Gold optics watched the femme from the back of the room as she danced. Her tail hardly hindered her, and she was surprisingly graceful. He watched her, reclined back as he sat in the dance studio they'd borrowed for the day. She was watching him through the mirror that took up one wall of the room.
Bluehornet moved to stand, the royal blue and gold seeker's wings flaring wide as his hands moved to circle her waist, resting on her hips as she pressed back into him, "Even with a new upgrade, nothing stops you, does it?" He whispered into her audio, his voice a deep, rumbling baritone that had a shiver twitching down her spinal strut.

"You should know by now Blues," She purred, arms twisting up over her head, hands brushing over the top of his helm as she rocked her hips back and forth against him in time with the music playing, "I excel at [i]everything[/i] I do," She smirked, a cocky, sultry smirk parting her lips as she saw the golden optics darken and she pressed further back into him.
His hands curled possessively against her hips, lips pulled back as he brushed his fangs against her neck, dancing with her now. She gave a soft, airy moan, head tilting away as her crest flared, her tail flared to curl back around his legs, teasing against the outside of his thrusters.

He gave a low growl, "You should with me, forget the brothel," He hissed into her audio, "You know I can take care of you," He whispered, a hand brushing her stomach as the other hand braced her neck, keeping her neck arched as he teased his lips across the curve he was presented with.

Leilani whimpered, optics flicking off, body still moving, mimicking a much more intimate dance now as the two moved in perfect unison, "You know I can't do that," She breathed, arms stretching out as she clutched at the top of his wings, "For one, I have a debt to pay off now that I'm not letting you even so much as see, and for two...You know as well as I do we would never last," She murmured, flicking her optics on enough to look at him. 

Smoldering gold optics watched her, a darker hunger clear in them as she shivered, feeling the lubricant begin to seep down the walls of her valve as she squirmed slightly. Bluehornet's hand came through her throat instead of the side of her neck, his other ghosting between her legs, light touches, nothing more. She whimpered and let her lips part in a silent moan, her body still moving, causing a delicious friction between her armor and his hand, "But when we do last, you have to admit we make a hot couple," He whispered into her audio. He moved to strip her of her armor, leaving her bared in her protoform, the armor tossed back in the corner.
Her fingers curled at his wings, pulling a low, lustful growl from the mech behind her as his wings twitched and flared, pressing into the touch now as he seemed to think, taking her by the throat to pin to the wall, opposite the mirror, "I figured I could let you see what a whore you are then. Since you're the one insisting on the career choice it's only fair," He hissed into her audio. She moaned, merely in surprise at what was going on, as her frame arched into his, begging for any sort of contact.

He stood off to the side now, watching her, his free hand caressing her frame here or there as the hand around her throat tightened slightly, "You stopped dancing," He growled softly, a smirk there. Lei's own optics darkened a few hues, and Blues couldn't stop the smirk. Wasn't his fault he knew what his best friend liked.

A finger dipped into her valve, since he'd exposed it in stripping her, and she surged forward, hands above her head clawing at the wall as she gave a soft, strangled moan, her vocals restricted by his hand. His smirk just deepened, "Much better," He trilled into her audio, nuzzling against the side of her helm, "Stand [i]right[/i] here," He growled, moving to find what he wanted. 

After some searching he came back, moving to place the bar, that most dancers used for stretching and warming up, just in front of her. He moved to brace it, letting her hook her legs over it as he smirked, taking the cuffs he had out of subspace, cuffing her ankles to each leg of the beam as she moaned in surprise, "B-Bluehornet?"

"I don't believe I told you to talk," He growled, a hand slapping against her thigh gently as she jumped, a soft moan there as her frame arched. He snickered at that, a finger brushing over her valve, a small reward for her, as she rolled her hips forward. She whimpered, watching him now. 
He 'tsk'ed her, "Don't watch me, watch yourself," He breathed into her audio, pressed into her side to keep her up and so she could still see herself, see as his finger slipped into her valve and her body arched up. She gave a soft, startled moan as he bit down on her neck, pressed close as he could to her.

She gave a wanton moan, watching as he added a second finger to her, her hips rolling eagerly into his hand, so close to begging for more as she saw the lubricant begin to coat his fingers. He growled against her neck, dark optics glancing down at her now, ducking down to pop up between her legs.
"Are you going to be a good whore?" He whispered to her, lips just barely brushing hers when she tried to surge forward to kiss him. He smirked, tapping her inner thigh with a dagger he pulled from under his armor, dangerously close to her core, "I asked you a question," He warned, eying her.

"Yes," She moaned, trembling now, "Please, Blues," She whimpered, trying to coax him to do something more than just talk, even if the deep baritone was heaven alone.

He smirked, "Please what? You have to voice what you want, you can't assume your clients will know," He said, far too smug for her liking.

She gave a high pitched whine, head thudding back against the wall, "I want you....I want you the frag me so hard I have to crawl out of here because I can't walk," She whimpered, squirming against the wall as she watched him, "I want them to hear me [i]screaming[/i] your name," She pleaded, watching as his optics darkened further.

He removed his cap, one claw tracing over the scars she had in her protoform, knowing better than to cut into the scars. That being said though, they were still sensitive as she whimpered, watching his every move as his cable hardened, the head of it brushing over her entrance as she arched, a sharp whine there.
He smirked, one hand gathering both of her wrists and pinning them to the wall above her head as his hips thrust forward, the same time he bit down on her neck hard enough to draw oil. The scream that echoed in the dance studio overpowered the music, and Blues just smirked at feeling her valve had tightened up.

He trilled against her, rocking his hips teasingly, enough to stimulate her, but not what she wanted. He removed his teeth from her neck, licking the oil off his fangs as he curled his hand around her neck once more, a claw digging into where the oil had bled out, a small rivulet finding its way down her chassis and down to where they were so intimately joined.

"Just remember, you're going to scream for me," He hissed, hips finding a quick, sharp pace now, and she positively shrieked, as best she could with him curling his hand tighter around her neck. There was something about the helplessness of the situation that turned her on further, be it the slowly developing ache in her processor from where she was being asphyxiated, or the fact she was spread and moaning like a grade A whore for her best friend. Whatever it was, she wasn't complaining. If anything she was trying to coax him into doing more. They'd done this countless times, and he'd never harm her intentionally.
He growled, smirking as he watched her, "I almost feel bad for the mechs you're going to please," He whispered into her audio, frame pressed close against hers now as she writhed against him, giving soft whimpers as his hand tightened further, "They aren't going to know how to handle you, what you like...But then again I guess as long as you have a hard cable to shove somewhere you're happy aren't you?" He hissed loosening his hold as her intakes heaved, trying to get as much air as she could. She gave a trembling moan when his hips quickened their pace, the hand around her wrists denting the armor in now as he fought off his own overload.

Lei's frame was tensing up, and he smirked, tightening his hold on her throat almost to the point of pain as she cried out the best she could, overloading hard and sagging back against the wall. He let go of her throat and she felt the air rush back into her frame, panting heavily to try and right it out. She watched as he grabbed onto her hips, claws digging in as her hands fell to his helm, cooing softly to him now. 
He finished with a low moan, snarling as he pressed his hips to hers as he overloaded, holding her there as he buried his face in her neck, panting now as he just stood there, twitching as Lei ran her fingers across the expanse of his wings.

"Should probably leave before they find out we soiled their studio," She murmured into his audio. Her optics had dimmed and she paused at hearing him chuckle lowly against her.

"Oh no, I'm leaving you here all set up, for whoever comes in next," He purred, a smirk there as he pulled out, pulling out a rag to clean themselves up and throw his cap back on, Leilani covering herself back up as well. Bluehornet could only laugh at her indignant sputtering.

"You can't do that!" She squeaked softly, squirming now.

Bluehornet grinned, removing the cuffs and catching her before she fell, holding her against him, "But I believe we aren't finished, so I have to take you with me, unfortunately," He smirked, fangs easily seen as Lei paused, a shiver working through her frame.

"What are you talking about?" She asked, hands on his shoulders to steady herself, tail twitching.

Bluehornet just smirked, scooping her up, tail and all, as he snickered, "I told you I wanted you screaming my name before we were done," He reminded her, carrying her off now to head home. She may not be his...

But he could [i]damn[/i] well make her wish she was.

