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The engine of the taxi hummed a low, steady counterpoint to the frantic rhythm of Emma’s heart. Outside the frosted window, Switzerland blurred past in a watercolor of white and pine-green, jagged mountain peaks biting into a steel-gray sky. She felt the warmth of John’s thigh pressed against hers, a solid, quiet presence in the backseat.

Their first hour as husband and wife in a foreign country.

Emma 26-year-old, bold, beautiful girl with curvy hips and a killing smile. At 30, John looked pretty decent although he has start losing his hairs.

She let her head loll against the cold glass, watching him from the corner of her eye. John was staring out his own window, his profile calm, his hands resting loosely in his lap. The simple gold band on his left hand still looked new, alien. He wasn’t classically handsome, not like the sharp-jawed finance bros she’d dated in the city. His appeal was softer, rooted in the gentle slope of his nose, the way his brown hair fell just a little too long over his forehead, the quiet certainty in his hazel eyes when he did look at her.

He was a warehouse manager. She’d been an assistant manager at a chic boutique. They’d met on an app where his profile picture was a slightly blurry photo of him smiling next to a Bernese Mountain dog. She’d swiped right on a whim, intrigued by the lack of pretension. Their courtship had been a series of quiet dinners where she talked and he listened, his attentiveness a balm after years of competing for conversational space. He was submissive in a way that wasn’t weak; it was a deliberate yielding, a choice. And on their wedding night she had tested the boundaries of that choice.

Her voice, low and deliberate in the dark. “John. Come here.”

The memory was a live wire in her stomach. The way he had approached the bed, his expression open, trusting. Her command, so explicit, so crude. “Lick my pussy. Nonstop”

The slight widening of his eyes, not with fear, but with a deep, dawning focus. And then his obedience. The weight of him kneeling on the carpet. The two hours that followed, a world contained within the circle of her thighs. He hadn’t faltered. He hadn’t asked for anything. He had simply... served. And she had watched the top of his head, her fingers tangled in his hair, a slow, powerful heat coiling in her core, understanding dawning with every practiced, devoted stroke of his tongue.

He was hers.

The taxi crunched to a halt on a gravelled drive, jerking her back to the present. “Your hotel,” the driver announced in heavily accented English.

John was already moving, unfolding his long limbs to step out into the crisp Alpine air. He offered her his hand, his palm warm and dry. She took it, letting him pull her from the warmth of the cab into a scene of breathtaking beauty. The air was diamond-sharp, scented with snow and woodsmoke. Before them stood a chalet-style hotel, all dark timber and sloping roofs laden with perfect, fluffy snow. Lights glowed golden from leaded windows, and behind it, the mountains rose like sleeping giants, their peaks painted orange by the dying sun.

“Wow,” John breathed, the word a cloud of vapor in the cold. 

“It’s something, isn’t it?” Emma said, squeezing his hand. She didn’t let go as he paid the driver and retrieved their bags. She held on, anchoring herself to his steady, quiet rhythm as they walked into the warm, pine-scented lobby.

Check-in was a smooth, silent affair. The clerk, an older woman with kind eyes, handed John two key cards with a knowing smile. “Zur Hochzeitsreise,” she said. For the honeymoon.

Their room was at the end of a hushed corridor, its door heavy and wooden. John slid the key card, the light blinked green, and he pushed it open, standing back to let her enter first.

The suite was a fantasy. Exposed wooden beams crossed the high ceiling. A giant four-poster bed, piled high with downy white linens and fur throws, dominated the space. Emma walked slowly to the window, her boots silent on the polished hardwood floor. She placed her palms against the cold glass, feeling the immense, silent cold of the outside world just inches away.

“It’s incredible,” she murmured, her voice barely audible.

“It is,” he agreed. 

A slow smile touched her lips. The memory of their wedding night, the power she’d felt, simmered just beneath her skin. This place, this beautiful, isolated room, felt like a stage. And he was her willing co-star.

She turned to face him, leaning back against the glass. The dying light caught the angles of her face, and she saw his eyes trace them, a flicker of something warm and appreciative in their depths.

“You unpack,” she said, her tone light, conversational, but with an undertone of suggestion. “I want to take a bath. That flight was endless.”

He simply nodded. “Of course.”

She walked past him, letting her coat brush against his arm, and headed for the bathroom. It was a cavernous space of slate tile and modern fixtures, dominated by a deep, standalone soaking tub big enough for two. She turned the taps, and steaming water began to thunder into the porcelain basin. Adding a generous pour of the provided pine-scented bath oil, she watched the room begin to fill with fragrant steam.

Back in the bedroom, she could hear the soft, methodical sounds of John unpacking. The rustle of garment bags, the slide of hangers in the wardrobe. He was always so orderly. So diligent.

She didn’t close the bathroom door. She let it stay open a precise, deliberate six inches. Stripping off her travel-worn clothes - the cashmere sweater, the skinny jeans, the lace bra - she let them fall to the heated floor in a careless pile. The air was cool on her naked skin, raising goosebumps. She caught a glimpse of herself in the full-length mirror: the swell of her breasts, the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips. A figure that turns men’s heads. She knew it. She’d always known it. But with John, it felt different. It wasn’t just appreciation; it was a tool, a key to a door only he would willingly walk through.

She stepped into the bath, the scalding water a delicious shock. Sinking down until the water lapped at her collarbones, she sighed, letting the heat seep into her bones. The steam curled around her face. From the other room, the sounds of unpacking had stopped.

She waited.

A minute passed. Then, the soft pad of footsteps on hardwood. They stopped just outside the bathroom door. She could sense him there, a shadow in the gap.

“Emma?” His voice was hesitant.

“Hmm?” she replied, not opening her eyes. She trailed a hand through the water, letting it ripple.

“I... your clothes. Should I hang them up?”

She opened her eyes then, turning her head just enough to see the slice of the bedroom through the doorway. She could see the edge of his sweater, the tense line of his shoulder. He was looking determinedly at the floor, at the small heap of her discarded lingerie.

“Just leave them,” she said, her voice a lazy purr that carried in the steamy room. “Come here for a second.”

A beat of silence. Then the door pushed open another few inches. He stood in the doorway, his gaze carefully averted, fixed on a spot on the wall above the towel rack. His cheeks were faintly flushed. The sight sent a thrill through her - a hot, possessive thrill. He was so good. So beautifully, predictably flustered.

“Look at me, John.”

His eyes, wide and a little uncertain, finally drifted down to meet hers in the mirror. She saw him take her in - the wet tendrils of hair clinging to her neck, her shoulders rising from the milky, scented water, the suggestive shadow of her body beneath the surface.

“This tub is enormous,” she said, her voice still that same, casual purr. She lifted a foot, breaking the surface of the water. Droplets cascaded down her calf. “A shame to waste all this hot water, don’t you think?”

He swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing. He understood the implication perfectly. The unspoken invitation. The memory of him on his knees was a palpable force in the room, thickening the steam-laden air.

“I... I should finish unpacking,” he said, but his voice lacked conviction. It was the protest he felt he should make, not the one he wanted to make.

Emma let her foot sink back into the water. She gave him a slow, knowing smile, one that didn’t quite reach her eyes. A tease. A promise postponed.

“Alright,” she conceded, her tone lightly dismissive, as if it were of no consequence. She closed her eyes again, leaning her head back against the tub’s rim. “You do that. I’ll be out soon.”

She heard his soft, almost inaudible exhale. Heard him linger for one more second before the footsteps retreated, the bedroom door clicking shut this time, but not fully. The gap remained.

Alone again, Emma’s smile widened. The tension was exquisite. It hummed in the space between them, a live wire strung through the beautiful suite. He was unpacking their life together, folding his practical sweaters next to her silk blouses, while she lay naked in a tub, thinking of the power she held over him. The power he had so freely given.

When the water began to cool, she rose, water sluicing off her body. She toweled herself dry with a thick, fluffy towel, then wrapped another around her body, tucking it securely above her breasts. She didn’t bother with a robe.

The bedroom was tidy. Their suitcases were stowed away.  He had changed into soft-looking gray sweatpants and a simple white t-shirt that clung to the modest planes of his back and shoulders.

He turned as she entered. His eyes swept over her - the damp hair, the towel, her bare legs and shoulders

“Feeling better?” he asked.

“Much.” She padded across the room to stand beside him at the window. Their reflections were clearer now in the dark glass - a newlywed couple in a luxurious room, a silent world of snow outside. She let her shoulder brush against his arm. “It’s so quiet out there.”

“Peaceful,” he agreed.

“I’m not sure I’m in the mood for peaceful,” she said, her voice dropping to a murmur. She turned to face him, leaning her hip against the glass. The towel dipped perilously low on her chest, but she made no move to adjust it. “It’s our first night. In Switzerland.”

She untucked the towel she’d left wrapped around her body. It was the only thing she had left. She held it in her hands for a moment, then let it go. It floated to the floor, a white flag of surrender that meant nothing.

Her nudity was her armor. Her command.

“John.”

She said nothing more. She simply opened her arms, a slight, imperious tilt to her chin.

He crossed the space between them in two long strides. His hands came up, not to embrace her, but to frame her face, his touch surprisingly gentle. His thumbs brushed her cheekbones. For a moment, they just looked at each other, the silent understanding passing between them - her dominance, his submission, the beautiful, unspoken contract of their marriage.

Then he kissed her.

His mouth slanted over hers, his tongue sweeping past her lips to taste her. She met him with equal fervor, her hands tangling in his tousled brown hair, pulling him closer. The scratch of his sweater against her bare skin was a delicious friction. She could feel the hard length of him, already straining against the soft gray sweatpants, pressing insistently against her lower belly.

He broke the kiss, his breath hot and ragged against her mouth. “Emma,” he groaned, the word full of awe and desperation.

“The bed,” she whispered against his lips.

He didn’t need to be told twice. In one smooth motion, he bent, his arms sliding under her knees and around her back. He lifted her as if she weighed nothing, cradling her against his chest. The strength in him, so often hidden by his quiet demeanor, sent a fresh jolt of heat straight to her core. He carried her the few steps to the four-poster bed and laid her down in the center of the cool, white linens.

He followed her down, covering her body with his, his weight a welcome anchor. His mouth found hers again, then trailed a burning path down her neck, to the sensitive hollow of her throat. He nudged her legs apart with his knee, settling between them, the rough fabric of his sweatpants a maddening barrier against her bare, aching flesh.

His mouth left her skin, and he pushed himself up on his arms, looking down at her. The firelight played over his face, etching the desire there in stark relief. He reached for the hem of his t-shirt and pulled it off in one swift motion. His chest was solid, lightly dusted with brown hair, his shoulders broader than she’d realized. He was beautifully, wonderfully average, and in this moment, he was everything.

His gaze dropped to her breasts. He lowered his head, his lips closing around one taut nipple.

A sharp gasp tore from Emma’s throat. His mouth was hot, wet, skillful. He suckled deeply, his tongue flicking and circling the peak, while his hand came up to cradle the other breast, his thumb mimicking the rhythm on that nipple. Pleasure, bright and electric, shot from her breasts to her clit, making her arch her back off the mattress. He switched sides, giving the same devoted attention to her other breast, laving it with his tongue, drawing it into the heat of his mouth until she was whimpering, her fingers clutching at the sheets.

His mouth moved lower, trailing open-mouthed kisses down the quivering plane of her stomach. He nuzzled the blonde curls, his breath hot against her most intimate skin. She felt him hook her booted legs over his shoulders, the cool leather a contrast to the heat flooding her body. He looked up the length of her body, his eyes meeting hers, asking a silent permission she had already granted a lifetime ago.

Then he lowered his head.

The first flat stroke of his tongue, from her entrance all the way up to her clit, was a revelation. It was practiced, confident, exactly as it had been on their wedding night. A deep, ragged moan escaped her. He settled into a rhythm, his hands gripping her hips, holding her steady for his feast.

He licked her with long, slow passes, then focused on her clit, circling it with the very tip of his tongue. He sucked it gently into his mouth, and her hips jerked off the bed. He lapped at her entrance, tasting her gathering wetness, then pushed his tongue inside her, shallowly at first, then deeper. 

He was lost in it. In her. His world had shrunk to the taste and smell and feel of her pussy. He worshipped her with his mouth, his tongue a tireless instrument of her pleasure. Minutes blurred together. The only sounds were the crackle of the fire, her increasingly desperate moans, and the wet, obscene music of his mouth on her sex.

She was close. A tight, sweet coil was winding tighter and tighter in her lower belly. Her thighs trembled around his head. “John... yes... right there,” she panted, her head thrashing on the pillow.

But just as the first flutter of orgasm began to gather, he pulled away.

She cried out in frustrated protest, her eyes flying open.

He was kneeling between her legs, his own breathing harsh. His eyes were glazed, his lips glistening with her wetness. He fumbled with the waistband of his sweatpants, pushing them and his boxers down in one clumsy motion. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, curving up towards his stomach.

He didn’t wait. He didn’t ask. He positioned himself at her soaked entrance, the broad head nudging against her. He looked into her eyes, a final, silent plea.

She nodded, a sharp, almost imperceptible movement.

He pushed forward.

He filled her in one slow, inexorable stroke. A punched-out gasp left her lungs. He was big, stretching her wonderfully, the fullness a stark, physical manifestation of his possession. For a moment, he was still, buried to the hilt inside her, his body trembling with the effort of control.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were earnest, deep, and rhythmically urgent. He braced himself on his arms above her, his eyes locked on hers. Each drive of his hips sent a shock of pure sensation through her. The slide of him inside her was slick and hot. She wrapped her booted legs high around his waist, crossing her ankles, using the leverage to meet him thrust for thrust. The leather of her boots slid against his back.

It was good. It was physically satisfying. The friction was perfect, the angle deep. But as she looked up at his face, contorted in focused pleasure, as she felt the building, predictable rhythm of his hips, a cold, analytical part of her mind detached.

This is nice.

The thought was a splash of icy water.

It was nice. It was fine. But it wasn’t the raw, overwhelming power she’d felt with her exes, the men who’d taken her with a brutal, selfish expertise that had left her feeling conquered and furious and alive. This was... loving. Devoted. John was making love to her, his every thrust an act of worship, an attempt to please.

And it was over almost as soon as it began.

––––––––
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To be continued....
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