stared at him a good long time. “Nope, but nice try, I got it.” We both knew how this shift was going to end. I glanced around before sticking my tongue out at him.
The new girl asked me something about tagging ottomans, and I walked her through it. But when I passed the end of the hallway near the lighting display, there he was there again, adjusting a lamp.
"You're in a good mood tonight,” he said low and dirty, and without looking directly at me, either.
I pretended to be annoyed. “What’s that supposed to mean?” I looked over my shoulder before pushing him around the corner toward the staff room
“It means, ” he paused, “You walk so different when you wear one of your hot skirts for me.”
I let my fingers trail across the top of his shirt collar. “You shouldn’t be watching one of your staff so closely.”
“Shouldn’t be, no,” he agreed, “but I can’t help it. Just as you planned, evil witch.”
He walked away but I knew he had nowhere to go.  That’s how it always started. No plans, just little touches, little looks, the kind that build all by themselves.
We locked the door at nine. I twisted the latch and pulled the shade down, hearing the soft clatter of plastic chain. Other staff got their stuff, changed their shoes, slipped out the back staff door.
Evan was re-stacking brochures near the fabric swatches which was pointless work since they were already straight.
I circled wide, pretending to straighten the throw blankets. I wasn’t hurrying either. I let him see the curve of my hip when I leaned over the side of the showroom bed, smoothing out the pillows with both hands. I caught him watching again, quiet, arms folded, hanging out now just behind the low shelf divider. I remained bent over feeling the fabric of my skirt tighten across the backs of my thighs, feeling my breath slow down as my heart picked up.
“You always make the beds that neat?” he asked.
I glanced over my shoulder. “I like to make beds.”
He flicked out the lights throughout the showroom and stepped closer but we didn’t touch. I stood upright slowly, turning to face him, playing at being alarmed, confused. I could smell the faint clean of his shirt.
“So you wore that for me?” he said.
I tilted my head. “I wore it for work.”
“Same thing.”
My hand found the edge of the display mattress and I leaned into it, keeping my body angled, letting him see the line of my leg I lifted behind me.   “I thought I was helping you move things tonight,” I said.
He stepped even closer so that his thigh brushed mine. “You are.”
I turned and walked ahead of him across the showroom. I didn’t look back to see if he was following because I already knew he was.
The showroom was darker on this side, better hidden from the windows along the front. Only two emergency exit lights lit the bedroom setups, casting long shadows across the floor. I stopped near the edge of one, a king-sized platform bed with a tacky velvet bench at the foot. I rested one hand on the headboard and looked down at the folded duvet, the ridiculous price tag, the little tray of fake croissants we had placed on it to make it feel homey.
He came up behind me, all quiet and smooth. I didn’t turn, I just asked him, “I bet you like this one.”
His hands didn’t touch me right away, they just hovered near me. My skin prickled before anything actually happened. I could hear his breath behind me. One of his hands brushed my lower back, light at first, then firmer.
“This is the one I was thinking of, yeah,” he said. “When you came in today.”
I chuckled and turned slowly and let my back rest against the footboard. He stood between my knees, hands on either side of the bench, not touching me yet. I kept my eyes on his, even when he glanced down, even when he reached up and brushed a finger against the collar of my blouse.
“You don’t usually wear pink,” he said.
I shrugged. “Felt like it today, getting ready at home.”
His finger moved down a few inches following the row of buttons. My breath caught, but I didn’t stop him. He let his knuckle drag against the center of my chest through the thin fabric, then stepped back.
I slid off the bench and walked past him toward the mattress. I sat on the edge, pump heels together, knees tilted just enough to the side that the shape of my thighs would draw his eye. When I looked up at him, he was already moving.
He knelt. His palms smoothed up the backs of my calves, then over my knees. My skirt rode higher as he parted them. I swallowed, watching his eyes trace the hem, then flick upward to meet mine again.
“You’re quiet tonight, baby,” I said.
He didn’t answer. He just leaned in and kissed the inside of my knee. Then higher.
I leaned back on my hands, heart pounding, breath shallow. It didn’t matter how many times, he always caught me like that. My thighs parted willingly for him. I didn’t even pretend to stop him, not like we used to play.
He nuzzled higher, lips brushing up my inner thigh, but I pulled my knees together just as he got close. He looked up at me like he was deciding whether to act patient or annoyed.
“Not this bed,” I said, voice soft and amused. “This one’s ugly.”
He raised his eyebrows. “And that’s a problem for you?”
I stood, turned in place, and took two slow steps to the next setup, dragging a hand across the smooth comforter. This one was queen-sized, firmer, with tall carved posts. I leaned against one of them and looked back over my shoulder.
He came at me like it was a challenge.
I laughed and backed up around the bed, pretending to keep my distance, but my fingers trailed along the footboard, and I didn’t move fast enough. His hand caught mine then the other slipped around my waist, palm settling on the curve of my stomach, warm through the fabric.
I let my head fall back against his shoulder and turned it so my lips brushed his jaw. “You sure the security cameras only hit the front half?”
He hummed. “I checked.”
My hand found his and I guided it up a few inches, just enough for him to feel the shape of me under the blouse. I didn’t say anything, just held it there for a second before I pulled away again and dropped onto the mattress behind me, letting my skirt ride up just enough to make sure he saw everything.
“This one’s quieter,” I said. “And much more expensive.”
He knelt between my knees again, but slower this time. His hands slid up from my knees to mid-thigh, pushing the skirt gradually upward. I could feel the air on my skin, and my own anticipation kicked hard in my chest.
“Pink again,” he murmured, looking at the lace.
I nodded, legs falling further open. “So they match the bra, silly.”
He smiled. “You planned all this.”
“Maybe just a little.”
His mouth was warm when it touched the edge of the lace, slow and open, teasing me. I leaned back on my elbows, thighs relaxed, breathing shallow. When his tongue finally dipped lower, I gasped, but I didn’t close my legs. I pushed into it. I let him in.
I reached down and threaded my fingers through his hair. It was soft between my fingers, his rhythm on me gentle. I tilted my hips, arching up, and let one leg fall to the side. The warmth of his tongue sent little pulses through my belly. He held my thighs with both hands now, his grip firmer, thumbs brushing the edges of my panties, but not moving them yet. I felt like my whole body had narrowed down to the point where his mouth met the lace.
I tugged on his hair, not to stop him, but to urge him on. He got the message. His lips traced the edge, warm and maddening, skipping over the center and just barely brushing the thin fabric. I let out a low whine and rolled my hips again. He still didn’t move the lace.
“You’re so cruel,” I whispered.
He looked up, eyes dark, grin smug. Then he slid his hands up and hooked his fingers into the waistband. I lifted my hips automatically and he dragged them down, watching them peel away from my skin. He kissed each thigh again, closer to the top this time, then bent further down.
This time he didn’t tease. His mouth pressed to me fully, tongue warm and slow and deep, like he was savoring me. My hands clenched the blanket under me. I inhaled sharply, head falling back. The wet sounds, soft and rhythmic, filled the quiet store like something obscene.
I looked down at him, hair messy now from my fingers, cheeks flushed. He looked completely focused. I pressed one knee against his shoulder and shifted. His hands slid behind my thighs and gripped me hard, pulling me closer to his mouth.
I started to breathe faster. My hips followed him, chasing his kiss. I didn’t want to come yet, not that fast, but it was creeping up on me anyway, my legs tightening, my chest rising, heat flooding out from my core. This man, he had a way with me.
I tapped his shoulder. He paused, looked up again, his lips slick, his breath hot.
“Your turn,” I said, voice low. “Get up here.”
He kissed the inside of my thigh one more time, then stood, towering over me, hands going to his belt.
I sat up and tugged him closer, pulling at his waistband, palms flat against his stomach. His skin was hot. I kissed just above his pants, then undid the button. His cock was already hard of course, thick and lifting high. I traced the shape of him with one hand before I even pulled the zipper.
I spread open his pants and eased his rigid cock out.  I wrapped my hand around him and watched his stomach tighten. He was gorgeous like this, left standing, cock hard and heavy in my grip, the way he went so quiet and boy-like as I ran my palm slowly down the length and over the head. He was thick and flushed, already wet at the tip. I brushed my lips along the side of it, just to tease.
“God,” he muttered, resting a hand on the back of my head.
I flicked my tongue out then pulled back and smiled up at him. “You’re wanna lie down, baby?  There’s my couch, remember?” I whispered to him earlier in the evening with customers around, “I’m going to suck you off on that couch you just sold.” You should have seen his eyes pop out.
We went to it and he let out a breath and dropped down onto the cushions, legs open, cock resting against his belly now. I climbed over him on my knees, hands on his thighs. I leaned forward and dragged my tongue along the base first, licking up the underside in one slow stroke. His hips shifted. I swirled my tongue around the tip, then took just the head into my mouth, hollowing my cheeks. I pushed my tongue against the head as though it wanted him out of its mouth.
His fingers brushed through my hair but he never guided me. I moved slowly on him, mouth wet and relaxed, bobbing gently, taking a little more of him each time. I could feel him pulsing against my tongue. I reached between his legs and cupped his balls, rolling them slowly in my hand, then let my fingers trail back and stroke the base while I sucked.
He groaned low, but not loud, and I felt the tension in his thighs as I picked up speed, then slowed again. I liked doing to him this way, keeping him close but not letting him go all the way. Every time his breath changed, I eased back, gave him a break, then licked again, watching the way he twitched when I focused on the underside just below the ridge.
I sat back on my heels and stroked him with both hands, spreading my spit up and down, then bent to kiss the tip again. “You’re not gonna last if I keep going,” I whispered.
He gave me this desperate laugh like he didn’t know whether to beg or pull me up.
I climbed into his lap and kissed him, wet and deep, letting him taste himself on my tongue. His hands slid under my skirt, over my ass, gripping me hard, pulling me closer. I rocked against him, feeling him hot and stiff against my thigh. He reached between us and rubbed me, fingers sliding along where I was already soaked.
I didn’t say anything. I just kept kissing him, lips open, hips grinding slowly, loving how his fingers slipped so easily between my folds. He rubbed me in little circles just right, and I moaned into his mouth. When he slid one finger in, then two. I was open and wet and ready, and he knew it.
I slid off his lap just enough to kneel between his legs again. His cock was slick from my mouth, thick with spit and pre-cum, and I wrapped my fingers gently around it, moving so slowly. I watched the way his chest rose and fell as I twisted my wrist at the top, then slid my hand down to the base and back up again.
I lowered my mouth to kiss the head again, then flicked my tongue under the crown while stroking him with the other hand. I could feel how tense his thighs were, how his fingers gripped the couch. When I glanced up, he was staring straight at me, jaw tight, like he was trying not to move.
“You like when I take my time, don’t you baby,” I murmured, letting my lips brush the side of his shaft as I spoke.
He didn’t answer and he didn’t need to. I could feel it in his whole body.
I sat up and tugged my skirt up slowly, letting him see the pink lace underneath, soft and girly and completely soaked through. I ran my finger along the edge, then traced down the center where it clung to me. His eyes locked on me there. I pressed the fabric tighter, letting him see the exact shape of my lips beneath, and then slid the panties aside, opening myself to the cool air.
He reached forward like he was going to pull me back onto his lap, but I caught his wrist and shook my head. “Not yet.”
I climbed over him again, knees straddling his thighs, my pussy just hovering above his cock. I took it in my hand and rubbed the head slowly against myself, letting it glide through the wetness, not entering me yet, but teasing him back and forth, over and over, watching his face contort the whole time.
He groaned when I dragged the tip along my clit. I circled it there for a moment, then slid it lower, letting the head nudge against my entrance, then back up again, slick and slow and maddening.
His hands moved to my hips, but he didn’t pull me. I rocked forward, letting just the tip push into me, but only an inch, just enough to feel him, and then pull back again, smiling at the frustration mounting in his eyes.
“Maybe you’re not allowed to fuck me tonight,” I whispered, grinding against his shaft, sliding it between my lips and letting it glide across me.
He knew better than to respond. We kept moving like that, his cock trapped between us, the slick sound of it rubbing against me, my clit catching on the ridge each time I rocked. I reached behind myself and pressed him against my body, using both hands to keep him snug as I moved. His head fell back against the couch, his eyes clenching.
“You’re going to break me,” he muttered.
I lifted myself up a little more, balancing with one hand on his chest, and let the head of his cock slip between my lips again. I rocked forward slowly, dragging him through all that wet heat, pressing down just enough to part myself, but not enough to take him in.
He was watching everything, his mouth hanging open, his breath shaky. I let out a soft little cry like I was thinking it over, then rolled my hips forward again, slower this time, keeping the rhythm light and oh so mean.
“Mm,” I said, as if it were a puzzle. “Now about that raise,” I murmured.
His eyes flashed wide. “Don’t you play.”
I smiled widely and reached behind myself, held the base of his cock while I rocked forward again. It slid through my folds, so wet and warm, catching perfectly against my clit as I shifted. My whole body shivered.
“I’m serious,” I whispered. “I’m just using you, you know that. I need you to review my performance.” I sank down a half an inch. “Maybe that’s enough for tonight, you think?.”
I dipped forward so my breasts brushed his chest and I let my lips hover near his, our breath on each other’s mouths. I was grinning now, loving the way his hands gripped my hips tighter. He didn’t pull me down, he didn’t beg. He knew better. He just breathed harder and let me keep going.
“Besides,” I said, circling my hips so the crown of him nudged right against my entrance again, “Maybe I want to see what you turn into if I don’t let you in.”
He let out a rough sound, half groan, half warning.
I shifted on himagain, letting him push in just a tiny bit, just the rim, the tight stretch of it slipping inside for a second before I pulled back up, the head popping out wet and flushed.
“I could do this all night, baby,” I whispered.
His hands gripped my ass harder now, his fingers digging in. I kissed the corner of his mouth and then sat up again, grinding against his cock from base to tip, leaving him soaked from me.
“Or,” I added, dragging the word out, “I could just push down and finally give us both what we want, a good hard fuck,” I said, emphasizing the “f.”
I made one more slow glide along his shaft, let the tip catch at my entrance again, and held him there, hovering as though deciding. “Would baby like that, uh huh?” I said in my high baby voice.
Then I rose high on my knees over him, steadied myself with one hand on his stomach, the other curling beneath and behind me, wrapping around his cock. I could feel every pulse in him, every tremor of restraint as I held him in place and angled my hips forward, sliding the tip between my folds once more, my body arched high over his face.
My thighs trembled. My breath stuttered. I held myself there, poised just above him, watching his eyes wide and waiting, locked on mine like he didn’t dare speak.
And then I sank down on him.
The first inch stretched me open, tight and slow, but I kept going. I didn’t stop until he was buried so deep in me it stole the breath from my lungs and made my legs shudder. My eyes fluttered closed, my mouth parted, and I let the weight of it ripple through me.
His hands slid up my sides, then gripped my hips.
“Oh fuck,” I whispered, “you’re so big.”
He started to thrust up into me, and I met him, riding hard for a few sharp strokes before grinning and slipping off, dragging my nails over his chest as I backed away, breathless and flushed.
“C’mon,” I said, grabbing his hand. “We’ve got a whole showroom.”
He laughed and chased me, naked, his cock swaying thick and wet as I led him across the display floor, me in my heels, necklace, and earrings and nothing else.
We didn’t make it past the loveseat.
I bent over the arm and braced myself, and he slid back inside me from behind with a groan. I glanced over my shoulder at him, hair falling wild across my cheek, loving how he filled me so deep, how my body still had to adjust to his size.
He drilled me on that thing till the slap of our skin filled the showroom. We held hands and ran to the “modern farmhouse” bed, and I rode him fast enough that the slats creaked beneath us.
“The recliner,” I gasped, breath breaking into a giggle as I climbed off and ran toward the living room displays.
He caught me halfway and spun me, lifting me onto the wide padded arm. He knelt and pulled me open, burying his mouth in me until I gasped again, gripping his hair, thighs clenching around his shoulders as he pushed me up and over once more.
Then tit was the farm table. Then the corner sectional. Then up against the display hutch, one leg over his arm, my back pressed to the real wood panel.
Every time he entered me it felt better, like my body had been waiting for this chaos, this freedom, this game between us, laughing and cursing and moaning into each other’s skin, whispering things we’d never said before and meaning every word.
Each new piece of furniture was a dare. I’d tug him toward one, dragging him by the wrist or the waist, already giggling, dripping wet, my skin flushed and glistening, heart pounding so fast it almost made me dizzy.
He caught me by the waist and spun me around, and I ended up on the chaise lounge with my knees over the edge, back arched, elbows sinking into the cushions as he entered me again. I gasped and grinned and moaned all at once, throwing my head back so my hair slid down my spine.
“That one,” I whispered when he slowed, nodding toward the wide modular couch across the aisle. “Make me scream on that one baby!”
He lifted me in his arms. My legs locked behind his back as he carried me, still inside me, still hard, my teeth grazing his shoulder as we laughed through it.
By the time he laid me down, I was wild for it. I spread my legs, one bent high, the other dropped low off the edge, opening for him as my fingers trailed between my breasts and down across my stomach. I caught his eye and gave a wicked little smile, biting my lip just enough to draw another growl from his throat.
Just as he was about to enter me, I spun around and hung my head upside over the edge.
He stood and entered my mouth slow this time,, dragging the moment out until I could barely breathe, and then pulled almost all the way back, holding himself at my tight lips. I tried to chase him, head tilting back, but he held me there.
“Beg,” he said softly, teasing me.
I popped off him. “Fuck you,” I whispered, giggling, but then I gripped his ass and made him fuck my mouth upside down until my throat bulged with him.
So he gave it to me good, long strokes, deeper each time, until the couch creaked under us and my thighs clamped around my hand.
I rolled off and I pulled him down and kissed him hard, full tongue, no breath, just bodies and sweat and heat and I flipped him.
I straddled him backwards, knees wide, hands braced on his shins, angling my hips to grind his cock exactly where I needed him, high and deep and perfect. He moaned behind me, one hand gripping my waist, the other sliding down to stroke my clit in rhythm as I rode him faster and slapped my ass on his hips.
“Oh my god,” I gasped. “I’m, fuck, I’m gonna . . . ” I cried.
It hit like a wave rolling up from my spine, out through my limbs. My thighs buckled and I collapsed onto his chest, panting, my whole body trembling.
I didn’t know I could want it again so soon. But his hands were already on me, his cock still thick and ready beneath me, and something about the way he looked at me, like he couldn’t believe how far we’d gone this time, lit me up all over again.
He smiled up at me, a little dazed but thrilled with what he made me do, and when he sat up to kiss my breasts, I tilted my chin and arched into him, thighs twitching from how hard I’d come.
“I want that chair,” I said, pointing to the modern accent one across the floor, the high-armed one I’d always thought looked ridiculous. “We must ruin that one.”
I pulled him up by the hand and walked backward, watching him follow. My knees hit the seat first, and I twisted around, arms bracing the tall sides while I bent forward, ass high for him and back arched, rocking side to side until he grabbed my hips and pulled me back into place.
“You’re so much trouble,” he murmured behind me.
“So manage me,” I shot back, laughing, breathless, taunting him over my shoulder. “Manager!”
He eased into me again, thick and aching and so deep I whimpered, my forehead dropping to my arm as I pushed back against him. I felt everything, every inch, every shift of angle, the way he bottomed out in me and paused there, letting me feel the full stretch of it before pulling back slow.
He pulled me down onto the low coffee table and took me there, flat on my back with my legs pressed up, my ankles dangling over his shoulders, his mouth covering mine so my little cries disappeared between our lips. He made me whisper things I didn’t know I would say, made me beg him not to stop, not because I was desperate but because I didn’t want the feeling of being so completely filled to ever stop.
On the big sectional, I lay on my side and pulled one leg high, guiding him into me from behind. His hand on my inner thigh, his breath on my neck, the whole world just breath and skin and sweat and wet sounds and the deep glide of him inside me, we fucked like animals.
I gasped when I sank down on him, thighs trembling as I swallowed him deep in one smooth, wet slide. My hands flattened against his chest, and I looked down at him through strands of sweaty hair, half-laughing, half-moaning.
He held my hips steady for a moment, breathing hard, like he didn’t want to move too fast and lose it. But I didn’t need slow anymore. I wanted every inch of him again and again, and I wanted to see how far I could push him.
I braced myself on the arms of the chair and began to ride him hard, hips slapping down, his cock hitting me deep, angling just right to send jolts through my core with every grind. His hands slid up my sides to cup my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my nipples, and I bit my lip to hold back the cry that threatened to rise up out of me.
“Every piece of furniture,” I murmured, breath catching. “We’re gonna get so fired.”
“You started it,” he growled, sitting up to kiss me again, mouth hot and open, swallowing the last of my breath as we rocked together in time.
I didn’t even remember which couch this was anymore, some modern straight in a dark ash grey, but I was on my back along the cushions, knees bent high, calves up on his shoulders, his hips snapping forward in a rhythm I that was music.
My hands were clenched into his chest. He leaned in closer, pushing deeper, kissing along my jaw, my neck, murmuring things I barely caught but felt everywhere. His cock filled me perfectly, thick and hard and insistent, and every thrust made me arch into him with sharp, sweet shocks of pressure that bordered on unbearable.
He pulled back and flipped me over quickly, breathless laughter catching in my throat as he brought me to my knees, guiding my hips up with practiced hands and sliding back into me from behind. I whimpered into the cushion, my voice muffled as I pressed my cheek down and let my body open for him, wet and ready, legs wide. The angle changed everything, being deeper, more intense, and my fingers gripped the seams of the couch as he pounded himself hard into me.
We moved again, he was too greedy to stop, and I was laughing too much as he dragged me to the glass-top coffee table, pulling me up by my wrists until I was on top of it, braced on my palms and knees. My reflection beneath us flickered with every motion, every bounce of my breasts, every roll of my hips as he took me again, faster now, one hand tangled in my hair, the other gripping my waist.
I felt feral. My body didn’t care where we were or what came next, I just wanted to keep going, to ride every wave, to try every angle, to taste every bit of this fever that had taken us both.
When he sat back on the armchair, cock glistening and ready, I climbed onto him without hesitation, straddling his lap, facing away, lowering myself slowly until I felt him press inside me again, inch by inch. I rolled my hips in lazy circles, both of us moaning, and reached back to pull his wrists around my waist, holding him tight to me.
He let me set the pace, and I took my time, hips rising and falling, dragging him out and in again, squeezing around him every time he bottomed out. His head fell back against the cushions. I reached one hand behind me, tugged at the base of his cock where it stretched me full, and teased, “You sure you can handle me?” before clenching down and grinding harder until he groaned something broken into my shoulder.
He stood me up and kissed me hard, then backed me toward the mattress display, guiding me step by step with his hands under my arms like I weighed nothing. I fell back on the plush queen-sized frame they’d set up like a fake bedroom, and he followed, pressing me down into the covers.
I opened my legs and he pushed back inside me without a word, pinning my wrists above my head and thrusting long and slow, his eyes fixed on mine the whole time. Every movement built something tighter inside me, and I could tell he felt it too, because he kept stopping just to look at me, to run his fingers down my cheek, to kiss the corner of my mouth before driving in again.
“You didn’t think you were gonna get to fuck me,” I whispered between gasps.
His laugh was low and satisfied. “You’re the one who said maybe.”
I grinned and tightened my legs around his hips, holding him deep while I rolled against him from beneath. “I say a lot of things.”
He pulled out and rolled me over without warning, pulling my hips up as I braced on my elbows, my knees digging into the mattress. He fucked me again from behind, harder now, gripping my waist and panting out my name as I arched under him, moaning into the sheets and pushing back against every deep, perfect stroke.
I could hear the slick sound of it, feel how wet and swollen I was, how sensitive, how every part of me was tuned to the rhythm of his hips and the heat of his breath behind my ear.
Then he slowed again and dragged me to the edge of the bed. I let him move me, pliant and breathless now, until I was sitting with my thighs spread wide and his mouth was on me again, his tongue circling and dipping, his fingers sliding deep as he moaned into my cunt. I tangled my hands in his hair and pulled him in harder, grinding against his face, fucking his mouth like I didn’t care how loud I got.
It was sudden and sharp, my whole body clenching and jerking. He didn’t stop, didn’t even slow down. He just sucked harder, licking me through it, groaning.
I sprawled on the bed, wasted and used, no bones left in my body. He crawled up over me and shifted one hand to grip the back of my thigh, angled himself, and the pressure made my breath catch. He entered me long and deep. His face was buried against the side of mine, not kissing me but pressed close, sweat at his temples, jaw locked. I could feel it building in him now, how close he was, how hard he was holding back, not wanting it to end.
I tightened hard around him and rolled my hips up into him with a slow grind, then whispered in his hear, holding his head, “Do it,” right against his ear. It broke him.
His rhythm faltered and he thrust once, twice, then let out a sound that was somewhere between a moan and a growl, deep and helpless. He pushed into me  hard and held himself there, his whole body tensed, cock pulsing deep inside me as he exploded. I felt it, each twitch, each warm surge, filling me in waves that kept coming long after he’d stopped moving. His chest pressed down into mine, heart hammering, his hand still wrapped around the back of my leg like he didn’t know how to let go.
I ran my fingers through his hair, brushed the damp curls back, then let my palm rest against his cheek. He didn’t speak, he just stayed there inside me, breathing heavy, eyes closed.
I didn’t want to move either. My thighs were trembling, my skin slick and hot, and my lips still parted from the last gasp I hadn’t taken. His weight was perfect, his breath still catching against my collarbone, and the feeling of him still thick inside me made everything below my stomach throb with this aching, satisfied glow.
Eventually he pulled back, not out of me, but enough to look down. His eyes were dark and dazed like he wasn’t sure if he was still in the moment. I touched the corner of his mouth with my thumb and smiled.
“Good thing nobody sat on this couch today,” I murmured, and he gave a quiet, exhausted laugh before kissing me, soft and slow.
I slid off him just enough to make it worse for him, grinning as I braced my hands on his thighs and let his cock fall out of me. The head nudged past the lips, hot and slick, and I pulled away with a whispered laugh that shook my shoulders. His hands clenched around my waist.
I took a towel from the fake bedroom and wrapped it under my pussy and took away my cupped hand to let all of him run out of me. He took another towel and wiped himself up with it and we snorted watching each other, naked and loose and trembling still, trying to clumsily clean up our sweat, cum, and saliva.
That’s when there came the sharp sound of knuckles and keys hitting the glass of the front door.
Evan’s POV
It was just past midnight when I finally pulled into the lot. The main lights inside the store were out, but there was still a glow coming from somewhere deeper inside. I waited with the engine off, window cracked an inch, the night air thick and quiet around me.
I expected to see her silhouette through the blinds. Maybe moving displays like she said, maybe laughing with that other girl she sometimes closed with. But it remained still inside. I looked down at my phone. No message yet, nothing since the one at ten that just said, “Might be a bit longer. Sorry love.”
I waited ten minutes, then fifteen, then twenty. Then I got out. I wasn’t angry, just tired. And curious. I walked up to the glass front and peered inside, cupping my hands to block the glare. The shadows stretched long across the floor. One of the throw pillows was on the floor. I couldn't see much else.
I knocked once. Not loud but enough for anyone inside to hear. But nothing moved.
I knocked again, louder this time, and on the door. That’s when I saw a flicker deeper in the store, some movement, a shadow shifting, then another. I couldn’t make out who, only the sudden flurry of motion, like someone scrambling to fix something. I stepped back from the glass.
I didn’t want to know. That  was the thought that hit me square on. I didn’t want to know what I’d walked in on. My stomach turned and I let out a breath through my nose and walked slowly back to the car.
She came out several minutes later, hair tied back sloppily, not like before, skirt wrinkled at the hem. She was carrying her bag close to her body. But when she got in, she smiled like nothing had happened.
“Sorry,” she said. “It kook forever. He changed his mind halfway through and had to shift the display stuff again.”
She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek like always. I caught a faint sheen on her collarbone and something in me stalled. I didn’t answer right away, but started the car.
Halfway through the drive, she reached over and rested her hand on my thigh like she always did, a warm and small gesture. I glanced at her.
“I texted, right?” she said. “You got it?”
“Yeah,” I said. “I got it.”
I almost asked right then and there. It rose up in my throat three different times on the drive home. When she got out, it was “they” who wanted the furniture moved. Now it was “he.” The timing of it. The look of the store inside. The shape I’d seen moving behind the glass. The way she didn’t smell like her lotion anymore, but like something more musky. Her lipstick was gone.
But I didn’t ask. When we got back to the apartment, I followed her up the steps. She unlocked the door and stepped out of her shoes without a word, tossing her bag on the kitchen chair. She turned and smiled with that sweet crooked smile that had always been so her.
She kissed me like she knew I needed reassurance. Her fingers curled into the collar of my shirt as I walked her backward toward the bedroom, her small sounds soft and familiar. I didn’t speak, I couldn’t ask.
Her skirt came up in my hands. She wasn’t wearing panties. My grip slid over her hips, searching. Her thighs clenched for a second, then relaxed as I lifted her onto the edge of the bed and knelt between her knees.
“No, my turn!” she quickly said, and she reached for my belt without a word. I watched her eyes. She smiled gently and when I pushed into her mouth she took me in with calm ease. But I couldn’t shake the tension running under my skin.
She didn’t gag, she didn’t flinch, she just held me at the back of her tongue, relaxed and confident, her hands braced on my thighs as she moved slow and steady on me, twisting each time she came back up. I brushed her messy hair back from her face and looked down at her, trying to feel only what I’d always felt before. Comfort, desire, and love.
She pulled back and licked her lips then stood and slipped her blouse up and over her head. Her bra was pretty, lacy, burgundy. She unhooked it casually and let it drop to the floor.
When she turned and bent to crawl across the bed, the soft motion of her ass tilted perfectly toward me, and there was no hesitation. She lay on her stomach first, then rolled to her side, eyes watching me without speaking. Her legs parted loosely, invitingly, like it was just another night.
I stepped out of the rest of my clothes and climbed in behind her, wrapping her body into mine. My hand slipped down and cupped her between her legs, and she gave a little sigh and arched her back against me.
She was already wet. Warm and ready, like the night had already stirred her. I pushed two fingers in deep and felt her body tighten around me, then relax again. She bit her lip and reached back blindly, pulling my hips flush to hers. She was boiling hot inside, and sticky wet, thick.
She pulled my hand away and angled herself under my hips. I pushed into her slowly. There was no sound between us, no resistance, just that smooth clutch of heat pulling me forward. Her back arched again and she looked over her shoulder, whispering my name like it was the only word that mattered.
I started moving slow and deep and steady. Her fingers gripped the sheets. Her mouth hung open. I didn’t ask and I didn’t stop.
She reached under herself and gripped my thigh, pulled me deeper, her voice soft but urgent when she said my name again. I leaned over her back and kissed her shoulder, the motion slow and focused, just my hips moving as I pressed forward, holding deep and still for a moment before rocking back again.
The air was quiet except for the rustle of the sheets and the subtle creak of the bed-frame under our weight. A bed from the store, purchased at a very deep discount. “Floor model,” she explained.
Her breath kept catching at the same point each time I bottomed out in her, and I adjusted the angle, curling forward into her until her body rose up to meet mine. Her legs slid wider. Her back arched further. I gripped her hips, steady and slow, and stayed there, drawing the moment out until I could feel the tension building in both of us.
Then she pushed back. Not just receiving, but pressing into me each stroke, urging me on. She flattened one hand against the mattress and the other behind her head, hair spilling out across the pillow as she turned her face into it. I kept moving in longer strokes now, smoother, letting the rhythm stretch between us. Her body stayed soft and open, responsive to me in every motion, like she wanted to feel every inch of me.
When I leaned forward and kissed the back of her neck, she turned her face toward me, eyes closed, lips parted. I wrapped one arm under her and pulled her up with me, still inside her, guiding her up onto her knees. She let me, breath heavy but even, then glanced over her shoulder and smiled without speaking. She winced like I hurt her. “It’s okay,” she barely whispered.
I kissed her again, this time on the mouth, and the kiss didn’t break when she pushed back hard against me. The bed shifted louder beneath us, but we didn’t stop. Her hands braced against the headboard. Mine slid up her stomach to her chest, cupping her breasts as I moved deeper, faster, everything building in quiet momentum.
She tightened around me suddenly, her whole body shaking in that precise way I knew too well. I held her there, feeling her crest with that small quiver she could never hide. Her voice caught in her throat and she whispered something I couldn’t hear, but I kissed the edge of her jaw and felt her relax in my arms, everything melting warm and loose again.
Then, without warning, she rolled us sideways and climbed on top, straddling me with her thighs still shaking. Her hair fell over her face as she leaned forward and slid me back in with one long motion. Her hands found my shoulders and her hips began to roll. This wasn’t gentle anymore.
I watched her above me, riding steady, her eyes closed. There was something determined in her now, something raw and intensive. I gripped her hips and held her pace.
She moved with full control now, her knees pressing into the mattress on either side of my hips. She leaned forward just enough for me to reach her chest again, and I slipped my hand up between us and cupped her, thumb circling slowly until her mouth dropped open and her rhythm faltered.
Her hips kept rolling even as her breath grew uneven, and she caught herself on my shoulders, hair hanging down and brushing across my face. I sat up, arms around her waist, pulling her closer, and she gasped as I thrust up into her from below. She answered with a grind of her own, clenching around me, her body slick and hungry now, with no hesitation left.
I kissed her shoulder, her neck, the underside of her jaw. I found marks on her, tiny cuts, little bruises. She laughed softly and reached behind herself, fingers wrapping around me even while I was still inside her, pulling upward just enough to tease the stretch, then dropping back down with a tremble. I felt her thighs tighten and pulse around me as she started to ride me faster, chasing another peak.
The bed shifted beneath us, pillows slipping as we moved in sync, her pace steady now, breathless and wild. She braced one hand behind her and reached for her breast with the other, squeezing gently while she kept her eyes shut, as though daring me to come undone first. I gritted my teeth and held back, matching her thrust for thrust, until the friction and pressure reached a point I couldn’t manage without gripping the sheets for balance.
Then, as I started to lose pace, she slowed deliberately, dragging her hips in slow circles. She leaned forward until our noses brushed, her lips ghosting mine without kissing, and whispered, “Do it now. I want it.”
I surged upward and she took me deep again, both of us moving harder now, the tension coming back fast. She wrapped her arms around my neck and held on, each movement sharp, precise. I warned her, my voice cracking low in her ear, and she nodded, holding me tight and pressing down so hard it felt like we were locked together.
My body jerked up into hers as I came, pulse after pulse spilling into her, her name caught in my throat as she shuddered again and clenched, holding herself down against me. Neither of us moved for a long moment, both of us breathing like we’d been running.
She rocked slowly once more like she didn’t want it to end yet, and then sank down against my chest, her hair damp where it touched my collarbone.
We fell apart each of us rolling onto our backs huffing and puffing. I knew what she did earlier that night in the store, how could I not? But I was last inside her, wasn’t I. It was my cum that now trickled down her leg.
Claire POV
I didn’t move right away. I stayed draped over him, chest pressed to his, his arms still locked tight around my back like he was afraid I’d vanish. I could feel his heart hammering through his ribcage.
Mine too. My thighs were shaking, my knees sore from too much work, but I didn’t shift my weight. I just let myself breathe into the crook of his neck, his skin hot and slick against my lips.
I loved that he hadn’t said anything yet. I loved the quiet of it. I loved the weight of what we’d just done settling over me like a heavy, guilty blanket, but without shame, just intensity. I could still feel the slow throb inside me from where he’d let go, buried deep, holding me down like I belonged to him. Even though . . .  I didn’t.
He’d driven me home in silence but I saw the questions in his eyes, the way he noticed the slight pain in how I moved, the way he watched my hands as I adjusted my skirt, the pause before he asked anything.
I don’t think he wanted to know, not really. Or maybe he did, but only if I said it first, and I didn’t.
I told him the closing ran late, that we lost track of time, that I was tired. All of it technically true. But the air between us in the car was thick, and when we got home, he didn’t even give me time to change. He just kissed me hard right there by the door, gripping my waist like he meant to leave marks.
And I loved it. I loved how silent he stayed while he undressed me. I loved how he pulled me to the bedroom without saying a word. I loved the sharp sound of the mattress as he threw the blanket back and climbed over me. I loved how much it mattered to him, that he be the last one, that he stay inside me long after I was shaking and breathless, like that was proof.
And now I couldn’t stop smiling. Not because I got away with something and not because I’d hidden it well. But because I could feel the jealousy still inside him, the anger even without accusation, the way it made him touch me like he had to erase something from my skin, and deeper. It was like the deeper he got, the more I knew he still wanted me.
That was the part I hadn’t expected, that his jealousy wouldn’t push me away, it would pull me deeper into him, and that I would want it like that. That it would make everything sharper, hotter, and more real. And even though we didn’t say it out loud, I knew he could feel it too.
He would never be able to admit it, and honestly, what man could? If you let them fool themselves into thinking you don’t know that he knows, what they discover they love more than fucking you itself, is fucking you after you come back from another man.
Now why would that be? My theory is, all men love to conquer, but not conquer the girl, necessarily. Getting the girl is how they conquer the other men also trying to get her. That’s the rush they chase. So after the novelty dies down and she’s moved in with him, cooking with him, always by his side now when they go out, yes he can fuck her anytime he wants now, but that’s not what feels like conquering anymore.
What feels like conquering is taking her away from other men, just like the first time. That’s why he took me so hard and good and deep tonight. He took me like it was the first time all over again. Because it was, he was conquering the other man again by taking me.
So long as he didn’t ask me and make me admit it, which would blow it all down and force him to act like he needed to, angry, jealous, splitting us up, he could go on indefinitely conquering the other man, couldn’t he, and take me for the first time over and over again.
I nestled closer to him and pressed my lips to his collarbone. He shifted away only slightly as though he was still awake, the instinct in him still being tamed, because he knew, how could he not know, and he was still getting over it.
I hoped he would never ask. I wanted this to live right there between us, quiet and burning. I was already planning what to let him catch me wearing the next time I was going to work on a night that I “might have to stay late” again.
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