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Ropes Across Her Stomach

Natalie tilted her head back, exposing the pale curve of her throat, but her eyes stayed on his, wide and unguarded. “Yeah,” she admitted, voice breaking, soft and honest.

“Fuck, yeah, I do.”

Her hands slid up his neck, fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer.

“You’re not just some pissed-off husband. You’re… Shit, you’re here.”

The confession hit like a fist, her vulnerability spilling out, between them. Nathan’s chest tightened, a knot of heat and shame and need twisting hard.

He thrust again, slower, deeper, feeling every inch of her clench around him.

His forehead dropped to hers, sweat mingling, breaths syncing up in the humid air.

“I don’t even know you,” he muttered, the words spilling free, fast.

“But I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop.”

She moaned, loud and unrestrained, her body arching into him.

“Then don’t.”

Her lips brushed his, not a kiss, just a graze, electric and messy.

“I see you, Nathan. The real you. Not the suit, not the ring-you.”

Her voice cracked, emotional and fierce, and it broke something in him, the last of his snapping like a dry twig.

His pace picked up, hips slamming into her, the wet smack of their bodies echoing off the bricks.

Her tits bounced, nipples hard against her top, and he yanked the fabric down, freeing one to suck it into his mouth. She cried out, sharp and desperate, her cunt tightening so hard he nearly lost it right there.

His teeth grazed her skin, tongue flicking, tasting salt and need, and the truth roared up-raw feeling, no more lies.

He wasn’t fucking her to get even. He was fucking her because she saw him, and he saw her back.

“Gonna come,” she gasped, her voice a plea, her legs shaking around him.

“Fuck, Nathan, make me-” Her words cut off, a scream tearing free as her pussy spasmed, soaking his cock, her climax ripping through her like a storm.

He felt it-every pulse, every shudder-and it dragged him to the edge, his balls drawing tight, pressure exploding up his shaft. He pulled out at the last second, fisting his cock, and blew hard across her stomach, thick ropes of cum painting her skin.

His groan was guttural, knees buckling as the release hit, leaving him dizzy, exposed, bare in a way he hadn’t planned. Natalie slumped against the wall, panting, her eyes soft and unguarded, a smile tugging at her lips.

“You’re a mess,” she whispered, playful but tender, her fingers tracing the sticky streaks on her belly.

“But I like it.”

Nathan laughed, rough and shaky, his d, masks gone. He leaned in, forehead to hers again, the alley quiet except for their ragged breath.

For once, he didn’t care who saw-or what came next. Nathan’s boots scuffed the alley grit as he pulled back from Natalie, his cum still glistening on her stomach, a slick badge of their unraveling.

The air buzzed with the hum of distant traffic, a low growl beneath the neon’s flicker, painting their skin in slashes of red and blue.

His chest heaved, lungs burning, but the heat in his veins wasn’t fading-it was shifting, sharpening, a blade of something reckless cutting through the haze.

Natalie straightened, tugging her skirt down, her eyes glinting with a mix of satisfaction and something darker, something unspoken. He wiped his brow, the wedding ring catching the light-a cold flash that stung worse than it should’ve.

“Fuck,” he muttered, half to himself, voice rough with the weight of it all.

His slacks hung open, cock softening but still twitching, and he yanked them up, fumbling with the zipper.

Natalie watched, silent, her breath steadying, but her lips parted like she was about to drop a bomb.

“You’re not done, are you?”

she said, voice low, teasing, but edged with a truth that prickled his skin. She stepped closer, heels clicking, her fingers brushing his chest-light, deliberate, a spark to dry tinder.

“This isn’t just about her anymore.”

Nathan froze, hand stalling on his belt. His jaw clenched, the intellectual shield cracking, under her gaze.

“What the hell’s that supposed to mean?”

But he knew. Fuck, he knew, and the secret was clawing its way out, raw and ugly.

She smirked, but it didn’t reach her eyes.

“I saw the texts too, handsome.”

Her words hit like a sucker punch, sharp and unplanned, an admission slicing through the humid air.

“Your wife’s phone? Left it at the bar last week. I was the one who scrolled through it before you did. Saw her begging for it, saw the pics-cock in her mouth, pussy spread wide. I didn’t just stumble into you tonight.”

His breath stopped, a choke in his throat.

The alley tilted, neon bleeding into his vision, and his fists balled tight.

“You-what?”

The question rasped out, disbelief warring with the heat still simmering in his groin. His cock twitched again, traitorously hard at the thought-Natalie knowing, Natalie watching him unravel from the start.

She stepped in, close enough that her tits grazed his shirt, her voice dropping to a husky whisper.

“I wanted you to find me. Wanted you to fuck me instead. She doesn’t deserve you, Nathan-not that brain, not that dick.”

Her hand slid down, cupping him through his slacks, and he groaned, hips jerking despite the shock rattling his skull.

“You set this up?”

His tone was hard, focused, but the mask was falling, truth breaking free. He grabbed her wrist, not pulling her off-just holding, feeling her pulse hammer under his grip.

His mind raced, piecing it together: her at the bar, the timing, the way she’d known exactly how to push him.

And fuck if it didn’t make him want her more. Natalie’s eyes flashed, wild and unrepentant.

“Not all of it. Just… Nudged it along.”

She squeezed him, firm and slow, and his knees nearly buckled.

“You needed this. Needed me. And I needed to feel you lose it, right here, with me.”

The secret showed, stark and bare, and it lit a fuse in him. He shoved her back against the wall again, rougher this time, her gasp loud in the quiet.

His mouth crashed into hers-not a kiss, a claim-teeth clashing, tongues slick and hungry.

She moaned into it, hands clawing his back, and he hiked her skirt up, fingers finding her soaked cunt.

Two digits plunged in, curling hard, and she bucked, crying out against his lips.

Fuck yeah,” he snarled, stroking faster, her juices running down his hand, coating his skin. “You set me up for this and I still can’t stop.

His erection throbbed against her thigh, hard and ready.

And it all just seemed to make the reality of it - her truth, his truth - dirtier and hotter, their secret failing beneath the immense pressure of their needs. Her head lolled back on his hand as his fingers continued their ministrations.

“Yes- fuck, yes-don’t stop,” she begged, voice breaking with pure, expressive, need. He added a third finger, stretching her and making her scream, the noise echoing in the grimy confines of the alley and her cunt spasmed around his hand with his withdrawal from it. His free hand clamped over her throat, just tight enough to steady them and anchor her and when his eyes, burning into hers and casting shadows across her face with the glow of the neon sign above them. That wasn’t just revenge now - this was conquest, exposure, crossing a line that there was no going back from, and he didn’t want to.




This Wasn’t Just a Fling, This Was Conquest

The alley throbbed with the after shock of her shriek, Natalie’s cunt still spasming around his fingers as he pinned her to the brick, his thumb at the base of her throat a leash to pull her back with. The neon buzzed over their sweat-drenched embrace, casting it in a sickly light and filling it with a rich, earthy stench that mingled sex with asphalt, a ripe-earth promise of battle won.

His erection strained against her thigh, thick and dripping and as hard as rock, the reality of the setup fueling a fire in his gut that was well beyond reason, this wasn’t just a fuck, this was conquest, this was scores settled, and it shot through him like raw whiskey.

“On your knees,” he growled, his voice a low and professional veneer of authority burned off by heat.

He yanked his fingers free, his hand still slick with her wetness, and shove her down. Natalie dropped to the pavement, her knees hitting the concrete with a thud, but her eyes blazed up at him - wild and expressive and submitting, but not broken.

She licked her lips and reached out to him with trembling hands, clawing open his slacks.

His cock sprung free, thick and veined and dripping with its readiness. Without hesitation she threw her head back and took it all into her mouth, her lips stretching wide over his girth and her tongue swirling around him hot and slick. Nathan groaned, deep in his chest, and buried his head in her hair, guiding her to drive deeper.

Absolute power surged through him, a crackle that was contained in the tight suck of her throat.

“Fuck, yeah,” he hissed, thrusting forward, shoving past her gag reflex and as she choked, letting spit dribble down her chin, he kept thrusting, her nails scrabbling against his ass pulling him further in.

The graffiti-smudged walls of the alley stood witnesses as he fucked her mouth relentlessly, balls slapping against her chin and the wet, slurp of her sucked-up come filled his ears. Her moans vibrating with a deep, desperate need as his finally hit the spot - no husband, just a man claiming his due.

“You wanted this,” he growled into her mouth, his voice low and focused. “You set me up, so now you take it.”

Water beaded in Natalie’s eyes and streaked down the mascara running from her tear ducts but she nodded and bobbed her head, faster now, her tongue a slick, fast lash across his shaft. His balls tightened and tightened as a wave of heat was building in his cock to flood her, he yanked her hair back, lifting her head higher, and she gasped around his dick as he kept pushing it further into her throat and pulled harder against her.

“Swallow it,” he commanded and she whimpered a high-pitched, eager ‘yes’ to his instruction and bobbed.

One. Two. And then - fuck - he let it all go, coming in a rush of thick, hot cum spurting into her throat, gagging as she swallowed the entirety of it down, her nails digging into his thighs as his legs shook violently against her, cum sloshing out of her mouth and down her chin.

His own groan was a low rumble that echoed through the narrow, bricked walls as he emptied completely inside of her and the all the pressure that had been building within him for weeks snapped.

She pulled off, gasping, her lips swollen and shiny, a sheen of cum coating them as one slow dribble of it made its way down her chin which she licked clean. A Wicked grin spread across her face, unabashed and unapologetic.

“Even now?” she rasped, her voice broken with emotion and teasing, but the undertone thick with admiration.

He grabbed her, slamming her against the wall, pulling his hands from where they still clung to her neck, breath ragged, and held her firmly.

“More than even,” he growled into her mouth, smearing the sticky residue with his thumb. “You lit the fuse.”

His dick twitched.

Her laugh was shaky and pure, her body pressed warm and tight against his.

“Fuck, you’re good,” she murmured, fingers fumbling at his chest and feeling the hum of power still running through him.

The neon sign flickered above their heads casting them in a gory light, and in that one moment, the world was theirs, the score settled.

The alley was a foul cathedral of sex now
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