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Further Reading: Short Dress Temptation for the Doorman


The party had been winding down for hours, the big house settling into a low hum of leftover conversations and the occasional burst of laughter from the kitchen. Most of the guests had drifted outside to the patio or were nursing final drinks in small clusters. Hannah stood near the tall windows in the living room, a half-empty flute of champagne in her hand, watching the reflection of the room in the glass rather than the people themselves. The air inside felt thick with the scent of perfume, cologne, and the faint sweetness of spilled wine on the hardwood. Her husband had begged off hours ago with some work excuse, leaving her to navigate the evening alone.

She had known Connor for years through Natalie—polite nods at barbecues, brief chats at holidays—but tonight something had shifted. He had found her by the makeshift bar, two glasses in hand, and instead of the usual small talk they had fallen into something deeper without quite meaning to. The conversation stretched, easy at first, then surprisingly honest. She heard herself telling him things she rarely admitted out loud: how the spark in her marriage had faded into routine, how she felt unseen in her own bed, how the sex had become something she went through rather than something that consumed her. Connor listened without judgment, his blue eyes steady on hers, occasionally brushing her arm when he leaned in to speak over the music. Each touch lingered a fraction longer than necessary.

When the playlist shifted to something slower, he asked her to dance. She almost said no. Almost. But the champagne and the way he looked at her—really looked—made her nod. They moved to the small cleared space near the speakers. His hand settled low on her back, pulling her closer than was strictly appropriate for two people who were supposed to be nothing more than acquaintances. The heat of his body seeped through her dress. And then she felt it—the unmistakable hard ridge of his cock pressing against her lower belly as they turned.

Her breath caught. A rush of liquid warmth flooded between her legs so fast it made her dizzy. Her nipples tightened against the thin fabric of her bra. She should have stepped back. Instead she stayed, letting the pressure linger for one long, suspended moment before the guilt crashed in. She murmured something about needing the restroom and slipped away, cheeks burning, the ache between her thighs refusing to fade.

The guest bathroom downstairs was occupied. She climbed the stairs on unsteady legs, found the one at the end of the hallway, and locked herself inside a stall. The tile was cool against her skin when she leaned back. Her heart was still racing from the dance floor. The image of Connor’s body against hers wouldn’t leave. She told herself she just needed a minute to calm down. Instead she hiked her dress up around her waist, hooked her thumbs in her panties, and pushed them down to her ankles.

The air felt cool against her bare skin. She sat on the closed toilet lid, spread her thighs, and let her fingers slide between her legs. She was already slick—embarrassingly so. The first slow circle around her clit made her bite her lip. She closed her eyes and let the fantasy take over: Connor’s hands instead of hers, his mouth, the thick length she had felt pressed against her. Her fingers moved faster, two of them slipping inside while her thumb kept pressure on her swollen clit. Wet sounds filled the small space. Her breathing grew ragged. She tugged the neckline of her dress down with her free hand, freed one breast, and rolled the tight nipple between her fingers. A soft, helpless sound escaped her throat.

“Connor...” The name slipped out before she could stop it. She said it again, quieter, as her hips lifted to meet her own hand. The orgasm built slowly, coiling tighter with every stroke, until it broke over her in long, rolling waves. Her thighs trembled. She bit down on her wrist to keep from crying out, the pleasure sharp and sweet and laced with shame. When it finally ebbed she stayed there for a long moment, panting, fingers still resting against her sensitive flesh, the scent of her own arousal heavy in the air.

She didn’t hear the outer door open. Didn’t notice the careful scrape of a bucket being moved. Connor had followed her upstairs, concern warring with the raw need still throbbing in his cock. When he heard the first soft, wet sounds and the broken whisper of his own name, he froze. Then he moved. Quietly. He climbed onto the overturned bucket he had positioned outside the stall, just high enough to see over the top of the door.

What he saw made his breath stop. Hannah with her dress bunched at her waist, panties tangled at one ankle, legs spread wide. One hand working steadily between her thighs, the other pinching and tugging at her exposed breast. Her head was tipped back against the wall, mouth open, eyes half-lidded in pleasure. Sweat glistened at her throat. Every few seconds another soft moan escaped her—his name woven through them like a prayer. Connor’s cock jerked hard against his zipper. He reached down without thinking, freed himself, and wrapped his hand around the thick length. He stroked in time with her fingers, slow and tight, watching the way her pussy glistened, the way her inner walls fluttered around her own fingers when she came again. He nearly came with her but forced himself to stop, breathing hard through his nose, the image of her lost in pleasure burned into his brain.

When she finally stilled, cleaned herself up with trembling hands, and pulled her clothes back into place, Connor stepped down and waited in the hallway. His heart was pounding. His cock was still painfully hard.

Hannah opened the stall door and froze when she saw him leaning against the opposite wall. Their eyes locked. The flush on her cheeks deepened, but she didn’t look away. The air between them felt electric, thick with everything that had just happened and everything they both wanted. Connor pushed off the wall and stepped closer, voice low and rough.

“Hannah.”

She swallowed. “You heard.”

“I saw.” No apology. Just the truth, heavy between them.

For a heartbeat she looked like she might run. Then something in her expression shifted—resignation, hunger, decision all at once. She nodded once, barely. “Let’s go.”

They left the party separately, met at the end of the long driveway, and drove in silence to a quiet hotel a few miles away. The check-in was quick, the room key heavy in Connor’s hand. Neither of them spoke in the elevator. The moment the door to the room clicked shut behind them, the restraint they had both been clinging to snapped.

Connor backed her against the door, his mouth finding hers in a kiss that was nothing like the polite almost-kisses they had shared on the dance floor. This was deep, hungry, tongues sliding, teeth grazing. His hands were everywhere—cupping her face, then sliding down to squeeze her breasts through her dress, thumbs circling the hard points of her nipples until she moaned into his mouth. She fumbled with his belt, desperate to feel the heat of him. When she finally freed his cock, wrapping her fingers around the thick, hot length, they both groaned. He was heavy in her hand, already leaking at the tip. She stroked him slowly, feeling every ridge, every vein, while he kissed down her throat and sucked a mark just above her collarbone.

They made it to the bed in a tangle of limbs and discarded clothes. Connor laid her back against the cool sheets and took his time. He kissed every inch of skin he revealed—shoulders, the soft valley between her breasts, the curve of her stomach. When he reached her panties he hooked his fingers in the lace and dragged them down, pressing his mouth to the inside of her thigh, then higher. The first slow lick through her folds made her hips jerk. He groaned at the taste of her—sweet and musky and already so wet for him. He took his time there, licking broad and slow, then focusing tight circles around her clit, two fingers sliding inside her and curling until her back arched off the bed. She came with a broken cry, thighs clamping around his head, fingers twisted in his hair. He didn’t stop until she was shaking, oversensitive, begging.

Only then did he crawl up her body, kissing her so she could taste herself on his tongue. She reached between them and guided him to her entrance. The head of his cock nudged against her slick heat. They both went still for a moment, eyes locked, breathing hard.

“Please,” she whispered.

He pushed in slowly, inch by thick inch, watching her face as her body stretched around him. The tight, wet grip of her was almost too much. When he was buried to the hilt they both exhaled like they had been holding their breath for years. He started to move—long, deep strokes that made the bed creak and her breasts sway with every thrust. The wet sound of him moving inside her filled the room, obscene and perfect. She wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into his back, pulling him deeper.

They changed positions slowly, savoring each one. She rolled him onto his back and sank down onto him, riding him with rolling hips, her hands braced on his chest, head tipped back in pleasure. He sat up, wrapped his arms around her, and sucked one nipple into his mouth while she ground down on him. Later he had her on her hands and knees, gripping her hips as he drove into her from behind, one hand reaching around to rub her clit until she came again, inner walls fluttering and squeezing around his cock. He followed her over the edge with a low, guttural groan, pulsing deep inside her, forehead pressed between her shoulder blades.

They stayed like that for a long time afterward—sweat-slicked skin cooling in the air-conditioned room, his softening cock still inside her, his hands stroking her sides in long, soothing lines. When he finally pulled
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