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Mara woke up naked.

The sheets were tangled around her legs, and she could feel cold air brushing her nipples. Her tits ached — one more than the other. She sat up fast, instantly dizzy. Her hand went to her chest. Bare. Her pussy felt raw, messy, sore. The smell hit her.

Sex. Cum. Sweat. Regret.

Her pulse spiked.

She looked to her right and saw him. Asleep. On his back, one arm behind his head. She didn’t even know his name.

He was younger. Tanned, muscular, and stretched out like a goddamn ad. The sheet barely covered his lower stomach, and even under the fabric, she could see the shape of his cock — long and thick, still half hard.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

She pressed a palm to her temple and looked around for her clothes.

Her panties were hanging off the lamp. Her bra was near the minibar. Her dress was draped over a chair, inside-out, looking like it had been peeled off. One heel was on its side by the bed. The other? No clue.

She stood up, ignoring the stickiness between her legs. Her thighs brushed together and made her flinch. She grabbed her dress, stepped into it, didn’t bother with the zipper. She shoved the bra into her purse, bent over to grab her heels.

She froze.

Her tits swung forward, heavy, sore. One of her nipples still looked swollen. Probably from when he bit it. Her stomach turned. Her pussy clenched — not in shame. In memory.

She found her phone on the floor beside the nightstand. 8:37 a.m. One missed call from Graham.

Her future husband.

She didn’t even remember getting into this hotel room. She remembered the bar. The dancing. His hands on her ass. The elevator. His lips on her neck. Her whispering something filthy in his ear.

And then — nothing. Just flashes. Flesh. Gripping sheets. The sound of her own voice, begging.

She looked at the man again. Still asleep. Still gorgeous. Still a problem.

She left without waking him.

The cab smelled like old air freshener and fried food. Mara slid into the back seat and slammed the door harder than she meant to.

"Where to?" the driver asked without looking up.

She gave the name of the hotel where she and Graham had the suite. Her voice cracked halfway through. She cleared her throat, sat back, and checked her phone again.

No new messages. Just the missed call from earlier.

She pulled down the mirror. Her mascara had melted into two dark half-moons. Her hair was a mess. She looked like what she was — a woman who’d just gotten used hard and fast by a stranger in a hotel room. Her tits felt tender. Her inner thighs still sticky. Her whole body radiated heat.

She tried to fix her hair. Gave up.

Outside the window, downtown crawled past like everything was normal.

Her stomach twisted. She had to remember what happened. All of it.

She closed her eyes.

The music had been loud. Some rooftop bar. Someone handed her a shot — maybe two. Graham had already gone back to the hotel. He’d said, “Have fun.” She had kissed him and waved him off.

She stayed. She danced. Laughed. A man put his hand on her lower back, and she didn’t move away. She looked up at him — olive skin, shaved jaw, bold eyes. Her fingers slid down his shirt without thinking.

And she said it.

She leaned up to his ear and said, “I’m not wearing panties.”

Her heart thudded now just remembering it.

In the elevator, she grabbed his cock through his jeans. She laughed when he groaned and pushed against her. She was the one who reached for the room key. Not him. Her.

Her legs spread the second he locked the door. She had wanted it. Bad.

The cab hit a bump, and her tits bounced under her dress. The soreness in them made her bite her lip.

Her pussy clenched again. She felt the wetness, even now. She hadn’t cleaned up properly. The cab smelled like old fries — but under that, she could still smell him. That scent was hers now, clinging to her thighs, between her tits, inside her.

The phone buzzed.

Graham: Everything okay?

She stared at the message, then typed one word:

Mara: On my way.

She hit send.

And felt her heart start to hammer again.

She had kissed him first.

She’d turned her head toward him at the bar, laughed at something he said, and kissed him. Just like that. No hesitation. His lips were soft but hungry, and when his hand moved to her waist, she didn’t stop it. Didn’t even flinch. She leaned in, rubbed against him, let him feel how warm she was through the thin fabric of her dress.

She remembered the heat of the elevator. His body behind hers. One hand on the mirrored wall. One hand gripping her ass, pulling her into his cock. He was hard already. Thick. She reached back and grabbed him — felt it through his jeans. Heavy. Long. She looked over her shoulder and watched him exhale when she squeezed it.

“Not wearing any panties,” she whispered.

He looked like he wanted to rip the dress off her right there.

By the time the elevator doors opened, her pussy was already wet. Her legs were shaking, and she didn’t care. Her vision blurred slightly, head spinning from champagne—but she felt every touch, every whisper, clearly.

She remembered laughing when they stumbled into the room, but there was no more talking after that. 

He turned her around and shoved her against the wall. His mouth was at her neck, biting her. His hands slid up her thighs, under the hem of her dress. One hand grabbed her ass, hard. The other came around front and slipped between her legs.

He groaned into her ear. “You’re soaked.”

She didn’t answer. She kissed him again, sloppier now. She unbuckled his belt, unzipped his jeans, pushed them down with both hands, and his cock bounced out into her palm — thick, veined, already leaking. Her hand wrapped around it and stroked him slowly, feeling the weight of it, the pulse.

“Get on the bed,” he growled.

She backed toward it, climbing up with her dress bunched around her hips. She pulled it over her head and tossed it to the floor. Her tits fell free — the bra had given up halfway through the elevator ride.

He looked at her like she was a meal.

“Fuck,” he said, climbing over her. His mouth latched onto her right nipple, biting it. Hard. She gasped, grabbed the back of his head, held him there while his tongue flicked and circled. He switched sides and sucked the other, rougher this time.

Her nipples ached. Her tits felt swollen in the best way.

She reached between them and grabbed his cock again. Still hard. Hot against her skin. She rubbed the tip against her clit, spreading wetness across herself.

“Now,” she breathed.

He pulled back, turned her over, and bent her face-down on the bed. Her legs spread. Her ass bare and high. She felt the pressure of his cock at her entrance.

Then he shoved it in. One long thrust.

She screamed into the sheets. Her back arched. Her tits dragged across the comforter.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he grunted.

He grabbed her hips and started fucking her. No warm-up. Just hard, thick strokes, every one bottoming out inside her. Her pussy squeezed him instinctively, gripping the length of him, clenching at the stretch.

She loved it.

The sound of his hips slapping her ass filled the room. Her tits bounced wildly beneath her, brushing the bedspread. She could hear herself — moaning, gasping, breathing like she was about to break. Her eyes rolled back. Her thighs trembled.

“Harder,” she panted. “Don’t stop.”

He gave it to her harder. Faster. He held her in place, using her body. Her arms gave out. She buried her face in the mattress and just let it happen.

She came fast. Her whole body went tight, pussy pulsing around his cock in waves. She didn’t cry out — just held her breath, shook, and let it rip through her.

When he pulled out, she dropped to the floor.

She didn’t even think. Just dropped to her knees and grabbed his cock. It was slick with her. She licked it clean, moaning quietly at the taste. Then she sucked him in — deep, fast, no teasing. She let him hit the back of her throat and held it there, choking a little.

He grabbed her head and started fucking her mouth.

She looked up and saw it in his face — he was close.

He came in her mouth. Thick, hot spurts. She swallowed. Some dripped out the corner of her lips. She wiped it with the back of her hand, sucked
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