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  Chapter one
The Lunch Invitation


Allegra pushed through the glass doors of the overpriced restaurant, shutting out the city noise behind her. The place reeked of money—steak grease, expensive wine, and the kind of flowers that only rich assholes cared about. Her heels clicked on the marble, echoing in the cavernous room lit up by chandeliers that probably cost more than her car. She tugged at her black dress, the fabric clinging to her tits and ass in a way that felt less professional and more like she was asking for trouble. Her phone buzzed. Andrew, her boyfriend, sent another one of his safe, boring texts: "Can't wait for dinner tonight. Love you, babe. Knock 'em dead at the meeting." She sent back a heart, pretending to care. Their life was a loop of pasta, wine, and missionary sex. She was bored out of her mind, but she played along. 
The hostess, stiff and fake-smiling, led her to a booth shoved in the corner, away from everyone else. The leather seat was cold against her thighs, making her shiver. She ran her fingers over the tablecloth, trying to act like she belonged here. This was supposed to be business—just a lunch with Conrad, the asshole CEO from the other company. But she couldn't stop thinking about his emails: short, bossy, and always hinting at something more. She crossed her legs, feeling the lace of her panties dig in. She'd picked them because they were practical, but now they felt like a dirty secret.
Conrad showed up, taking up the whole doorway like he owned the place. His suit was tight enough to show off his muscles, and his eyes locked on her like he was picking out his next meal. He smirked as he walked over, not bothering to hide it. "Allegra," he said, grabbing her hand and holding it too long, his grip rough and hot. She felt her pulse jump, hating that he could get a reaction out of her so easily. She stared back, trying not to look nervous, but he just grinned wider, like he could see right through her.
He slid into the booth, making sure his arm brushed against hers. "You look hot," he said, eyes glued to her chest. Allegra felt her face burn. She twisted a napkin in her hands, trying to hide how flustered she was. Andrew would have told her she looked nice, maybe kissed her cheek. Conrad's compliment was a dare, and she knew it. His cologne was strong, almost choking, and it mixed with the smell of steak and money. The rest of the restaurant faded away. It was just the two of them, and he was already in control.
The waiter dropped off menus. Conrad leaned in, taking up all the space. "Let's get wine. Something red. Something that actually has balls," he said, staring at her. Allegra nodded, her breath coming faster. She hated how her body reacted—nipples hard under her bra, heat pooling between her legs, all from a handshake and a look. She told herself this was just work, that she had Andrew waiting at home, but Andrew was safe and boring. Conrad was dangerous, and she couldn't stop thinking about what he might do if she let him. She tried to focus on the menu, but all she could see was his smirk.
She ordered a salad, trying to look like she cared about business. Conrad ordered his steak rare, describing it like he was talking about fucking. They talked about the merger, but he kept slipping in dirty jokes. "I like a partner who can take the heat," he said, and then his foot pressed against her leg under the table. She jerked back, thinking it was a mistake, but his shoe came back, sliding up her calf, slow and deliberate.
She squeezed her thighs together, trying to hide how wet she was getting from his foot on her leg. The leather of his shoe against her stocking made her want to squirm. Her nipples were hard, poking through her dress, and she could feel her face burning. Conrad grinned, eyes dark, knowing exactly what he was doing. "You look distracted, Allegra. Is something making you nervous?" he said, voice low and mocking. The restaurant noise faded. All she could feel was his foot, moving higher, pushing her to see how far she'd let him go.
Allegra tried to remind herself of Andrew—safe, gentle, boring Andrew. But Conrad's foot was still there, and her pussy was getting wetter by the second. She shifted, but that just made his foot press harder, rubbing her in a way that made her want to moan. She bit her lip, trying not to give him the satisfaction. Guilt twisted in her gut, but it only made her hornier. Conrad kept talking business, but his eyes were all over her, hungry and smug, knowing she wouldn't stop him.
She wanted to pull away, to tell him to stop, but her body was begging for more. "The terms need to be firm," he said, his foot now circling her inner thigh, rough and teasing. Her nipples ached, desperate for someone to touch them, and she crossed her arms, but that just made him stare at her chest. Shame and excitement tangled together. The smell of her own arousal was starting to mix with her perfume, and she barely noticed when the food arrived. All she could think about was his foot and how much she wanted him to keep going.
She pulled her leg away, barely, her breath shaky. She didn't tell him to stop. The waiter showed up with their food, and Conrad finally moved his foot, but not before giving her a look that promised more. "This is getting good," he said, grinning like he already owned her. "Maybe we should finish this somewhere private." The words hung between them, daring her. Her whole body was buzzing, her pussy soaked, guilt and excitement fighting for control.
She started to answer, but his hand was already under the table, fingers sliding up her thigh, so close to her pussy she almost gasped. The waiter stood there, clueless, while she sat frozen, heart pounding, trapped between wanting to run and wanting to let Conrad do whatever he wanted.






  
  Chapter two
Under the Table Tease


The food landed on the table with a clatter, steam rolling off the beef and potatoes, but Allegra couldn't have cared less. She stared at her salad, the greens and tomatoes so plastic and perfect they looked like props, not food. Her hand clenched the fork, but the emptiness in her gut had nothing to do with hunger. Conrad's cologne hung in the air, thick and suffocating, making the booth feel like a cage, the leather sticking to her thighs. Her pussy throbbed, a needy, humiliating ache that made her squirm in her seat, the soft jazz in the background drowned out by the frantic pulse between her legs. 
Conrad sawed into his steak, blood pooling on the plate, then shoved a chunk into his mouth, chewing with slow, deliberate movements, his eyes never leaving her. "You haven't touched your food," he said, not really asking. His foot slid under the table, pressing against her calf, then forcing her knees apart, the cold leather of his shoe hard and unyielding. Her thighs tensed, but her body betrayed her, heat flooding between her legs.
Allegra's breath hitched, her fork rattling in her grip. She glanced around, but no one seemed to notice the filthy game happening under the table. The risk of being caught only made her wetter, her panties already sticking to her. She tried to clamp her legs together, but all that did was trap his foot tighter against her, the pressure digging into her inner thigh and making her clit throb with need. "I'm not hungry," she managed, her voice barely more than a whimper.
Conrad's smirk deepened, a flash of teeth that was almost predatory. "You sure about that?" His toes flexed against her skin, the leather warming from the contact, and he slid his foot higher, inching toward the hem of her dress. The texture of her stockings against the shoe was maddening—smooth, slippery, every glide sending sparks up her spine. She felt her nipples tighten further, aching points that rubbed against the lace of her bra with every shallow breath. The scent of her own arousal began to mingle with the food smells, faint but unmistakable to her heightened senses, a musky sweetness that made her cheeks burn.
Under the table, his foot pressed on, the tip nudging the edge of her dress higher. Allegra's heart hammered, a frantic rhythm that echoed in her ears. She thought of Andrew—his gentle hands, the way he always asked if she was comfortable, never pushing, never demanding. The contrast was stark, almost painful. Conrad didn't ask; he took. And God help her, part of her craved that. She shifted in her seat, trying to create distance, but the movement only spread her thighs wider, inviting his advance. His shoe slipped beneath the fabric, the cool leather now brushing the bare skin above her stocking tops.
"Relax," Conrad said, leaning in like he was about to share a secret, his voice low and rough. "No one's watching. But you'd love it if they were, wouldn't you?" The words slapped her, filthy and true, shame burning through her even as her pussy clenched around nothing. She bit her lip, tasting blood, fighting back the moan that wanted out. His foot pressed higher, the toe of his shoe tracing the edge of her lace panties, the fabric soaked and sticking to her. The pressure made her hips jerk, desperate for more.
Allegra's brain screamed at her to stop, to get up and run, but her body wouldn't listen. Every nerve was on fire, the tension winding tighter with every slow, filthy stroke of his foot. Conrad was in control, dragging it out, making her squirm. He took another bite of steak, chewing like nothing was happening, his eyes locked on her, watching every twitch and blush. "The merger terms are flexible," he said, voice loud enough for anyone nearby, pretending this was just business. "But I like it when things give in." His foot pressed hard against her clit through the lace, sending a bolt of pleasure so sharp she gasped.
A waiter glanced over and Allegra forced a fake cough, trying to hide the flush on her face. Conrad just grinned, victorious. Under the table, he rubbed her in slow, filthy circles, the leather of his shoe now slick with her arousal soaking through the lace. She could hear it, the faint, obscene wet sounds, her own pussy betraying her. Her thighs shook, muscles clenching uselessly as the pleasure built. Guilt hit her hard—Andrew's face, his soft smile—but it only made her hotter, the shame and filth making her want it more.
She clung to the edge of the table, knuckles white, desperate for something to hold onto. "Conrad," she whispered, not sure if it was a plea or a warning. His foot paused, then pressed down harder, grinding against her clit until her vision went white. "Tell me to stop," he said, voice soft and mocking. "Just say it." But she couldn't. The words stuck in her throat, lost under the pounding need between her legs. Her hips rocked, chasing the pressure, her body giving him everything he wanted.
Inside her, the fight raged—Andrew's gentle loyalty against the filthy, animal need Conrad dragged out of her. She saw Andrew at home, setting the table, pouring wine, his eyes lighting up when she walked in. The thought stabbed at her, but it didn't stop the pleasure, didn't stop her from wanting more. Conrad's foot never let up, grinding her in tight, relentless circles, the pressure building until she was right at the edge, panting, desperate. The smell of sex was everywhere now, her arousal thick and heavy, drowning out the food and filling the air with shame.
Just as the first tremor of release hit her, Conrad pulled away, slow and cruel, leaving her aching and empty, her pussy throbbing with need, panties soaked through. He sat up, wiped his mouth with his napkin, eyes
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