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1

My husband’s company rented out the penthouse floor of the downtown hotel. A band, catered spread,  everybody dressed to the nines; it was the whole shebang
I wasn’t used to seeing my husband’s coworkers out of their bankers’ suits, but even still, they looked pretty much like the same men who called the shots in my man’s weekday world, fake smiling, quick judging, and always deciding who mattered and who didn’t.
It’s just the way the world was, and Gerald didn’t matter much in it, not yet, anyway.
He told me I looked perfect before we left. “Not too much,” he said, watching me zip up my crimson dress in the mirror. It fitted tight, higher neckline, but thin enough to show my shape when I moved. I’d curled my hair because he liked it down.
The room felt warm. My husband’s hand rested on my lower back as he moved us through the crowd. He leaned in close to introduce me to people whose names I didn’t catch. They all looked me up and down, trying to hide it their gaze, and I played my role, pretending not to notice. Gerald noticed. He even smirked at me, which surprised me.
I could tell he was enjoying the attentin by much his hand moved up and down my back, slow and deliberate, maybe like a reminder that though others’ were gawking, I was his. And I was, nothing could change that.
He guided me toward the bar, and that’s when I saw the one man who didn’t look away when I caught him watching. He was older than the rest, broader through the chest, tan lines showing at his collar. His tie was loose.
“That’s my boss,” my husband said quietly. “Rick.”
So that was Rick.
He looked straight at me while he spoke to someone else, never breaking eye contact. It felt rude and deliberate. My husband leaned down. “He’ll want to meet you.”
I said I didn’t think I should interrupt. He smiled, still looking at Rick. “You don’t have to. He’ll come to you.”
He was right. A minute later, Rick turned up beside us. “So this is the famous wife,” he said. His voice carried just enough to draw glances from people nearby.
My husband laughed. “The very one.”
Rick’s hand found mine. Firm, confident, like a man used to closing deals. His thumb pressed into the center of my palm before letting go. “You’ve been hiding her from us,” he said to my husband.
“Hard to get her out,” my husband said. “She likes quiet nights.”
“Quiet nights are wasted youth,” Rick said, smiling at me. “You should come out more often.”
“I try,” I said. I grinned sheepishly and felt like an idiot.
“You can start tonight.” He gestured to the bar. “Let me get you a drink. What are you having?”
I looked at my husband. He nodded. “Go ahead. I’ll catch up.”
He was going to leave me alone with the guy? Rick waited for me to step up beside him, his hand brushing my arm as he turned us toward the bar. My skin shivered where he touched it. He ordered for both of us, his voice smooth and low, close enough that I could smell the heat of bourbon on his breath.
When he handed me the glass, his fingers didn’t move away right away so that we fought for the glass.
He watched me take my first sip, too. Bourbon. It was warm going down. I didn’t usually drink liquor straight, but I didn’t tell him that. I wanted him to think I was more experienced, that Gerald was more worldly.
“You ever been to one of these before?” he asked.
I shook my head. “No. First time.” I couldn’t lie.
“I know.” He looked me over again, not being subtle at all. “You don’t carry yourself like the others.”
I didn’t know what that meant, but I didn’t ask.
“You’re what, mid-twenties?”
“Twenty-six.”
“Married young?”
I nodded.
“To Gerald,” he stated like he was filling in a form in his mind.
I looked toward my husband. He was now talking to a group of guys in jackets and button-downs, already half-laughing at something. He looked over, checked on me, smiled lightly, and turned away, leaving me there.
“Yes,” I said. “Three years ago,” I turned back to Rick.
“Hmm.” He let the sound stretch. “You wear it well.”
I took another sip. The bourbon was stronger now, or maybe I was just feeling it more.
“I meant it,” he said. “He’s a lucky man.”
I smiled and looked down into my glass. “He knows.” I looked back up and rolled my eyes.
“Good.” He shifted closer, just enough that I could feel the pressure of his arm brushing mine. “But he’s also brave. Not many of the men leave their wives around men like me.”
I couldn’t reply to that. I didn’t want to ask what he meant because I think I already knew. I might be a trad wife, but I it’s not like I don’t know.
“You wore that for him?”
I looked down.
“The dress,” he said. “He picked it?”
I nodded once. “Oh yes. He told me it looked good.”
“He’s not wrong.”
His eyes stayed on my body longer than they should have. I took a slow sip just to give my hands something to do.
“Come here a second,” he said. He nodded toward the balcony behind the bar, where the glass doors stood open and the city lights spread out like a lit map. “It’s loud in here.”
I hesitated. I looked again, but my husband had moved to the other side of the room. I could still see his head and shoulders through the crowd, leaning in to talk to someone else. He didn’t look my way this time.
Rick didn’t touch me. He just turned and walked toward the doors, trusting I’d follow.
And I did. I didn’t think Gerald would mind. He seemed at ease leaving me with Rick.
The air outside was cool, and the hum of the city sounded softer than the party behind us. He leaned his elbows on the railing, then glanced over his shoulder at me.
“Pretty view,” he said. “But I still like the one I had inside better.”
I stepped up beside him. “You’re awfully forward.”
“I don’t do games.”
“Nor me,” I said.
He smiled. “I wasn’t sure you’d follow me out here.”
“I wasn’t sure either, to be honest.”
That was the first time he reached for me, just his hand, sliding around my waist, resting low on my hip. I hadn’t noticed how far the balcony wrapped away until we were walking it. Rick didn’t say anything, just strolled a few steps taking me with him, like bringing another man’s wife out for air was something he did during every company function.
I didn’t feel uncomfortable with it. Gerald knew.
The music behind us dimmed with every step. Conversation too. The open glass doors faded behind potted palms and pillars. The further we moved, the more aware I became of the fabric of my dress clinging to the backs of my thighs, the echo of my heels against the concrete.
He stopped at a corner where the railing curved, partly hidden from the rest. His drink hung from his fingers, untouched.
I turned halfway back. The glass doors were still visible, barely.
I scanned for my husband. Found him.
His head was tipped back in laughter, mouth open, one hand gesturing wide like he was mid-story. But just for a second, in the middle of it, his eyes broke from the group and landed on me like he knew I was looking for him.
He saw exactly where I was. Who I was with. And he smiled. Not a big one, not a laugh. Just this tiny, knowing smile at the corner of his mouth. Then he turned back to his group.
I felt my throat tighten. Should a man let his wife get away from a party with another man like that? I’m not even asking as a trad wife, just any wife.
“You okay?” Rick asked.
I nodded once, slowly. “It’s just, a little strange being away from him.”
“You’re not far.”
“It feels far.” I laughed at myself.
He didn’t answer. He just stepped a little closer, the top of his shoulder brushing mine.
“You don’t do this often, do you?”
“What, talk to people?”
He looked at me with a small grin. “Talk to men like me.”
I swallowed hard.
“I don’t usually dress like this either,” I said.
“No,” he said, letting his eyes sweep down then up again, slower this time. “I didn’t think you did.”
He let the silence stretch this time. No small talk. No movement. Just standing there in the dark corner, breeze tugging a strand of hair across my collarbone.
Then, his voice lower, “Did he tell you to follow me?”
I just stared at him. “No, of course not.”
“But he didn’t stop you either.”
I had to shake my head finally.
His eyes didn’t move. “Interesting.”
“I’ve never been to this hotel,” I said, changing the subject. My voice came out smaller than I wanted. “It’s beautiful.”
Rick’s arm was still close enough that when I shifted, it pressed softly against mine. He didn’t lean away, but then, neither did I.
“I come here for meetings sometimes,” he said. “They’ve got a private bar on the roof. Real quiet. Fireplace, booths.”
I nodded, unsure why he was telling me that. He pressed harder against me and I let him.
“The wine list is ridiculous,” he added.
“I don’t really know wine,” I said, half turning, looking at his mouth, his eyes.
“You don’t need to. You just need someone who does.”
I glanced at his hand. He wasn’t looking at me anymore, just out over the city, like we were two colleagues having a conversation. But the way his fingers brushed mine, once, then again, wasn’t boring. It was slow and casual, knuckle to knuckle, like he was tracing me one inch at a time. I let him.
He pressed more and I pulled my hand back slightly, more out of reflex than intention. He didn’t chase it. He just waited, seemingly knowing I would come back.
My chest felt tight. I looked over again toward the balcony doors.
My husband was there, standing near them now, talking with a shorter man I hadn’t seen before. His drink was fresh. He was sipping, nodding along. But when I stared longer, his gaze cut to me again.
Just a glance. But it found me like he knew all along where I was, like I was never really out of his sight.
And again, he smiled. Just that little twitch at the corner of his mouth.
I felt my breath catch.
“Is he watching you?” Rick asked.
“Yes,” I said and I pursed my lips.
“Does that make you nervous?”
I couldn’t answer him about what it made me feel. But in truth, my legs felt warmer, the air tighter against my skin.
“He trusts me,” I said finally, brushing strands of hair from my face.
Rick made a sound, not a laugh, but not disbelief. Something between, something unreadable. .
“You don’t seem like the kind of woman who likes to be watched,” he said.
“I’m not,” I said. “I wasn’t, anyway.”
He turned to face me fully. “Until?”
I couldn’t say it.
“Until now,” he said for me.
I looked down. My hand had drifted back near his again. Close enough that my pinky was touching his knuckle.
He didn’t move.
“You know,” I said, trying to change the subject again, “we almost didn’t come tonight. I said it was too much trouble. I didn’t know what to wear. I didn’t want to be a distraction.”
He smiled again, slower this time.
“Oh, sweetheart,” he said. “You’re not a distraction. You’re the highlight.”
I blinked hard. My skin was tingling. The edge of my bra felt tight against my ribs.
I looked once more toward the glass doors. My husband wasn’t there now. I couldn’t see him at all. And that made my heartbeat louder.
“Your strap’s twisted,” he said.
I looked down. My dress had shifted a little, one of the thin shoulder straps curling inward.
He reached up and fixed it, just two fingers, slow and careful, brushing along my collarbone before tugging it back into place.
I could’ve done it myself but I let him.
“There,” he said, letting his hand drop, but not stepping back.
I felt the shape of his touch lingering, the skin beneath it warmer, pulsing faintly.
“I don’t usually . . . ” I started, but the words just evaporated.
He didn’t fill the gap for me this time.
I shifted my weight and turned slightly toward the railing. Behind me, the party carried on, voices, clinking glass, laughter. I looked for my husband. Nothing.
“He was right behind us,” I said.
Rick didn’t respond.
I scanned again. “He’s probably just talking to someone,” I said, mostly to myself.
“Or,” Rick said quietly, “he’s giving you space.”
My stomach turned. “For what?”
He didn’t answer. He just reached past me to set his glass down on the ledge behind us. I caught the scent of his cologne as his arm brushed my back.
I looked up at him. “He wouldn’t want me to be alone.”
“You’re not alone,” Rick said. “You’re with me.”
I laughed, short, nervous. “That’s not helping.”
“It’s true.”
I took a small step away, just to breathe. His fingers found my wrist. Not a grab, just a touch.
“Do you want me to stop?” he asked.
I didn’t answer. I looked down at where his fingers touched me, then back at the glowing glass doors in the distance.
Still no sign of my husband. But I could feel him. Not physically, but in the air between us. His permission. His unspoken dare. His encouragement.
“He said I should talk to people more,” I said.
Rick moved closer, voice softer. “That what this is?”
“I don’t know what this is.”
“Feels like more than talking.”
My breath came shallow.
“I should go back in.”
“Okay,” he said. “Do you want to?”
I blinked. I didn’t. Or I did. I wasn’t sure anymore.
His hand slid lightly along the inside of my arm, from wrist to elbow. My body swayed toward it without meaning to.
“You’re nervous,” he said.
“I’m married.”
“I know.”
I looked up at him.
“I’m not going to do anything you don’t want,” he said. “But if you want to see what it feels like to be wanted a little harder tonight . . .  ”
My breath hitched.
“You’re already halfway there.”
“I just need the bathroom,” I said. My voice was steadier than I felt.
Rick’s hand dropped away. He nodded like he understood. “End of the hall inside. Past the bar.”
I turned without waiting, walking quickly back toward the light.
The noise of the party hit me all at once, laughter, music, the clink of bottles behind the bar. I moved through the crowd, eyes scanning.
He was near the drinks table, leaning against a pillar, half in shadow. Talking to no one now. Just sipping, calm, unreadable.
When he saw me coming, he didn’t move.
I reached him and took his hand without asking. “Can we talk?”
He let me pull him a few steps around the corner, to the edge of a curtained service nook, dim and empty. The music was muffled here.
I turned to face him. “You saw?”
He nodded.
“You didn’t stop it?”
He looked at me. “Do you want me to?”
My chest tightened. I couldn’t answer right away.
His eyes dropped down my body, not slow, not leering, just easy. His voice dropped lower. “You liked how he looked at you?”
I swallowed. “Yes, I guess,” I squeezed out.
His hand came to rest on my hip. Not possessive, more like steadying me.
“I like it too,” he said.
That’s when everything turned inside out in me.
“You . . . ” I started. “You liked it?”
His thumb moved across the fabric of my dress. “I didn’t think I would, but . . .”
I stared at him. My whole body felt alert, wired, hot.
“I just thought it’d be harmless,” he said. “He flirts. You flirt back. That’s all.”
“It wasn’t harmless though. I’m your wife.”
“No,” he said. “You’re right. But it was hot.”
I didn’t move. His hand stayed there, steady on my hip.
“You’re my wife, I know that,” he said, softer now. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t like to see what happens when someone else wants you. Someone like him.”
“I didn’t plan any of that,” I said.
“I know.”
“I didn’t even, ” I broke off, cheeks burning. “I didn’t touch him back.”
“I know.”
He leaned in, kissed the side of my neck, then said into my ear, “I still think you should go back out there.”
I pulled back enough to look him in the face.
“Are you serious?” I whispered with harshness, scandalized, or at least trying to act it.
His eyes held mine. “Just talk. Just be there. Let him talk to you. Let him want you.”
“That’s insane.”
He smiled. “It’s still us.”
I didn’t answer right away. His words sat between us like heat waves rising off my skin. He still hadn’t moved his hand from my hip.
“You’re not jealous?” I asked.
He tilted his head a little. “Should I be?”
I waited for the smirk, but he didn’t give one.
“I don’t know,” I said. “I think I would be.”
He stepped a little closer, his other hand brushing the inside of my arm.
“I watched him talk to you,” he said. “Watched the way he looked at you. I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone want you like that. And he’s Rick, he’s my boss! He can have anybody.”
I stared at him. “You want that?”
He exhaled through his nose. “I didn’t know I did. Not like that. But . . . ”
I licked my lips. My mouth was dry.
“It’s not just him,” he said. “It’s you. You flirted. You didn’t back away. You let it happen.”
“I didn’t know what was happening.”
“You knew.”
I couldn’t argue. I looked down. “I didn’t hate it.”
He shifted closer. “You looked incredible.”
My stomach clenched. I felt lightheaded, but steady somehow.
“You liked that he wanted me? That I . . . ” I stopped myself.
“I liked that you could do that to him,” he said. “That you could be that woman, if you wanted to. And that you’re mine still, in the end.”
I looked up. “What woman is that?”
“The kind who makes men jealous of me.”
I let that settle.
“So you’re okay with this?”
He nodded, slow. “It’s interesting.”
That made me smile. A tiny, nervous one. “Yeah,” I said. “It is that.”
His hand moved, slid around to my lower back, pulled me against him.
“Don’t do anything you don’t want to,” he said.
“I certainly won’t.”
“But don’t stop just because it feels new.”
I nodded. My heart was pounding.
“Just talk?” I asked.
“Just talk.”
He kissed me. A slow one. Firm. No rush. Then he let me go. “Or whatever,” he added almost as an afterthought.
“Finish your drink,” he said. “Then go see if he’s still at the bar.”
I went to the bathroom. It was empty, dim, quiet. The hum of the party outside was muffled behind the heavy door.
I locked the stall and sat, but didn’t need to go. I just breathed.
My heart was still hammering in my chest. Not from fear. From something else.
I hadn’t touched Rick. I hadn’t said anything out of line. I hadn’t even smiled too much.
But I did let it happen. And I wasn’t confused about what it was anymore.
I closed my eyes. I’d always been a good wife. A good woman. That word meant something to me, modest, kind, polite, respectable. Not wild. Not loose. Not the kind of woman who lets her husband’s boss undress her with his eyes.
And yet . . .  He had.
And my husband saw it and didn’t stop it.
Worse, he liked it.
I stood slowly, caught my reflection in the mirror. The strap Rick had fixed still lay perfectly across my shoulder. My lipstick was still mostly there, but a little soft at the corners.
I took out the tube, reapplied it. Slowly. Watched myself as I did it.
That was when it hit me. I wasn’t thinking about how I looked. I was thinking about how Rick would see me.
Would he notice the new line of red? Would he see that I’d fixed it for him?
My pulse spiked. I pressed the stick harder, fumbled with it, set it down, breathed again, and fixed the shine under my eyes with my fingertip. Blotted. Tilted my chin slightly.
This isn’t me, I thought.
But something deep inside me, hot and low, answered back.
Maybe it is.
I touched the gold chain around my neck, delicate, simple. A gift from my husband. I stared at it for a moment. Then let it fall.
I smoothed my dress, turned side to side. Not too much. Not too obvious. Right?
I opened the door. The music seemed louder now.
I walked back out. I didn’t even make it to the bar.
Rick saw me first. He was already walking toward me, one hand tucked in his pocket, the other holding his drink. The confidence in his stride was different now, less casual, more certain. Like he already knew the answer to a question he hadn’t asked.
I didn’t stop him. I let him come to me.
He slowed just before reaching me. His eyes swept me again, and I let them.
“You reapplied,” he said.
I smiled. “You noticed.”
“I notice everything,” he said.
I tilted my head. “That so?”
He nodded once. “You’re different.”
“Am I?” I asked, letting the word hang with a smirk.
His eyes narrowed just slightly. “You know you are.”
I reached for his drink without asking, brought it to my lips, took a slow sip while watching him watch me. Then handed it back.
“Yours is stronger,” I said.
He didn’t move. His hand closed around the glass again, but he didn’t drink.
“You didn’t come back just to say goodbye,” he said.
“No,” I said. “But I didn’t come back to do anything wrong either.”
“That depends on who’s watching.”
I glanced past him.
My husband stood exactly where I’d left him, only now he was watching openly, no more pretending. One hand at his side, drink in the other, head tilted slightly. A smirk. His eyes glowed. He wasn’t just okay with this. He was down with it.
When he saw me look, he raised his eyebrows just a touch. Like he was curious what I’d do.
I smiled, small, knowing, just for him.
He smirked back. Then gave me the smallest nod and turned away as though to give me privacy.
I turned back to Rick, feeling a rush low in my belly.
“Is he still watching?” Rick asked.
“Yes,” I said. “But I don’t think he’s the one I’m trying to impress anymore.” I flared my eyes at him.
Rick exhaled through his nose, slow and amused. “Careful,” he said. “You’re starting to sound dangerous.”
I leaned in, just a little. Close enough that he’d feel the warmth off my skin.
“Maybe I am,” I said. “You said there’s a rooftop patio?” I asked.
Rick blinked once, like he hadn’t expected me to say it. “Upstairs,” he said. “Private bar. Fireplace. Empty this time of night.”
I let the silence hang for a beat, then smiled. “You should take me there.”
He watched me for a second, eyes flicking across my face. “You want to?”
I didn’t look away. “I think we should go somewhere quieter, don’t you?”
That got him. He grinned. “You’re full of surprises.”
“Oh you haven’t seen the half of it.”
He stepped back. “Let me grab another round.”
“Make mine the same,” I said. “Whatever you’re having.”
He nodded and turned toward the bar.
I exhaled, slow and sharp, and pulled my phone from my clutch.
I typed fast.
“Going upstairs with Rick. Says there's a rooftop patio. Private bar. Nobody up there.”
I stared at the message. The blinking cursor felt louder than the music.
Then I hit send.
I waited. Ten seconds. Nothing.
Then, three dots.
A thumbs up and nothing else.
I stared at it, my pulse racing in my throat, in my fingertips, between my legs.
I slipped the phone back into my bag, smoothed my dress again, and turned to see Rick watching me from the bar.
He lifted both glasses, nodded once.
I walked toward him.
He held both drinks in one hand, the other resting loosely in his pocket.
I reached for my glass as I came up beside him, letting my fingers graze his as I took it.
“Lead the way,” I said.
The elevator was tucked behind a gold-accented partition near the rear of the lobby, half-hidden. He stepped ahead to press the button, and I followed, just close enough to feel the heat of his body.
We stepped inside. The doors slid shut.
I stared straight ahead, watching our reflections in the polished metal.
I took a small sip, stronger than I expected. My lips tasted like lipstick and bourbon.
Rick didn’t speak. He stood beside me, quiet, hands full, eyes on the numbers.
I took one step closer, not brushing him but narrowing the space. I let my arm hang loose at my side, almost touching his.
Something about the quiet made everything feel bigger. The hum of the elevator. The echo of my heels.
My thoughts.
I wasn’t supposed to be this woman. Not the kind who flirted with her husband’s boss. Not the kind who slipped away into elevators, drinks in hand, heading toward god knows what.
But somewhere between the quiet confidence in my husband’s eyes and the raw heat in Rick’s, something had shifted in me.
I still felt like a wife. Still wore the part. But my usual rules, the ones about modesty, about appearances, about dignity and control, felt more like clothing than identity.
Clothing I could take off.
I looked over at Rick, just as he glanced at me.
“You’re quiet now,” he said.
“I’m thinking.”
“See? dangerous,” he said.
I smiled and tilted my head. “I think you want me to be.”
He raised an eyebrow. “You’re not wrong.”
I took another sip. Then said, softer, “You don’t get women like me up here very often, do you?”
Rick chuckled low. “Not like you, no.”
I looked forward again and the elevator pinged.
As the doors opened, I stepped forward first.
“Then try to keep up,” I said.
I didn’t look back to see if he was smiling.
The rooftop was quiet like he promised.
Dim light washed up from sconces built into the low stone walls. Tall glass panels boxed in the patio, muting the city noise to a low shimmer. In the far corner, the fireplace flickered behind a sheet of glass, casting soft light over a cluster of slate-colored couches and a low black table.
Nobody else was up there.
Rick stepped past me, motioned toward the far end. “Over there.”
I followed. My heels clicked once or twice, then sank into silence against the rug between the couches.
I eased down onto one end, drink in hand, crossing my legs at the knee, pressing the fabric of my dress down. I sat up straight at first. Still the trad wife, right?
Rick took the opposite end. No rush in him.
He set his drink down, leaned back, one arm draped behind the couch like he owned the place.
“This is nice,” I said, because I needed to say something.
He nodded. “Quiet enough to think. If you’re into that.”
I gave a soft smile. “Maybe too quiet.”
My legs felt warmer now. The breeze against the back of my knees reminded me just how much skin the dress left bare.
“I didn’t think I’d come up here with you,” I said.
He took a sip, watching me over the rim. “But you did.”
I nodded. “I did.”
“And now you’re wondering what that says about you.”
That made my jaw clench. Not angry. Just tight. He wasn’t wrong.
“I’m wondering what it says about him,” I said.
Rick shifted slightly. “Your husband?”
I nodded. “He didn’t stop me. He even smiled. Told me to talk to people. Told me not to stop something just because it felt new.”
Rick gave a slow exhale.
“That’s more than most men would’ve done.”
I looked down at my glass.
“I’ve never done anything without him,” I said. “Not like this.”
“What does ‘like this’ mean?”
I looked up. Held his gaze. “You know what it means.”
Rick didn’t flinch. “Yeah. I do.”
I set my drink down. My hand trembled just slightly. I folded it into my lap.
“I still feel like myself,” I said. “But I’m not sure what that is now.”
“Who do you think you’re supposed to be?”
I opened my mouth. Nothing came out at first. “I’ve always thought of myself a certain way,” I said finally. “A good woman. A faithful wife. Conservative. Proper.”
He leaned in, just a little.
“You still are,” he said. “You’re just also something else. And maybe this is the first night you let yourself see it.”
I looked away. The firelight flickered across the glass.
Maybe he was right. Maybe that’s what scared me most.
That I liked being here. That I wanted to know what would happen if I stayed.
I didn’t say anything. I watched the flames shift and lick against the glass. I could feel the heat from them now, a soft wash on the side of my bare calf.
I uncrossed my legs and let them settle side by side. My dress tugged higher as I shifted.
Rick didn’t speak. But when I glanced over, he was looking, not at my face, either, and not even trying to pretend. His eyes were on my legs, steady and unashamed.
He didn’t move all at once. Just leaned forward to take another sip, then sat back again, this time a little closer. His thigh angled toward mine, not touching, but near enough I could feel the heat of him.
I let my knees drift an inch toward him.
The air between us thickened.
When his hand moved, it was slow. Confident. He let his knuckles brush the side of my knee, barely grazing.
I didn’t pull away.
The contact was so small, so tentative, but it lit up something in me. I felt it in the back of my throat, in my stomach, between my thighs.
His hand didn’t slide up. It just stayed there.
My voice came out quiet. “If he walked up here right now . . . ”
Rick didn’t answer right away. His fingers shifted, barely grazing again.
“I think he already knows,” he said.
I closed my eyes for a second. I could see my husband’s face, his calm, steady gaze, the way he’d looked at me before I came up here.
“I don’t know if he wants me to stop,” I said.
Rick’s hand slid half an inch higher.
“Do you?” he asked.
I opened my eyes. Turned toward him.
“I don’t know who I am right now,” I said.
He leaned in a little more. “You’re the woman who came up here. Who asked for quiet. Who put fresh lipstick on and told me to keep up.”
I swallowed. His fingers moved again, slow, sliding just above my knee.
I looked down at where his hand touched me, then up into his eyes.
“I don’t want to stop,” I said.
His hand stayed right there, warm on my thigh, fingers resting just past the hem of my dress. Not moving, not forcing.
I could’ve stopped it. I could’ve stood. Straightened my skirt. Said goodnight. Walked back to the elevator and texted my husband that I’d changed my mind.
But I didn’t.
I let myself breathe into it. Into him. Into the new heat pooling low in my belly.
Rick’s fingers curled slightly, brushing against my skin with the faintest pressure. His thumb moved, slow and deliberate, a half-circle on the inside of my thigh.
I felt it in my hips. In my chest.
He leaned in again, not touching, not yet, just close. I could feel his breath against the side of my cheek.
“I want to touch more of you,” he said.
I turned my head just slightly toward him. “Why haven’t you?”
“Because I like watching you decide.”
That answer twisted deep. I shifted toward him, just an inch. My knee touched his.
My thighs parted, just enough.
His hand moved higher. His palm warm now, full against the soft skin above my knee. I felt the press of his fingers, the subtle flex of muscle in his forearm as he eased closer on the couch.
I let my shoulder brush his chest.
He turned his head, and now his lips were close enough that if I breathed too deep, we’d touch.
“I’ve never done this,” I whispered.
“You’re doing it now.”
His nose touched my cheek, just barely.
“I don’t know how far I can go,” I said.
He let his lips hover beside mine. “You go as far as you want. You stop when you want. You ask for more when you want.”
I looked down. His hand was higher now, resting at the edge of the line where modesty would’ve once mattered to me.
It didn’t feel like cheating. It felt like burning. I looked back up.
His lips were right there. I didn’t close the gap. But I didn’t move away either.
My breath caught. His lips brushed the corner of mine. Not a kiss, just contact. Soft. A warning. A promise. I didn’t pull back.
He stayed there, not pressing further, letting me feel the warmth of his mouth, the heat of his breath.
My heart was racing. I was trembling slightly, but not from fear. From something deeper. Something wild and impossible to reason with.
I turned my head, slow, and the side of my mouth grazed his.
That tiny shift sent a jolt through me.
He didn’t speak. I opened my lips, barely, and let my mouth hover next to his.
I could feel him waiting for me, seeing if I could keep up.
I didn’t know if I wanted to stop or lunge forward.
My fingers curled into the fabric of the couch. I leaned in, not a full kiss, just enough for the shape of his mouth to mold against mine.
We held there, mouths touching but not moving, just breathing. My lips parted again. His breath caught.
I could taste him, bourbon, heat, something older and unfamiliar.
I shifted again, needing to feel more, and my thigh pressed against his. His hand moved higher, fingertips trailing up the inside.
My hips twitched. I felt it like a pulse in every part of me.
He turned his head slightly and this time, our mouths met fully, but still no kiss. Just pressure. Contact. Intention.
His nose brushed mine. My breath stuttered. I was barely holding on.
Every second that passed without breaking the tension only wound me tighter. I wanted to move, to act, to let go.
But I also wanted to keep feeling this, the terrifying, impossible, delicious moment before anything truly happened.
I opened my eyes. He was staring at me.
And I realized, I was smiling. A tiny, shocked, crooked smile.
“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I whispered.
Rick’s lips barely touched mine. “You’re not doing anything yet.”
He kissed the corner of my mouth, one slow press, careful and claiming.
My thighs parted. My hips tilted. My hand lifted off the couch and touched his chest.
“I think I’m going to, though,” I said.
His hand slid higher.
I didn’t stop it. I kissed him instead. I even whimpered a tiny escaped cry.
I kissed him again. Not hard. Not deep. Just the soft press of lips parting, a slow slide, the kind that lingers.
Rick didn’t rush. He let me find the rhythm, let me set the pace. His mouth opened with mine, his breath mixing with mine, his hand resting where I’d left it on my thigh, unmoving, but heavy with promise.
I kissed him again, a little harder now. My fingers spread across his chest. I could feel the rise and fall of him, the slow thrum of control he was holding onto.
I shifted closer. My knee pushed between his. My thigh slid over his, and the dress pulled tight across my hips.
His hand finally moved. Just a little. From thigh to hip. His palm flattened and curved around me, pulling me a fraction closer.
I let out a sound, not a moan, not a word. Just breath. Hot. Shaky. Wanting.
He kissed my jaw, then under it, slow and open-mouthed. His lips grazed the side of my throat, the soft spot that made my shoulders rise when he touched it.
I tilted my head back. Let him taste that part of me.
“I shouldn’t want this,” I whispered.
“But you do.”
I didn’t answer. My mouth found his again. This time I kissed him with both hands in his hair, pulling him in, losing the last thread of careful.
His hand slid around my waist. Found the zipper. Didn’t pull, just rested there.
I pulled back half an inch, breathing hard.
“I’ve never done anything besides him.”
Rick looked at me, his eyes dark. “You’re not without him. He sent you.”
The words cracked something open in me.
I didn’t speak. I just nodded. His hand moved. The zipper came down, slow. I heard every inch of it.
I sat up slightly, and the dress eased lower across my chest. He didn’t rip it. He didn’t tear. He peeled.
My bra wasn’t padded. He saw all of me in one slow reveal.
His mouth parted, but he didn’t speak.
His hand came up, slow, flat-palmed, reverent, and he cupped me.
My back arched.
“God,” I breathed. It was electric, it was spellbinding.
He kissed between my breasts, then lower.
I spread my legs without realizing I had.
The hem of the dress rode up as he slid down between them.
I touched his belt. My fingers trembled, but I didn’t stop.
There was no noise from below. No one else up here. Just firelight, my skin against leather, and a man who didn’t rush me.
He stayed there, kneeling between my legs, hands on my thighs, not moving higher yet. Just resting there. His thumbs swept slow arcs against my skin, pushing my dress higher each time.
The air was cooler on my legs now, skin prickling with each shift of his touch. I looked down at him, chest rising and falling fast. My bra was still half-on, straps slid down but not off, cups pushed aside, my breasts bare in the firelight.
He leaned forward, kissed just above my knee. Then higher.
Each press of his lips was slower than the last. My fingers curled against the arm of the couch. My nails dug in.
“I’m not sure how far I’m allowed to go,” I whispered.
Rick’s mouth paused against my thigh. “You haven’t said stop.”
I swallowed. My body was already saying go.
He kissed higher. Then again. My thighs parted more, and I didn’t think about whether I should anymore.
“You don’t ask permission for this with other women, do you?” I asked barely able to breathe.
“No,” he said.
I was still wearing my wedding ring. I hadn’t even thought about taking it off.
His hands slid up, under the dress now, slow and warm, fingers brushing the line of my panties.
He didn’t tug. Not yet.
He just looked up at me. Waiting.
I gave a nod. Barely more than a breath.
His fingertips traced the edge of the fabric. Then lower.
I gasped, quiet, sudden, sharp. My hips twitched under his hands.
I could feel myself soaking through. There was no pretending now. My thighs trembled. I didn’t try to stop them. They shook hard.
Rick leaned in again. Kissed higher. His breath against the wet fabric made me jolt.
I was open. Exposed. My dress tugged up around my waist. His hands were steady, slow, sure.
Still no rush. I was ready to scream.
Just the unbearable heat of being right there, wanting more, legs wide, breath shaky, waiting for the last of my old self to let go.
His fingers hooked just beneath the edge. They didn’t pull.
He looked up at me, and I looked down at him. The firelight flickered over his face, over my skin, casting everything in a dim, unreal glow.
My chest was rising and falling faster now. I could feel the way the air hit my nipples, still bare, still sensitive from the slow drag of my bra.
Rick’s thumbs stroked once, just along the crease where my thigh met the cotton.
“Tell me,” he said, voice low, steady. “Tell me if you want this.”
I could’ve whispered it. Could’ve nodded.
Instead, I reached down, placed my hands over his, and guided them lower.
That was my answer.
He tugged, just an inch. The fabric shifted. Another inch.
I lifted my hips slightly, and that was all it took.
He slid them down, slowly, like he was unwrapping something he didn’t think he deserved to touch.
My panties eased past my hips. My thighs. My knees.
He didn’t drop them. He peeled them the rest of the way off and laid them carefully beside him.
I was bare now. My thighs parted again, wider this time, heat building between them so thick I could feel the slipperiness without even touching.
Rick’s hands came back to my knees, sliding up slow, spreading me more.
I held his gaze. My cheeks were flushed, my whole body alive.
He stared at me, right there, and I didn’t close my legs.
“Jesus,” he murmured.
I bit my lip. My head tipped back against the couch. I couldn’t believe this was me. This body. This moment. This permission.
I reached for him, my fingers in his hair.
“More,” I said, barely a breath. “I want to feel more.”
He lowered his head.
His breath hit my thighs first, warm, damp from his mouth. His lips brushed once, just above where I ached to feel him. I jerked at the contact, thighs twitching.
He didn’t go straight to it.
He kissed along the inside of one thigh. Then the other.
Then lower again.
I felt every inch of it, like my skin was listening.
His hands moved up my sides as he kissed. They slid under the fabric bunched at my waist. Up over my ribs. Back to my breasts. He cupped one gently, thumb brushing across the nipple, and kissed higher on my thigh.
I was shaking now. Not with fear, something deeper.
I’m married, I screamed inside my head.
The thought flickered through me, sharp and unreal.
I’m a wife. A good one. A traditional one.
His mouth moved again. Closer.
My hips lifted before I could stop them. My hand gripped the edge of the cushion, knuckles white.
Then what is this? What am I doing?
Then he licked me, slow, deliberate.
I gasped, hips bucking up into his mouth.
He held me there, tongue pressing in a slow stroke from bottom to top. Then again. And again.
I felt myself open, spread, surrender.
One of his hands slid beneath me, lifting my hips higher into his mouth, and the other returned to my breast, thumb circling the nipple in slow, teasing spirals.
I was whimpering now. Legs spread wide. Heat pounding inside me.
Every second pushed me closer, deeper.
“I shouldn’t be . . . ” I whispered, eyes closed. “I shouldn’t . . . ”
But I didn’t stop him.
He sucked, slow and wet. His tongue moved with skill, with patience, with absolute control.
I dug my heel into the couch. My thighs clenched around his head.
He didn’t pull away.
I was panting now. Moaning without words.
What would my husband say?
But I already knew. He said he wanted this. He gave this to me.
My fingers threaded into Rick’s hair and I pulled him tighter against me.
I rolled my hips, no rhythm, just desperation, chasing something now, something impossible to explain.
I was close. So close already.
And when it hit, when my body seized, legs locked around his head, mouth open in a silent cry to the sky, I felt it in my spine, in my throat, in every lie I’d ever told myself about the kind of woman I was.
I was his wife. And I was coming on another man’s mouth.
I lay back, head tilted over the arm of the couch, thighs still parted, the inside of them greased and warm. My chest heaved with every breath.
Rick was still between my legs, kissing softly now, gentler, slower, like he was savoring the last of it. Then he rose.
He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, but not before I saw the glint of moisture on his lips.
I turned my head to look at him. He watched me with something between hunger and awe.
“I’ve never seen anyone come like that,” he said.
I didn’t answer. How could I? I’d never come like that before!
My body felt too loose, too open. My skin buzzed like it was still catching up.
But somewhere inside the daze, something else started stirring, sharp and clear. I wanted to know what I could do.
I wanted to know if I could make him lose himself the way he just unmade me. It was sudden, but it didn’t feel reckless. It felt necessary.
I sat up slowly, pulling the straps of my dress down my arms, letting the top slide fully off. I didn’t hide. I didn’t cover myself.
Rick’s eyes dropped instantly, and I saw the shift in his posture, stiffening, tensing.
I reached for his belt. My hands still trembled slightly, but I didn’t stop.
He looked down at me. “You don’t have to.”
“I want to,” I said.
I paused. “I need to see if I’m good at it.”
His mouth parted. His breath caught.
I undid his buckle slowly, then the button, then the zipper. My fingers brushed the fabric. He was hard, of course.
“I’ve never done this for anyone else but him,” I said.
That hit him. I could see it in his face.
I pushed his pants down, then eased him back on the couch, my hand following the shape of him through his briefs, the warmth and pressure growing under my touch.
I hooked my fingers beneath the waistband.
“Do you want me to?” I asked.
Rick nodded once. “God, yes.”
I pulled them down.
He was thick, heavy, already flushed.
I paused to look.
Then I leaned forward, licking slowly from the base to the tip, my tongue flat and slow.
His groan was low, involuntary.
What am I doing? I thought.
But the thought wasn’t shame, it was power.
I wrapped my hand around the base and opened my mouth, taking him in. Not all at once. Not perfectly. But I was learning.
He started breathing hard already.
I kept going. Deeper. Slower. My tongue curled along the underside as I moved, one hand steady, the other stroking where my mouth couldn’t reach.
He touched my hair. Not pushing. Just holding.
I looked up at him while I took more.
I’m a wife. A good one. But now I’m also this.
I didn’t want to stop.
I eased my mouth down over him, slow and steady. I wanted to feel it all, the weight of him, the heat, the way his breath hitched the moment I took him deeper.
His hand stayed in my hair. No pressure. Just there.
I wasn’t fast. I wasn’t practiced. I went by feel, by instinct, tasting him inch by inch, stopping when I needed to, adjusting the angle of my wrist, learning what made him exhale harder, what made his thighs tense.
My lips slid lower, my hand stroking the base, twisting gently, syncing with the rhythm of my mouth.
He groaned, deep, low, not performative. Just raw.
I glanced up and saw it in his face: restraint. Control. He was letting me work, letting me try, letting me take pride in how he responded.
I didn’t expect the rush that followed.
It hit me mid-stroke, this wild, dizzying sense that I was doing this. That I’d made him like this.
That I was the reason he was breathing harder now, hips shifting under my mouth, fingers tightening in my hair.
I’m a trad wife. My wedding ring caught the light as my hand moved over his length. I shouldn’t be here. I shouldn’t be doing this. My husband . . .
But he’d smiled. He’d nodded. He knew. He wanted this.
I sucked harder, let more of him slip past my lips. My jaw ached, but I didn’t care. I adjusted, took him deeper. My tongue flattened under him, stroked up as I pulled back.
His thighs tensed again.
“That’s so fucking good,” he muttered, voice cracked open.
I smiled around him. I moaned for him.
I tried again, slower now, lips tighter, one hand cupping his balls, just gentle enough to make him twitch.
He grunted. His hips pushed up slightly. I allowed it.
The wet sounds filled the space now, oiled, rhythmic, obscene.
It thrilled me. I’d never been like this. Not even with my husband. Not this bold. Not this eager.
And now I needed to see how far I could take him.
I sucked harder. Twisted faster. Let him fill my mouth to the edge. My cheeks hollowed as I worked, tongue fluttering, saliva spilling, heat rising in my chest.
He was panting now. Voice gone.
My jaw trembled from the effort, but I didn’t stop.
His thighs had started to tense in rhythm with my mouth. Not every time, just when I sank lower, when I twisted my wrist right at the base, when I hummed around him and let the vibration tease something deeper out of him.
I felt the pressure building in his body, how he kept pausing his breath, how his grip in my hair tightened just a little more with every pass.
I didn’t stop. I took him in again, wet and slow, letting my tongue swirl as I slid down. His hips bucked just slightly and I held there, sucked harder, and then, I pulled off.
A hard, wet pop filled the space between us.
His body jerked like something had been taken away too fast.
I grinned.
“Too close?” I asked. My voice was husky, flushed from the work. Saliva ran from the corner of my mouth, down my chin. I wiped it with the back of my wrist, smearing it across my cheek without care.
Rick looked dazed. His lips were parted. His hands still hovered midair like they hadn’t figured out where to go next.
“You almost lost it,” I said, laughing softly. “Didn’t you?”
He swallowed. “Jesus.”
“I didn’t think I’d like this,” I said. “But it’s kind of fun.”
His cock twitched at that. Fully out, wet, flushed, twitching against his stomach.
I crawled up onto the couch beside him, slow, teasing, letting my breasts brush his side as I swung one leg over to straddle him. I didn’t sit all the way down yet, just hovered, bare, wet, still warm from what he’d done to me.
His hands found my thighs. They trembled.
“You’re not who I thought you were,” he said.
I smiled wider. “Neither am I,” I said. “Turns out I’m the kind of wife who sucks her husband’s boss off and makes him say thank you for it.”
I leaned in close, lips near his ear.
“But not yet,” I whispered. “You don’t get to come yet.”
I pulled back and gripped him again, just at the base, squeezing gently. He twitched hard in my hand.
“You’re going to wait,” I said, smiling like it was a joke I was finally in on. “I want to make this last.”
I stroked him slow, my palm sleek from earlier, fingers curled just right. He twitched in my hand, still flushed, still wet from my mouth.
His eyes were locked on mine now, lips parted, throat tight.
I stayed straddled above him, hovering, hips tilted forward just enough that my bare heat brushed his stomach. I could feel his skin smooth against mine.
"You thought I was sweet," I said, voice low, teasing. “Just the quiet little wife.”
Rick didn’t speak. He just nodded, barely.
I leaned in close again, my breasts brushing his chest, my mouth at his ear.
“You didn’t expect me to be the kind of girl who takes every inch of you down her throat, did you?”
His breath hitched hard.
I kissed his jaw, then the corner of his mouth.
“Because I’m going to,” I whispered. “I’m going to swallow every drop when I make you come.”
He groaned, hands gripping my thighs.
“Just not quite yet,” I said, pulling back just enough to see the desperation in his face.
I slid down between his legs again, slow, licking a trail along the inside of his thigh. I kept my eyes on him as I reached his cock again.
One hand around the base, I kissed the tip, soft, open-mouthed, just enough to make him flinch.
Then I flattened my tongue and dragged it all the way up the underside, slow, wet, teasing.
“Still holding on?” I asked.
He nodded again, strained. “Barely.”
“Good.”
I took him back into my mouth.
Deeper now.
My throat opened, slowly at first, then more, letting him slide further. My lips stretched tight around him, and I used both hands this time, one stroking, the other cradling him below, gentle but firm.
He groaned again, louder now, and I felt the pulse of him in my mouth.
I bobbed slower, eyes locked on his. My cheeks hollowed with each motion. I could taste him, salt, skin, heat.
I moaned around him, low and throaty. The sound made his hips buck, just a little.
I pulled off again, gasping softly, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand.
“That close already?” I asked. “And I haven’t even gotten serious yet.”
Rick’s hands gripped the cushion. His knuckles were white. I chuckled.
I leaned in again, letting the head of his cock rest against my lips.
“I told you,” I said, dragging my tongue along the tip, “when I decide to finish you, I’m not leaving anything behind.”
Then I kissed him there, just one slow, open-mouthed kiss, before pulling back again, smiling as he twitched helplessly in my hand.
“But not yet,” I sang.
I circled the head of his cock with the tip of my tongue, lazy and slow. Just enough to keep him throbbing. I didn’t take him back in yet, I just played with him.
His hips kept shifting like he couldn’t help it, like his body was trying to chase my mouth. I tightened my grip at the base each time, holding him there, keeping control.
“You’re trying so hard not to lose it,” I said, smiling against his skin. “It’s cute.”
Rick exhaled hard, chest rising fast now.
I dragged my tongue along the underside again, slow and flat. His thighs tensed beneath me.
“Bet you’ve never had a woman do this for you,” I whispered. “Not like this. Not for her fun.”
I kissed along his shaft, soft, teasing kisses that made him grow even harder in my hand.
“Think you’re going to impress me just by keeping it together?” I asked. “I want to see you fall apart.”
He groaned, frustrated, desperate.
I licked the head again. Swirled. Then sucked. Just the tip. Just enough to make his hips jerk and his hands twitch on the couch.
I pulled off with a wet pop, then stroked him slowly, deliberately, dragging my thumb over the wet spot I’d just left.
His jaw clenched.
“You’re going to break if I keep this up,” I said. “Aren’t you?”
He didn’t answer. But I saw the change.The tension. The need. His body was past patience now, shaking, his breath gone erratic.
His hand rose again. It hovered just above my head.
Waiting.
I saw it. Knew what he wanted. I didn’t stop him. I didn’t say no. I just looked up at him, lips parted, and let him see the answer in my eyes.
His hand closed on the back of my head, fingers fisting in my hair, grip rough, controlled but not gentle anymore.
I gasped just as he pulled me down onto him.
There was no warning. He shoved deep into my mouth, thick and fast, forcing me to open wider than I’d managed before. My throat resisted, gagged slightly, then adjusted.
He held me there. My nose was against his skin. My lips stretched around the base. I felt his cock throb at full depth. And I moaned.
He pulled back, then shoved forward again. Faster. Harder. Both hands in my hair now, guiding me, using me.
I braced my palms on his thighs, fingers digging in, and let him. Let him fuck my mouth. Let him use me the way he needed to.
I let go. The trad wife had become a hotwife.
My eyes watered. My throat flexed around him with every thrust. Spit pooled at the corners of my mouth and dripped down my chin. I didn’t care. I was soaked between my legs.
It hit me without warning. The pressure I didn’t even realize had been building deep in my belly snapped. My thighs clamped. My hips jerked.
A raw, pulsing orgams that started in my clit and ripped through me like lightning. My whole body shook. My moan vibrated around his cock.
Rick groaned loudly, feral, guttural. He shoved deep. Held me there. And then he came too, with me.
Hot pulses flooded my throat, thick and salty.
I swallowed on instinct. Swallowed again. Didn’t stop until it was all down.
He pulled back slowly, breathing hard, cock twitching once as it slipped from my lips.
My chin dripped with spit and come. My thighs were still trembling. My whole face was flushed, raw, soaked in the aftershock of both of us.
I sat back on my heels, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, dazed.
What the fuck just happened?
But I was smiling too.
Rick was still catching his breath, chest rising and falling, his head tilted back against the couch.
I wiped the corner of my mouth with a shaky laugh.
“Well,” I said, voice ragged. “That escalated.”
He looked down at me and gave a crooked smile. “You’re fucking dangerous. I knew it.”
I crawled up onto the couch beside him, settling against his side, both of us flushed and out of place against the sleek cushions and flickering firelight.
“My body’s never done anything like that,” I said.
He let out a soft chuckle. “You think?”
I slapped his thigh gently. “Shut up.”
He reached for a napkin from the low table and dabbed the corner of my mouth, then trailed lower, slow and gentle, down to where a thin string of spit still clung to my chin. Or was it come? Then my throat. Then my chest.
I watched him, skin still tingling, thighs still wet and sticky between.
He handed me a clean one. I wiped along his length, careful, slow.
“You’re a mess,” I said.
“You started it.”
I smiled. “I’m not sorry.”
We cleaned up together, quiet now, both of us still reeling in the aftermath.
When I stood, I smoothed my dress back down, adjusted my bra, tucked everything in. My panties were still off, folded near the edge of the couch. I looked at them, then at him.
He raised an eyebrow.
He took them.
He zipped up and buckled, ran a hand through his hair, and looked me over one last time.
“You good?” he asked.
I nodded. “Yeah.”
“Ready to go back down?”
I hesitated, then said, “Yes.”
We stepped into the elevator, silent for the first few seconds. My body still buzzed. I could smell him on my lips. Feel the residue of what we did between my thighs.
When the doors opened and the party noise swelled up around us again, I spotted him almost immediately.
My husband. He stood near the bar, drink in hand, talking to one of the other junior reps.
But as if he felt me before he saw me, his head turned.
We locked eyes. His gaze flicked down me, subtle but knowing. Then he smiled.
A small, slow, satisfied smile. No questions. No words. Just that expression. Like he already knew everything.
I crossed the room slowly, weaving through clusters of conversation and music, the low clink of ice in glasses. Rick peeled off to the far end of the bar without a word.
I reached my husband and stopped just beside him, not quite touching.
He didn’t look at me right away. He finished whatever he was saying, then turned, offering me the last sip from his glass.
I took it. Let the liquor burn down my throat.
His hand found the small of my back. Warm. Familiar. Steady.
Then he leaned in, lips near my ear.
“You look different,” he murmured.
“Do I?”
He nodded. “Your cheeks are flushed. Your lipstick’s gone. You’re breathing like you just ran a mile.”
I didn’t answer.
Then, softly, calmly, he said, “You don’t have to tell me.”
I looked up at him.
“It’s better that way,” he said. “For both of us.”
I nodded, but I was unsure if it was better.
His hand slid a little lower on my back, gave a slow, reassuring stroke.
“Still mine,” he said under his breath.
I smiled. And I meant it.
He leaned in, lips brushing my temple, warm and familiar. His hand rested low on my back, right at the base of my spine.
“You ready to go?” he murmured, his voice thicker than usual.
I blinked up at him. “Already?”
He nodded, then let his fingers trail just barely over the top curve of my ass through the dress. “Yeah. I want to get you alone.”
That caught me off guard.
I expected restraint. Hesitation. Some quiet reckoning. Not this. Not the tension in his jaw. Not the heat in his touch. Not the way his eyes kept sliding down my body like he couldn’t help it.
He took my hand, casual, easy, and guided me toward the exit like any husband would. We said goodbye to no one.
In the elevator, he stood behind me, arms loosely around my waist, head near my neck.
“Did you have fun?” he asked, low.
My stomach flipped. I swallowed. “Yeah.”
He kissed just behind my ear. “Good. You look incredible.”
The doors opened on the lobby. We didn’t speak again until we hit the night air. His hand slipped around my waist. Not protective, possessive.
“You cold?” he asked.
“A little.”
He pulled me closer, his hand flat across my hip. His thumb moved. Slowly.
We walked to the car. He opened the door for me. Inside, doors shut, engine on. Still nothing about it.
He rested his hand on my thigh. “You smell good,” he said.
I shifted in the seat, my legs clenching instinctively. I turned toward him. “You’re not going to ask me?”
He looked over, eyes unreadable. “Ask you what?”
“You know what.”
He exhaled once. “No. I told you. I don’t want to know.”
His hand moved up my thigh, fingers splaying over the bare skin just below the hem.
“But I can guess,” he said.
I didn’t speak.
I just spread my legs slightly.
His hand stilled. Then moved higher. “You’re wet,” he said quietly.
I looked straight ahead. “Yeah. A little.”
He cupped me gently through the thin fabric of the dress.
“I didn’t think it’d turn me on like this,” he said.
I smiled. “Me either.”
He took the next turn too fast. Tires whispered over the pavement as he pulled into a dark side street, quiet and half-lit, tucked behind a row of closed shops.
He threw the car into park.
We sat there, both breathing. His hand still on my thigh.
I turned toward him, my seatbelt still on, dress pulled up high from where he’d been touching me.
“You’ve never acted like this,” I said, smiling.
He looked over, eyes dark, jaw tight. “You’ve never made me feel like this.”
I reached down and unclipped the belt. “That so.”
I climbed over the center console before he could react, knees braced on either side of his hips, my dress hiked all the way up now. He could see I’d lost my panties somewhere back there.
He leaned back, stunned.
I leaned in. “I’m not going to be quiet tonight.”
His hands came up to my hips, but I slapped one away playfully, then ground down against his lap.
He let out a low groan.
“You’re so wet,” he whispered.
“Wonder why,” I said, laughing, pressing my forehead to his. “You said you didn’t want to know.”
He smiled at that, but his hands tightened on my ass.
“We’ve never done this in the car,” he said.
“We’ve never done this,” I said.
I reached between us, unbuckled him, pulled him out, hard and ready. I teased the head of him against myself, slow, back and forth, not taking him in yet. Wetting him in me.
He grunted, hips shifting. “You’re going to kill me.”
I grabbed his face with both hands, kissed him hard, then pulled back just enough to murmur:
“I’m going to fuck you. Right here. Like I’m not your wife. Like I’m something else.”
He stared at me.
And I sank down, slow and tight, inch by inch, until he was buried in me.
His head slammed back against the seat.
I started to move. Not soft. Not slow. I rode him with a rhythm that made the car creak, windows fog, my laughter fill the air between us.
“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” he whispered. “I can’t believe you let me.” He grabbed my hips and held on.
I leaned down, kissed his throat, his jaw, his mouth.
And fucked my husband like he was someone new. Like I was someone new.
My hands pressed flat to the ceiling of the car as I rode him, arms shaking from the effort. The dome light above flickered once from the force of it, but I didn’t stop.
His hands gripped my hips, fingers digging in hard, trying to slow me down, but I didn’t want slow.
I wanted everything.
His cock felt bigger inside me like this, thicker, deeper, more alive. Every movement sent aftershocks through my body, nerve endings alight and over-responsive. I was swollen from what Rick had done to me. My clit still ached, my thighs still slick, and now my husband filled me with a completely different kind of need.
I moved faster.
His breath hitched. “Jesus, you feel, fuck . . . ”
I laughed, breathless, half-moan. “You can’t keep up with me now?”
“You’re so fucking tight,” he growled, thrusting up into me.
I let out a loud, high-pitched sound I’d never made with him before, raw, involuntary. My hips bucked down hard against him, and his hands flew up to the ceiling beside mine to brace us both.
The car rocked.
Sweat dripped down my back.
His head tipped forward, mouth open against my collarbone.
“You’re, god, you’re dripping on me,” he gasped.
I laughed again, wild and free. “Then don’t stop.”
He slammed up into me, and I met him, full force.
The sound of wet friction filled the car. The seatbelt buckle clacked against the door. The windows fogged entirely.
My hands slipped on the ceiling fabric, but I held tight, fingers curled now.
“Look at you,” he groaned. “Look at what you’ve turned into.”
“I like what I’ve turned into,” I whispered back.
Every thrust hit me high and deep, pressure mounting with dizzy intensity.
I was already close. My legs started to tremble again.
He saw it. Felt it. He grabbed the back of my neck and pulled my mouth down to his.
“Kiss me when you come,” he said, voice breaking.
And so I did, the good dutiful wife.
I crashed over the edge with my lips against his, moaning into his mouth, thighs locking tight around his hips, pussy clenching hard over his cock.
He held it in for two more strokes, then lost it. His whole body jerked. He groaned, deep in his chest, as he came inside me.
I kept kissing him. Soft now. Slow. Trembling.
His arms wrapped around me, pulling me down until I was crumpled against him, both of us gasping, stuck together, hearts pounding.
He whispered something I didn’t catch, forehead pressed to my shoulder.
I didn’t ask him to repeat it. We just stayed there, fogged windows, car rocking gently in the quiet.
Eventually, he kissed my forehead, tucked my hair behind my ear, and whispered, “Let’s take my wife home.”
He said it soft. Intimate. Like a joke only we understood.
I smiled, small and quiet. Slid off him, eased back into my seat. He adjusted himself, zipped up, reached over and helped me pull my dress down. No rush. No shame. Just us.
The drive was quiet. My hand in his. His thumb running slow over my knuckles.
At home, we didn’t speak much. We moved through the motions like always, shoes off, lights low, bedroom door closing behind us.
I peeled off the dress. He tossed his clothes over the chair.
We slid into bed like we always did.
Pajamas warm, limbs wrapped together. His arm under my neck. My leg hooked over his. The sheets cool against our skin.
The room was dark except for the faint glow from the hallway.
He reached up and touched the lamp switch.
I caught his wrist. “Wait.”
He paused.
I shifted to face him, heart suddenly loud again. “I need to ask you something.”
He didn’t move. Didn’t answer. Just waited.
My voice shook. “Do you know? For sure? What I did tonight?”
Silence. Then he exhaled through his nose.
“I know enough,” he said.
That answer hit like a soft blow to the chest.
“But do you know?” I asked again. “I can’t fall asleep if you don’t say it.”
He looked at me in the dim light. His eyes were tired, open, calm.
“I know where you went,” he said. “I know who with.” He reached up, touched my cheek. “And I know you came back to me.”
My throat tightened. He leaned in and kissed me. Not deep. Just there.
“I don’t need details,” he said. “I just needed to see that look on your face when you walked back in.”
I nodded, eyes wet.
He flicked the light off. We lay there, quiet. His arm around me. My heart still pounding.
We lay quiet under the covers, tangled again, but softer now. The night air moved through the cracked window, and our skin still stuck faintly where it touched. My leg was over his. My arm around his chest.
I spooned him. The way we always ended the night. But this wasn’t like every night.
I moved my face closer to the back of his neck. My lips brushed his ear. My voice was barely more than a breath. “I sucked off your boss.”
His body tensed, just a second, then softened again. And then, quietly, he said: “I know.”
He reached down, found my hand, laced our fingers together beneath the blanket.
Neither of us moved. Nothing else was said.
But everything had changed. Yet both of us were still here.
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Morning. I leaned into the kitchen counter, fingers around a mug comfortably warm. I wore a loose robe, thin and long, graceful.
Gerald came behind me, placed his hands on either side of the counter to box me in. He smelled like toothpaste and sleep. I could feel the warmth of his bare chest through the thin fabric at my back. He said nothing at first. His breath stirred the hair just above my ear.
Then, “You slept deep.”
“I was tired.”
“Figured you might be.” His hand moved to my waist.
“Was it good?” he finally asked.
I turned inside his arms to face him. His eyes were darker this morning. Focused. My lips were dry. I licked them before I spoke. “I don’t want to lie to you.”
“Don’t.”
I held his gaze. “Okay. It was more than good.”
He exhaled. His hands came to my hips and he pulled me forward until our bodies touched through the thin fabric of my robe and the soft knit of his pajama pants. I could feel him hardening already.
“Tell me what he did,” he said. “All of it.”
I didn’t flinch.
I said, “He started by fixing my dress strap.”
I untied the robe. I let the fabric fall open. His eyes dropped instantly. He looked at me like it was the first time. My breasts were bare, still marked faintly where Rick’s hands had pressed into me. I didn’t cover them.
Gerald stepped back just slightly so he could see everything. His fingers stayed at my hips.
“I want you to say it all,” he said. His voice was low. No hesitation. “I want to hear what you let him do.”
I leaned back against the counter, spreading my legs just enough to part the robe. My skin felt flushed again, even in the cool of the kitchen.
“He touched me,” I said. “On the balcony. Just my waist at first.”
“Did you stop him?”
“No.” My voice caught.
He nodded slowly. “Where else?”
“Later? His hand was on my thigh. When we sat upstairs.”
Gerald was breathing harder now. He pulled a stool from the island and sat, looking up at me like I was a story he was about to hear for the second time, only this time he’d actually listen.
“Start at the rooftop,” he said. “From when you sat down.”
I closed the robe halfway, but didn’t tie it. I turned and leaned back against the counter again. My breasts swayed slightly with the shift, nipples tightening in the air.
“There was a fire,” I said. “A low table. Couches. I sat across from him. He told me it was quiet enough for us to think.”
“And did you?”
“No.” I paused. “I was already too far gone for thinking.”
His eyes dropped to my thighs. I let them part just a little more.
“I told him I’d never done anything like it before,” I said. “He told me I still looked like myself. But different.”
“Did you feel different?”
I nodded. “I still felt like a good trad wife. But . . . “
My hand drifted slowly up to my breast and I let my fingers brush over the nipple. He watched. Didn’t interrupt.
“Keep going.”
“He asked if I wanted him to stop.”
“Did you?”
“No.”
“What did he do next?”
I smiled, pursed my lips, blushed. “He waited. Just looked at me. Let me open my legs on my own.”
Gerald shifted on the stool. His pajama pants tented. He didn’t touch himself yet, just sat there, watching me.
“He kissed me,” I said. “But not right away. First, he touched my thigh. He let his hand rest there for a long time. And then, when I said I didn’t want to stop…”
I slid my fingers down between my thighs. The fabric of the robe bunched around my hips now.
“… he kissed me.”
Gerald’s chest rose harder. His jaw clenched.
“I want to see,” he said.
“See what?”
He stood, stepped forward, placed a hand on the counter beside my hip, and used the other to pull my robe fully open again.
“Everything,” he said. “I want to see all the places he touched you.”
I didn’t close my legs. I didn’t look away. I said, “Then get on your knees.”
He dropped without a word. The tile was cold under his knees, but he didn’t flinch. His hands moved to my thighs, spreading them wider. I kept my heels planted, knees bent slightly, letting the robe fall fully open now. The sash dragged against the floor. My skin was warm everywhere, flushed and tight across my chest, sheen low between my legs.
He stared. Not reverent, not stunned. Just absorbing. His fingers brushed the inside of my thighs first, then higher, close to where Rick’s mouth had been, close to the heat still radiating between my legs. His thumbs pressed gently outward.
“Here?” he asked.
I nodded. “Yes.”
He leaned forward, but didn’t kiss me. He just inhaled.
“You smell like him.”
I didn’t answer. I kept my hands on the counter behind me, pressing down, bracing. My nipples were stiff, my breathing unsteady now. He tilted his head, still kneeling, still close.
“Did he lick you?”
I nodded again. I couldn’t talk.
He exhaled, a hot rush against the inside of my thigh. “How?”
“Slow,” I said. “He took his time.”
Gerald’s mouth touched my skin then, just above my knee. He kissed, then again, trailing higher. I was already wet. He hadn’t touched me there yet, but my body had no doubt what was coming.
He kissed along the crease where my thigh met my pelvis, then shifted to the other side and mirrored it. I twitched when his breath skimmed across the top.
“You let him do this to you?”
“Yes.”
“You came?”
“Yes.”
He looked up at me. “Hard?”
I swallowed. “So hard I thought I’d pass out.” I chuckled.
He dragged his fingers higher, parting me now. He didn’t tease. He didn’t flick or test. He just exposed me, open, glistening, and then kissed right on the spot where Rick had started.
I gasped.
He licked once. Then again. Then paused.
“You taste so good.”
I didn’t move. I didn’t speak. My thighs trembled. My breath caught.
He licked again, slower now, firmer.
“You like that?”
“Yes.”
“You like standing in our kitchen, first thing in the morning, robe open, while you tell me about my boss who fucked your mouth last night?”
I said nothing. I just nodded, barely.
His hands clutched my ass and pulled me forward off the counter. He brought his mouth fully against me now, lips and tongue working together. He was hungrier than Rick had been. Less patient. His mouth moved in tight, controlled circles and I cried out.
“You’re going to come again,” he said into me.
My hands slapped the counter. My hips bucked forward and I pressed myself against his face, groaning, trembling. I wasn’t gentle. I ground into his mouth. I let my knees give.
He held me up.
When I opened my eyes again, he was standing. His chin was wet. His cock pushed hard through his pants.
I looked at him. “Take it out,” I said.
He pulled the drawstring loose in one motion and let his pants fall. No boxers. He was already hard, flushed, the shaft thick and veined, the head dark and wet at the tip. I didn’t wait. I dropped to my knees where he’d just been, the tile cold and biting under my skin. My hands closed around the base. My mouth opened.
I licked first. One long drag up the underside, tasting the salt of his skin, the heat of him. He groaned above me. I glanced up. His hands hung at his sides, fingers twitching.
I opened my mouth and took him in.
Slow at first, just the head. My lips stretched around it, slippery from my spit already. I twisted my wrist while I worked my mouth over him, letting the rhythm build. His cock twitched against my tongue. I pulled back, licked the tip, then took him deeper.
“Fuck,” he breathed.
I kept going. Deeper. My throat tightened, but I adjusted, angling my jaw, relaxing everything. My nose pressed to the soft skin at the base and I held him there, my lips sealed tight. I moaned. The vibration made him twitch again.
I came off him. “This is how I sucked your boss last night,” I said to him innocently. “If you wanted to know. I sucked like a good trad wife should.”
His hand touched the top of my head. No pressure. I looked up at him, mouth full, throat stretched, drool slipping from the corners of my lips. I pulled back slowly, dragging my tongue the whole way.
“You want to come in my mouth like he did?” I said.
He didn’t answer.
I spit on the head, jerked him once, then swallowed him again, bobbing faster now, the rhythm greased and filthy. The wet sound echoed through the kitchen. My nipples scraped the edge of the counter each time I leaned forward. My knees were burning. I didn’t stop.
“God,” he muttered. “You’re not the same.”
I pulled off with a pop, panting, spit trailing from my bottom lip to the head of his cock.
“I’m not,” I said. “You turned me into this.”
I jerked him once more. His hips bucked. His jaw clenched. I opened my mouth and let the tip rest on my tongue.
“Do it,” I whispered. “I want it.”
His whole body tensed. The first pulse was thick, hot, straight to the back of my throat. I swallowed before the second hit. Then again. I kept my mouth open, lips wrapped tight, not spilling a drop. His hands gripped the counter behind me. Every twitch filled me.
When he was done, I stayed there, mouth still open, tongue out, letting it run over my lip, down my chin, onto my breasts.
He looked down, chest heaving. “Show me.”
I did. Then I swallowed everything and opened again to show him I’d done it.
He reached down, pulled me to my feet, and kissed me hard on the mouth.
Then he whispered, “Text him.”
I blinked.
He said, “Tell him you’re free for lunch.”
I rinsed my mouth at the sink, not because I needed to, he’d seen I hadn’t wasted a drop, but because I needed a second to collect myself. My robe was still open, skin flushed, thighs damp, hair a little tangled from the floor. I looked out the window above the sink. The morning light was pale and still. Nothing in the world looked different. But I wasn’t the same.
I dried my hands, then reached for my phone. It was on the corner of the island, where I’d left it the night before. I hesitated. Just for a second. Not out of guilt. Not out of fear. Just confusion.
I was supposed to be the kind of woman who didn’t do this. I’d always prided myself on being grounded, respectful, appropriate. Gerald liked that about me. His parents liked that about me. Hell, even my own mother had praised it, called it “old-fashioned values,” like it made me better than other women.
But what did that mean now?
I unlocked the phone. Rick’s number was already there. My last text still visible.
I hovered over the message field. My thumb didn’t move.
A good wife should be faithful. A good wife should be modest. A good wife should know how to carry herself in a way that shows self-respect. These were things I believed. Still believed, I thought.
But I had let another man put his cock in my mouth last night. And I swallowed every drop of him. Then I told my husband and he liked it.
I wasn’t ashamed of that, which was the strangest part. Because it felt like I was only doing my duty, I was doing what my husband asked of me.
It didn’t feel like betrayal. It felt like some locked door in me had swung wide open, and instead of falling into chaos, I’d stepped into something clear.
Gerald didn’t just allow this. He wanted it. And I wanted to please him, of course. But it wasn’t just about him, I couldn’t lie.
I typed slowly.
“Good morning. I’m free for lunch. You say when and where.”
I stared at it. Read it twice. Showed my husband, then hit send.
Three seconds later, the three dots appeared.
Then:
“One o’clock. Same hotel. My suite.”
I should’ve asked if Gerald was sure. I should’ve said something about boundaries. But I didn’t want to find out about them, because it wasn’t just about him anymore.
I turned to where my husband stood at the stove now, scrambling eggs like it was any other day. He glanced over.
“He say?”
I nodded. “One o’clock.”
He smiled. “Wear something easy to take off.”
I pressed my knees together under the robe and leaned back against the counter, suddenly aware of how wet I was between my legs.
I wondered if a woman could still be called traditional when she obeyed her husband’s wish to fuck his boss. Or maybe this was just a different kind of traditional.
A modern one. Hidden, controlled, dressed in pearls and modest dresses. I stayed at the counter while he plated the eggs. My robe was still open. He didn’t tell me to close it. I felt loose in my joints. Quiet in my head.
Gerald poured coffee, slid a plate in front of me. He kissed the top of my head like nothing had changed between us.
After breakfast, I went upstairs to shower. The water was hot, sharp on my skin. When I stepped out, the mirror was fogged. I stood naked for a moment, watching the blur of my figure slowly take shape behind the condensation. I could still feel Rick’s breath on my thighs. Still taste Gerald’s come on the back of my tongue. Still feel how my knees had nearly buckled when I came the first time. And the second.
In the bedroom, the bed was still unmade. I opened the wardrobe.
The contradiction came back fast.
Most of what I owned said “wife.” Modest cuts. Neutral tones. Dresses that stopped at the knee or lower. Cardigans. High necklines. Gerald liked that. So did I. It was the version of myself I’d spent years polishing.
But now?
My hand passed over hangers like I was in someone else’s closet.
I stopped on a black dress. One I’d bought last summer but never worn. It was sleeveless, cotton, clingy through the ribs, flaring slightly at the hips. No zipper. You had to slide it on over your head. No bra would fit beneath it. And if I bent at the waist, it would ride up in the back.
I took it down. Laid it on the bed.
Then I opened my lingerie drawer.
I didn’t own anything a woman like Rick probably expected to see. My panties were mostly cotton. Some lace, but not sheer. I found a nude pair, low-rise, seamless. Tight enough to press between the lips when I was wet. I held them up. The fabric looked thin in the light.
I stepped into them.
No bra.
I pulled the dress over my head. Smoothed it down. Adjusted the hem. The fabric hugged my stomach, the curve of my hips, the slight taper at my waist. My nipples were visible through the material. If someone looked, and he would, they’d be noticed.
I sat at my make-up desk and leaned close to the mirror. My skin looked fresh, a little pink still, like I’d just come in from a morning run. I pressed two fingers beneath each eye, lifted gently, checked for shadows. There weren’t any. Not enough to cover. I didn’t want foundation. I didn’t want anything heavy. I was not a slut.
I dabbed concealer into the corners of my eyes, added a touch of highlighter to my cheekbones, and let my skin do the rest. My lips were still a little swollen. I chose a balm with a faint tint, something between pink and bare. I applied it, watching the sheen settle. It made my mouth look soft. Ready. My jaw relaxed just looking at it. I gripped the stem of the mirror like it reminded me.
I brushed out my hair. The strands were still damp at the nape. I left them that way. Pinned the top half back with a small gold clip and let the rest fall. The effect was simple, but not lazy. Like I’d tried, but not too hard.
I looked down at myself again.
The dress held to my body in a way I wasn’t used to. I could feel the edges of my breasts shifting gently with each breath. There was no structure. No hiding anything. I tested a few steps around the room. The hem swayed against the backs of my thighs. It would lift easily if someone tugged it. Or if I leaned too far, like over the back of a chair, say.
I opened the jewelry box. My hands paused at the pearls. Bridal, you’d say. They flashed when I moved. I added small studs. No rings. A bracelet, and then just for balance, an anklet.
Downstairs, Gerald was in his office. I didn’t go in. I didn’t want to ask if he was sure again. I wasn’t going to give him that out, or take it for myself.
My purse was by the door. I dropped my phone in, keys, lip balm, then paused.
I went back to the kitchen. Opened the freezer. Took out one of the small water bottles I kept in the back. I held it between my thighs for a second before tucking it in my bag. My thighs were flushed again. I could feel the blood there, the heat rising. I didn’t want to be too wet when I got there. Not already.
I slipped into my black heels, leather, nude, nothing distracting. I unlocked the front door.
I looked back. Gerald was watching. I stepped outside as he watched my form recede from him.
The sunlight was high now. I felt it on my bare shoulders. The car was warm when I climbed in. I adjusted the seat. The fabric clung to the small of my back.
I didn’t turn on the radio. I drove in silence, palms smooth against the wheel, legs pressed tight together, every bump in the road a small reminder that I wasn’t the woman I was pretending to be, not anymore.
The front lobby of the hotel was quieter than last night, the staff polite but disengaged. I gave my name at the desk. The clerk didn’t blink, just handed me a key card and nodded to the elevator.
When I stepped in, I was alone.
I checked my reflection in the mirrored wall. I looked like someone’s wife. Someone’s loyal, dutiful, well-kept wife.
I felt like a stranger inside that image.
The elevator chimed. His floor.
I stepped out, heels clicking softly on the thick hallway carpet. I didn’t walk slowly. I didn’t rush. I just moved with purpose. Each door passed with its own silent number. Then I reached his.
I lifted my hand. Knocked once.
The door opened almost instantly.
Rick didn’t smile. He didn’t speak.
He just stepped aside.
I walked in.
The room was quiet. Bright. Large windows. White sheets on a king bed that hadn’t been touched yet.
I turned to face him. His eyes moved down my body, then back up.
“You wore it,” he said.
I nodded.
“I almost hoped you wouldn’t.” He stepped in, let the door close behind me. “That would’ve made me work harder.”
“You don’t need to work,” I said. “Not today.”
He reached out. His fingers brushed the edge of my hip.
“You sure?”
I didn’t answer. I stepped forward, closed the gap between us, and placed my palm flat against his chest.
“My husband said to text you,” I said.
Rick raised an eyebrow.
I said, “He told me to wear something easy to take off.”
He didn’t reach for me right away. He just stood there, the door closed behind him now, hands in his pockets like we were meeting for lunch, not this. He wore a plain white t-shirt that clung to his arms and dark jeans, barefoot on the carpet. His hair was damp, like he’d just come from the shower. He looked clean, casual, calm. I felt anything but.
The room was bright with daylight. No lamps on. The bed behind him was perfectly made, seemingly untouched. A tray on the table held a tall glass of water, a folded napkin, and two silver covers over warm dishes. The air smelled faintly like coffee, linen, and some hotel-brand scent that clung to every polished surface.
He looked me over.
“Turn around.”
I hesitated, but I did it. Slowly. His eyes tracked every inch.
“That’s hardly a trad wife dress,” he said.
I smiled, barely. “It is for this trad wife.”
“Not what you’d wear to a prayer breakfast.”
“It’s stretchy.” I laughed and showed him.
He let out a short laugh. “So are yoga pants. Doesn’t mean I associate them with sin.”
He didn’t know how much I was holding together with that dress.
I turned back to face him. “You wanted lunch.”
“I want to undress you.”
“I know that.”
He stepped in closer. Not touching me yet. Just standing near enough that I could feel the heat coming off his body.
“You ever come to one of these work trips with your husband, dressed like this, and sneak off for an hour?”
I shook my head. “I’ve never done anything like this before.”
He smirked. “I can tell.”
I raised an eyebrow. “Why?”
“You still flinch every time I call you out.”
I swallowed. “I don’t flinch.”
He reached out. His thumb brushed the curve of my waist. “You do. But I like it. Makes me want to see how long it takes before you stop startling.”
“I’m not startling either.”
“No?”
“I know what I’m doing.”
He leaned in, his mouth near my ear now. “Do you?”
I wanted to say yes. I wanted to mean it. But a part of me, the part that folded linens, the part that hosted in-laws, the part that printed devotionals for women’s group meetings, was watching all this from somewhere inside me, like it couldn’t quite make sense of the scene. Like it couldn’t believe I’d chosen the black dress, skipped the bra, left the house with a wet slit and my husband’s blessing.
He kissed my neck. Soft. Deliberate.
“You smell like you iron your napkins,” he said.
I laughed, but it caught. “I do., how did you know!”
He grinned. “Jesus.”
I looked at him. “What? You don’t like that?”
He kissed just below my jaw. “I like that you think it still matters.”
“What does?”
He pulled back just far enough to meet my eyes. “Trying to stay good.”
I didn’t respond. My hands were at my sides. My skin was hot.
“I think you’re starting to like being bad,” he said. “I think you just don’t know how to say it yet.”
I exhaled slowly. My nipples pressed tight against the fabric now, more visible than before. He noticed. Didn’t say a word. Just stepped behind me.
“I’m not being bad if my husband sent me.”
His hands slid around my waist. He pulled the dress taut against my stomach, down over my hips. I felt his breath against my neck again.
“You want to eat first?” he asked, casually.
“No.”
We both laughed again, softer this time. “Didn’t think so.”
He slid his hands up, palms flat over the fabric of my dress, until they reached the underside of my breasts. He didn’t squeeze. He just held them there, like he was weighing them, getting used to the shape of me again. I stayed still. Let him.
“I keep expecting you to tell me you can’t do this,” he murmured.
I tilted my head slightly. “Why would I say that?”
“Because you’ve got that look. Like this is still a moral crisis for you.”
“It’s not,” I said. But I was lying.
He smiled against my neck. “You’re married.”
“You’ve mentioned.”
“You wear it like a badge.”
I reached for his hand and brought it to my chest. I pressed it over my heart. “That part doesn’t come off.”
He looked down at where our hands met, then back up. “But this dress does.”
It wasn’t just his teasing. It was the way he said it, like my body had nothing to do with my identity. Like he could peel the fabric away and none of the rest of it, my vows, my choices, my carefully rehearsed life, would slow him down. And I was letting him.
I took a step back, just enough to make him drop his hands. I reached down and smoothed the hem of my dress. Then, slowly, I pulled it up. Inch by inch. Over my thighs. Over my hips. I stopped just short of exposing the panties and looked up at him.
He waited.
“You want to see what a trad wife wears underneath?” I asked.
His eyes darkened. “God, yes.”
I lifted the dress the rest of the way and pulled it over my head. I folded it once, neatly, and laid it on the back of the chair. Always the neat and tidy wife.
His gaze dropped.
“Those aren’t Sunday panties,” he said.
They weren’t. They were seamless, tight, pressed so close against me that I could feel the line of wetness deepening with every breath. And they left nothing to the imagination.
“Don’t you have a prayer meeting to get to?” he added.
I stepped toward him. “I think this is it.”
He laughed, low, warm, surprised. “That was a good line.”
I was starting to feel it. The shift. That I wasn’t here by accident. That maybe this wasn’t about permission from my husband anymore. Maybe it was about wanting something and taking it.
He reached out to touch me again, but I caught his wrist.
“Take your shirt off,” I said.
He stopped still.
My voice didn’t shake. My hand didn’t move.
He pulled the shirt off over his head.
I ran my fingers down his chest, slow, like I was remembering what it felt like under my palms. I looked at the line of hair down his stomach. The faint tan on his arms. The small scar near his left nipple. Things I hadn’t noticed the first time. Because I hadn’t let myself linger.
“You’re staring,” he said.
I nodded. “I didn’t let myself, last night.”
“And now?”
“I want to remember everything this time.”
He stepped in, close enough that I had to tilt my chin up to keep eye contact. His hands didn’t touch me yet. Mine were still on his bare chest, the skin warm, the slope of muscle just under his collarbone rising with every breath. I trailed my fingers down slowly, tracing the light dusting of hair down the center of his stomach. It wasn’t rehearsed. It wasn’t for him. I was doing it because I needed to feel him, convince myself this was real.
“You ever do this in your kitchen apron?” he asked, voice low, amused.
I blinked. “What?”
“Serve breakfast half-naked. Hand your husband a plate and then suck his cock under the table.”
I didn’t smile. His words hit a little too deeply. Like he’d stepped right into the space I kept cordoned off.
He watched my reaction.
“Too far?” he said, not pulling away.
“No,” I whispered. “But close to it. I’m a proper lady, you know.” I pushed my hips up to chase his touch.
His hand finally touched my hip. Flat palm, fingers curved just under the waistband of my panties. My skin leapt under it. He pulled gently, drawing me into him. His cock was hard now, pressing against his jeans, against me. I could feel the shape of it even through the denim.
“You look like a woman who teaches etiquette,” he murmured. “And you’re standing here with your nipples out and your legs damp.”
“I don’t teach etiquette. I demonstrate it”
“But you know it.”
I nodded. “Yes. Do you have problem with it?”
He leaned in, his mouth just at my ear now. “No. But then what’s the proper way to ask if I can fuck you against that window over there?”
I breathed out, slow. My thighs tightened. I was wet enough that the fabric was sticking to me now, faintly pulling when I moved.
“I don’t know,” I said, “but that sounds like something I should be against.”
He smiled. “So we agree.”
I hated that I didn’t know if I was the kind of woman who said no to this or yes. My whole life had been arranged around certainty, around rules and appearances and doing what good wives do. And I was doing none of that now. But I didn’t feel ruined by it. I felt awake.
He kissed me then. Finally. His mouth wasn’t urgent, not yet. It was warm, exploring, tasting the gloss I’d applied and the salt of nervousness just behind it. I kissed back, harder than I meant to. I felt my hips shift forward against him.
“Take your pants off.”
“You want to see?”
“I want to touch.” I flicked my tongue out and narrowed my eyes.
He smiled. “You’re dangerous.”
I didn’t reply. I just stepped back and watched as he unbuttoned his jeans. He pushed them down and off, stepping out of them with quiet ease.
He was fully hard.
I stared, not to make a point, but because I needed to look. He seemed bigger yet than I remembered. Thicker. Veined. The head flushed dark, a bead of clear wet just starting to form. My breath caught. My stomach tightened.
He watched my eyes.
“Still thinking about saying no?”
I looked up at him. “Thinking about a lot of things, but not that, strangely.”
His hand reached out, traced my jaw. Then down my throat. Then lower, between my breasts, fingers dragging light and slow.
“I want you to turn around,” he said, “and press your palms to the glass.”
I swallowed.
He waited.
So I turned. Crossed the carpet. Reached the wide pane of the floor-to-ceiling window. The sun was warm through it. The city below was half-shadowed, cars crawling, lives moving like mine wasn’t cracking wide open inside this suite.
I placed my palms flat on the glass. My nipples brushed the cool surface. I closed my eyes. There were so many windows, we were so high up, nobody could really see. And if they did, you wouldn’t know it was me.
Behind me, I heard him step closer.
His fingers slid over the waistband of my panties. He peeled them down, slow, easing them over my hips. I shifted one foot, then the other. They dropped to the floor.
His hand moved up. Cupped my ass. Squeezed me, once. Then both hands spread me open.
“Still being a good wife?” he asked, voice low at my back.
His hands spread me wider. He stepped in behind me, not touching yet, just standing so close I could feel the soft heat of his thighs against the backs of mine. My breasts pressed against the windowpane, the glass cool against my nipples, flattening them. I let my palms slide a little lower down the glass, angling my hips back toward him. My breath came shorter now. Slower.
“You like this view?” he murmured behind me, his chin on my shoulder.
I nodded. Then shook my head. “I don’t know.”
“You should,” he said. “It’s a powerful look. A married woman pressed against a window, asking not to be good for a few minutes.”
My eyes closed. I felt the muscles in my stomach tighten, the wet between my thighs growing warmer.
“You really do iron napkins, don’t you,” he added, voice playful again.
“Of course I do,” I breathed more than said.
He stepped in closer, the tip of his cock brushing between my cheeks now. Not pushing. Just resting. A low, teasing pressure. My body reacted before I could stop it, back arching slightly, thighs parting wider, toes lifting me higher.
“I bet you even fold the towels the same way every time,” he said. “Color-coded. Closet organized.”
“You say that like it’s a flaw.”
“I say that like it’s adorable. And hot.”
I let out a shaky breath. “Why hot?”
“Because you built this whole life around being perfect,” he said, his voice right at my ear, “and now you’re letting me undo it one button at a time.”
“There aren’t any buttons,” I whispered.
“Exactly.”
He reached between my thighs. Slid two fingers forward, slow. He didn’t push in, just touched. Parted. He exhaled sharply behind me.
“You’re soaked.”
“Of course I am.”
“Because of me?”
I nodded once. “What do you think?”
“And your husband?”
“He knows I’m here.”
“Still feels like cheating.”
I turned my head slightly. “Maybe it is.”
“But you’re okay with that?”
I didn’t answer. Not with words. I rocked my hips back just enough for his cock to slide down, press between my folds. The contact made my whole body shiver.
He groaned. “You’re not a trad wife,” he said.
That made my stomach twist. My knees went loose.
But I didn’t disagree.
Because maybe I wasn’t. Maybe not for this moment.
Maybe I was becoming something else. A variation. A version that knew how to kneel on Sunday morning and still be bent over a hotel window by Monday afternoon. A woman who used to see “hotwife” as a slur, a joke, a genre, not an identity. But that label was hovering now. Not spoken, but felt. I could almost taste it.
He eased forward, not deep yet. Just the head. He slid the length of himself between my lips, slow, dragging through the wet. Not thrusting. Just teasing.
He didn’t drive in all at once. He held himself right at the edge, just the thick head parting me, pulsing, wet with me now. His hands gripped my hips, steady, firm, not pulling, controlling. I wanted to move. I tried. My thighs tensed, my ass shifted, but he didn’t let me sink back onto him.
“Don’t,” he said, voice calm. “Not yet.”
I groaned, forehead against the glass. My nipples were stiff against it, my breath fogging a small patch in front of my mouth. The city carried on below me. I could see cabs pulling into the hotel loop. A woman in a sunhat wheeled a suitcase past a bellman. No one looked up. No one knew I was spread, exposed, held like this, my such a good traditional wife.
I wasn’t even sure who I was right now.
He leaned forward. His chest pressed into my back. His breath warm in the crook of my neck.
“You’re still thinking,” he said. “Trying to make this fit your rules.”
“No,” I said, too fast.
He chuckled. “Yeah, you are. I can feel it. Your whole body’s tight like it’s waiting for something.”
I closed my eyes. My jaw clenched. My body wasn’t waiting for permission, it was begging. But my mind was still racing, still listing everything this wasn’t supposed to be. Proper wives didn’t do this. Good women didn’t. But my legs were shaking. My skin was burning. I was soaked for a man who wasn’t my husband, and I was bent over willingly. That had to mean something.
“I’m trying,” I whispered.
“To be what?”
“I don’t know. Not just good.”
His hands moved then. One slid up, under my arm, palm flat against my chest. He cupped my breast, squeezed gently, thumb brushing the tight, flushed nipple. The other stayed on my hip, holding me steady.
“I know what you’re trying to be,” he said. “You want to know how I know?”
“Tell me.”
“You haven’t told me to stop.”
He rolled his hips once, shallow, the head pressing in just an inch, then out. Just enough to make me whimper. My fingers curled against the glass. I pushed back, but he didn’t let me take more.
“You could’ve left this dress on,” he said. “You didn’t.”
“I didn’t want it in the way, to get stained.”
“You could’ve worn a bra.”
“Nothing was right for the dress.”
He laughed softly against my neck. “You’re halfway there already. You just don’t want to say it out loud.”
“Say what?”
He gripped my hip harder now. The pressure bruised. His other hand twisted my nipple. I gasped. He pushed just the tip of his cock in again, then pulled out. In. Out. A fraction of what I wanted. A tease designed to break me down.
“Say you’re not just a trad wife,” he said.
I groaned. “Stop.”
“No. Say it.”
My body jerked. “I’m, I’m not, ”
He did it again, slower, deeper. I choked on a sound. My knees buckled slightly. He caught me. Kept me just shy of what I needed.
“Louder,” he said.
“I’m not just a trad wife.”
“What are you?”
I couldn’t say it. Not yet. I was trembling.
He grinned against my skin. “Then I’ll keep teasing you until you do.”
I snapped.
Not in anger, not even in fear. Just something real and hot, rising up from the part of me that had been trying to behave. The part that still clung to decorum, to the idea that I could do all this and still go home untouched by it. That part dissolved.
I pushed back hard, catching him off guard. His cock pressed deeper, halfway, and I let out a sound, sharp and broken, that didn’t sound like anything I’d ever made before.
He grabbed for my hips, bracing, but I was already twisting. I turned, fast and fluid, one hand on his shoulder, and pushed him backward until the backs of his knees hit the edge of the bed. He dropped onto it, cock glistening and hard, his eyes wide with something close to awe.
“Oh?” he said. “So she’s in there after all.”
I straddled him.
“This isn’t her,” I said. “She doesn’t know how to fuck like this.”
“Then who . . . ”
“Don’t talk.”
I took him in one stroke. No teasing. No negotiation. My body dropped onto his, my thighs wide, my hands braced against his chest. The stretch burned, but I didn’t pause. I wanted to feel it. Wanted to be filled, opened, ruined. I rocked once. His hands gripped my hips. I knocked them away.
“I said don’t.”
His mouth opened but he didn’t argue. His cock pulsed inside me.
I started to ride him. Slow at first, the slide of wet skin against skin, the sound of it obscene in the bright, quiet room. I kept my eyes locked on his. My breasts bounced with each movement, nipples flushed and tight. I felt wild. Possessed. My thighs ached, sweat starting to gather behind my knees, at the small of my back. I didn’t slow down.
He tried to touch me again. I pinned his wrists to the bed.
“You want to call me hotwife?” I said, breathless. “Then make room for her.”
He stared up at me like he didn’t know who I was anymore. Like the woman he teased at the window was gone and something else had climbed into her skin.
“I’ll give her back later,” I added. “After I’m done with you.”
I rode him harder. My hips crashed against his, the wet slap of our bodies echoing off the glass and the white sheets and the goddamn neat room service tray.
I was moaning now, unrestrained, head thrown back, mouth open.
He said my name. Not as a question. Just like he needed to remember who I was.
But I didn’t answer. I clenched tight around him, a scream dragged from my throat. My body bucked and shook, hips grinding in tight wet circles until the tremors finally let go of me.
I looked down. Hair in my face. Chest heaving. Thighs glazed. Cock still buried inside me.
He blinked, stunned.
I smiled. I said, “Your turn.”
I don’t know how long we stayed like that, me riding the wave of that climax, him laid back and watching me like he’d just witnessed something irreversible, but when I came down, it was like the whole room had shifted. My thighs were twitching, my chest heaved, and my pussy still clenched tight around him, wet and aching, unwilling to let him go.
He reached up, stroked my cheek with the back of his fingers.
“You okay?” he asked, breath unsteady.
I leaned down and kissed him, not sweetly, hard, mouth open, spit wet between us. I didn’t answer.
I needed more.
I pulled off him and shoved at his shoulder, flat on his back. I swung one leg over and crouched low, grabbed his cock in my fist, lined it up again, and slid back down, deeper this time, so fast it punched the air out of both of us.
I rode him hard. No rhythm, just desperate thrusts, hips slamming, breasts bouncing, sweat dripping down my ribs.
The bed creaked under us, sheets twisted and bunching beneath my knees. His hands grabbed for my hips and this time I let him, but only because I needed the leverage.
I was gone.
The woman I’d been, aproned, folded-laundry perfect, Sunday-school poise, she didn’t belong in this room anymore.
She couldn’t survive the transition.
“Fuck, slow down,” he gasped.
“Can’t,” I said, biting his shoulder, hips grinding in messy, erratic circles.
“You’re gonna break me.”
“Then hold on.”
He tried.
I flipped us mid-thrust, shoved at his chest, rolled us over, wrapped my legs around his hips and locked my ankles. I cried out loud demon like.
His cock stayed buried in me the whole time.
He braced over me, his eyes stunned.
“I’m not done,” I whispered.
He started moving. Thrusting. Deep, brutal strokes. I cried out. Again. And again. My legs shook, my back arched, the slap of our bodies echoing off the walls. I clawed at his back.
“Every inch,” I gasped. “I want every fucking inch of you.”
He gave it to me. The headboard slammed the wall. He pulled out, flipped me over, bent me down over the desk, shoved the phone and notepad aside with a sweep of his arm.
He entered me from behind, hard, fast, no warning. I yelped, breath hitched, arms braced on the surface.
My face pressed to the desk. My thighs were soaked. His hands gripped my waist, held me wide.
“You are not a good wife,” he said into my hair.
I moaned. “I was.”
He pulled out, spun me, sat me on the edge of the desk, yanked me forward.
I wrapped my legs around his back, laid back.
He kissed me while he fucked me, teeth clashing, lips swollen.
I wasn’t speaking in sentences anymore. Words broke apart. Please. More. Yes. God.
He lifted me, carried me there, fucked me against the glass, my breasts smeared against the pane, the city below oblivious.
He dropped to his knees, tongue deep, fingers working until I screamed.
Then on the carpet, me on top again, forehead pressed to his, both of us raw, soaking, silent except for the sounds of skin, breath, and ruin.
I didn’t know who I was by the time I lay sprawled on the twisted sheets, legs open, heart pounding, cum dripping down the inside of my thigh.
The shower was quick, but hot. I stood under the spray until the sweat and dew ran down my thighs and swirled at my feet, my legs unsteady, my body humming, lips swollen, chest red with finger-shaped marks. I didn’t try to scrub myself clean. I just rinsed and ran my palms over my skin.
When I came out, a white robe hung from a hook. Thick. Plush. I slipped into it. Tied it loose. Let the steam cling to my skin as I stepped back into the room. Rick was sprawled on the bed, one arm flung over his eyes, chest still rising fast. His cock rested half-hard against his thigh, wet, spent, glistening with the last of me.
I walked to the bed, leaned over, and kissed him.
Not rushed. Not polite. A slow, lingering kiss. Then I slid onto the bed, curled beside him, draped an arm over his stomach, laid my cheek to his chest.
He laughed under his breath.
“You cuddle now?” he said.
“Shh.”
I kissed the center of his chest, slow. “Maybe I feel like a satisfied wife.”
“You look like one.”
I smiled. I did. I felt like one too. Just not the same kind of wife I’d ever imagined being.
I ran my hand down his side. Then lower. Squeezed the curve of his ass, still firm and taut under my palm.
He raised an eyebrow. “What was that for?”
“Appreciation.” I leaned close to his ear. “Now go shower.”
He smirked. “Bossy.”
“Do it.”
He stood, stretched, kissed the top of my head like we’d done this for years. Then padded naked into the bathroom, water already hissing before the door even shut.
I waited until I heard it steady, full.
The robe wrapped around me, still warm. I crossed the room barefoot, unlocked the sliding door, and eased it open. The balcony air was sharp with city heat and the faint smell of pavement. I stepped out, pulled the robe tighter around my body, and drew my phone from the pocket.
The screen lit up.
One new message.
Gerald. Just a timestamp and a question mark.
I stared at it.
Then turned and looked through the glass door, back into the room where Rick stood behind the fogged shower door, where my panties lay on the desk, where the bed was a mess of twisted sheets and bite marks and smeared lines.
I touched the screen. Typed slowly.
The phone buzzed in my hand, still warm from the text I’d just sent.
Gerald.
I let it ring once. Twice. Then I swiped to answer and lifted it to my ear, one hand braced on the balcony railing, my robe tugged closed with the other, knotted loosely at the waist.
“Hi,” I said.
“Hey.” His voice was low, rough. “You’re okay?”
“I’m okay.”
A pause. I heard the sound of his breath. Then: “Still at the hotel?”
“Yes.”
Another pause. Then, quietly: “Is it done?”
I closed my eyes. The question felt big.
“Yes,” I said. “It’s done.”
“Tell me.”
I let my fingers curl around the edge of the railing. The air outside felt hotter now. My skin was still flushed under the robe. My thighs shaky. My hair damp at the back of my neck.
I couldn’t speak for a moment.
“I’m still wet,” I said softly. “Everywhere.”
He exhaled. “Jesus.”
“He took me,” I added. “Hard. More than once.”
His breathing quickened.
“Did he come inside you?”
“Yes.”
“When?”
I swallowed. “First on the bed. Then in my mouth. Then again when he bent over the desk.”
“Fuck.” It came out like a groan.
I turned slightly, glanced back into the room through the sheer curtain. Rick was still in the shower. Steam rolling against the glass.
“He made me say it,” I added. “He wouldn’t fuck me until I did.”
“Say what?”
“That I wasn’t just a traditional wife.”
“And did you?”
“I said I was his hotwife. For now.”
I heard Gerald’s breath catch. He didn’t speak. He knew what I thought of the word, what I’d said of the concept, if you can call it that. Wed both cluck-clucked about it, and yet . . . We had both continued to bring it up time and again, like something we neither of us could get enough of putting down.
I leaned into the phone, lowered my voice. “I was on top. I rode him until I came so hard I couldn’t speak.”
Still silence.
“I clawed his back,” I said. “I bit him. I told him I didn’t want to stop. I still don’t.”
Gerald finally spoke, voice barely above a whisper. “You liked it.”
“I loved it.”
“I want you to tell me everything when you get home.”
“I have to, don’t I? I’m you dutiful wife.”
“This really proves it,” he said.
I could hear something unsteady in his voice now. Not jealousy. Not pain. Something deeper. Arousal, confusion, possessiveness. Maybe even pride. I didn’t know what to call it.
I looked back through the curtain again. The water was off now. Movement behind the glass.
“I have to go,” I whispered. “He’s coming out.”
“Okay.”
“I’ll call you later.”
“No,” Gerald said. “Don’t call.”
“What, then?”
“Just come home.”
I nodded. “Okay.”
I ended the call. Slipped the phone into the robe pocket.
Rick was rubbing a towel over his head when I stepped back in. Drops of water clung to his chest, sliding down the line of muscle, catching in the dark hair that trailed to his hips. He saw me watching and didn’t say anything, just tossed the towel over a chair and walked to me like we were lovers returning to the rhythm of a long weekend.
I didn’t wait.
I stepped into him, laid my palms flat on his chest, kissed him again, soft this time, slow, my lips parting just enough to taste the heat still lingering on his skin. His arms circled me, hands flat on my back under the robe, and we stood there like that, rocking gently together, the room still thick with sex.
He pulled back first, smiled against my mouth. “You seem calmer.”
“I am.”
“Did the shower rinse the sin out of you?”
I kissed the corner of his mouth. “Not even close.”
He laughed, low and pleased, and I let my hand trail down his side, fingers tracing the curve of his hip, until I gave his ass a firm pat. He raised an eyebrow.
“You’re clean,” I said. “Now get dressed.”
He glanced down at me. “What’s the rush?”
“No rush,” I said, already walking past him. “I’m done being a mess.”
He watched me, still naked, towel forgotten. “You sure about that?”
I smiled over my shoulder. “I said I’m done. I didn’t say fixed.”
He laughed again, shaking his head, and turned back toward the bathroom.
I slipped my phone from the robe pocket again, sat on the edge of the unmade bed, the sheets still warm from our bodies. The smell of sweat and sex lingered on the linen, on my thighs, behind my knees, in the faint musk under the collar of the robe.
I opened my messages again.
And typed: Leaving soon.
No kiss. No emoji. Just the words, and I hit send.
Then I looked up at the mirror.
My hair was tousled. My lips a little swollen. My chest faintly marked from his mouth.
Rick came out pulling on his jeans, still damp in places, hair pushed back with his fingers. He didn’t look rushed. He looked satisfied. Like the man who got everything he came for. I felt a rush of wife-like pride flow through me, until I reminded myself he wasn’t my husband.
He pulled on his shirt, didn’t bother to button it, just let it hang open as he crossed to the minibar and grabbed a bottle of water. He twisted the cap, took a long drink, then tossed it onto the dresser.
“I want to go home,” I said.
He stepped in close again. Ran his knuckles along my jaw. “Good girl.”
I caught his wrist. Held it a second too long. “Don’t call me that.”
He smirked. “Right. That’s his word.”
I stood, brushed the wrinkles from the robe, even though we both knew nothing could  clean me of it.  I didn’t feel ashamed. But I felt exposed, like the robe wasn’t really covering anything anymore.
I got dressed. He reached for the door. Opened it. Let the bright hallway light pour in.
I stepped past him. No kiss goodbye.
But as I passed, his hand slid over my ass again. One more squeeze.
“For what it’s worth,” he said. “I like you better like this.”
The elevator was cold, air-conditioned to excess. My legs were bare beneath the dress, knees weak, lips still tingling how he fucked my mouth. I stood alone, back pressed to the mirrored wall, watching my own reflection, flush fading, hair settling, but something deeper in my eyes still flickering.
The doors opened on the lobby. I stepped out.
No one looked twice. No one knew, or maybe no one cared. Trad wife? Hotwife? Who’s to judge.
I walked across the gleaming floor with my shoulders back and my chin up.
Outside, the sunlight hit me hard. It was warm. My dress hugged my body, tight at the waist, and underneath I wore nothing. Not a bra, not panties. Just skin, damp still in hidden places. I felt it with every step. The way he filled me.
I got in my car and peeled out of the underground parking. My phone buzzed again. Gerald.
I didn’t answer. I stared at the screen, thumb hovering.
Then I tapped open the thread and typed.
On my way home.
The reply came instantly. “Waiting for you.”
The front door clicked shut behind me. I stood in the entryway, keysl in my hand. The house was quiet, late afternoon light slanting in through the side windows, warm and familiar. I stepped out of my shoes, one at a time, toes aching, the tile cold against my soles.
I heard nothing from Gerald. But I knew he was here.
I walked through the hallway. Each step soft, deliberate. The dress stuck slightly at my hips. The memory of Gerald’s boss pulsed with every movement.
Upstairs, the bedroom door was open. The bed was made. Gerald wasn’t there.
I turned into the ensuite. The lights were off, but the room was still lit from the long window over the sink. I stepped in and unfastened my dress, slid it off and draped it over the handle of the door. I stood completely bare in the light.
My skin was flushed in places. My breasts bore faint imprints, his hands, his teeth. My thighs were sore, the insides marked. My knees showed faint bruises I hadn’t noticed earlier.
And in the mirror, I didn’t look like her. Not the wife I’d spent years becoming. Not the woman in the framed photos downstairs, smiling politely at holiday dinners, standing in pearls, offering to bring dessert.
I touched my chest. My fingertips pressed lightly into the red spot near my collarbone.
It wasn’t guilt I felt. Not shame, either. It was disorientation. Like I’d stepped through a door. Behind me, I saw movement.
Gerald.
He stood in the doorway, one shoulder against the frame, arms crossed, no expression on his face. He said nothing. Didn’t shift. Just watched me.
I met his eyes in the mirror.
His gaze dropped, slowly, to the curve of my back, the space between my thighs, the wetness there. He didn’t look away.
I stayed as I was. Naked. Hands at my sides. Letting him see.
My mouth opened once, then closed again. He stepped in. Still no words. Just presence. Warm. Still. His hand touched my back lightly. Then my waist. Not pulling, just resting.
I turned to face him. He looked down at my body. Then back up at my face. Then he said, very quietly, “You don’t look sorry.”
I didn’t blink. “I’m not.”
He nodded. A slow, deliberate motion. “Shower,” he said. “Then we talk.”
His voice was calm. Measured. But his eyes told me everything, how turned on he was, how wired, how close he was to unraveling.
I stepped into the shower. Didn’t close the door. Let him watch. Let the water hit my skin and mix with what was left of the man I’d just come home from.
Steam still trailed off my shoulders when I came downstairs. Hair damp, robe fresh, skin clean. The faintest ache still lingered between my thighs. I didn’t dry my legs fully before wrapping the robe. I wanted to feel that subtle dampness. I wanted it to remind me.
Gerald was in the kitchen. He was barefoot, sleeves pushed up, skillet in one hand, spatula in the other. He didn’t look over right away.
“Wine’s on the counter,” he said.
I walked slowly to the stool, sat. The robe separated a little at my knees.
Red wine, full glass. I took a sip.
He slid steak onto a plate, veggies onto another. He added a spoonful of something from the pan. Brought it all over without ceremony.
I waited for the questions. He sat across from me. Started eating.
I didn’t understand this calm. I’d expected interrogation, some moral reckoning perhaps. But he just chewed, glanced up now and then. No strain in his jaw. No flinch in his hands.
“How many times?” he finally said.
I looked up. Swallowed my sip of wine.
“Three. Maybe?”
He nodded. “Condom?”
I shook my head. “No.”
His eyes dropped to my chest. Then lower.
“You let him come bare inside you.”
“I didn’t stop him.”
He reached for his water. Took a drink. Then leaned back, watching me now.
I shifted. My thighs pressed together under the robe.
“I told you to enjoy it,” he said. “I just didn’t know you’d go that far.”
I held his gaze. “You didn’t know how far I wanted to go.”
He stared at me for a moment. Then leaned forward again, elbows on the table, hands clasped.
“Tell me something he did.”
My pulse jumped.
“What kind of detail?”
“The kind you think you shouldn’t tell me.”
I picked up a fork. Cut a piece of meat. Chewed, slow.
“He pushed me over the desk.”
Gerald’s breath hitched. Subtle. Barely there.
I took another bite. Washed it down with wine.
“He told me I wasn’t a good wife anymore.”
“And you said?”
I swallowed.
“I agreed.”
He shifted in his chair.
“Where?”
I blinked.
“Where did he come the first time?”
I set the fork down gently.
“Inside me. While I was on top. After I told him I wanted him to.”
Gerald stood abruptly. Pushed his plate aside. Came to me.
I thought he might grab me, might demand something right there.
But instead, he bent low, his face close to mine. His voice quiet.
“Bed,” he said.
I stood. The robe slipped slightly. I didn’t fix it. Just let it hang off one shoulder.
“Are you going to punish me?”
He didn’t answer.
The robe slid off my shoulders before I even reached the bed.
I let it fall to the floor.
Gerald was already waiting, sitting at the edge of the mattress, his shirt unbuttoned, his eyes steady but dark. He didn’t reach for me. He didn’t tell me what to do.
I climbed onto the bed, knees wide, straddling his lap, chest to chest. His hands hovered near my hips, uncertain for once.
“You want to know what happened,” I said, breath brushing his mouth.
He nodded.
I reached down, took his hand, and brought it between my thighs. I pressed his fingers to where it was still silky.
“This is how wet I was when I got there.”
He exhaled hard.
“And this,” I moved his hand back, slid his fingers along the crease of my ass, “is where he bent me, pushed my face into the glass and fucked me so hard I nearly screamed.”
Gerald groaned, his cock twitching under the fabric of his pants. I felt it against my thigh. He still didn’t speak.
“I liked it,” I whispered, dragging my mouth along his jaw. “I liked that he didn’t ask me to behave.”
He kissed me then, deep, harsh, open. His hands gripped my ass now, pulling me tight against him, his control slipping. I kissed him back like I hadn’t just come undone in another man’s bed hours earlier. Like this was mine to give again, and I was choosing to.
I leaned back. Reached between us. Undid his belt.
“Lie back,” I said.
He hesitated.
I pushed him gently. “Now.”
He lay down. Shirt open. Eyes on me. I pulled off his pants and briefs in one motion. His cock sprang free, hard, already leaking. I straddled him again, but didn’t take him in yet. I sat just above it, let it press against me, warm and heavy.
“Want me to tell you more?”
He nodded.
I rocked slowly, dragging him through the gloss without letting him in.
“He told me I wasn’t a good wife anymore.”
Gerald’s hands curled into the sheets.
“I told him I didn’t want to be.”
He grunted, hips lifting, but I held him down.
“Then he made me say it. That I was his. That I liked being used.”
I reached behind me, took him in my hand, and angled him toward my entrance.
“Did you?” Gerald asked, voice rough.
I lowered myself slowly. “I still do.”
He was thick, hot, stretching me. I sank down inch by inch, my thighs trembling from how sensitive I still was, from how sensitive I’d stayed. He groaned loud beneath me.
I started to ride him, slow at first. Not sweet. Not tender. Just steady, deep, rhythmically. Gerald’s hands gripped my hips, letting me use him, letting me lead.
He rolled us over and he took me in the missionary. We rocked like that in silence the rest of the way until he emptied himself into me. Which was how we usually did it.
The morning after, I dressed carefully.
A pale blue blouse buttoned to the collar, sleeves rolled once. A mid-length skirt with a subtle slit. Full white bra, smooth. Just soft cotton panties and the memory of yesterday clinging faintly to my skin like perfume. My hair was pinned back. Lip balm, not lipstick. Everything clean. Controlled. Polished. Trad wife mode.
Gerald was already at the table. Coffee made. The laptop open. He looked up as I walked in, but didn’t say much. Just gave me that unreadable glance that had started showing up in place of good morning.
I sat across from him. Sipped the coffee he’d made. Warm. Familiar. Safe.
But I couldn’t stop shifting in my seat. I felt it again, subtle but steady. That low ache. That emptiness that wasn’t pain but hunger.
Gerald checked his email. I scrolled my phone.
And then it came.
A message.
No words. Just a photo.
A close-up: my panties. The ones he’d peeled off me. Still damp. Still bunched.
Rick.
I didn’t react. Didn’t blink. I just tilted the screen away and stared at the countertop for a long second.
My heart was beating faster. I didn’t reply. But I didn’t delete it either.
We cleaned up breakfast like we always did. I rinsed the dishes. Gerald wiped down the counter until I stopped him. My job. His hand brushed my hip once, and I leaned into it automatically. Habit. Ritual. But I was already drifting.
Later, he took a call in the office. I heard him laughing, his voice low and polite.
I wandered upstairs. In the bedroom, I sat on the edge of the bed, hands folded neatly in my lap. My skirt pressed smooth across my thighs.
I replayed it all. Not just the sex. The look in Rick’s eyes. The way I’d said “your turn” and meant it. The part of me that had pushed Gerald down and fucked him last night with everything Rick had lit up inside me.
I didn’t regret it. I wasn’t scared of it. But I was becoming addicted to it.
I laid back. Pulled the skirt up over my hips. Slipped a hand under the waistband. My panties were already damp.
I touched myself, slow, fingers light, legs parted across the bedspread.
I thought of Rick. His mouth. His hands. The sound I’d made when he pulled my hair and shoved my face to the glass.
Then I thought of Gerald. Knowing exactly what I was doing.
I came quickly. Not from guilt. From tension. From a pressure I never knew.
After, I lay there for a while, skirt bunched, blouse still buttoned, my breath slowing, fingers still wet.
The rest of the week passed like a long, slow inhale. I kept my routine. Dinners were made. Bed tucked. Laundry folded. Gerald and I didn’t talk about it again, not directly. But the way he touched me had changed. Firmer. Hungrier. Like he didn’t want to erase what I’d done, he wanted to live inside it. Like a man who wanted it again.
I thought about Rick constantly. Not in fantasy. Not in nostalgia. Just flashes. My body’s memory of what it had allowed. The bruise on my knee fading. The ache in my hips gone by Thursday.
By Friday, the ache had returned. But it wasn’t physical.
That morning, I was in the kitchen, wiping down the counter, Gerald still upstairs on a work call. My phone buzzed on the charger. I glanced at the screen.
Rick.
You free Tuesday? Got a room downtown again. Late lunch. Same setup.
No emoji. No pressure.
But my hand trembled slightly as I picked up the phone.
I didn’t answer. I just held it, staring at the words. The plainness of it, the assumption that I could just slip out again, made something tighten deep in my chest. And lower.
I slid the phone into my pocket. Pretended not to feel how wet I’d gotten just from the message.
That afternoon, I went to the closet. I stared at my clothes.
All the cardigans. The tasteful prints. The knee-length skirts.
I pulled out the black dress. The one from before.
Then another. Shorter. Sleeveless. Higher neckline but barely covering my thighs. Still modest by any measure, unless you looked too closely.
I held it up to myself.
In the mirror, I didn’t look like a wife. Not the kind I was raised to be. Not the one I’d curated carefully over the years.
But I looked like a hotwife.
That night in bed, Gerald rolled toward me in the dark. He pressed his chest to my back. His hand slid between my thighs, found me already wet, already open.
“I didn’t touch myself today,” I whispered. “But I thought about him.”
He pushed two fingers in, slow.
“And?” he asked.
I bit my lip. “He wants to see me again.”
He said nothing.
I turned my face toward the pillow. “Tuesday.”
His fingers curled inside me. “You’re going?”
I nodded. “Will you let me?.”
His breath hit my shoulder. “You want him more now that I know.”
“I think I want him more because you want me to.”
He thrust his fingers deep. My body arched.
My breath caught, hips twitching. He didn’t stop. He kept working me with his hand, his mouth pressed to my shoulder now, biting, holding me down.
Afterward, I lay there, thighs sticky, heart hammering.
I whispered into the dark, “I don’t think I’m very tradiional anymore.”
Gerald pulled me closer.
“Maybe not all the time,” he said.
Then, after a pause:
“Wear something worse this time.”
Tuesday came quickly.
I had ordered a shorter dress, one that clung tighter to my hips. Cute thong panties with a red bow. Sheer low cut bra. Gerald watched me get dressed, sitting on the edge of the bed, eyes steady. He didn’t offer approval. But he didn’t object.
When I reached for the thong, he stopped me.
He pulled me in, hand on my bare thigh, kissed me slow like a goodbye, except it wasn’t. It was a release. “Is he going to fuck you again?” he said closely to my ear, voice trembling.
“If you want him to,” I replied.
“Is he going to cum in your mouth?”
I pulled back and looked in both his eyes, back and forth. “I can make him if you want me to.”
“I want him to see what kind of trad wife my wife is,” he said.
On my way to him,, my nerves weren’t sharp anymore. The pace in my heels wasn’t hesitant. The ache between my legs had a shape now. An expectation. Not a guilt.
The hotel was the same.
So was Rick.
He opened the door the second I knocked. Shirtless, barefoot, slouched back like he’d never moved since last time. The room behind him was clean, untouched, bed made. Maybe he knew I liked things neat and tidy, at least until I stopped being a trad wife and become a hotwife.
But his eyes weren’t casual.
“You came,” he said.
“You asked, didn’t you?”
He stepped aside. I walked in, my thighs brushing past his hand, not by accident.
This time, I didn’t wait to be told what to do.
I set my purse down. Took a breath. Turned to him.
“I’m not the same as before.”
I walked toward him. His hands slid to my hips, under the hem of the dress.
His groan was low, involuntary. His hand slid between my legs. Found me already oiled.
“You missed this,” he said.
“So did you.”
He lifted me onto the desk, fast, controlled, like his body had already decided. The edge was hard under my thighs, cold through the thin fabric. I let my legs part, slowly, skirt riding up.
“I want you to ask this time,” I said, voice quiet but steady.
Rick raised an eyebrow. “Ask?”
“I’m not here to be taken. I’m a good wife.”
He stepped between my knees, hands on my thighs, thumbs brushing the inside gently, like he was feeling for the edge of where I started.
“May I?”
I nodded once.
“Phone my husband and ask him.”
“That’s nuts.”
“Beg him.
“That’s crazy.”
“Do you want to fuck me or not?”
“You know the answer.”
“My husband owns me. If you want to fuck me, you need his permission.” I pushed my panties down around my thighs, parted my lips, touched myself delicately, lashed my lips with my tongue and chuckled at him. “I’m his trad wife before I’m your hotwife.”
To my surprise, he stepped back, reached for his phone, sat on the edge of the bed, and called my husband.
They small-talked it for a bit. I teased him, fingering myself, sucking my fingers, arching my back. When he approached me, I snapped my legs closed. “Ask him!” I mouthed at him silently.
He stared down at me what seemed like minutes. But then he said it, he asked my husband if he could fuck his wife.
My husband took his time answering, nearly a minute himself, before he said, “Yeah,” and hung up instantly.
He pulled my dress up, bunched it around my waist. He knelt. I gasped when his tongue touched me, soft and deliberate. He didn’t rush. He didn’t grope. He tasted me like he was trying to prove something, that he could be told no, and still be wanted.
My hands gripped the dresser edge. My breath stuttered. His mouth moved slowly, lips parting me, tongue firm and deep. I bit my lip. My eyes fluttered.
This time, I wasn’t trying to break free. I was testing what it meant to be in control, when you wanted to lose it. And I was close. Already.
“Good girl,” he whispered against me.
I froze. Then I pulled his head harder into me like it was punishment.
My thighs clenched around his head as my breath tore out of me, body twitching. I kept him there, my hands tight in his hair, my hips grinding shamelessly against his mouth. I was louder this time. Messier. I didn’t care who heard through the walls.
When I finally let go, he stood slowly, face glistening, chest rising fast.
He wiped his mouth with the back of his wrist.
“You meant that one,” he said, watching me.
“I did.”
He stepped in again. His cock was hard beneath his jeans, pressing into the soft skin above my knee. His hand came to my throat, not squeezing, just resting there like a reminder of what I’d already surrendered last time. I didn’t flinch.
“I like this version of you,” he said.
“I don’t know if it’s just a version anymore.”
He kissed me. No hesitation. Mouth open. Tongue still tasting like me. I kissed back. Hard. My arms wrapped around his neck, my legs around his waist. He lifted me off the desk. Carried me across the room.
The bed was neat. He dropped me onto it and followed, yanking his jeans down, his cock springing free, flushed and thick, already glistening at the tip.
He knelt between my legs.
“I want to be gentle this time,” he said, voice lower now.
I shook my head. “Don’t.”
His cock pressed against me, sliding between my lips, not entering yet, just teasing, dragging through the wetness like he was daring me to beg.
“I thought you wanted control.”
“I do.”
He thrust in deep.
I gasped.
He pulled back slow, then slammed in again. My body jolted. My hands clutched the sheets. I moaned and tried to speak but the rhythm stole every word. He moved fast, hard, relentless. His hand pressed into my stomach, flattening me to the bed. His other twisted into my hair.
I wasn’t in control anymore.
And that, somehow, made me feel even more powerful.
“You’re wetter than last time,” he said through gritted teeth.
He pushed deeper.
Everything convulsed around him, my voice cracked and rough and nothing like the woman I used to be. My fingers clawed at his back. My legs locked around him and pulled.
His teeth clenched, hips jerking as he emptied himself inside me.
I wanted all of it.
When we finally fell still, our bodies sweaty and tangled, his chest heaving above mine, I whispered without thinking:
“I think I’m addicted to this.”
I stayed on my back long after he pulled out.
The sheets were damp beneath me, the room warm with the smell of sex and sweat and something sweeter, satisfaction, maybe. His come leaked slowly out of me, pooling where my thighs met. I could feel it when I shifted, could smell it faintly when I breathed deep.
Rick moved around the room quietly, tossing his jeans into a corner, heading for the shower. He didn’t ask if I was okay. He didn’t check in anymore.
I stared at the ceiling. Not with guilt. With clarity.
I’d spent so long cultivating one version of myself. Every outfit chosen carefully. Every gesture soft, appropriate. I’d nodded through conversations about propriety, about faithfulness, about women who “lost their way.” I made casseroles for the family next door when they moved in. I sent thank-you cards. I hosted Easter brunch in a dress with buttons to the throat.
But maybe, I thought, maybe that version of me was never complete.
Maybe she was the performance.
Because the woman lying in this bed, legs still spread from being used, skin still flushed from orgasm, wasn’t her opposite.
She felt like her extension. I didn’t feel ruined. I didn’t feel broken. I felt whole.
It made me wonder, maybe every good wife has this other woman living somewhere under her skin. Maybe the women who look the most untouched are just the ones who know how to keep it hidden.
Maybe that’s what makes a really good wife work. Not purity. Restraint. And now that I’d let her out, I didn’t want to stuff her back in.
I rolled to my side and drew my knees up. My inner thighs were tacky. My breasts ached. My lips were puffy from kissing too hard, too long.
In the bathroom, the shower hissed to life. I could picture Rick standing under it, eyes closed, head tilted back, cock softening but still heavy from everything we’d done. I didn’t move to join him. I needed this moment.
Because I finally understood something.
Trad wife wasn’t wrong. Hotwife wasn’t wrong. But neither were complete.
Together? Together they were dangerous. Together they made me unstoppable.
I pulled the sheets around me, sat up, and reached for my phone. No texts from Gerald. I stared at the blank screen. Then typed: I wonder what else we might explore . . . .
I smiled when I imagined Gerald reading it.
Because I knew exactly what it would do to him. The part of me that folded towels by color still loved my husband. And the part of me now coated with another man’s cum? I loved what Gerald let me become.
But I thought it was time for something more. 
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Three weeks later, Gerald and I were in Dallas for his company’s annual retreat. Different city, same hotel chain, same polished silence in the hallways. He’d insisted I come, said we’d look “look normal” that way. I didn’t argue. I hadn’t argued much about anything since that night. It affected me in ways I hadn’t fully processed yet.
For starters, how was that anything like what a traditional wife would or should do? But Gerald knew best, and I always trusted his judgement.
The second evening, the dinner ran late. The ballroom lights were too dark. Men loosened ties, women laughed too hard. I wore navy this time, high neck, fitted waist, sleeveless, the kind of dress that says elegant, but not quite available. My heels were higher than usual, though, Gerald’s idea.
Rick wasn’t there; he’d transferred to another division by then. But everyone still knew his name.
Gerald’s hand stayed at the small of my back most of the night, firm, guiding. People looked. They always watched. I couldn’t tell if they saw a loyal wife or a woman being possessed. Gerald was picking out shorter dresses each time, more make-up, more jewelry.
He said it’s only the natural way that men enjoy showing off their wives. It’s the way of the jungle, he said, men letting other men know what they get at home. The more he pushed me in what to wear, the more my role confused me. But he liked it. He said it was like letting other guys test drive your car.
“Test drive me?” I said.
He just laughed.
After dessert, he leaned close. “You’re going to the bar with him.”
“With who?”
“Marcus. From finance.”
“Why?”
Gerald smiled faintly. “Because I want to see what happens when I’m not there. And because I asked you to.”
I stared at him. “You’re serious.”
He nodded. “Go be charming. Just talk with him. Don’t overthink it.”
I finished my wine, set the glass down, and stood. My pulse was fast but steady. He didn’t look up as I left.
At the bar, Marcus was already ordering. Mid-thirties, light brown skin, close-cropped hair, wedding ring gleaming when he lifted his drink. He smiled when he saw me. “Gerald bailed on you?”
“He’s tired I guess,” I said. “Meetings all day, you know how it is.”
He motioned to the empty stool beside him. “You shouldn’t drink alone.”
“I’m not anymore,” I said and I touched his shoulder as I slid into the stool beside him. I glanced over my shoulder. Gerald was still making his way out, still watching me.
The music was low, the lighting amber, the smell of whiskey and beer layered thick in the air. Marcus asked about the shopping, the flight, the view from our room. Polite questions, nothing risky. Still, his eyes stayed on my mouth whenever I spoke. I became self-conscious.
An hour passed. I ordered sparkling water. He ordered another bourbon. His hand brushed my elbow when he leaned in to make a joke about corporate awards. It was nothing, but I felt it everywhere.
My phone buzzed in my lap. A text.
Gerald: “Enjoy yourself, loosen up.”
I locked the screen without replying.
Marcus looked at me again, slower this time. “You okay?”
“Fine,” I said. “Maybe tired.”
“Finish your drink. I’ll walk you up.”
I should’ve said no. Instead, I nodded yes. Gerald would be watching over me, I knew.
The elevator ride was quiet. Marcus’s hand hovered near mine but didn’t touch. My heart was loud in my chest. When the doors opened, I stepped out first. He followed a few steps behind.
At our room, I turned. “Well good night then.”
He smiled, closer now. “Sure you’re okay?”
I nodded, but my throat was dry.
The door opened before I could knock. Gerald stood there, jacket off, shirt unbuttoned, eyes unreadable.
Marcus froze.
Gerald’s voice was calm. “Come in for a minute. I was just about to open another bottle. Hang out.”
I went inside dubious about his intentions, and locked the door behind Marcus.
Gerald poured three glasses of wine. He handed one to Marcus, then leaned against the dresser like this was routine. Marcus glanced from him to me, unsure where to stand.
“Sit,” Gerald said. “Relax.”
Marcus sat on the armchair near the window, knees apart, glass balanced loosely between his fingers. His eyes drifted toward my legs when I crossed them, then back up fast, polite again.
Gerald spoke easily, like they were still at dinner. “You handled that panel well today. Everyone else just recited bullet points. You stood out.”
“Appreciate that,” Marcus said. “I try to keep things grounded.”
“Good approach,” Gerald said. He looked at me. “Don’t you think he’s the ultimate professional?”
I nodded. “Confident without showing off.” I nodded at him.
Marcus smiled, eyes warming. “That’s generous. I was nervous as hell.”
“I’m sure it didn’t show,” I said.
He lifted his glass. “Guess I had good motivation.”
“Well you can take it easy now,” he said. “You’re off duty.”
Marcus leaned back. “If you say so, boss.” He wasn’t his boss, but Gerald was asserting a new kind of confidence with colleagues, I noticed.
Gerald looked at me longer this time. “Show him the view,” he said.
I stood, walked to the window. The city spread out in gold and steel, lights threading into the distance. My reflection looked good. Marcus came up beside me , close enough that I could feel the heat off his arm.
“Nice,” he said quietly. “Better than mine.” He laughed.
“Higher up,” I said.
He nodded. “The pecking order.”
Behind us, Gerald’s voice sounded steady and casual. “Hold her.”
Marcus turned. His eyes went to Gerald. “What?”
“You heard me,” Gerald said. “You can hold her, feel what it’s like, a woman like her, a room like this.” He chuckled like it was casual and ordinary. “She won’t mind.”
Marcus looked at me, waiting for my lead.
I didn’t away, I just said, “It’s okay.” I nodded encouragement to him. “It’s nice.”
He raised a hand slowly, fingertips grazing my bare shoulder. His touch was careful, testing. The heat from his skin made mine tighten under his fingertips instantly.
Gerald’s tone didn’t change. “She likes when a man notices her. Take your time. Enjoy yourself. She doesn’t like things rough, but don’t be timid either. Just be sure.”
I couldn’t tell what to feel, being discussed like that, but if honesty was the new policy, he wasn’t wrong. About anything.
Marcus’s hand slid down my arm, then around my waist. I exhaled into it, leaned slightly toward him, felt the shift, and the weight of Gerald’s eyes behind me.
“Is this what you wanted?” Marcus asked, voice lower now.
Gerald’s reply was simple. “Keep going. It’s what you want. She doesn’t mind, really. She likes it.”
Marcus’s fingers traced the edge of my hip through the dress, slow, patient. I let my head tip forward just enough for my hair to fall across my cheek. My pulse beat hard at my throat. Whatever it was Gerald was up to, I wasn’t sure what I was going to do, fall apart or scream.
Gerald stepped closer, not to interrupt, but to watch. His voice was quiet, level. “You’re doing fine. Both of you.”
I glanced Marcus and we shared a smile like we were both happy to be doing it right, never mind that what we were doing was out of this world. Marcus’s breath brushed my ear. “You’re shaking.”
“I know,” I said. “But so are you.” We both chuckled. I glanced at Gerald.
He poured another glass of wine and set it down. He said softly, “Turn her toward you.”
Marcus’s hand lingered at my hip, light and unsure. For a second I didn’t know which part of me reacted first, the wife who still believed in propriety or the woman feeling her pulse quicken under another man’s fingers. Because that was undeniable, much as I knew a good wife should deny.
Well, a good wife shouldn’t even feel it to deny it.
Marcus looked at me, then at Gerald. “You’re sure about this?”
Gerald didn’t answer right away, just tipped his head slightly. “She’s fine with it. I want you to try her out. Take her for a spin. Let you see what I find at home every night.”
I wasn’t sure if I was fine. My skin was warm under Marcus’s touch, but my mind was somewhere else, half in this room, half back home with the woman who ironed her napkins and said grace before dinner. That version of me would have never let a husband’s coworker’s hand slide beneath the edge of her dress.
But then, my husband was telling us to do exactly that, and that version of me always did what my husband asked me to.
Marcus’s thumb brushed the inside of my thigh. I didn’t step away. The sound that came out of me wasn’t a word, it was air, shaped by want and hesitation. He felt it, I could tell, because his breath hitched and he glanced down like he’d crossed a line.
Gerald came closer, but not to stop us. He set his drink down and stood a foot behind me. “You can slow it down,” he said quietly.
“I’m not rushing,” Marcus said.
“I wasn’t talking to you,” Gerald said.
The words hit me. I realized he was watching me for permission, not control. I met his eyes. “I’m fine,” I said. My voice surprised me. I sounded calm, even steady. It wasn’t the first transgression of the traditional marriage, but it sure felt like it all over again.
Marcus’s hand moved higher. The fabric stretched. My knees felt loose.
I looked out the window again, at the city lights swimming below, and thought about all the things a good wife wasn’t supposed to think about. I had spent years being careful, every outfit, every word, every gesture chosen to make the right impression. But standing there, Gerald behind me, another man’s hand sliding up my thigh, I felt something new.
It wasn’t rebellion exactly. But it was a new kind of duty.
Marcus whispered, “If you want me to stop…”
I shook my head before he finished. “I’ll say so.” I resettled my feet further apart.
Gerald didn’t interrupt. He stepped beside me now, close enough that his arm brushed mine. His tone softened. “You look beautiful like this.”
It didn’t sound like ownership. It sounded like awe. What did “Like this” mean? Dressed like this? Or caught like this, in such a situation, a man touching me intimately  right beside my husband? And encouraged to do so too.
Marcus’s hand reached my hipbone. He paused there, waiting. I could smell the faint burn of whiskey on his breath, hear the weight of his breathing. My heart kicked hard, then settled into a rhythm that wasn’t nervous anymore, exactly. What was it? Could it be excitement? What did that say about me? That I wanted more of this?
I turned slightly toward Marcus, my dress shifting at the shoulder, the neckline pulling lower. My body decided before my conscience did.
“Don’t think too much,” Gerald said quietly.
I met Marcus’s eyes again. “That’s harder than it looks, isn’t it.”
He smiled, nodded. “I can help.”
Marcus’s hand remained at my hip, his thumb tracing idle circles against the fabric. The air between us stirred, but his voice stayed light.
“So, how long have you and Gerald been in Vancouver?”
“Seven years,” I said, eyes still fixed on the glass in front of me. “Feels shorter.”
He nodded. “That city changes fast. New towers every month.”
Gerald poured more wine. “We don’t notice anymore.”
“I bet,” Marcus said. “You both look settled.”
His tone became casual, even as his hand drifted higher, fingers brushing the seam of my dress. My throat tightened.
“You still in the same place?” Gerald asked.
Marcus nodded. “The townhouse, yeah. My wife’s got plans to redo the kitchen. She wants one of those open layouts. Said she’s tired of feeling boxed in.”
His knuckles grazed the skin above my stocking. I exhaled slowly, pretending to adjust my balance. I wobbled and held his elbow.
“Open layouts are good,” I said. “You can see everything.”
Gerald’s voice stayed level. “Unless you prefer walls.”
Marcus smiled. “Depends what you’re hiding.”
My pulse skipped. He didn’t mean it the way it sounded, but it landed on me anyway. His hand moved again, slower now, fingertips sliding just under the hem. I felt the fabric lift, a faint brush of air against my thigh.
“What does your wife do?” I asked, trying to sound normal.
“Interior design,” he said. “She’s got an eye for what fits. Sometimes too good. I can’t move a chair without hearing about it.”
I smiled, but my voice came out thinner. “That sounds familiar.” I glanced Gerald. “Some people are very controlling.”
Gerald leaned against the dresser again, silent for a few seconds. “She’s good at keeping order,” he said finally. “Always has been.”
Marcus looked at me. “Yeah I can tell.”
The compliment settled between us. His hand pressed lightly, enough that I could feel each fingertip through the thin material.
He said, “You must have a system for everything.”
“I used to.”
“And now?”
I glanced out the window again, at our reflections, three people standing too close, pretending the conversation was about kitchens and city skylines. My cheeks were warm. My legs were trembling.
“I’m perpetually just figuring it out it feels like,” I said quietly.
He didn’t answer. His thumb moved higher. Gerald’s eyes followed the reflection, but he didn’t step in. He was letting me set the tone.
Marcus said, “That’s how it starts, I guess. You make small changes.”
He sounded thoughtful, but his hand was past my thigh now, the edge of my dress lifted enough to expose skin.
I heard my own voice, soft and steady: “Some changes are bigger than they look.”
Marcus’s fingers brushed the hem again, this time slower, more deliberate. The edge of the dress caught lightly on his knuckle. I watched his hand in the reflection of the window, how casual it looked, how small.
We mentioned our new pride and joy, the expensive coffee maker.
He said, “What kind of coffee do you drink in the morning?”
“Lattes. Two sugars. Half-and-half.”
Gerald spoke from behind us, still near the dresser.
His thumb traced the inside of my thigh now. Each pass a fraction higher. My pulse climbed, but I kept my voice calm. “I like to wake up to the smell.”
“Hard to beat that,” Marcus said, eyes flicking to the mirror, to where our reflections blended together.
Gerald’s tone was almost conversational. “She makes cinnamon toast for breakfast. From scratch every day.”
I could feel my chest tightening, heat climbing up my neck. “That’s not true,” I said. “Sometimes I make oatmeal,” I said to him like it was some secret.
Marcus laughed, low, short. “Oatmeal’s underrated.”
His hand drifted up farther. The fabric rose another inch. The muscles in my legs tightened. I tried to breathe. “You cook?”
“When I can,” he said. “Mostly grilling. Easier to clean up.”
“Gerald doesn’t let me near the grill,” I said. “Says I burn things.”
“She does,” Gerald said. “And she hates the smell of propane.”
“I don’t hate it.” My voice came out quieter. “It just sticks to everything.”
Marcus’s fingertips were warm now against the bare skin of my upper thigh. His movement was gentle, unhurried. My body knew exactly what was happening even though my mind denied it.
He said, “You use those real linen napkins at dinner,” Marcus said.
I looked at him sharply. “How do you know that?”
He grinned. “Gerald mentioned it. Said you iron them. Every week.”
I swallowed hard. “That’s true.” His fingertips touched the edge of my panties.
“Trad wife habits die hard,” Gerald said behind me.
Marcus murmured, “Nothing wrong with that.” His hand flexed slightly, thumb pressing just enough for me to feel the curve of his palm against the soft inside of my leg. I resettled my feet, kept my balance on the floor.
I wasn’t sure what to say. My body leaned toward his touch even as my mind scrambled to keep its place in the conversation.
Gerald picked up his glass again. “She thinks presentation matters,” he said.
“It does,” I whispered.
Marcus nodded, voice calm, steady. “You make things look perfect.”
My lips parted. “I try to.”
The hem lifted another half inch. I could feel the air on my skin, the faint tremor in my knees, the wine warming my chest. The reflection in the glass caught it all, his hand, my breathing, a glimpse of my exposed panties, Gerald watching from just behind us, the city below flickering.
Marcus’s hand moved higher, the back of his fingers grazing where the fabric clung to the tops of my thighs. I felt the smallest tremor in my legs, but my voice stayed steady.
“You travel much?” he asked, still quiet.
“Not lately,” I said. “I used to, before I started keeping the house the way Gerald likes it.”
“Meaning spotless?”
“Meaning precise, yes.”
Gerald said, “She alphabetizes the spice rack. It’s something to see.”
Marcus smiled, but his hand didn’t stop. “I respect that. My wife’s more freestyle. Half the time I can’t find the salt.”
I let out a soft laugh that didn’t sound like me at all. The muscles in my stomach fluttered. His fingers pressed a little firmer now, drawing a faint shiver from me. My reflection in the window looked composed, but I could see my chest rising too quickly, my mouth slightly open.
“You iron the pillowcases too?” Marcus asked, voice light, pretending he didn’t feel what he was doing to me.
“Yes,” I said. “They feel better that way.”
“I bet.”
Gerald’s voice came lower now. “She does the same with the sheets. Tight corners. You could bounce a quarter off them.”
Marcus’s thumb slipped higher, over the fabric of my panties. The air caught in my throat. I pressed my palms lightly against the window ledge, not for balance, just to feel something solid.
I wanted to speak, but words became impossible. The part of me that had always kept score, good wife, good manners, good posture, was screaming somewhere under the surface, trying to remind me who I was supposed to be.
But I didn’t move. I let him feel me.
Gerald said, “She likes control. Doesn’t like surprises.”
“I think she’s good at control,” Marcus murmured.
I turned to face him, just enough that his hand had to slide down my thigh again. The loss of contact made me dizzy. I could smell the wine on his breath we were so close.
“You talk like you’ve done this kind of thing before,” I said.
He smiled. “Talked like this?” His eyes flicked down, then up.
I shook my head. “You know what I mean.”
“I haven’t,” he said now privately to me. “Not like this.”
Gerald moved away. “Don’t rush it.”
I didn’t know who that was for, him or me. My body leaned back instinctively toward my husband’s warmth, even while my eyes stayed locked on Marcus. I could feel the ache between my legs now, hot, undeniable.
Marcus’s hand rose again, higher this time, just under the hem, fingers brushing the silk edge of my underwear. My breath stuttered out.
Gerald’s tone shifted, quieter. “You’re allowed to feel what you feel.”
I closed my eyes. That sentence hit me harder than any touch. He had no idea what I was feeling. .
Everything I’d been raised to keep clean and proper fell against the sound of it. I let out a low, trembling breath.
Marcus’s hand pressed higher. Gerald’s voice cut softly through the hum of the room. “You know what the heart of being a traditional wife really is?”
Marcus looked at him. “You tell me.” His finger traced the leg line of my panties.
Gerald swirled his wine. His hand wasn’t steady. “It’s not about baking or ironing or smiling for guests. It’s about obedience. That’s what all the old books meant. The man speaks, the wife listens.”
The words washed like a pulse behind my ribs. I felt my throat tighten, but not from fear, from something heavier, deeper, shame tangled with a strange ache of curiosity. Was that what this was? Obedience?
Marcus said carefully, “That sounds old-fashioned even for you.”
Gerald smiled faintly. “Maybe. But she believes in it. Don’t you?”
He turned to me. His eyes were darker now, a little wild at the edges. He wasn’t calm anymore. He was breathing like he’d just come off a run.
My lips parted. “I believe in respect,” I said slowly. “Not just blind obedience.”
“That’s not what I said.”
His voice trembled slightly on the last word, not weakness, adrenaline. I could see his pulse moving at the base of his throat. I realized he was struggling with this as much as I was.
Marcus glanced between us. “You two do this often?”
“No,” Gerald said. “We don’t.” It could have meant anything.
My hands were trembling now. I wanted to cross my legs, but Marcus’s hand was still between them, his thumb just under the edge of my underwear.
Gerald set his glass down. “But she knows how to follow direction. Don’t you, sweetheart?  She likes to.”
I turned toward him, half angry now, but half undone. “Gerald…” I said, and I flared my eyes at him.
He stepped closer, almost touching me. “Show him how you follow direction.”
My stomach flipped. “Show him what?” I murmured.
“How you listen.”
The room went too quiet. I could hear my own heartbeat in my ears. My body felt split, part of me ready to pull away, the other craving whatever came next.
Gerald’s eyes flicked downward, then back to my face. “Lift your dress a little higher.”
“Gerald…”
“Do it,” he said softly.
I looked at Marcus. His lips parted, but he didn’t say a word.
I gathered the hem slowly, just enough to bare the tops of my thighs. The fabric trembled in my hands.
Gerald exhaled. “Higher.”
I obeyed him. The word obedience itself echoed inside me, like a stone dropped down a well. Everything I’d ever told myself about modesty, about propriety, about being a good wife, all of it flashed through me in broken images now.
He stepped in closer. “See?” he said to Marcus, though his voice cracked halfway. “A traditional wife does what her husband asks.”
Marcus’s eyes were locked on mine now, not my body. “You don’t seem forced,” he said quietly.
“I’m not,” I whispered. It was true.
Gerald’s breath came rough. “She’s just learning how far that really goes.”
My legs were shaking. I wanted to drop the hem, but I didn’t. I was too busy trying to understand how something so wrong could make me feel so entirely, dangerously alive. He was just learning too, he had no right to put it all on me.
Gerald stepped closer until I could feel his breath at the side of my neck. His voice was low, unsteady. “Higher.”
My fingers lifted the hem higher. The fabric caught at my hips. The air hit my thighs, cool against the heat building there.
Marcus shifted slightly. He wasn’t pretending to look away anymore.
Gerald said, “This is what it means, doesn’t it? To be traditional. The wife obeys, not because she’s weak, but because it’s her duty. Her nature. It makes her strong to do as her husband desires.”
His tone wavered. He was trying to sound so composed, but his chest was rising too fast, same as mine.
I wanted to argue. I wanted to remind him that duty didn’t mean surrender. But my voice caught before it reached my throat. Because even as the words burned inside me, my hands didn’t move to lower the dress. No, I pulled it higher.
I felt it, that strange split in me widening. The woman who always smiled politely, who kept her home immaculate, was still there. But she was screaming now, desperate to understand what she was becoming. But over her voice came something else, quiet, trembling: undeniable pleasure.
Gerald’s hand came to my shoulder. “Turn toward him.”
I hesitated. The sound that came out of me wasn’t no, but it wasn’t yes either.
He whispered closer. “You want to see what it felt like to really obey, don’t you?”
My pulse thudded in my ears. I turned. Slowly. Because I did want to see.
Marcus’s eyes lifted, meeting mine before sliding down the front of my exposed body. His throat worked dry. I could see his pulse flicker at the base of his neck.
Gerald’s voice: “Now take a step closer.”
“Gerald…”
“Do it.”
I moved one step. My knees barely held. The world felt too bright, too hot.
Marcus’s hand reached out but he didn’t touch me. He didn’t have to. I could feel the space shrinking between us like the air itself had thickened.
Gerald said, “A trad wife serves her husband’s will. Even if she doesn’t understand it.”
My breath broke. “That’s not . . . ”
“Even if,” he repeated. “Especially if.”
He wasn’t calm anymore. His words came rough, uneven, like he was barely in control of himself.
Marcus looked at him, uncertain. “You sure you want this?”
Gerald nodded. “I’m not sure of anything. That’s the point, you see?”
His hand touched my lower back, pushing gently, guiding me another step forward. Marcus’s knee brushed my thigh.
My whole body clenched. I could feel my heart pounding between my legs. I didn’t know what part of me was resisting anymore and what part was giving in. Was it good wife giving in and independent woman resisting?
I whispered, “Gerald, I don’t know what I’m supposed to be right now.”
His answer came quick, rough. “You’re mine. That’s all.”
My hands trembled, my body swayed forward. I felt Marcus’s fingers finally touch my bared waist, warm, and every thought of who I was supposed to be, every careful boundary, began to come apart.
Marcus’s hand slid down the back of my thigh, palm flat, steady now. No hesitation left in him. I didn’t move away. I didn’t flinch. My heart was pounding, but something inside me had gone very still.
I wasn’t an accident. It wasn’t a game. Not a mistake I’d clean up later with a careful conversation and a few rationalizations. I had crossed something, and I knew it. But instead of panic, I felt clarity.
I turned my head, looked at Gerald.
He was watching me closely. Eyes wide, jaw tight. He looked like he didn’t know what he’d just unlocked. Like he’d been the one speaking all this into existence, but now couldn’t tell if he’d gone too far, or if he’d barely scratched the surface.
I said quietly, “Tell me.”
He blinked. “Tell you what?”
“What you want me to do next.”
The air went tight around us. Marcus’s hand went still around my ass, under my panties.
Gerald stepped forward slowly, like the floor might shift beneath him. His fingers touched my jaw. I leaned into it, softly, with full weight. I wanted him to feel how much I was giving over.
“I’ll do it,” I said. “Whatever you ask.”
His hand dropped to my shoulder. Then lower. He circled me, now standing behind. I felt the heat of his body at my back, the press of his hand against the curve of my spine.
“You sure?”
“No.” I swallowed. “But I want to be.”
He exhaled once, sharp. Then he looked at Marcus. “Unzip her.”
My breath caught. Marcus looked at him, surprised, but he didn’t hesitate. His hand rose slowly to my hip, fingers grazing the fabric at my side. I didn’t breathe as he found the zipper. It slid down, each tooth releasing like a click in my chest.
The dress loosened.
Gerald’s voice was low now, urgent. “Let it fall.”
So I did.
It slid off my shoulders and dropped to the floor, pooling around my ankles in silence. I was bare except for the thin silk of my panties and sheer bra. My nipples were tight. Marcus stared. Gerald stepped closer again, his hand at the small of my back, steadying me.
“Now kneel,” he said.
My knees went to the carpet slowly, carefully. I lowered myself in front of Marcus, not with shame but with deliberation. My hands rested on my thighs. My pulse thundered in my ears.
Gerald’s voice had gone hoarse. “That’s what a wife does when her husband commands her.”
I looked up at him. “How far do you want me to go?”
He stared down at me like he’d never seen me before. His chest rose and fell.
“That’s the thing,” he said, almost to himself. “I didn’t think we’d get this far. I don’t know where it stops.”
So, now he went with honesty. It was exquisite timing.
I stayed on my knees. The carpet was warm under me, plush but firm, like it had been waiting for me. My thighs trembled from the hold, but I didn’t shift. I didn’t speak.
I looked at Marcus. His chest was rising above me fast now. His hands were at his sides, tense, unsure. He had lowered himself into a seat, sat still, waiting.
Gerald stood behind me, silent. I didn’t turn to him. I didn’t need to anymore.
I lifted my hands. Slowly. One to Marcus’s knee. The other just above it. I felt the tension in his leg before he moved.
“Okay?” I asked softly.
Gerald’s voice came behind me. “Yes.”
But it was weaker now. Not a command. Not even direction. Just agreement.
I slid my hands higher along Marcus’s thighs, until they reached the buckle of his belt. I didn’t rush. I didn’t even stop to breathe for a second. My fingers moved with practiced calm, undoing the buckle, popping the button, easing his zipper down.
Gerald said nothing.
I pulled the waistband open. His boxers strained. I could see the shape of him now, full, heavy, pressing hard against the fabric.
I looked up at Marcus, and then said, clearly enough for my husband to hear, “I’m going to take him out now.”
A pause.
Then, behind me, Gerald: “Yes.”
I reached in and freed him. The weight of it filled my palm, thick and hot. He twitched in my hand. I heard the sharp inhale from behind me.
“I’m going to touch him,” I said. “So you can see how I hold another man.”
Gerald exhaled hard. “Yes.”
I wrapped both hands around him slowly, deliberately. Marcus moaned softly, hips shifting. I stroked once, long, slow, firm.
“Like this,” I said. “This is how I do it.”
Gerald didn’t answer this time.
I leaned in. My breath hit the head. I licked once, just a flick, then pulled back.
I whispered, “I’m going to use my mouth now.”
Behind me, silence. Then: “Yes,” weakly, dying.
I lowered slowly, lips parting, tongue sliding forward and down. The tip of him entered first, salty, hot, hard. I let him fill my mouth, inch by inch. My hand tightened as I took him deeper, my tongue circling. I moaned softly, letting the sound rise through my throat, vibrating around him.
I pulled back. A strand of spit followed.
“He tastes different than you,” I said to Gerald, not looking at him. “Not better. Just not you.”
Another breath. Shaky.
“Tell me,” I said.
His voice was barely audible. “Yes.”
I smiled. I opened my mouth again and swallowed Marcus deeper. My throat clenched, then adjusted. I breathed through my nose, easing into a slow, steady rhythm.
Behind me, I heard nothing. Not even movement. Just the sound of his breath catching every time I moaned. Every time I pulled back and whispered what I was doing.
I pulled back, slow, lips dragging wet along the length of him until just the head remained between them. I let it sit there, warm on my tongue, my mouth parted. Then I looked toward Gerald, not over my shoulder this time, but sideways, just enough that he could see my face.
“I’m holding him with both hands now,” I said. “Tight. He’s thick all the way through.”
Gerald didn’t speak.
I gave one slow stroke with my hands, squeezing gently at the base. Marcus exhaled above me, his fingers twitching on the arms of the chair.
I looked down again. My lips brushed the head. I whispered, “He’s leaking.”
I licked it, slow, flat, letting my tongue drag from base to tip, gathering every drop. Then I sucked the head in, softly at first. My cheeks hollowed. My hands never stopped.
Gerald’s voice finally came, strained. “Is it good?”
I nodded slightly, not breaking rhythm. I pulled back, let Marcus slip from my mouth with a soft pop.
I looked up at my husband. “Yes. It’s so good.” I swallowed, then said it again. “He tastes good.”
I kissed Marcus’s cock once, then again lower, letting my lips follow the underside while my hand kept him stiff and silky.
“I like the weight of it in my mouth,” I said. “I like how different it feels from you.”
Gerald’s hands were clenched into fists now. His jaw was tight. But he didn’t stop me.
“I didn’t think I’d enjoy this,” I added, turning back to Marcus and taking him into my mouth again, deeper this time. “But I do.”
I bobbed slowly, letting each inch slide past my lips, pulling him into my throat until my eyes watered. Then I drew back, gasping, spit running down my chin.
“I want you to hear everything,” I said to Gerald. “How wet my mouth is. How I can barely take him all the way.”
His voice cracked. “I hear it.”
Marcus let out a groan, one hand finally resting gently on the back of my head. Not pushing, just contact.
I didn’t stop. My rhythm quickened, sloppy now, loud. I wanted Gerald to hear every sound, every breath.
“I’m moaning because I want to,” I said. “Not to perform. It feels good. It feels right.”
Gerald’s breath stuttered behind me.
I looked up again, still stroking, lips glistening. “You gave me permission. And now I don’t want to stop.”
He didn’t speak.
So I whispered one more thing, just for him.
“I want him to come in my mouth, Gerald. And I want you to watch me swallow it all.”
He let out a sound, half groan, half surrender.
Then he said, “Do it.”
I lowered my mouth again, slow, steady, deliberate. The head slipped between my lips, then more. I opened wider, easing the length in, letting my tongue cup him, letting the weight settle past my teeth. I felt every vein, every twitch, every pulse. My lips stretched. My eyes fluttered closed. I exhaled through my nose, relaxed my throat, then took him deeper still.
He filled me. I gagged once, softly, but didn’t pull back. My hands tightened around the base, keeping control of the rhythm. My spit was everywhere now, wetting him, wetting my chin, dripping in slow threads across my knuckles.
Behind me, I could feel the heat of Gerald’s gaze. He hadn’t moved. I didn’t need to look to know. He was locked in place, watching, holding his breath.
I came off him just far enough to speak. My voice was low, thick. “His cock is deep in my mouth now. All the way.”
I licked the tip once, then again, then sucked him back in. I moaned softly around it, the vibration making him twitch. His hips rose a fraction, instinct. I adjusted without thinking, letting him glide against the roof of my mouth, slowing down just before the edge of losing control.
I looked up. Marcus’s face was flushed, mouth slack, eyes glazed.
I turned my head slightly, enough for my voice to carry back to Gerald. “I can taste his precum. It’s warm. Salty. It’s thick at the back of my tongue.”
I stroked him with both hands now, mouth open, spit pooling at the corners. I could feel my pulse in my lips.
“I want it all,” I said. “When he comes, I want every drop. I don’t want to miss a thing.”
Gerald didn’t answer.
I slowed the rhythm again. Tightened my lips. Let my throat soften and took him deep, deep enough that my nose pressed to his skin. He groaned hard this time.
He was close. I could feel it, his thighs tensing, his hands gripping the arms of the chair.
I pulled off, panting, strings of spit connecting my lips to the tip. I looked over my shoulder now, slowly, my chin wet, my chest rising fast.
“I’m going to let him come in my mouth,” I said to my husband. “You gave me to him, and now I’m going to finish him.”
Gerald’s lips parted. His hands were trembling. He nodded once.
I turned back. Opened wide. Took him in again, lips sealed tight, throat ready.
It happened fast. A twitch. A gasp. Then the first pulse hit the back of my tongue, hot, thick, sharp. I swallowed instantly. The second followed, stronger. I moaned low around it, my eyes watering. He kept coming. My hands milked him, slow and steady, as I sucked it down.
When it stopped, I held him there. Let him feel my lips still wrapped around him. Let him feel me swallow again.
Then I pulled off, opened my mouth for Gerald. Marcus exhaled a long, broken breath. He was still seated, shirt damp at the collar, his hands resting on his thighs like he didn’t trust himself to move yet. His cock glistened where it hung, softening slowly, the final tremors fading.
I rose to my feet without a word, wiping my chin with the back of my hand. My knees were unsteady. I reached for the hem of my dress still puddled on the floor, but didn’t pull it on yet. Gerald hadn’t moved either.
Marcus stood slowly. He looked at me, then at Gerald, eyes wide, stunned. He opened his mouth to speak, then stopped. He gave a small shake of his head, like he couldn’t believe what had just happened, or that he’d been allowed to do it.
He murmured, “I should go.”
Gerald didn’t respond. I nodded once, tight, throat dry.
Marcus dressed quietly. No small talk. No goodbye kiss. He buttoned his pants, smoothed his shirt, and walked to the door like a man walking out of a dream. At the threshold, he paused.
He looked back. “Thank you,” he said, voice hoarse. He looked directly at me. “Both of you.”
Then he left.
The door clicked shut.
Silence.
I stayed standing in the middle of the room, barely clothed, legs damp, skin flushed. Gerald still hadn’t spoken.
I turned slowly. “You okay?”
His jaw worked before anything came out. “I think so.”
I waited. He didn’t move.
So I took a step closer. Then another. Until we were face to face.
I said, “That was more than either of us expected.”
He gave a breathless laugh, no humor in it. “Yeah. No kidding.”
I placed a hand on his chest. I could feel his heart still racing under my palm. “I didn’t know I’d enjoy it that much,” I said softly.
He swallowed. “I didn’t know you would either.”
Another pause.
I whispered, “Did it hurt?”
His eyes met mine. “No.” He blinked. “Yes. A little.”
I nodded. “Me too.”
We stood there like that for a moment. The room was still warm with everything that had happened. The smell of sweat and sex still clung faintly to the air.
He said, “You told me everything as it happened.”
I nodded. “That’s what I thought you’d want.”
“It was.” His hand came up, touched the side of my face. “It was too real.”
I leaned into his palm. “But it turned you on.”
His breath caught. “It destroyed me.”
“I want to know what that means.”
“I don’t,” he said quietly. “Not yet.”
I kissed him then. Gently. Not a thank-you. Not a reassurance. Just contact. Just connection. His hands came to my back, slow, deliberate.
“I feel like I did something dangerous,” I whispered against his mouth.
“You did,” he said. “So did I.”
We stood that way. Touching, breathing, unsure what we’d just become, but unable to pretend we hadn’t loved how it felt.
Next night, we escaped the hotel. I told him to look for a dance club far from the hotel. I didn’t want anyone from the conference recognizing us. I picked the dress myself. Tight black with a low front. No bra. I brushed my hair until it gleamed, left it down, added dark red lipstick. Then I stood by the hotel door with my clutch in my hand and said, “Let’s go.”
He didn’t say much in the Uber. I could feel his breathing shift when my thigh touched his. When I turned to look out the window, I caught him watching my tight chest. His choice, of course.
The club was packed. Music throbbed from inside before the door even opened. I led him in by the hand, past the bouncers, into the heat of moving bodies. Colored lights pulsed over bare shoulders, suits, tiny dresses. I felt eyes on me before we even hit the bar.
I turned to him and spoke low into his ear. “Sit by the wall. Order a drink. Watch me.” Then I walked away.
Every step I took was measured. I moved through the crowd, hips high, shoulders straight, hair over one eye. I found a spot near the dance floor and leaned one elbow on a high table, crossed one leg over the other. I sipped vodka there. Slowly. It was like muscle memory the way it came back to me.
Men turned. That part wasn’t new. What was new was how I let it happen. How I didn’t glance at Gerald. I knew exactly where he was. I knew his eyes would be fixed on me.
Two men passed close behind me. Another smiled but kept walking. I waited.
Then a fourth. Taller. Trim. Button-down shirt open a little too far. He hovered. I didn’t look up at first. He stepped closer.
“Waiting on someone?” he asked.
I glanced at him. Then shook my head once, slowly. “No.”
He looked at my hand. “You’re married.”
I sipped. “Yes.”
He smiled with his eyes first. “Not tonight?”
I tilted my head slightly, then let the silence hang there. Not coy. Not shy. Just letting him think what he wanted to think.
His hand brushed mine as he leaned in. “Can I buy you one?”
I nodded once. “Sure you can.”
He flagged down the bartender without taking his eyes off me. I let them linger on his hands. His jawline. The small silver chain around his neck.
He handed me the drink. “To risky choices.”
I clinked his glass without smiling. “To short nights.”
He laughed and looked toward the dance floor. “You dance?”
I drained half the glass and held out my hand.
As he led me to the music, I finally looked back. Gerald was where I left him. Drink untouched. Hands in fists on the table. His mouth slightly open. Eyes locked on me.
I turned back to the man holding my hand and I pressed my body into his.
He pulled me closer the second the beat dropped. His hands found the curve of my waist without hesitation. He was taller than Gerald. Broader. I could feel the hardness of his chest against mine, his scent in the warm air between us.
I let him guide the rhythm, just for a few seconds. Let myself be moved. Then I eased into control, arched a little, rolled my hips, dragged my palms slowly up his arms and around his neck.
Gerald was still watching. I didn’t need to check.
The man’s mouth was at my ear now, saying something low. I didn’t hear it. I was too aware of the shape of my thighs moving against his. Of the rising tempo. Of the way the lighting made everything shimmer and smudge.
I tilted my face up and looked past the man’s shoulder, straight toward where I knew Gerald sat. He hadn’t moved. But his expression had. He looked stunned. I held his gaze and let my hand slide down the man’s back.
What was I doing?
I wasn’t drunk. I wasn’t lost. I was doing exactly what I’d planned. And it was working. That part scared me more than anything. I was good at it.
The man’s hands slid lower, and I didn’t stop him. His grip tightened as the music shifted again. I moved harder. Pressed closer. I could feel him thickening against my thigh, and I shifted just slightly to let him.
I imagined Gerald seeing that, seeing exactly how much I let this stranger get away with.
My heart was racing. My breath shallow. My nipples pressed against the inside of my dress like they were trying to announce themselves.
This wasn’t an accident.
I didn’t know what I wanted to happen next. The man said something again. I smiled vaguely, like I had heard him, and leaned back an inch so I could watch his eyes. He was fully into it. Focused, confident. Probably thinking he had me.
I raised one hand and slowly gathered my hair off my neck, letting the gesture stretch long. His eyes dropped to my collarbone.
Gerald had once said I looked my best when I didn’t know I was being watched. He was wrong. I knew now. And I’d never felt more aware of how I looked.
I leaned into the man again and put my lips near his ear. “What’s your name?”
He told me.
My hand was on his chest now, fingers spread. I dragged them down, just enough to feel the center of him. Then stopped.
And looked across the club again. I wanted Gerald to see me do it.
He was hard now. Fully. I didn’t pretend not to notice. I shifted my hips against his just enough to feel it between us, then let my hand rest low on his stomach. His breath changed. My fingers up to the first knuckle slid inside his waistband,
I turned my head toward Gerald again. He hadn’t touched his drink. His jaw was tight. His eyes locked on mine, his body frozen.
I held the stranger tighter. Pushed my hand down deeper. Curled my fingers, scratched his skin there. My chest pressed into his as I rolled my hips once, then twice, keeping the motion small but unmistakable. I wanted to see if Gerald flinched. He didn’t. I grinded myself into him.
I said softly, into the man’s shoulder, “My husband’s watching.”
He paused for a beat. “Oh yeah?”
“He knows I’m here with you.”
He chuckled, low and sharp. “Then he’s into this.”
I didn’t answer. I let the silence tell him yes.
His hand slid down, over the small of my back, lower, then cupped my ass through the dress. He pulled me tighter against the prominent bulge in his jeans.
I turned my head slightly. Let my lips graze his jaw. Not a kiss. Just contact.
Then I whispered, “You can touch me a little more.”
He didn’t hesitate. His other hand moved to the side of my thigh, dragging up the hem. I kept moving, grinding lightly, breathing steadily. I could feel the edge of my panties shift as his fingers crept higher. I didn’t stop him.
Gerald was still across the room. Still watching.
I leaned up on my toes and kissed the man’s jaw this time, slow and deliberate.
“I like the way you dance,” I said.
He laughed, breath hot. “You’re dangerous.”
I smiled. “Just committed.”
His fingers grazed the bare curve of my ass under the dress. I gasped quietly and let my knees bend into it, just enough to show I wasn’t stopping him.
Then I opened my eyes and looked right at Gerald.
He hadn’t blinked. His hand was on his thigh now, curled tight. I wanted to know what he was feeling. Panic? Rage? Lust?
I looked back at the man and said, “Follow me.”
I took his hand and walked toward the back of the club. Past the bar, through the narrow corridor near the bathrooms. There was a low-lit alcove there, half privacy, half invitation. I pushed him gently into it. He leaned against the wall, surprised but smiling.
I pressed against him. Let my leg slide between his. Let my hand rest on his zipper.
“Don’t unzip,” I said. “Let me.”
Then I turned my head. Gerald had followed. He stood just a few feet away, in shadow, breathless, watching.
I placed both hands on the man’s chest and started sliding down. Letting them both see me go lower.
I slid down his chest, slow enough to feel every button, every shift in his breath. He didn’t say anything. Just let me fall sideways in front of him, the edge of my dress riding high on my thighs, cool air kissing the skin that wasn’t supposed to be seen in public.
He leaned back against the wall, exhaling hard. I felt his hands hover near my shoulders but not touch. He was waiting.
I looked up at him once, then reached for his belt. My fingers moved with purpose now, smooth, practiced, no stalling. The clink of the buckle echoed softly off the painted brick behind us. I undid his fly. Pulled the waistband down. He sprang free, thick and heavy.
I didn’t hesitate.
I took him in my hand and stroked once, slowly, from base to tip. Sleek already. The air around us was hot, humid with bass and breath.
He groaned softly, and I felt him twitch.
I leaned forward and kissed the head. Let my lips part and taste him, just once. My tongue flicked gently under the ridge. Then I pulled back and stroked him again.
There were people just beyond the hallway. Laughter. Music. Movement. None of it mattered.
I opened my mouth again and slid him in. No teasing this time. No narrating. I just wanted the weight of him on my tongue.
He filled me halfway before I eased back, let spit pool at the corners of my lips, then swallowed him deeper. He cursed under his breath, one hand gripping the edge of the alcove wall. His other hand found the back of my head and hovered there, tense, trembling.
I moaned around him.
The sound wasn’t loud, but it was enough. He gasped. His hips jerked once. I adjusted my grip, took him deeper, let him feel how far I could go. My throat clenched, then relaxed. I swallowed around him.
Another curse.
I didn’t stop. I bobbed slow, then fast, then slow again, dragging every inch through my lips. His cock was wet with me now, polished, shining. I let it slip from my mouth, kissed the tip again, then licked along the underside.
“Fuck,” he whispered.
I didn’t look up. I just kept going.
He was close. I could tell from the way his thighs locked, the way his breathing went shallow and broken. His fingers finally touched my hair, tentative at first, then tighter.
I took him deep again. Deeper.
I wanted it. I wanted to feel the flood at the back of my throat, the shock of it, the heat. I wanted to do it without asking. Without checking.
He gasped once more, and then it hit.
A pulse. Then another. I stayed down. Let him come. Let him fill my mouth, my throat. I swallowed once, twice, and then again. Nothing left behind.
When I finally let him slip free, I sat up from his lap.
I wiped my chin. Smoothed my dress. Said nothing.
I stood too fast. My legs almost buckled under me. My mouth still tasted like him. My panties were soaked. My chest felt too tight to hold what I’d just done.
I didn’t look at the man. Didn’t say goodbye. I turned and saw the outline in the dark, right where I’d left him.
Gerald.
I ran to him. Grabbed his arm. My voice came out sharp. “We need to go.”
He didn’t ask. Just followed as I pulled him through the crowd. I felt my own wetness as I moved, the stick of my thighs, the cling of the dress around my hips. I didn’t care who saw. I needed to be out. I needed to be somewhere I could explode.
The second we hit the sidewalk I had my phone out, calling a car. Gerald stood beside me, stunned. Not touching. Not speaking. I rubbed him and kicked my legs and groaned.
When the Uber pulled up, I yanked the door open and slid in first, speeding my legs, flashing him, and anyone else out there on the sidewalk. He followed, shutting the door fast behind us.
The second it clicked, I pounced.
I climbed into his lap. My knees straddled his thighs. My hands were on his chest, his neck, his face. I kissed him hard. Open mouth.
He groaned against me. His hands went to my hips, trying to slow me down. “Wait, ”
“No,” I said. “You can’t stop this.”
I rocked against him once. Felt his cock already stiff beneath his pants.
“You saw what I did,” I whispered. “And you let me.”
He nodded, breath hot. “I know.”
My fingers were already at his belt, tugging. “I need you. Right now.”
“The driver, ”
“I don’t care.”
The car kept moving. City lights strobed across the windows. The driver said nothing, eyes on the road, like we weren’t even there.
I pressed my hips harder against him. I bit his ear, swallowed it. “I want your cock inside me right now.”
His hand gripped my thigh, hard. “You’re soaked.”
I bit his earlobe. “It’s your fault.”
He groaned again, louder. My fingers worked open his pants, found him. Hard, hot, familiar. I stroked once, twice.
I was grinding now, desperate, undone. My panties were useless, thin, soaked, in the way. I hiked my dress up around my waist, shoved the fabric aside. My hand wrapped around him again, trying to guide him in.
He caught my wrist, barely. “Wait.”
“I can’t.” My voice broke. “I need you inside me.”
He pulled me in and kissed me, hard, deep. “We’re almost there.”
I whimpered. “I’m shaking.”
He looked at me, eyes blown wide. “When we get upstairs…”
I nodded frantically. “Yes. I want it rough. I want everything.”
The car slowed.
I kissed him again, frantic, teeth and breath.
Then I sat back in his lap, dress still bunched, his cock still out, both of us spent and waiting.
The lobby doors slid open and I didn’t wait. I grabbed his hand and pulled him hard. My heels hit the marble floor too loud, too fast, but I didn’t slow down. My dress was still hitched high on my thighs. I didn’t fix it. Couldn’t. I was too wet, too full of him, too far gone.
Gerald’s hand gripped mine tight, trying to keep up. He didn’t say a word.
We reached the elevator and I slammed the button. The doors were taking too long.
I turned to him, hands already pulling at his shirt, untucking it, reaching up under it. I kissed him hard, open-mouthed, hungry. People were striding by. My tongue forced past his lips. He groaned, staggered back a step, but I followed, pressed him against the wall, spread my legs around his.
My hand found his cock again, still stiff, still leaking. I rubbed it through his pants, hard, grinding my hips against his thigh like I didn’t care who saw.
The elevator dinged. We spilled inside.
As the doors slid shut, I dropped to my knees.
“Fuck,” he whispered, looking around.
“No one’s here,” I gasped, mouth already on him, pulling him out again.
I sucked him once, fast, deep, sloppy, then stood just as fast, yanked my panties aside, and jumped into his arms. He caught me by instinct, staggered into the corner of the elevator as I wrapped my legs around his waist and rubbed my soaking slit along the length of his cock, desperate for friction.
“Jesus,” he muttered, voice ragged. “You’re fucking crazy.”
“I need you inside me now!” I growled. “Now!”
He grabbed my ass, squeezed, kissed me hard. “Not here.”
The doors opened at our floor.
I dropped to the ground, breathless, and yanked my dress down just enough to be legal.
We walked, no, ran, the hallway.
I shoved him against the wall once, kissed him so hard our teeth clicked. I reached under his shirt, scratched his back, left red lines.
My voice was filthy in his ear. “I want to ride you until you can’t walk.”
He growled. “You will.”
We stumbled toward the room. I clawed at his belt again, tried to unbuckle it while walking.
He stopped, spun me, pressed me to the wall. His hand found my inner thigh, slid up.
“Still soaked,” he said.
I moaned. “It’s for you.”
He bit my neck once, not gentle. “I know.”
I twisted, grabbed his cock again. “I want to ride it in the hallway.”
“You won’t.”
“I will.”
His hands pinned my hips to the wall. His forehead touched mine. “You’ll wait five more seconds.”
The room was just ahead.
I licked his bottom lip. “Then you’re not going to survive it.”
He smiled, devestated. “Prove it.”
I reached for the keycard. My hands were shaking.
The door clicked open.
I shoved it wide, stepped inside, and tore at his shirt.
“Get inside me,” I hissed. “Now.”
We barely cleared the doorway before I shoved him back against the wall. The door clicked shut behind us. I didn’t even bother locking it.
He tried to speak. I kissed him hard enough to shut him up. Our teeth knocked. I needed his hands, his cock, his weight, his body everywhere. I grabbed his pants, dragged them down his thighs. He stepped out, half-tripping, hands yanking at my dress.
It tore.
He didn’t stop.
I spun and bent forward, planting both hands on the low cabinet under the TV. The dress was bunched around my waist. My panties were long gone. I heard him spit into his palm behind me. Then he grabbed my hips, hard, and pulled me back into him like he’d waited years.
The cabinet slammed the wall. I cried out. Not from pain, pure shock. Pure release. The force of it knocked everything off the counter. A lamp crashed. The room lit up with the sound of skin and breath and furniture creaking under the violence of it.
He didn’t let me breathe. Didn’t slow down.
I clawed the surface, half-laughing, half-sobbing, my hair wild, my throat raw from moaning too loud.
I cried out loud most unlike a trad wife.
He pulled me up by the shoulders, spun me again, kissed me hard, then dropped me back onto the bed. I bounced once. Then he was on me.
We didn’t speak.
My legs wrapped around him, pulled him in. The bed groaned under us, shaking against the frame. I bit his shoulder. He pinned my wrists above my head. Our bodies moved like we were trying to tear through each other. I didn’t want soft. I didn’t want romance. I wanted the sound of the bedframe hammering the wall until the neighbors hated us.
He flipped me. I gasped. My face hit the sheets. His hand gripped my thigh and pulled it up. I screamed something I didn’t even understand. He answered with another thrust that lifted my knees off the mattress. My fingers found the headboard and braced.
We knocked it clean off the wall.
I laughed. Then moaned. Then begged him not to stop.
The room was a mess now, lamps sideways, sheets half-off, pillows on the floor, our clothes strung in a trail from the hallway to the bed. He didn’t slow. We hit the edge of the mattress, rolled off, kept going on the floor.
He was behind me, then beneath me, then sitting back against the couch while I rode him, mouth open, eyes wild, both of us soaked and undone. I took what I wanted. I used every inch of him and gave him everything I had.
He said my name like it was the only word he knew.
I answered by slamming my hips down, harder, louder, until his hands dug into my waist and he came again, gasping into my throat, his whole body shaking.
He gasped into my neck, still pulsing deep inside me, but I didn’t let up. My hips kept grinding, slow at first, then hard, rough, forcing more out of him. I could feel him twitching, oversensitive, barely able to take it, but I didn’t care. I wanted more. I needed him to feel blown open the way I felt split wide.
I leaned back, dragged my nails down his chest, left bleeding tracks. His head dropped against the back of the couch. His mouth was open, jaw slack, eyes barely able to focus.
“Still hard,” I whispered, breath broken. “You’re still hard.”
He didn’t answer. Just grunted as I started riding him again, not smooth, not graceful. Pure friction. Pure noise. The wet slap of bodies. The sharp creak of the couch legs grinding across the carpet. I bounced harder, hands braced on his thighs, my back arched like I didn’t care if I broke.
His hands came up, tried to grip my waist to slow me, but I shoved them off. “No,” I panted. “Don’t stop me. Don’t tell me anything. Just take it.”
I slammed down again, and again, and again.
He groaned. “You’re insane.”
I grabbed his throat, not tight, just enough to make him look up at me. “You turned me into this.”
His hands slid to my ass, gripping so tight I knew he’d bruise me. I didn’t stop. I wanted him sore. I wanted to feel it tomorrow when I crossed my legs at breakfast.
He tried to thrust up into me, to match my rhythm. I slapped his chest once. “No. Sit still. Let me fuck you.”
That pushed him over. His head dropped back again, and he let me take it. I rode harder, meaner, the wet sounds filling the room now, echoing off the walls. I didn’t care if the whole floor heard us. I hoped they did.
I reached down, fingers between my legs, rubbed myself fast, hard, messy. I was soaked, aching, stretched to the edge. I stared at his face the whole time, his mouth open, his eyes half-closed, his hands gripping whatever part of me he could hold onto.
“I’m going to come again,” I said through gritted teeth. “Don’t stop me. Don’t say anything.”
He only nodded, lips parted.
I rode faster. My thighs burned. My arms shook. I kept going. My breath stuttered once, twice, and then it hit. Hard. Sudden. Deep.
I came with a full-body jolt, bent forward with a scream I couldn’t bite back, clawing at his chest, shaking as my hips bucked and jerked and dragged the orgasm out until I collapsed forward, soaked in sweat, spit, and come.
He held me then. Finally. Arms wrapping tight.
But I wasn’t done.
I lifted my head, hair plastered to my face, and whispered, “You’re going to do me again. On the table. Then the floor. Then the bed.”
He just nodded. Breathless.
I slid off him before he could catch his breath and yanked him up by the wrist. He stumbled, dizzy, flushed, half-hard and dripping. I shoved him backwards across the room, slammed him into the edge of the table. Plates rattled, the lamp wobbled.
“Lean back,” I snapped. “You’re not done.”
He opened his mouth to speak, maybe to beg for a minute, but I climbed up onto the table before he could finish. I stood over him, one knee beside his thigh, hair wild, dress clinging, my body flushed, shining. I grabbed his cock, greased and sensitive, and stroked it once, twice, fast, cruel. He twitched.
“Again,” I said. “I want it hard again.”
He groaned. “I can’t, ”
“You will.”
I leaned down and took him in my mouth, fast, deep. No warning. Just wet heat and suction. His whole body jolted. I didn’t stop. I worked him brutally until he filled out again, twitching hard in my throat.
I pulled off with a wet gasp, climbed onto him, and shoved him deep inside me with one long, unforgiving stroke.
He shouted.
The table rocked.
I rode him like I wanted to break the wood beneath us.
No rhythm. Just impact. Just raw, frantic movement. My thighs clapped against his hips. His hands clutched at my waist, then my back, then my throat. Not choking, holding on. Trying not to drown.
“Harder,” I growled. “Come on. Give it to me.”
He did. His hips bucked, uncoordinated, overwhelmed. I dug my nails into his chest, rode faster, louder, until the table legs started to slide across the floor. I could barely breathe. My hair stuck to my face. I was soaked between my legs, a mess everywhere.
“You can’t stop me,” I said, panting hard. “You can’t make me stop.”
“I don’t want to,” he gasped.
I moaned, dragging my hips in tight grinding circles. “Because I’m going to come again with you inside me.”
He shuddered. “Jesus, ”
I leaned forward, nose to nose. “Say it.”
He blinked, unfocused. “Say what?”
“Say you’re mine.”
He groaned. “I’m yours.”
“Say it again.”
“I’m yours,” he breathed, voice breaking.
“Louder.”
“I’m yours!”
And then I felt it.
His whole body seized. His hands gripped my thighs so hard I almost screamed. His cock twitched inside me, thick and deep. He groaned low, raw, broken, like the sound got torn out of his chest. He came hard, flooding me, shuddering, gasping, going stiff and then collapsing all at once.
I slowed only when his arms gave out.
He sank into the chair, drained, body limp, his chest heaving like he’d drowned and barely come back.
I stayed on top of him, still wrapped around him, breathing hard, watching him fall apart beneath me.
“Now,” I whispered, lips against his ear. “Now you know what it feels like to be fucked by your wife.”
The terrace overlooked the pool and the city skyline beyond it. The morning sun hadn’t reached full heat yet, and the air still held that faint, filtered coolness. My hair was up. My dress modest. My legs crossed just so.
No one would’ve guessed what I’d done to him six hours earlier.
Gerald stirred his coffee, his other hand smoothing the edge of his tablet. His collar was buttoned, jacket slung on the back of the chair. He looked polished again. Composed. But he still winced a little when he shifted in his seat.
I bit into a croissant and smiled faintly. I was wincing a bit too that morning, truth be told.
He didn’t look up. “I’ve got back-to-back sessions all morning. Boardroom two, then the breakout room by the conference hall.”
I nodded like his good wife. “There’s my busy man.”
He tapped something on the screen. “You could join lunch if you want. It’s mostly financials, but.”
“Mm. No thank you.” I sipped orange juice. “I think I’ll stay out of sight today.” I pursed my lips to hide my grin.
He glanced up. “Doing what do you suppose?”
I tilted my head, letting the earring catch the sun. “That depends.”
“On?”
“What I feel like.”
He raised an eyebrow. “You mean, reading by the pool? Shopping?”
I leaned in slightly. “Or maybe walking the strip again. Alone this time. See who’s out during the workday.”
His throat worked, but he didn’t speak.
I buttered a second piece of croissant with utter relaxation filling me. “You did say a good wife follows her husband’s instructions.”
He nodded slowly. “I remember that yes.”
“And now that I’ve done that . . .” I let the sentence hang while I took a bite, chewed slowly, then added, “. . . I’m wondering what else a good, obedient wife might do. Unprompted.”
He set the tablet down. “Is that what we’re calling it?”
I smiled sweetly. “I served your will. Isn’t that what all the books said a good trad wife should do?”
His eyes narrowed slightly. “I don’t think the books covered what happened last night.”
I leaned back, crossed my ankles under the table. “Traditions evolve.”
He shook his head once, like he was still trying to catch up. “You’re dangerous.”
“Only because you let me be.”
His hand found the edge of the tablecloth, fidgeted with it for a second. “If I ask you to stay in today…”
“Would that be your true will?” I asked, eyes wide and innocent.
He gave a breath of a laugh. “Don’t twist this.”
“I’m not twisting anything. I’m being dutiful. I’m considering how best to serve you.”
He watched me for a long beat. Then asked, quieter, “Would you tell me?”
“Before? Or after?”
“Either.”
I leaned forward again, slow and deliberate. “Sometimes I think you like not knowing.”
He didn’t deny it.
The server brought the check. Gerald signed. I stood, smoothed my dress, leaned in, kissed his cheek.
“Have a good day, darling,” I whispered.
Then I turned, heels clicking as I walked off the terrace, leaving him to wonder whether I was headed upstairs.
Or somewhere else entirely.
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I sat at the vanity in the hotel room brushing my hair, watching the way it moved across my shoulder, thick and wavy. The faint ache between my legs was still there, a reminder of what I’d become, of what I wasn’t anymore. I shifted in the chair to see if the sensation would settle. It didn’t. I wasn’t a trad wife anymore.
The dress I chose was one I hadn’t worn yet this trip. Soft, black, just fitted enough to look deliberate. It clung to the line of my stomach more than I would have ordinarily preferred but the hem hit just above the knee and the neckline sat low and square, enough to show a hint of shape without drawing too much  attention to it. Gerald would have said it was tasteful, but certainly on the edge. But I hadn’t asked his opinion this morning.
He’d gone downstairs early for his panel session, buttoned up and over-prepared, tie already tight before I even stirred from out bed. He’d kissed my cheek lightly before leaving. I murmured something about seeing him later.
There was no trace of last night’s man, but the thought of leaving it linger had tempted me more than it should have. It wasn’t shame. It was something else. Maybe I didn’t want Gerald to smell it, not because he’d object, but because he might like it too much. This new thing we stumbled upon, it felt bigger, more dangerous than just one-off “mistake.”
I stood slowly, adjusted the dress over my hips, and slipped my earrings on, small pearls, the set Gerald had given me years ago. They felt weightless. I stared at myself in the mirror and forced my face to remain neutral. My lips looked slightly fuller than usual, a trick of the lighting or maybe the effect of being kissed too hard. I applied a bit of gloss but skipped the foundation. I didn’t want to look too prepared. I wanted to look like I had nothing to hide.
My heels were thin and sharp, the kind that changed the way I walked whether I wanted them to or not. They were louder in the hallway.
The lobby was active but not loud. A few people lingered near the escalators, glancing at their phones or scanning the conference signage. I moved past them without looking for anyone specific. I wore my “Spouse’s” name badge and  walked as though I belonged here, like someone who knew the rhythm of how these things went.
My pace slowed only when I approached the lower hallway outside the executive breakout rooms. The signage was different here. Sleek black plaques instead of plastic easels. A pair of assistants stood near the doors, dressed alike in tailored navy. One of them looked at me but didn’t speak. I nodded slightly and kept walking. I wasn’t headed to a session. I wasn’t sure where I was going yet. I was poking around. I was curious.
Then I saw him. Gordon C. Bell. The name had been in every program, printed across the top of the speaker agenda, but I hadn’t connected it to a face until yesterday afternoon when Gerald had nodded in his direction and said, quietly, “That man could fire everyone on this floor with a snap of his fingers.”
Tall, lean, with posture that made you straighten your own, and a head of thick graying hair that looked like it had been managed by someone who knew what kind of cut to give a man that powerful. He wore a grey jacket over a white shirt, no tie today, and his collar was open two buttons. His face was angular, eyes shadowed but alert, and his mouth moved only slightly when he spoke. I watched him say something to the younger man at his side, then glance briefly toward the far wall where a framed photograph of the company’s founders hung. His fingers tapped once on the folder he held, then he moved away, walking with a deliberate slowness that didn’t suggest hesitation, it suggested control.
I followed, not directly, I let him round the corner first. I waited three full seconds before turning into the same hallway.
He had stopped just past the stairwell, near the smaller alcove that led to the executive lounge. The security reader was mounted beside the door. His hand hovered near it, but he hadn’t swiped in yet.
I stepped closer. He turned his head at the sound of my heels, his eyes meeting mine without the delay most men gave themselves. His expression didn’t change, but I saw the flicker. He recognized me, probably not sure where.
I slowed, almost stopped, and let my eyes move over his badge just long enough to read it. I looked at his face.
“Is that where the real meetings happen?” I asked, my tone even, unhurried.
He held my gaze. His eyes dropped for only a breath, then came back up. “If you need to ask,” he said, “you’re not supposed to be back there.”
“ I’m not asking,” I said. My heart was firing rapidly.
He studied me, then held the badge to the scanner. The light turned green. He opened the door and stepped through.
The lighting was lower inside. Softer, but not dim. A long walnut table ran the length of the room, polished to a mirror finish, surrounded by heavy chairs with leather arms and brass trim. To the left, a seating area with two couches angled toward each other, a coffee service station behind them. No one else was there. The man who held the door open had already crossed the room and set his folder down near one of the armchairs.
I closed the door behind me without a sound and stood just inside. He didn’t turn to face me right away. I watched the way his hand moved, steady and unhurried, as he unscrewed the cap of a water bottle and poured half of it into a glass. He sipped once before finally looking at me again.
“You’re not on the session list,” he said. His voice deep, dry, almost flat. Unbothered.
“No,” I said.
His gaze moved over my body, slower this time, more openly. He didn’t disguise it. His eyes moved across my chest, lingered, then followed the line of my waist and hips. He looked back at my face as if to see if I’d flinch.
He didn’t ask who I was. I stepped forward, slowly, crossing the room one quiet step at a time. The carpet had a tight weave and barely gave under my heels. I moved toward the edge of the table, letting my hand trail along the wood. He watched but didn’t speak.
When I reached the table closest to him, he asked, “Are you looking for someone?”
“No.”
“You just walked in?”
“I followed you.”
He lifted his glass, drank, and this time let his eyes linger on my mouth when I looked at him.
He now read my badge. “And your husband?” he said. “Is he nearby?”
I tilted my head. “Should he be?”
He set the glass down. “Depends I guess.”
“On?”
“On why you’re here.”
I stepped closer, closed the space between us to two more feet. I could see the detail in the grain of his suit fabric, the line of the collar where it folded open at the base of his throat. His belt was black, cleanly fitted, and the skin of his neck looked flushed slightly now.
“I’ve always wondered,” I said quietly, “what kind of room a man like you actually uses to get things done.”
“And?”
“I imagined something larger.”
He smiled slightly. “Size isn’t the point.”
“No,” I agreed. “It hardly ever is.”
We stood that way, facing each other, a moment longer, and then I moved my hand to the top button of my dress. He stepped back once, slightly, legs spread, gaze unmoving, as I slowly began to open the neckline.
The top button slipped loose. I didn’t look at him as I undid the second. I could feel his attention where it touched me. I stopped after the third. The neckline was wide now, low enough to remind me I had chosen not to wear a bra. I felt the weight of my breasts settle. I breathed through my nose, slow and even. My hands dropped to my sides. I didn’t pull the dress lower.
He watched, unmoving, still seated, still silent, his legs were parted slightly, his eyes meeting mine.
I felt wild, I felt uninhibited, I felt like a totally different person, not Gerald’s wife, not a wife at all. I stepped closer, just enough to close the gap between us. His knee brushed my thigh. I felt the heat coming off his body. I let the back of my hand graze the inside of his wrist, careful, not lingering. His pulse was steady. Mine wasn’t.
I wanted to know what I was doing, but I didn’t. I didn’t feel like I was performing. It didn’t feel like revenge, or even like a show for my husband. This felt like something I had been walking toward a long time without realizing it. I didn’t feel guilty. I felt sharp, aware of everything, how my dress moved across my skin, how my nipples brushed the inside of the fabric, how the air from the vent above caught the edge of my shoulder. I felt my thighs tighten when I moved. I liked how it made me feel taller.
He reached for his glass again, lifted it, then set it back down without drinking.
“You’ve done this before?” he said.
I tilted my head. “Walked into a room?”
“No. This.”
I didn’t want to lie, but I didn’t want to tell the truth, either.
He shifted. “You’re comfortable being watched?
I felt something in my chest tighten. I didn’t know if I liked being watched. I only knew that I liked being the one deciding what was seen.
I sat on the edge of the table, close enough that the side of my thigh pressed against his thigh. He didn’t lean in. He just looked up.
I kept my voice level. “I didn’t come here to talk about what I’ve done or haven’t done before.”
He nodded, turned his head and looked at the shape of my body where it met his field of vision. I felt his breath change, not louder, not faster, just different.
I let one hand rest lightly against the back of his neck. His skin was warm. I didn’t press, just held it there, thumb still. I wanted to see what he would do next, but even more, I wanted to see what I would do. I had become a mystery to myself.
I felt his thigh shift as I moved, adjusting to the pressure of my weight against him, but he didn’t speak or stop me. I was close enough now that I could feel the warmth from his body across my bare chest where the fabric parted. His eyes weren’t fixed on me anymore, they were tracking every detail, flicking between my mouth, my hands, the open curve of my neckline, the shape of my body pressing against him. I reached for the next button of the dress and opened it, then the next. The fabric fell away with a soft pull, and my breast shifted slightly under the loosened front. He could see everything now. The top of the areola, the weight of it against the fabric, the flush that had risen across my skin while I worked each button free.
I placed my hand on his shoulder. The muscle there was firm and relaxed at the same time, the way older powerful men hold themselves. I didn’t wait for him to touch me. I bent at the waist, slowly, and brought my mouth to his ear.
“This is what your VP’s wife looks like when no one tells her what not to do.”
His breath deepened against the side of my neck, and I straightened again, running my hands down the front of my thighs, smoothing the fabric back over my hips as I stood in front of him fully now. My nipples were visible, fully outlined. I didn’t cover them. I wasn’t hiding anything. I let him see.
A few weeks ago, I would have blushed at the idea of someone seeing the line of my bra through a shirt. I would have checked the mirror three times before leaving the house. I would have asked Gerald if my dress was “too much.” But now I was standing in front of his boss’s boss, fully exposed, wet between the legs, letting this man see see how little I was wearing and how much I didn’t care.
I didn’t know exactly when it happened, when the switch flipped, but I could feel it in my stomach now, in the steady throb between my thighs. This wasn’t a game. This wasn’t a gift for my husband. This was mine. And later, when I told Gerald how this man looked at me, when I whispered the details of what I let happen, he would pretend to be shocked, maybe upset, but we both knew what it would do to him. I was already thinking about how I’d say it, what words I’d use, how slowly I’d speak. But not yet.
Now I reached down, gathered the hem of my dress, and pulled it higher inch by inch, baring my thighs, revealing the pale gray panties that did nothing to hide the heat beneath them. I watched his eyes drop. He sat still, breathing heavier now. I stepped forward and placed his hand on my inner thigh.
His hand was warm and I held it where I placed it, high on my thigh, just inside the edge of the raised hem. I didn’t guide him. I just let it rest there, fingers against bare skin, a few inches from the damp cotton pressed between my legs. I watched his throat move once as he swallowed, watched his eyes flick up to meet mine, testing for limits, but I didn’t back away. My breathing had shifted, slower now, deeper in my chest, and my legs felt unsteady, but I stood still and let the tension gather.
I was aware of every detail. The air conditioning above us made the room feel still cooler than it was. The fabric of my dress bunched slightly against my hip. My panties were damp enough now that the front clung to the shape of my body, no longer smooth. I could feel the soft flex of his fingers where they rested against the inside of my thigh, as if he were trying to decide whether to move. But I didn’t want him to decide anything yet. I wanted to control it. I wanted to know that I could.
I never imagined I’d be this woman. Not even last month. Not even last week. Gerald used to call me his perfect wife. Calm, capable, composed. I planned meals, folded linens, kept everything in its place. I believed in order. I believed in loyalty. I believed there were things women like me simply didn’t do.
Now here I was, legs parted slightly, dress hiked to my waist, another man’s hand under the fabric, not even asking for it, just placing it there and watching him accept it. I could feel myself getting wetter as I stood there, not from shame, but from the clarity of it. This was mine. This moment. This risk. This body. I wasn’t obeying anyone. I was choosing. I was acting.
And somehow, that didn’t feel like betrayal. Because I knew Gerald would want to know. I knew he’d ask what I wore, what I let him see, what I let him touch. I could already imagine the look in his eyes when I whispered that I lifted my dress for another man and held his hand there while I got wet under his fingers. He would clench his jaw and say I went too far. But then he’d ask for more.
And I’d give it to him.
I pressed my legs slightly closer together, trapping the man’s hand gently, then rolled my hips forward just enough to shift the contact. The move wasn’t dramatic. It wasn’t a grind. Just a tilt. His fingers adjusted automatically, brushing up higher now, grazing the crease at the top of my thigh where the cotton ended and the bare skin began. I gasped through my nose.
I hadn’t planned this. I leaned forward and whispered, “Feel how wet I am right now.”
His fingers flexed again, firmer this time, and I shifted my hips forward half an inch to keep him there. I didn’t break eye contact and I didn’t look down. I wanted him to feel how deliberate this was.
My thighs were parted, not wide, just enough for the fabric to stretch where it ran between my legs, the damp cotton drawn tight. He pressed upward, the pad of one finger landing just to the left of center. I didn’t flinch. My body arched forward, small, instinctive, and I held it. I let him find the shape of it, the heat, the slip of moisture that had already begun to soak through. My breathing stayed level but shallow.
It came when he slid his hand higher, under the edge of the panties now, knuckles brushing along the crease of my groin. I placed both hands on the edge of the table and widened my stance, knees bending. I didn’t need to guide him anymore. He knew where I wanted him. I felt the soft press of his middle finger between the lips, slow, controlled, gliding forward until the tip hovered over the spot that made my legs lock.
A tremor moved through my thighs. My knees pulled inward, but I forced them back open. His eyes watched my face as he touched me but I didn’t blink. I breathed through it and then I rocked forward into the pressure, just enough to make contact, not enough to tip. His touch stayed exactly where it was, unmoving, letting me do the work.I rolled again, slower, grinding forward along his hand, and I felt the slick trail it left across my skin. I wasn’t embarrassed. I wasn’t pretending. This wasn’t performance. I was doing this because I needed to know what it felt like to do it.
This wasn’t Gerald. This wasn’t discussed or hinted at or role-played in a whisper while the lights were low. This was something I had built on my own, one held gaze at at time, one tighter dress, one button more undone. Gerald would want every detail, and I would give them to him. I would let him feel the sting of knowing I did this even before telling him.
I felt the ridge of the table dig into the side of my thigh as I moved. My breath caught. He slid his finger forward now, barely dipping into me, and I clutched the table edge harder. My legs tightened, my back arched, and I pressed down on him, hard enough to feel the pressure.  I wanted to ride him longer. I wanted to know how far I could make this man go before he pulled me fully into his lap.
My voice came out low. “Don’t stop.”
I let his finger rest just inside me, the tip held there by the pressure of my hips. Then I stepped back, slowly, until he slipped out. I watched the way his eyes stayed on the spot where I’d been. I smoothed my dress down but didn’t adjust the buttons. The fabric clung to me now, the lines of my breasts clearly visible. My panties were damp, clinging tighter than before.
He slid down into a chair and looked up, waiting, now sitting like a man who thought he was in complete control. I walked around behind the chair, my fingertips brushing the backrest as I moved. I leaned in close, my lips just behind his ear.
“You haven’t touched me yet,” I said, “not really.”
His breath caught. I saw it in the lift of his chest.
I rounded the front again and knelt between his legs, knees spread, spine upright, and brought both hands to his belt. My fingers worked his buckle open slowly, unhurried, the leather sliding free with a quiet pull. He didn’t stop me and I knew he wouldn’t. I was already past stopping myself.
As I undid the button, I felt something strange rise in me, not fear, but something sharper. This man signed the checks that covered Gerald’s bonuses. He sat on the board. His name was on the annual report. If anyone found out about this, Gerald would lose more than a job. He’d lose face. Reputation. Standing. Maybe even respect for me. But as I lowered the zipper and reached inside, I couldn’t stop. I didn’t feel regret. I felt power.
I told myself this wasn’t revenge. It wasn’t sabotage. But it was a transgression so clean and quiet it almost felt holy. Was this the inevitable trajectory of a dutiful trad wife?
His cock was warm and hard in my hand, the weight of it pulsing as I freed it. I wrapped my fingers around the base and met his eyes. He was watching me now with something that wasn’t hunger or control, it was uncertainty. Like he’d realized this wasn’t something he initiated. I had walked into that room. I had opened the door. I had stripped myself and pushed his hand up my leg. I had taken his cock out, right here in the executive lounge, where any badge-wearing staffer could’ve walked in.
And still, I was going to take more.
I leaned forward until the tip of his cock brushed my lower lip. I tasted nothing yet, just the heat of him, the scent of skin, the faint edge of pressed cotton where his shirt hem met his waistband.
I looked up at him. “Will you let me?” There it was, the good wife, still somewhere down in there.
His mouth parted slightly, then closed again. No words. Just the barest nod.
I opened my mouth and took him in.
The first inch filled my mouth easily, smooth skin stretched taut over heat, the shape of him pressing upward against my tongue. I didn’t rush. I let him feel how deliberate it was, how precise. My lips formed a seal around him and I took him deeper, slow enough to control his every sensation. My tongue flattened beneath the ridge and curled slightly as I pulled back, then sank down again, deeper this time. My hand stayed at the base, stroking lightly where my mouth hadn’t reached. He exhaled, finally, not a sound but a shift in air, and I felt his fingers touch the back of my head.
They weren’t forceful. They were exploratory, testing how much control I would give up. I didn’t resist. I wanted to feel his hand there. I wanted the contradiction of it, the symbolism: his cock in my mouth, his hand in my hair, and yet I was the one kneeling, eyes open, watching the change on his face as I made him mine.
His fingers tightened slightly. I felt the spread of them through my scalp, the press of his palm just above the crown. I let him guide the motion, deeper, slower, his hips staying still while his hand controlled the rhythm of my head.
I responded, adjusting pressure, matching pace, drawing a low sound from his throat. I swallowed around the tip, felt the twitch of him against my tongue, the warmth deepening, and I knew he was holding back.
I wanted him to. I wasn’t done using him. I pulled back, my lips leaving with a quiet wet sound, and I stayed kneeling, letting my hand work him now, smooth strokes with a twist of my wrist at the top. His cock glistened from my mouth. I looked up at him and held eye contact.
This was the man who could end Gerald’s career with a single sentence. And I had him trembling, trying not to thrust, trying not to moan. I had his cock in my hand, his need in my mouth, and his hand clenched in my hair. I was sucking off the man whose name was printed on the top line of Gerald’s annual review, and I had never felt more alive.
Was this power? Or submission? I didn’t know anymore.  Because I wasn’t doing this for leverage. I wasn’t doing it to be punished. I was doing it because I could. Because I wanted to. Because Gerald would never imagine I’d go this far without telling him first. Because I wasn’t his to manage anymore.
The man above me pressed my head again, guiding me to take more. I opened my throat and let him. My hands slid up his thighs, fingertips splayed, and I sank down on him until my nose brushed his stomach.
I held him there, swallowing once, and stayed still, just to feel him shudder inside me.
My throat adjusted to the shape of him as I held still, lips spread wide, his cock thick and rigid where it filled me. His fingers stayed buried in my hair, not forcing but anchoring, and I could feel the heat in my face, the fullness of my lips stretched open, the saliva gathering beneath my tongue as I tried not to choke. I pulled back an inch, let my mouth tighten, then took him in again and again, rhythm building slowly until his hips shifted forward, only a fraction, but enough to tell me he wanted more.
I pulled back and looked up, my hand stroking him wet, the corners of my mouth slick, chest rising and falling.
“Fuck my face,” I said, voice low and clear. “Hard.”
His grip in my hair stiffened. He blinked once, mouth opening slightly, and for a second I thought he might say no.
But he held my head where it was and pushed forward, slow but deliberate, guiding me back onto him. The thrust was deeper. My lips sealed tighter. My throat spasmed as I took the length of him again, nose to skin, and I gasped through it as he pulled back only to push deeper again.
Each stroke hit something inside me that wasn’t just physical. It was obliteration.
I was on my knees in a carpeted executive lounge, taking the cock of the man my husband looked up to, letting him fuck my mouth like his right, and I said the words that made it happen, too. I told him to do it. I wanted it. And it shattered something in me in the best way.
I wasn't trying to seduce. I wasn’t trying to be good. I wanted it harder. I wanted to feel him use me. And the moment he did, the moment his hips started moving on their own, fucking my mouth with wet, audible thrusts, both hands twisting in my hair, I felt something inside me climb. It wasn’t orgasm. It was pressure and fire and heat and collapse building in my chest and between my legs.
He groaned now, deep and rough, barely controlled. My jaw ached. My eyes watered. I didn’t stop him. I opened wider. I rocked forward into the thrusts. I let him have it all.
In the middle of it, even as the wet slap of him into my throat echoed in the room, even as my mascara ran and my mouth was used like it didn’t belong to a woman with a husband and a shared checking account and a calendar full of dinner plans, I felt radiant.
I felt mine. And I felt it rising again. That edge. That dangerous, trembling edge. I was going to come if he didn’t stop, from nothing but this, being face-fucked like a good quiet trad wife.
His cock hit the back of my throat, harder now, and I coughed around it, eyes squeezing shut for a breath, but I didn’t pull back. I took it. My hands held his thighs steady as he pushed deeper, the wet sounds louder now, rawer. I let my tongue relax, lips stretched tight, jaw clenched around the fullness of him. Every thrust dragged heat across the roof of my mouth, the underside of my tongue, each one pushing me closer to something I didn’t understand but couldn’t stop chasing.
I needed it to happen. I needed it to end that way.
I pulled back halfway and gasped air through my nose, then looked up at him, mouth still open, his cock wet and flushed and twitching. His eyes were fixed on me now, no smugness, no control, just hunger and disbelief that I was still down here, stroking him, still begging for more.
“Come in my mouth,” I said, voice hoarse, raw from the use. “I want it.”
He didn’t speak. His hands clutched tighter in my hair and his hips snapped forward once, then again. My throat opened, bracing for it, and I could feel the tension in his legs go rigid under my palms.
The first pulse hit the back of my tongue with heat and weight. I swallowed without thinking. The second spilled faster. I moaned around it, lips wrapped tight, my hand stroking the base to draw it out. He shuddered, groaned from deep in his chest, and I felt his body twitch as he emptied it all into me.
I stayed there, I took all of it, I held him in my mouth until his last pulse subsided, until he stopped moving, until his grip in my hair loosened and his breath began to slow.
I swallowed again, slowly this time, conscious of the thickness of it, the taste, the wetness on my lips. I wiped the corner of my mouth with the back of my hand. My chest ached from kneeling, but I didn’t move yet. I stayed there, hand resting on his thigh, cock softening in my mouth, and I tried to feel what I was supposed to feel.
But all I felt was stunned.
Maybe this was what it looked like when the perfect wife facade was stripped away. Maybe this was the last chapter of that old trad life, kneeling with a stranger’s cum on her tongue, letting her husband’s boss fuck her face, not because she had to or because she was broken, but because she wanted to know what it felt like to be free.
And it felt like this. Wet, messy, shaking. Not full of guilt, just the quiet, dizzy shock of knowing she had done it. She’d taken him all the way, swallowed him down, and said the words out loud.
The handle clacked before I even heard the knock. The door flew open hard enough to bounce off the stop. I shot upright.
Gerald.
His face was flushed, his tie crooked, his conference badge swinging from the lanyard around his neck. He stopped in the doorway, eyes wide, scanning the room in a single sweep, and froze when he found me.
I was on my feet in one motion, dress rumpled, hair tugged loose, knees aching. My jaw clenched tight as I swallowed the last of his boss. I didn’t speak. My throat still burned. My lips were wet. I wiped them again with the back of my hand and stepped sideways, putting distance between myself and the chair.
Behind me, Gordon was already tucking himself away. He turned, standing just off-center by the armchair, one hand calmly zipping his pants, the other smoothing his shirt. His face didn’t change. No shame, no panic. Just the steel-eyed calm of a man used to never being questioned.
“Gerald,” I said, steady as I could, “what are you doing here?”
He blinked twice, mouth slightly open. “You said you were . . . ” He looked at Gordon, then at me again, taking in the rumpled fabric of my dress, the state of my face, my hair. “I was looking for you. You weren’t in the room. I thought maybe . . .  ” His voice dropped off.
My heart was pounding, but I kept my shoulders back, chin up. My mouth still tasted like the man standing behind me. My pulse hadn’t settled.
Gordon stepped forward, calm as ever, brushing imaginary lint from his cuff. “I’m afraid your wife wandered into a restricted session,” he said. “Security protocols were momentarily overlooked.”
Gerald’s eyes jumped to him. “You what?”
“I was just leaving,” I said, cutting cleanly through whatever was coming next. I reached for my purse and smoothed the hem of my dress without rushing. I walked toward Gerald, and when I passed him in the doorway, I stopped just long enough to whisper into his ear: “He tastes like power.” I slid out of the room.
Gerald caught up with me just past the stairwell, grabbing my wrist with a grip tighter than I’d ever felt from him.
“What the fuck was that?” he hissed, his voice low but sharp. “What were you doing in there?”
I stopped walking. I didn’t pull my arm free. I looked him in the eye, and I smiled, small, almost pitying.
“You saw what I was doing.”
He flushed deeper, jaw tight. “You were, Jesus, you were on your knees.”
I tilted my head. “Do you want to know how deep he came in my throat?”
“Stop it!”
“Do you want to know how long I kept him there as he erupted?”
“Stop it!”
But he wasn’t letting go. His eyes were locked on mine, breathing fast, chest rising and falling. He was furious. But he was also hard.
“I told him to,” I said. “I looked up at him and said the words. I told him to fuck my mouth. I told him to come inside me. And he did.”
Gerald’s breath hitched. I watched his nostrils flare. I could see the fight in him, shame, arousal, anger, disbelief. His hand was still on my wrist, but now his thumb rubbed once across my skin.
“I swallowed every drop of him,” I said. “While you were looking for me.”
His mouth opened. No words came out. I leaned in close to his ear. “And I’ll do it again. If you ask me to.”
He pulled me hard into the stairwell, door slamming behind us, his hands already on my waist, on my hips, yanking the hem of my dress up.
We didn’t say anything. He turned me toward the wall, pressed my chest against the cool cement, and shoved my panties down with both hands. My body jolted at the air on my skin, the fabric hitting my thighs, the rush of heat still wet between my legs from everything I hadn’t cleaned.
He was unzipped and inside me before I could breathe. He fucked me hard. Brutal. No rhythm. Just thrusts, punishing and fast. I gripped the railing with both hands and arched back into him, letting it happen. Wanting it.
He moaned, low, broken. “Did you taste him?” he said through clenched teeth.
“Oh god yes.”
He fucked me harder. My face was flushed, cheek pressed to the wall, breasts jostling with every motion. I was still open, still slick, and the stretch of him filled me almost instantly. I gasped with every thrust, louder than I meant to be, but I didn’t care.
He reached around and grabbed my breast roughly, thumb scraping over the nipple through the fabric. “Tell me more.”
“He didn’t ask,” I panted. “He just held my head and used my mouth like it was his.”
Gerald came with a shudder, biting down against my shoulder to keep from yelling.
When it was over, we stayed like that, me against the wall, him inside me, both of us wrecked and breathless.
The restaurant was low-lit, all dark wood and deep booths, the kind of place designed to muffle conversation and flatter the right kinds of faces. Gerald and I were led to the table by a hostess in black, her smile polite but empty. Gordon was already seated. His wife, Elise, he’d said, stood as we arrived.
She was striking. Older than me by maybe ten years, with hair pulled back tight and red lipstick that matched her nails. She wore a navy dress that bared her shoulders and clung to her collarbone in a way that made it clear she knew her angles. When she greeted me, her eyes swept from my heels to my face, pausing only slightly at the center.
“So glad you could join us,” she said. “Gordon told me you were memorable.”
My stomach flipped, but I smiled. “He’s very kind.”
We sat. Gerald was stiff beside me, his hand resting on his knee under the table. I didn’t touch him.
The waiter appeared with wine. Gordon ordered without looking at the menu. Elise gestured for the same. Gerald deferred to me, and I nodded at the red. My throat was still raw. I wanted the warmth.
“So,” Elise said, crossing her legs with perfect posture. “How long have you two been in the program?”
Gerald blinked. “The, oh, you mean the conference?”
She tilted her head. “Of course.”
Gordon didn’t speak. He sipped from his glass and looked at me.
“First time attending,” I said smoothly. “Though I’ve always had an eye on the leadership tracks.”
Gordon’s mouth lifted at one side. “I’d say you’ve made an impression already.”
Gerald coughed once and reached for his water.
Elise smiled. “Gordon doesn’t usually notice anyone outside the C-suite. You must have done something special.”
I felt a heat bloom low in my belly, sharp and fast.
“Just asked the right questions,” I said.
Dinner arrived in courses. Small plates, perfect presentations. Elise talked about travel. Gordon mentioned a vineyard they’d toured in Chile. Gerald tried to match them, bringing up a supplier trip from last fall, but Gordon only nodded once and turned his eyes back to me.
“You seemed comfortable this morning,” he said, cutting into his steak.
“I like rooms with locked doors.”
Elise raised an eyebrow but didn’t interrupt.
Gerald cleared his throat. “We should thank you for the invitation tonight.”
“Of course,” Gordon said. “It’s good to get to know people properly. Especially spouses.”
His eyes stayed on me.
Across the table, Elise smiled. “And sometimes it’s the wife who’s the real asset.”
I raised my glass. “To hidden value.”
Gordon clinked his glass to mine, and when his fingers brushed the stem, the contact lingered just a little too long.
The plates were cleared. Dessert menus arrived, ignored. The sommelier returned with a second bottle, this one older, darker, and Gordon waved away the list like he always knew what came next.
“Trip on Friday,” he said casually, swirling his glass. “Investor weekend. Offsite, a little outside the city. Lake property. Very private.”
Elise smiled faintly. “Gordon calls it work, but it’s mostly drinking and watching billionaires pretend to be normal.”
Gerald chuckled politely. “I think I saw it mentioned in the agenda packet.”
“You did,” Gordon said, glancing at him before turning back to me. “You should come.”
I blinked once. “Excuse me?”
“To the investor weekend. As my special assistant.”
Elise didn’t react.
“I’m not with the company,” I said slowly.
“Even better,” he said. “You’d be coming as my assistant, not corporate. There’s a few panels. I could use someone with your composure.”
Gerald sat back slightly, glanced at me.
“I’d be happy to help Gerald prepare for it,” I said carefully.
“I wasn’t offering it to Gerald.”
His voice was even. Calm. And unmistakable.
Elise lifted her glass again. “You’ll enjoy it. The house has a view of the water.”
Gerald cleared his throat. “We have a thing Friday, I think, don’t we?”
I turned to him. His face was tight.
“Do we?” I asked, level.
His mouth opened, closed. “No. I guess we don’t.”
Gordon nodded once. “Then it’s settled.”
I could feel the pulse in my neck. Every part of me felt exposed again. Not physically, but something deeper. Like the table had vanished and I was standing there, naked in heels, waiting to be told what to do. But I wasn’t waiting. I had already decided.
“I’ll need the itinerary,” I said. “And any support materials.”
“They’ll be in your inbox by morning,” he said, and that, apparently, was that.
The room door shut behind us with a soft click. Gerald walked in first, loosening his tie, not speaking. I followed, slower, heels clicking softly on the carpet. The silence between us was tight.
He sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees. I stood by the window and unzipped my dress, peeling it down until it pooled at my feet. I stepped out of it and crossed the room in just my panties. He didn’t look away.
“So,” I said quietly, “are you going to ask why I said yes?”
He ran his hand down his face. “I already know why.”
I waited. He looked up at me. “He wants to fuck you. He wants to fuck my wife.”
I nodded. What else could I do?
“And you’re going to let him.”
I tilted my head. “Do you want me to say no?”
He didn’t answer. I stepped closer. “Do you want me to pretend I don’t know what this is?”
He inhaled slowly. Then, finally: “I don’t want you to pretend anything. I should be furious,” he said, voice low. “I should feel humiliated. I should want to walk out.”
“But you don’t.”
He shook his head. “I keep seeing it. You on your knees. Your lips around him. Your eyes looking up.” He rubbed his face again. “And I’m so fucking hard I can’t think straight.”
I exhaled, relief flooding through me.
“I didn’t expect this either,” I said. “Not just wanting him. But knowing you saw it. Knowing you wanted it to happen. Knowing I got to use my body for something you couldn’t. That gets to me.”
His eyes flicked to mine, dark and glassy.
I knelt between his knees, slow, deliberate, and placed both hands on his thighs.
“I want you to know what it looks like,” I whispered. “When another man uses my mouth when you let him.”
His hand twitched on his leg. “As long as you come back to me.”
“I always will.”
“You let him take you?”
“Because I knew you wanted him to.”
We stayed like that, the air charged, our shared admission too new for either of us.
Gerald leaned forward, cupped the back of my head, and kissed me hard, not possessive, not desperate, but hungry.
“I don’t want details,” he said against my lips. “I want every detail.”
I nodded, smiled, even chuckled.
“And you’ll tell me?”
“When I get back from whatever this weekend is.”
He swallowed.
I unbuttoned his pants. “You want to know how wet I am just thinking about it?”
I pulled his cock out slowly, watching his face the entire time. It was already stiff, pulsing against my palm, the head flushed deep and slick at the tip. I didn’t stroke it. I just held it, heavy and hot in my hand.
“I’m wet right now,” I said, quietly. “Not because I’m ashamed. Because I’m thinking about what you’ll do when I tell you how his cum tasted in my mouth.”
He exhaled hard through his nose, the muscle in his jaw twitching.
I brought his cock to my lips but didn’t take it in. I rubbed it along the seam of my mouth, then across my cheek, like I wanted to feel the shape of it against my skin before I gave it what he needed. His hands gripped the edge of the bed, knuckles white.
“I want you to fuck my throat like you think you’re the only one I love,” I whispered.
He grabbed the back of my head and pushed forward. I opened wide and took him all at once, no warm-up, no tease. My mouth filled instantly. I moaned around him and let the sound vibrate through his shaft. His hips started moving, not with rhythm, but with force, like he couldn’t help it.
He held me there, thrusting hard, and I stayed still for it, taking every push, the pressure sharp and deep in the back of my throat. I loved it. I needed it. I wanted him to use me to erase the image he couldn’t stop replaying, and I wanted to leave a new one in its place.
I reached between my legs, slipped two fingers beneath my panties, and found myself soaked. I rubbed tight circles over my clit while he used my mouth, gagging me slightly now, hips snapping harder.
He groaned, deep, raw. “You like this?”
I looked up, eyes glassy, nodding slowly with his cock still buried in my mouth. I couldn’t tell him how much I did.
He pulled out suddenly and hauled me to my feet, spinning me toward the bed. I climbed on all fours, peeled my panties down to my knees, and arched for him, spreading wide.
He entered me fast. One stroke, all the way in. I gasped and pushed back against him.
“I want you to fuck me like you’re competing for it,” I said.
And he did. He pounded into me hard, each thrust driving me up the mattress, my tits bouncing beneath me, hands gripping the sheets. His fingers dug into my hips like he needed to hold me still or he’d come too fast. I bit the blanket to stay quiet, and I kept moving through it, fucking him back until he broke behind me, spilling deep, cursing into the back of my neck.
Friday morning was quiet and too early. Pale light poured through the bedroom window. There was only the rustle of fabric and the muted thud of a carry-on being set on the bench at the foot of the bed.
Gerald stood beside it, folding with care, his sleeves rolled up, hair still damp from the shower. I watched him lay out my clothes.
“You’ll need the navy blouse,” he said, more to himself than me. “And the cream slacks.”
I nodded once, watching him carefully.
He picked up my heels, the nude pair with the ankle strap, and placed them beside the bag. Then hesitated.
“Do you want to bring the black ones too?”
I watched him.
“Do you want me to?”
He didn’t answer. He placed them in the bag.
We moved like that for ten more minutes, folding, choosing, pretending this was just another trip.
Then he opened the drawer, my underwear drawer, all neatly arranged.
He stood there for a second, staring down, his hand resting on the edge. I didn’t move. I didn’t help.
He picked up a simple black thong and laid it on the bed. Then the matching bra. Then another set, lace, sheer, low-cut. He paused with it in his hand, thumb brushing the edge of the cup.
“You want to bring this one?” he said softly.
I stood up naked now and walked over and looked down at what he’d chosen. I picked up the sheer pair, held them between my fingers.
“This for him?” I said.
He didn’t flinch. “Yes,” he said.
I stepped closer. “And you want me to wear it when we’re . . . ?”
He nodded.
“I don’t know if they’ll stay on very long.”
“I know.”
His voice was tight. Quiet.
I held his face in both hands and kissed him once, slow and soft. Then I bent to place the lingerie into the bag myself.
I added one more thing, a thin white slip, the one that was nearly translucent in the right light.
He watched me do it. And when I looked up again, his cock was hard behind his jeans.
I didn’t touch him. The sound of a car pulling into the drive below made us both turn.
I zipped the bag shut.
“You’ll be back Sunday?” he asked.
“If I’m not, you’ll hear about it.”
He nodded, then stepped behind me, wrapped his arms around my waist, and pressed his face into my neck.
“Tell me everything,” he whispered.
“Oh, I will.”
I opened the bedroom door. The hallway was quiet, carpeted, dim with early morning light bleeding in through the windows. The suitcase rolled behind me, wheels soft.
I didn’t get far. Gerald’s hand caught mine and he pressed me up against the wall, mouth crashing into mine, hands on my waist, under the hem of my blouse, fingers already finding skin.
I kissed him back hard, my lips parting, the weight of his body pinning me into the wall. My thigh rose against his hip, and I felt the hardness in his jeans again, thick and demanding. He groaned into my mouth.
“You’re leaving to fuck him,” he said against my cheek.
I nodded. “You know that.”
“And I’m so fucking turned on I can’t think straight.”
I reached down, undid his zipper, and pulled his cock free. It was hot in my palm, already dripping at the tip. I pumped it once, twice.
“You married a traditional wife,” I said, biting his jaw. “One who cooks and cleans and folds the laundry.”
His mouth was at my neck. “One who never let another man touch her. Look at her.”
“Until now.”
He pressed two fingers between my legs and found me bare already wet.
“And now she’s whoring herself out,” he growled.
I pulled him to me. “For her husband’s ambition.”
He spun me toward the wall, pushed my skirt up, and entered me in one quick, brutal stroke. I gasped, cheek against the cool wall, both hands braced against the frame. He fucked me hard, fast, my breasts bouncing under my blouse, skirt hiked to my waist.
“I thought being a trad wife meant obeying,” I panted.
“It does,” he said, slamming into me.
“Then this is all your idea all along.”
“It is now.”
His cock hit deep, and I cried out. I wasn’t quiet and I didn’t care. My body clenched around him, wet and open, hips rocking back to meet his thrusts.
“Does she come home?” he asked, breath ragged.
“Yes,” I gasped. “She always comes home.”
His hands slid up under my blouse, grabbed my tits, squeezed hard.
“She fucks them for him.”
I nodded.
“She tells him everything.”
“Yes.”
He came with a grunt, slamming into me one last time and holding it there, body shuddering against my back. I was, shaking, biting my lip to stay quiet.
Then he pulled out slowly, tucked himself away, and kissed my shoulder.
“You’re still mine then,” he whispered.
I turned, smoothed my skirt, and grabbed the suitcase handle.
“You trained me well.”
The morning light was soft, gold-washed across the drive. The air was cool, the city not yet buzzing. I walked out slowly, suitcase wheels whispering behind me. The driver stood by the open rear door of a black car, suit crisp, expression unreadable.
I stepped closer. Then I saw him.
Gordon was already seated inside, legs crossed, phone in one hand, coffee cup in the other. He looked up at me and smiled, small, dry, amused.
“Good morning,” he said, like this was routine.
I stopped dead, turned my head, heart racing, and looked back toward the house.
Gerald was standing in the doorway, hands in his pockets, still in his T-shirt, hair messy from our encounter against the wall. His expression didn’t shift. He just met my eyes, then nodded once, slow, certain.
I held his gaze. Then nodded back. That was it, and he shut the door.
I turned, climbed into the car, and the door shut behind me with a smooth, final click.
The leather was warm against the backs of my thighs. Gordon said nothing. He just watched me settle in beside him. My skirt rode up slightly when I crossed my legs.
He passed me the other coffee cup without asking how I took it.
I sipped. It was perfect, of course, strong, dark, and hot.
“Ready for the weekend?” he asked after a moment.
I looked out the window as the car pulled away, my home already shrinking behind us.
“I packed light,” I said.
He smiled, then turned back to his phone.
The car moved smoothly through the city, windows tinted dark, Gordon silent beside me. I sat angled toward the door, sipping coffee, my thighs still warm from the friction of his gaze. But I wasn’t thinking about him.
I was thinking about the wall. About Gerald’s cock inside me less than half an hour ago, his cum still leaking slowly between my legs, dampening my panties with every subtle shift in my seat. My inner thighs were wet and I didn’t clench to hold it in. I let it settle, let it smear, let it soak into the lace he chose for me himself.
Everything was in reverse now. Not so ong ago, I had knelt in front of Gordon, swallowing him whole, then walked into the stairwell to be fucked by the man who still called me his wife.
And now I had just come from Gerald, wet and aching and shaking, and climbed into the back seat of Gordon’s waiting car like I was being handed off. No resistance. No questions.
We arrived not at the main airport, but diverted to a private terminal, quiet, low buildings, no lines. The jet was parked alone on the tarmac, engines warm, a single flight attendant waiting at the base of the steps in a navy uniform and heels. Gordon exited first. I followed.
Inside, the cabin was sleek, soft cream leather, polished wood paneling, wide seats that reclined with a whisper. No other passengers. Just Gordon, me, the attendant, and somewhere beyond the door, a pilot.
“Take any seat,” Gordon said, unbuckling his jacket and handing it off.
I walked slowly down the aisle and sat in one of the forward chairs, angling it toward the window.
He didn’t sit beside me. I could feel him behind me, though, watching, unhurried. I could still taste the coffee on my tongue, but under it, the faintest trace of Gerald.
The attendant approached. “Flight time is just under two hours,” she said with a practiced smile. “Feel free to make use of the restroom before takeoff.”
I stood, walked to the back, and stepped into the tiny, immaculate bathroom. It was larger than any I’d ever seen before. The mirror was flawless. The light was soft. I locked the door, pulled my phone from my bag, and opened a message.
I paused for one breath, then typed:
"Still soaked with you. He’s ten feet away."
I sent it. No emoji and no explanation.
Then I pulled my panties down, slowly, and took a photo and I sent that too.
The soft hum of the cabin filtered through the door. I could feel the engine vibrating under my feet now. The jet would be taxiing soon. I leaned against the counter, panties still down around my thighs, phone in hand, staring at the message I’d just sent. No reply yet.
Then, the screen lit up.
Gerald: “Nothing’s off the table. Just come back to me.”
My heart kicked. I stared at the words again, just to be sure. I could see the timestamp. Just one minute ago. He had read what I wrote, seen the photo, me raw, open, legs slightly parted, and still, that was his answer.
No rules, no limits. That’s what I had asked him. Was there any limit?
Now I typed: “You mean that? All of it?”
His reply came fast: “All of it. I’m so hard it hurts. I want you to let him take what he wants. And then I want you to tell me everything. Slowly.”
I pressed my thighs together. The vibration of the engines increased. A chime sounded outside the door. I washed my hands, fixed my clothes, smoothed my blouse over my hips, and looked at myself one last time.
Flushed. Eyes too bright. Mouth soft and slightly open. I sure didn’t look like a trad wife anymore.I didn’t feel like one either.
The cabin lights dimmed once the jet reached cruising altitude. The attendant offered water, then quietly moved to the rear, pulled the curtain closed, and disappeared without a sound.
We were alone. Gordon reclined slightly, one ankle crossed over his knee, drink in hand. The ice clicked once when he shifted. He hadn’t said a word to me since takeoff. I sat opposite him, legs crossed, one hand resting lightly on my thigh. I could still feel the weight of Gerald’s final message pulsing in my pocket.
I uncrossed my legs, slowly, deliberately, and stood. His eyes followed me, just a flick, just a shift, but I saw it.
I walked forward one step. I unbuttoned the top of my blouse, just one button, and reached for a glass of water on the side console. I didn’t drink it. I just held it in my hand, watching him watch me.
The plane was smooth with no turbulence, no distraction, just the low hum of flight and the rising heat of what we both knew was coming.
I took another step forward. My blouse parted slightly with the movement, just enough to show the edge of the sheer bra Gerald had chosen.
I sat on the edge of the seat opposite him, close, but not close enough to reach. I placed the water on the table between us and leaned forward, elbows on my knees.
He watched the way my blouse opened. I reached up and undid the next button. My breasts shifted under the fabric. He shifted in his seat.
Another button. I wanted him to wait. I wanted me to wait. Every part of me felt electric. My thighs pressed together tight beneath my skirt, my nipples hard now, brushing the fabric with each breath.
I sat back slowly and let the blouse fall open. The lace of the bra was visible now, thin, translucent, with a faint shadow where my nipples pressed through.
I said, quietly, “Do you want me to take the rest off?”
He didn’t answer with words. He just spread his knees slightly wider, and waited.
I stood, slow and balanced, letting the blouse slide fully off my shoulders. It slipped down my arms and dropped soundlessly to the seat.  I kept my chin level and reached behind my back, fingers unclasping the bra with practiced ease.
It loosened, hung for a second, then fell forward. My breasts lifted and settled, bare now in the cabin light, nipples stiff in the cool air. I let them hang free, didn’t cover them. I wanted him to see the proof of my arousal, the flushed skin, the tight peaks, the way my chest rose with each breath like I was already on the verge.
Gordon still hadn’t moved. But I saw the way his grip shifted slightly on the glass in his hand, the tension in his forearm, the way his legs pressed outward in invitation. That was all I needed.
I stepped between his knees. I felt everything, his heat, his gaze, the restraint in his muscles like he was waiting for me to make it real.
I straddled his lap. My skirt hiked high, barely covering me now. His cock wasn’t out, not yet, but I could feel it thick and rising beneath me. I pressed down just enough to make him feel the damp heat through the fabric.
My hands went to the buttons of his shirt. I worked them slowly, one by one, spreading the collar apart, exposing his chest. My lips hovered there, close enough for him to feel the heat of my breath, but I didn’t kiss him. I just breathed him in.
“This is who I am now,” I whispered. “Not a wife. But a reward.”
His hands came to my hips, firm, but not guiding. I was already moving, rolling my body against him, letting the friction build between my bare skin and his trousers. I could feel the wetness smearing now, my thighs slick, my breath shallow.
“Gerald wanted to know,” I said, voice shaking with arousal, “what it would be like to share me. Just so you know,” I finished with a whisper. It hardly seemed necessary to state it now, in the moment. It’s what I practices though.
I reached between us and unzipped his pants. “He wanted me to be used. He wanted to know what I looked like when I came home for someone else. After a whole weekend,” I added in a guilty whisper again.
I freed his cock and stroked it slowly, pressing it between my thighs, not inside me yet, but just there. Hot. Heavy. And mine, for now.
“And I want to know,” I said, eyes locked on his, “what it feels like to be the wife they all talk about behind closed doors.” I smirked and so did he. We understood each other, Gordon and me.
I raised my hips, just enough, and guided the head  of his cock to the entrance of my body, but still not in, still pausing, and I whispered, “Say it.”
He looked up at me, breath ragged. “You’re a hotwife.”
I sank down, slow and tight, taking him in one inch at a time inside me.
I hovered over him, the head of his cock pressed just below the slick opening of my body. My thighs trembled slightly, not from effort, but from restraint. I could feel every contour of him against the sensitive skin between my folds, already wet, already parted, already begging to be filled.
His hands gripped my hips tighter now, not pulling, just anchoring, like he didn’t trust himself to move.
I eased down. The first inch slid inside, thick and hot. My body stretched slowly around it, walls clenching with instinct. I inhaled through my nose, forcing myself to stay slow, to feel every ridge, every second of entry. The pressure was immediate, sharp and exquisite, and I kept my breath shallow to ride it.
Another inch and my breath caught. His cock throbbed inside me as I took more, my muscles tightening in response, not resisting, welcoming. Wet heat enveloped him, and I paused there, just to feel the weight of him pulsing inside me, not even halfway in.
I braced my hands on his chest and looked down. His eyes were locked on mine, his jaw was set, his breath was heavy.
“You feel that?” I whispered. “How slow I’m taking you?”
He didn’t answer. His mouth fell open, and I could see the strain in his throat, the effort it took not to thrust.
I lowered another inch. I gasped at the stretch. My pussy clutched around him, greedy and trembling. I felt impossibly full already, and there was more to take. My thighs burned now, from holding the pace, from the tension of being filled without surrendering all the way.
He was inside me, and still I hadn’t bottomed out. I circled my hips once, grinding down with just enough pressure to feel the head press up against the deepest part of me, but not push further. My clit rubbed against the base of him, and I shivered.
“I want you to know,” I breathed, “that Gerald sent me to be fucked by you.”
His fingers twitched on my hips. “And I want you to know…” I lowered another half inch, groaning as it pushed past the edge of comfort, “. . . I love how it feels.”
The final inch disappeared inside me. I sank all the way down, thighs spread wide, pelvis flush to his, every inch of his cock buried deep in my soaked cunt. My body spasmed lightly around him, adjusting, clutching, owning.
I sat still, cock fully inside me, grinding slow, gentle, purposeful. “This is what it means,” I said, “to give him what he wants.”
I rolled my hips again, deliberate and slow.
“And what I want.”
I started to ride him slowly, grinding down in long, controlled circles, my thighs working, my hips tilting forward to draw every inch of him through me with deliberate rhythm. The wet sounds between us were soft and obscene, the kind that made my breath stutter and my skin flush.
His hands slid from my hips to my ass, gripping tightly now, kneading as I moved. My breasts bounced with every rise and fall, nipples dragging against the smooth skin of his chest, and I could feel the sheen of sweat building between us, heat trapped in the private cabin air.
Then the jet lurched. A sudden, sharp dip jolted the cabin. My body jerked. I gasped, clutching his shoulders for balance. The cabin lights flickered once.
The turbulence passed just as quickly as it came, but my heart raced. I let out a tight laugh, half fear, half adrenaline, and looked down at him.
“Jesus,” I said, breathless, “what if we die like this?”
His grin was crooked, his cock still buried inside me. “Then we die doing what your husband told you to do.”
The absurdity of it broke something in me. I laughed, really laughed, and leaned down to kiss him, hard and fast, tongue pushing into his mouth as I began to move again, faster now, deeper. No more restraint. I bounced on him, skin slapping, breath ragged.
Another small tremor passed through the cabin. “Hold me,” I said, and before I could finish the thought, he flipped us.
I landed on my back across the wide leather seat, skirt bunched around my waist, legs spread wide. He grabbed the backs of my knees and pushed them higher, folding me open as he slid back inside in one long, forceful stroke.
I cried out, loud, raw. He started to fuck me now hard. No teasing. No patience. Full thrusts, hard and deep, the kind that shoved my hips into the seat and made my eyes roll back. The pressure was perfect. The stretch, brutal. I could feel every vein, every ridge, every pounding motion shaking through me like thunder.
The plane hit another bump. I gasped, but it only pushed me closer. “Fuck,” I whispered. “Don’t stop. Don’t fucking stop.”
My nails dug into his back as he pounded me, my body shaking with every thrust. The cabin was hot now, loud with breath and skin and want.
The turbulence faded. His hips snapped into mine, harder now, slamming deep with no pause. I cried out, high, uncontrollable, and threw my head back, my hands clawing at the armrests to keep from slipping. My body was slick with sweat, the leather beneath me sticking, the rhythm relentless now, loud and wet and merciless.
He grunted with every thrust, hands locked around the backs of my knees, holding me wide open for him, using me. My breasts bounced violently, nipples stiff, and I could barely breathe with the way he filled me, thick and heavy, stretching my insides raw and perfect.
And then it happened. I came, hard, violently, without warning. My whole body locked, spasming around his cock, a white heat ripping through me like something sacred being torn apart. I screamed into the cabin, my voice raw and high and sharp, shaking, trembling, gasping. I didn’t hold back. My pussy clenched and pulsed, gripping him so tight he nearly lost rhythm.
He growled something low, something guttural, and thrust even deeper, slamming into the wave of it, riding me through the peak as my orgasm shattered me.
And still I kept coming. My thighs trembled violently, and I sobbed through it, legs pinned wide, back arched, mouth open and broken. I had never come like this. Never this deep. Never this fast. Never with this much surrender.
It wasn’t about love. It wasn’t even about pleasure. It was about breaking. And I had broken.
When the wave began to crest, he pulled out suddenly, cock slick and twitching, and stood over me, stroking once, twice, and then with a grunt he came, hot streaks across my belly, my thighs, the soft inside of one breast.
The bathroom light was soft, indirect. I closed the door quietly behind me and turned the lock. My legs were shaky, thighs still slick, skin sticky with the heat and mess of what we’d just done. I didn’t look in the mirror right away. I didn’t want to see the version of myself that had just let a man use her like that, at 30,000 feet, on her knees and back and folded wide open.
But I didn’t feel ashamed. Just stripped bare.
I reached for a warm cloth and began to clean myself. The scent of sex was thick on me, his come on my skin, my own juice between my legs. I wiped it all slowly, methodically, rinsing the cloth again and again, watching the water cloud with each pass.
When I was clean, I dried off, straightened my blouse, adjusted my skirt and llooked in the mirror. My cheeks were flushed, lips parted. My hair was mussed. My eyes looked too wide, like I hadn’t come down from it yet.
I looked beautiful. Used, alive, and gorgeous.
I pulled my phone from my bag. Two texts from Gerald waited.
“Still hard.” “Still proud.”
I stared at those words, thumb hovering over the screen, then slid down to tap the call button.
It rang once. He picked up.
I didn’t say hello. I just whispered, “It’s done.”
Silence. Then a breath. “What does that mean?” he asked, voice low, almost reverent.
“He fucked me,” I said softly. “On the jet. I rode him slow. Then he flipped me and came all over me.”
Another breath. This one hitched. “Are you okay?” he asked.
I smiled. “I’ve never been better.” I sat down on the toilet lid, still holding the phone to my ear.
“I let him take every inch,” I said. “And I thought about you the whole time.”
He exhaled. I could hear it. I could feel what it meant. “I’m proud of you,” he said.
My eyes burned suddenly, not with regret but with something closer to love.
“I’m yours,” I said. “But I’ll be his, too. If you want that.”
“I do.”
My thighs pressed together. “Then next time,” I whispered, “tell me what you want him to do to me.”
“I will.”
We stayed on the line for a long moment, nothing else being said.
I ended the call and stood, tucked the phone away, and looked at myself one more time.
Still flushed. Still glowing. And so obviously ready for more.
I stepped back into the cabin. The server had been in to tidy things, serve things. She gave me a passing look not of incrimination but of approval.
The lights were dimmed again. Gordon had reclined his seat, one hand resting casually on the armrest, the other cradling a glass of water. His shirt was open at the collar now. His eyes lifted when I walked in.
I moved past him slowly, deliberately, brushing my fingertips along the back of his chair as I passed. My body still ached in the best ways, thighs sore, inner muscles warm and raw from the stretch of him. But I was steady now. Cleaned. Composed. Changed.
I took my seat again, smoothed my skirt, and crossed my legs. I could feel the shift in how I sat, how I held myself. My body wasn’t mine anymore in the way it used to be. It was something used, shared, shaped.
I looked out the window at the clouds, pale and endless. I reached for a bottle of water, uncapped it, and took a slow sip. My lips still tingled faintly. My throat was tender. I let the cold water slide down slowly.
“When we land,” he said, “there will be lunch. A few of the more serious investors.”
“Will I be expected to sit quietly and smile?”
“No. But you’ll need to behave.”
I tilted my head. “Define ‘behave.’”
“Don’t act like a wife, hotwife or any other kind,” he said. “Act like you belong.”
The words settled into me with a dark, thrilling weight. “I do belong,” I said. “Because someone put me there.”
Nothing more was said and that’s how we sat, thirty thousand feet above the world, cruising silently toward whatever came next.
Me, freshly fucked and still warm. Him, knowing exactly what he’d broken in me. And my husband proud, hard, and wanting every detail. 
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Gerald leaned in to kiss my shoulder as I stood in front of the closet, the soft edge of his breath teasing my skin. I was deciding between the off-white silk blouse with the pearl buttons and the pale peach wrap top that tied at the side. Both looked expensive and delicate. Both said “professional,” but only one of them whispered “available.” I held the peach one up by the hanger and gave him a look in the mirror.
“That one,” he said without hesitation, his fingers brushing along the side of my waist, then tugging lightly at the tied sash of my robe. “It’ll crease a little when you sit, but I don’t think Gordon will mind.”
I smiled faintly and slipped the robe off, folding it neatly on the edge of the bed. My matching lace lingerie was already on, something we’d picked together the night before. A high-cut pair in powder blue with a tiny bow at the hip, and a bra with enough lift to make everything look intentional, not accidental. I caught Gerald watching as I dressed, his mouth parted slightly, his gaze warm and alert.
“I can’t believe he asked for you again,” he said, quieter this time.
Gordon was too careful to be inappropriate in writing, but it was all there in the phrasing, his appreciation for how helpful I’d been, how the trip would run more smoothly with a familiar face, how the accommodations would of course be shared, as before. I didn’t need to be told twice. I’d started packing before Gerald brought it up.
“It’s only three nights,” I said, stepping into the skirt I’d laid out. It was ivory, soft wool, tight at the hips and flaring above the knees. It had a slit in the back, high enough that I had to think about how I bent over. I zipped it slowly and let him watch.
Gerald came up behind me again, adjusting the angle of the pendant necklace I’d clipped on, his fingers brushing the back of my neck. “You’ll be back Sunday night. I’ll come pick you up from the airport.”
“And until then?”
He kissed me again, below my ear. “Until then, you’ll be a good assistant.”
We both knew what that meant. Gordon didn’t command me. He wasn’t rough or demanding, not even bold, really. He had a way of waiting, of letting the silence between us do the work. And something about the fact that he never pushed, only allowed, made it easier, somehow, to go further with him each time. I hadn’t expected how much I would want it, or how much I’d begin to crave Gerald’s reactions after, when I told him everything about it, even more than Gordon’s touch.
I buttoned the blouse slowly, leaving the top one undone.
“You’ll keep me updated?” Gerald asked.
“Every night, baby.” And I would. Sometimes even in real time.
We pulled up to the private terminal after seven. The sun hadn’t fully risen yet, casting the sky in washed-out layers of blue and gold. I stepped out, heels clicking softly on the pavement, and smoothed the hem of my skirt while Gerald retrieved my bag from the trunk. I wore a tailored navy blazer over the blouse now, cinched at the waist with a slim belt. It made me look serious, competent, appropriate. No one passing by would’ve guessed what else I was bringing with me.
Inside, a flight attendant in a crisp uniform greeted me with a practiced smile. Gerald handed over my small leather carry-on, brushing his hand against mine for a moment and then he discreetly left. He didn’t need to say anything else, not here, not now. It was understood.
Gordon stood near the window, speaking quietly to a man in a gray suit I didn’t recognize. He turned as I approached, his eyes swept over me, not lingering, but enough to take me all in. His face didn’t change, but I knew that look. It made something low in my stomach flutter.
“Claire,” he said, extending a hand. “Glad you could make it.”
“Of course,” I said, slipping my fingers into his. His grip was warm and sure. I felt it echo along my spine.
We boarded not long after. The jet was beautiful, as always, cream leather seats, polished wood accents, a faint scent of citrus and leather in the air. I sat across from Gordon while the engines powered up, my legs crossed neatly, hands resting on my lap. We didn’t speak for the first few minutes. The attendant brought coffee in delicate porcelain cups, and I sipped mine slowly, letting the heat settle me.
Gordon looked out the window as the jet lifted into the air, then turned toward me with a small smile.
“Comfortable?”
I nodded. “Very.”
He gave the smallest nod and leaned back in his seat. I watched the way his fingers tapped once on the armrest and then stopped. His suit was charcoal gray today, crisp and smooth. The open collar of his shirt exposed a hint of tanned skin and silver at his throat. I’d seen more of him, of course. But here, in the quiet civility of the plane, it was like starting from the beginning again.
I liked that. I liked how every trip felt like a reintroduction.
Eventually, I opened my bag and pulled out the itinerary Gerald had printed for me. The meetings were tightly packed, site tours, a board dinner, one afternoon left open, which might mean something or nothing. Gordon glanced at the pages and nodded as I laid them out between us.
“I’ll let you manage the schedule,” he said.
His voice was low. Not commanding. Not even suggestive but full of assumption.
“I will,” I said, smoothing the edges of the paper, aware of how warm I felt beneath my clothes.
We landed mid-afternoon into thick island heat, the kind that enveloped your skin the moment the jet door opened. Gordon moved with practiced efficiency, nodding to the waiting car and speaking briefly with the man from earlier, who disappeared into a separate vehicle. I followed him across the tarmac, my heels slipping slightly on the warm concrete, my blazer folded neatly over one arm. The thin silk of my blouse clung lightly to my back.
The drive to the resort was silent for a while. Lush green blurred past the windows. I kept one hand on my lap, the other resting lightly on my small leather bag. I was always in a state of heightened awareness of my body, its position, its pose, when I was in the presence of a man like Gordon. It’s something I mentally noted I would need to tell my husband. He loved context.
Gordon didn’t look at me often, but when he did, it felt like a game, like he wanted to see if I would meet his gaze. And I always did.
The resort wasn’t luxurious, it was exquisite. Carved stone archways framed the entrance, and the scent of orchids and sun-drenched wood filled the air. Staff greeted Gordon by name. Our bags were swept away. A cold drink appeared in my hand before I could even look.
He led me through the open-air lobby to our suite, a private villa tucked near the far edge of the property, secluded and lined with palms. Inside, it was impossibly beautiful. White walls, dark wood beams, gauzy curtains swaying in the breeze. Two bedrooms, technically. But only one was prepared.
I didn’t say anything and I never did.
While Gordon stepped into the back to make a call, I unpacked methodically. I hung my dresses, arranged my underthings in a shallow drawer, placed my cosmetics along the marble counter. The bathroom opened out to a private pool, shimmering blue, surrounded by wide lounge chairs and leafy green plants. I stared into it a moment, but looked sharply away. It was best not to contemplate what I was doing too deeply or too long.
I changed before dinner into a pale yellow dress that dipped low in the back and clung to me like it had been sewn there. Sheer bra and thong beneath, barely there, enough to feel like a secret between my thighs. I did my makeup slowly. Neutral tones. Subtle shimmer. I let my hair fall in soft waves down my back. I imagined my husband Gerald watching me put on my lipstick for Gordon.
When I stepped out, Gordon was on the terrace, drink in hand, looking out toward the ocean. He turned as I slid the door open, his eyes catching on the open back of my dress, the curve of my hips. He didn’t say anything at first.
Then: “That’s a good color on you.”
“Thank you,” I said, stepping forward. “Gerald picked it.”
A flicker passed across his face. Amusement. Approval. Or something else only males know about?
Dinner was in a private cabana tucked away from the other guests, all candlelight and ocean breeze. I sat beside him, legs crossed, the slit in my dress sliding open enough when I reached for my wine. We talked business for a while. But the air between us said everything else. We looked like CEO and executive assistant to passing eyes, both married to spouses back home.
But by the time we walked back to the villa, the sky had gone dark. The path was lit by small lanterns buried in the sand and the warm wind moved gently through the palms. Gordon didn’t rush. He walked beside me with an easy stride, one hand in his pocket, the other occasionally gesturing when he spoke. He had a way of moving that made everything feel decided without being forceful, like he always knew where things would end up but was content to let them get there on their own.
Inside, I slipped off my shoes near the door and padded across the cool stone floor. I poured us both a glass of water from the pitcher on the bar, handed him one, and let my fingers linger briefly against his. He didn’t react, not overtly, but I saw the way his gaze dropped to my mouth when I took a sip from my own glass.
I left him on the terrace and stepped into the bathroom, closing the door with a soft click behind me. I didn’t lock it.
The zipper at the side of my dress came down slowly. I let the fabric slide down my hips, caught it before it hit the floor, and folded it over the edge of the vanity. I stood for a moment in the thong and bra, then slipped those off too, one at a time. I looked at myself in the mirror, nude except for the fine gold chain around my neck and a faint sheen on my lips.
I opened the drawer where I’d laid out the lingerie earlier and chose the ivory set with the satin trim and embroidered edge. It was delicate, almost bridal and I hadn’t worn it yet. I put it on slowly, letting each strap, clasp, and panel settle against my skin like a ritual. When I emerged, the terrace door was open and Gordon had his back to me, finishing his drink.
I stepped into the room quietly. He turned. And then he looked at me. Executive assistant no more.
His gaze moved over me without hurry, taking in the soft curve of the bra, the high-cut sides of the panties, the way the fabric barely concealed anything at all.
He didn’t speak. I stepped closer. “Will this do, sir?” I asked softly.
His voice was low and a smirk pulled up his face. “That will do.”
I crossed to him, close enough to smell the faint hint of smoke and citrus from his drink. My fingers reached for the glass in his hand, took it from him, and set it down on the nearby table. My other hand came up to rest lightly against the center of his chest.
I looked up at him. “Would you like  me in your bed tonight, Sir?”
His hand came up, touched my face, then traced along the side of my neck, down the edge of my shoulder.
“Yes,” he said with a grin, “I would like that very much Mrs. Green.”
I let out the breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. Not because I was nervous, because this wasn’t new, but because something about the moment of transition between my identities always caught in my throat. The way he said yes, the low certainty of it, the unspoken consent it gave me to dip deeper into the role play. Gerald’s wife, Gordon’s assistant. But for tonight, both all switched around and mixed up.
I leaned forward and pressed my lips to his. Not urgently, not hungrily, but just enough. His mouth was firm but still, as if waiting for me to lead. I liked that about him. He never rushed. He never took. He waited until I gave.
I kissed him again, a little slower this time, letting my hand slide up along his chest to the collar of his shirt. My fingers moved with practiced care, unbuttoning one at a time, each one revealing more skin, more heat. When I reached the fourth button, he took over, finishing the rest and shrugging the shirt off with a smooth motion that made his shoulders flex under the dim light.
For I wasn’t just a hotwife now. I was and remained always a trad wife, too. A trad wife hotwife, you could say, dutiful and honoring to the man my husband leant me out to.
I stepped back slightly to look at him. His body was broad, solid, the kind that had been strong for decades and didn’t need to prove anything more. He didn’t try to impress. He stood there watching me, letting me take him in.
My fingers moved to his belt. I undid it slowly, easing the leather through the buckle, then unfastened the button beneath. I worked the zipper down with care, grazing the back of my knuckles along the front of him through the fabric. I felt him hardening, patiently, fully. It thrilled me. It moistened me. It brought out the most feminine urges in me, to feel the man’s member fill for me.
To be the instrument of ultimate bodily pleasure for a man, especially a man of Gordon’s stature, felt like the ultimate fulfillment of a trad wife’s identity, even if by proxy from her husband.
I let his pants fall and then I sank to my knees on the soft rug, my heels on again, the feminine touch. The edge of my lingerie rubbed lightly at my hips, the embroidered trim brushing my skin with each movement. I looked up at him and rested my hands on his thighs. He still hadn’t said a word.
I pressed my lips softly to the bulge of his boxers, then lower, feeling the heat of him through the thin cotton. I moved my mouth with care, tracing his shape of him with my tongue lightly through the fabric, letting it build without urgency. I loved this part, the edge of it, the anticipation, the slow reveal.
When I finally tugged his boxers down, he helped me, stepping out of them with a quiet exhale. He was hard now, fully. Beautifully. I brought my mouth close, not touching yet, letting the warmth of my breath skim his skin. My hands came up to hold him, to guide him.
And then, finally, I gave him what he’d been waiting for.
I took him slowly into my mouth, easing forward enough to let the shape of him press against my laid-out tongue. My lips parted further, welcoming him, and I felt the steady resistance of his body beginning to give way to me, the collapse of his masculine shell inside the embrace of my feminine charm . I didn’t rush. I wasn’t here to impress. I was here to feel everything, to let the rhythm stretch and lengthen until it turned into something neither of us wanted to end.
My hands held at his hips, fingers spread, my nails grazing his skin lightly enough to make him exhale again, deeper this time. His stomach tightened. I drew back, then forward again, adjusting the angle, the depth. My breathing stayed slow, controlled, as if I was tasting him rather than taking him. Which I was.
It was during dinner when he went on about the meetings for next day, which was just him telling himself, that I worked out every detail of how I would relax my man, the hotwife in me with her own mental machinations.
Each time I slid forward, I let the pace linger, my lips stretching around him, the warmth of my mouth shaping to every contour of him. I wasn’t trying to conquer him, I was savoring him. I could feel how much he held back, how he stayed, letting me lead. But I could also feel the tension coiling in his thighs, the weight of him in my mouth, the pulse that told me exactly how much control he was giving up.
When I finally looked up at him again, big brown eyes, so pleading and wonder-filled, his hand came down to my cheek. Not to push, but to rest there, heavy and warm.
I let him slide free from my lips, kissed the length of him once, then rose to my feet without a word. My lingerie clung to me, slightly askew now, the straps twisting along my shoulders, the fabric puckered at the hips. I turned and walked toward the bedroom without looking back, knowing the rhythm of my steps, the sway of my hips, would bring him hither.
Of course he followed.
The bedroom was dim and warm, the sheets turned down, the soft ambient light catching the edge of the curtains and the curve of the bed. I slipped the bra straps from my shoulders one at a time, letting them fall to my elbows. Then I turned around and let it drop completely. My nipples tightened in the cool air. I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of the panties and eased them down too, slow enough for him to see every inch of my skin uncovered, every soft shadow and line.
He came up behind me, close but not touching. I felt the heat of his body, the depth of his breath. Then his hand slid around to the front of my hip, fingers grazing the bone, then lower. I leaned back slightly into him, and his other hand came up, resting over my stomach, holding me in place.
I closed my eyes and let myself feel it, the way his body fit against mine, the way his touch asked nothing and promised everything. Because for a man like him, his pleasure was enhanced by my expressions of pleasure. What man does not love a woman soaking wet for him?
He moved his hand higher, spreading his fingers across my ribs, beneath my breasts. His other hand drifted lower, brushing lightly between my thighs but not pressing there either, not claiming, just sensing. I leaned back further, my shoulder against his chest now, my breath slowing as I gave in to it. Every motion he made was deliberate. Nothing rushed. He wasn’t pulling me toward anything; he was letting me fall, step by step, right where I wanted to go.
His mouth found the side of my neck, open and warm. He kissed beneath my ear, then down along the curve of my shoulder. His stubble rasped lightly against my skin, anchoring the softness of his lips. I tilted my head to give him more space.
“You like this,” he murmured, the words almost lost in the hush of his breath.
I nodded. “Yes.” It was no lie. I closed my eyes reluctantly to the moon-tinged ocean waves sprawling up the wide beach in front of us.
“And Gerald?” he asked, and I knew what he meant.
“He loves it,” I said quietly. “He wants it.” I emphasized “loves” and “wants.”
Because here is what I also learned: As much as Gerald really did love and want me in the sensual embrace of another man, so did that other man love and want to know that he was taking this woman from the hands of another man.
It was sublime for Gerald because he ultimately controlled the object of lust that was only to be temporarily enjoyed by another man and only with his say so, and sublime for Gordon because he got another man’s wife, the ultimate male masculine prize. Through me, Gerald got to play with the big boys. Or so was the way he saw it.
Gordon’s mouth paused against my skin, then resumed, slower now, and further down. His hand came up to cup my breast, his palm warm, fingers brushing over my nipple until I exhaled hard and slid my hips back against him. I could feel him fully now, pressed against me, hard and ready, restrained only by the precision he always worked with.
I turned in his arms and looked up at him, chest bare, lips parted. I put my hands on his waist, then let them slide up across his chest, mapping the shape of him. My fingers stopped at his shoulders and I pushed lightly. He stepped back with me, letting me guide him toward the bed.
The sheets were cool against my calves as I backed into them. I sat down slowly, then lay back in front of the man, drawing my knees up, spreading them for him, wide enough for him to see everything he needed to see. My hand slid across my own thigh, fingers drifting idly over myself, already wet and open.
He knelt at the edge of the bed and kissed the inside of my knee. Then higher. The other leg. Then back.
When he finally put his mouth on me, it was as if the world narrowed to that one point of contact.
He explored, felt me out, learned me. The soft, slow movements of his tongue drove everything deeper than any sharp stroke could. I reached down and ran my fingers through his hair, not to guide him, but to feel that he was real, that this was happening again, that I was here with him again.
My hips began to rise off the bed involuntarily, chasing the rhythm he created in me. His hands pinned me gently, one on each side of my thighs. I arched up against his mouth, the pleasure tightening in slow, low waves that grew stronger with each pass. I could’ve stayed there forever.
And then I felt it coming.
I didn’t cry out. But my body gave me away completely. My back arched higher, one heel pressing down into the bed, the other lifting as my leg tensed and shook. My hands clenched in the sheets, not to pull, not to escape, but to hold on to something as the pleasure tore through me, slow and all-consuming. My breath came in sharp, shallow pulses. My eyes fluttered closed.
He didn’t stop. He stayed with me through it, his tongue slowing but not leaving me, easing me down gently as if he could read every flicker inside me. When I finally fell still, when my hips lowered and my thighs softened beneath his hands, he kissed me there once more, soft and deliberate.
I opened my eyes to find him watching me, his face calm but intent, like he was storing every detail of me.
I sat up slowly, sliding back until the pillows met my spine. My body hummed. I reached out to him, fingers curling around the back of his neck, and pulled him up onto the bed. His body hovered over mine, warm, solid, ready, and I opened my legs for him one more time, inviting him between them without needing to speak.
His weight settled against me, not heavy, but real. His cock pressed against my stomach, thick and hard and unyielding, wet with the touch of my mouth. I tilted my hips, nudging him lower. His hand came between us, guiding himself to my entrance. I was more than ready, already swollen, parted, pulsing from what he’d done to me.
And still, he didn’t push in right away. He pressed the head of his cock against me there, easing the tip in, letting me feel the stretch, the fullness, the slow promise of what was coming. He looked down at me, holding himself there, barely inside.
“You want me to?” he asked.
I met his eyes. “Yes, I want you to.” God, I wanted nothing more at that moment.
He slid forward.
My breath caught as he filled me, inch by inch, deeper with each thrust of his hips. He stretched me open in that patient, inevitable way he always did, no jolt, no shock, but a slow, perfect claiming that left no part of me untouched. I felt him press deeper, then pause, fully inside, and my legs wrapped around his waist without thinking.
His arms braced on either side of me, and he held himself for a moment, looking down at my face. His mouth came down to mine and he began to move in slow strokes, deep and firm, rocking into me with the kind of rhythm that erased everything outside the room.
His rhythm stayed slow at first, deliberate. Each thrust was a message, this was his space and he was going to take his time, he was going to savor me. His chest brushed mine with every movement, the hair there coarse against my nipples, tender from his touch. My hands moved across his back, feeling the movement of his muscles as he moved deeper into me, and again, deeper yet.
I couldn’t remember when I started whispering his name. Maybe it was once. Maybe I kept doing it. It felt natural, like something my body needed to say.
He adjusted his angle slightly, drawing his hips back further before sliding in again, and the pressure changed. I gasped, my nails curling into his back. The sound that came from my mouth didn’t feel like mine, it was too dirty, too unguarded. But he kept going, kept pushing, and with each stroke, I opened a little more for him. My legs tightened around him.
I could feel the dew between us now, the way our bodies met with no friction, only wet, perfect tension. Every movement of his hips filled me, then left me wanting. He was watching me, his face above mine, eyes dark and unblinking, as if he was memorizing how I looked beneath him. I turned my head to the side, trying to catch my breath, and his lips found my neck again, kissing, then biting lightly.
“Claire,” he said, voice rough now. “You feel…”
I pulled his face back to mine with both hands and kissed him before he could finish. I didn’t want words. I wanted the rhythm to build again, the tempo he held in reserve. I lifted my hips into him, urging him on.
And finally, he gave me more.
The rhythm changed, strokes longer now, faster, the weight of him driving me into the mattress in a steady, unrelenting wave. I clung to him, eyes shut, lost in the dull thud of our bodies, the glossy tension between my thighs, the overwhelming fullness that pulsed and inside me. The pressure returned, fierce and climbing, and I knew I wouldn’t hold off much longer.
He felt it too. He must have. His grip changed, one hand cradling the back of my neck, the other sliding between us to find the exact spot I needed. His thumb moved in slow circles, precise and devastating. I cried out and arched against him, the wave breaking all at once, sharp and deep, cascading through every inch of me.
He kept going, but I knew he was close now too.
His rhythm faltered, a catch in the middle of a thrust, a deeper exhale against my cheek. I knew that sound, that change in pace. His control was slipping, and I wanted it to. I wanted to feel the moment he stopped holding back.
I pressed my heels into the bed, lifted my hips, and met him there, urging him in deeper with every stroke. My hands were on his back, then his arms, then cradling his face as he hovered above me, breath hot and uneven. I looked straight into his eyes.
“Let go,” I whispered. “I want to feel it.”
That was all it took. His body tensed, and he pushed deep, once, twice, then again, slower. His mouth opened, but no sound came out, just a long, held breath as he pulsed inside me. I felt the heat of it flood into me, felt his hips rock through the release, and I held onto him, arms around his back, not letting him go until he’d emptied everything into me.
He stayed over me for a long moment, body heavy and trembling, his breath slowing against my neck. I stroked his hair, let my hand drift down the curve of his spine. I wanted to cradle him, soothe him.
Eventually, he moved, easing himself to the side, though he kept one hand resting on my stomach, fingers splayed like he was anchoring himself there. I turned my head and looked at him, his face calm now, almost unreadable.
I didn’t expect anything from him, not comfort, not affection. But he turned his hand over and threaded his fingers through mine. That surprised me more than anything else had.
I lay there in the silence, letting the weight of what we’d done settle in my chest. No regret. No shame. But a kind of awareness that what Gerald and I had stepped into wasn’t temporary, wasn’t a one off experiment. This was me now.
I thought about him, my husband back home. I pictured him in our kitchen, or maybe in bed, phone beside him, waiting for the message I would sent. I felt a deep ache in my chest, not sadness, but something sharper. Gratitude? Love, yes, but not the naive kind. The kind that came from knowing someone could let you go and hold you completely at the same time.
I reached for my phone. The light from the screen lit the room faintly as I typed a short message with one hand, holding Gordon’s fingers with the other.
“It’s done. We’re in bed now. He was slower tonight. I think he knew how much I wanted it.
The reply came quickly.
Tell me everything.
I stared at the screen for a moment, then set the phone down beside me. Not because I didn’t want to tell him, I did, but because I needed to relive it first, in my own mind, to feel it before I gave it away. The memory of Gordon’s weight on me, the sound of his breath before he let go, the way his hands had moved over my body like I was something worth studying, all of it pulsed through me.
Gordon had rolled onto his back now, one arm behind his head, the other loosely holding my hand. His chest rose and fell evenly, the sheen of his exertion slowly fading. I turned to face him, resting my cheek on the inside of his shoulder, letting my leg drape over his thigh. He didn’t speak, didn’t ask anything. That, too, was part of what made this work. He never tried to define it.
Eventually, I picked up the phone and slid out of bed, careful not to wake him. I padded softly across the room and slipped out onto the terrace, the night air wrapping around me like silk. The ocean beyond the trees shimmered faintly in the moonlight, waves tapping the shore in rhythmic hushes.
I sat in one of the lounge chairs, the phone warm in my hand, and began to type slowly.
He started with his mouth. Took his time. Held my legs apart like I belonged to him. I think he was proving something, even if he never said a word. And I let him. I wanted to see how far he’d go without being asked.
I paused, thumb hovering over the screen. Then continued.
He didn’t talk much. Touched me until I opened all the way for him. I was already close when he slid in. Gerald, it was so deep. I felt it for minutes afterward. I do now.
The screen glowed softly in my lap while I watched the ocean, my breath matching the tide. I hadn’t noticed how aroused I was until I moved in the chair and felt the silkiness between my legs again, the ache returning now that I was alone. I slipped a hand between my thighs and exhaled to feel it again. Not to finish, but to remind myself how ready I remained. Though satisfied, I was available for more
The phone buzzed in my hand.
Keep going, was all Gerald had written.
I smiled in the dark, leaned back in the chair, and started to type again.
When he came, I could feel everything. His whole body locked into mine like he’d been holding back for days. It wasn’t rough. It was deep. Intentional. Like he needed to finish inside me, not for himself but for you too. I liked finding a way to include my husband in it.
I sent it before I overthought it. Then I rested the phone on my stomach and let the night wash over me. The breeze off the ocean was warm but carried a hint of salt, and it cooled the skin between my thighs where Gordon had pressed himself into me so completely. My legs were parted slightly, one knee drawn up, and I could feel the air touch where he’d been. It made me shiver.
My phone buzzed.
Did he use a condom?
I looked at the message, felt something tighten in my chest. It wasn’t fear or shame but a pulse of awareness. I’d been waiting for that question since the first time Gerald sent me to Gordon’s bed. He’d never asked before.
No, I typed, then hesitated. Then: You wanted that.
The typing dots appeared instantly.
Yes I did.
A slow, deep ache stirred in my stomach and I brought my knees up to my chest, tucked my chin over them. Not because I was cold, but because something about those three words made me feel incredibly exposed and more intimately known than I had all night.
My next message was shorter.
I let him come in me. I so wanted him to.
A pause. Then his reply:
Good girl.
I closed my eyes, head tilted back against the chair, and let the heat of those words settle in my core. I wasn’t sure when I’d started craving that phrase, or why it worked so deeply on me, but it did. Gerald never used it casually, only when I’d done something for both of us. Something we couldn’t take back.
I slid my fingers between my legs again, slower this time, not teasing. My body welcomed the touch, wet, open, aching for more. I pictured Gerald alone in our bed, phone in hand, the screen glowing with the words I’d sent. I pictured him reading them slowly, lips parted, eyes dark. I pictured his hand moving under the sheets.
I pressed deeper, my breath catching in my throat.
Then another buzz.
Show me. Right now.
My heart jumped. I hadn’t taken pictures before. We’d talked about it, but I’d always hesitated. This time I didn’t. I stood up, crossed to the edge of the terrace where the moonlight fell, and lifted the phone. I angled it down between my legs, spread enough to show how wet I was, how open, how used. I snapped one photo. Then another with two fingers spreading myself wider.
I sent them both.
I stood there with the phone in my hand, heart thudding in my chest from the bareness of having exposed something so intimate and so unmistakably real to my husband, and so soon after another man had me.
I stayed in the moonlight letting it catch the shine between my thighs, the faint marks on my hips where Gordon’s fingers had gripped. I didn’t cover them. I liked how visible they were. I liked the thought of Gerald seeing them and knowing they were fresh.
The screen lit up.
I’m hard already. I’m not even touching myself. I’m just looking.
I exhaled long and steady and sat in the lounge chair, leaning back, legs parting without resistance now. The air felt different, cooler, more intimate. I placed the phone on my stomach and let one hand drift downward. Not to perform but to feel. My skin was flushed, the heat deep and slow.
You looked perfect, the next message read. Exactly how I wanted to see you. So full. So open.
My fingers moved lazily, finding the wetness and sliding through it. I tilted my hips to get the pressure right, letting the pad of my finger circle the swollen bud at the top, teasing it with each pass. My other hand came up to my breast, fingertips brushing over the nipple that was hard from the air and the memory. I let my eyes close again, and I breathed.
I wasn’t thinking about Gordon anymore, not in this moment. I was thinking about Gerald, at home, alone, hungry, aroused beyond words because of what I’d done for him. I imagined his hand finally slipping under the sheets, stroking himself with the rhythm of my words, the images of me fresh on his screen.
I circled faster now, not too fast, enough to send sharp pulses through my belly. My thighs tensed. My breath grew shallow. I pictured him watching me live, FaceTiming me, whispering praise while I showed him every inch of what Gordon had left behind.
It came quick this time, not a long build like before, but a rising pressure that bloomed suddenly, caught me off guard, and overtook me in full. I came quietly, thighs twitching, mouth open in a soft gasp. My fingers slowed and then stopped.
I wiped my hand slowly on the side of the cushion and reached for the phone again.
I came thinking about you watching me. Watching what you gave me.
There was a pause. Then Gerald replied:
Tomorrow, tell him what you told me.
I stared at those words, letting them settle in. Tell him what you told me. It wasn’t a command. Gerald never gave me those. It was something else, an invitation, a challenge, maybe even a promise. A change in the rules? He wanted to see how far I’d go, not with Gordon, but in the truth of it, in the saying of it.
I imagined it for a moment. Looking Gordon in the eye over coffee or in the silence of the car, maybe even in the hotel room, and telling him that my husband had seen everything, that he knew what we’d done, how I’d been filled, stretched, claimed. That he wanted it. That I’d shown him. That I’d touched myself on the terrace while my legs glistened from the first man, thinking only of the second.
I could feel how Gordon would react. Not with surprise, not with judgment. He would nod once, maybe glance at me differently, and from then on he would know exactly who I was. Gerald’s wife, but his hotwife.
I stood and moved back into the villa, the stone floor cool beneath my feet. Gordon was still in bed, half-asleep now, one arm flung loosely across the pillow where I’d been. I slipped beneath the covers without a word, nestling in close against the heat of his body. He didn’t open his eyes, but I felt him adjust, curling slightly toward me, his arm settling over my waist. He was soft now, spent, but I knew by morning that would change. And when it did, I’d be ready for my man.
I fell asleep with his breath warm on my shoulder and the faintest trace of Gerald’s final words replaying in my mind. I had an important CEO to soothe through the night. And a husband to please.
I woke slowly to the sound of birds outside the window and the faint movement of sheets sliding behind me. The light filtering through the curtains was soft, gold with a hint of sea haze. Gordon’s hand was sliding along the side of my thigh, up toward my hip, steady and unhurried. I didn’t open my eyes yet, I let myself feel it first. A smile spread over my closed lips.
His fingers found the crease between my legs, stroked once, then again, and I heard the quiet sound he made when he realized I was wet. That’s how fast.
I arched back slightly into him, curled my spine out. He pressed himself against my backside, hardening, ready to take me.
I rolled my head toward him, eyes half-closed. “Morning honey,” I murmured.
He didn’t speak, just leaned in and kissed the back of my neck, his hand sliding higher to cup my breast, rolling the nipple between his fingers as he pressed his erection into the curve of my ass. I felt him there, thick, hard, and expectant, rubbing against me, waiting for the moment I tilted my hips and gave in to him.
Which I did.
He guided himself lower, his hand slipping between my thighs to part them with ease. I was open for him already, my body remembering the rhythm of the night before. When he pressed himself inside me, I gasped, even though I’d been expecting it. The stretch was slow, smoother now, but full and deep. He filled me from behind, one long thrust, then paused, buried completely. My thighs tensed around him, drawing him closer.
We stayed like that for a moment, his chest against my back, one hand under my breast, the other gripping my hip. I reached behind me and placed my hand on his thigh, fingers curling into his muscle, grounding myself as he began to move on me. Each thrust was deliberate and unhurried. There was no performance, no need to impress. He was simply taking me again, as if it were the natural start to the day. Which I wished it to be for him. I had so much to share with my husband.
I turned my face into the pillow and exhaled with each movement. My body accepted him eagerly, every inch sliding in glazed, every withdrawal met with a quiet ache. I pushed back into him with every roll of my hips, adjusting my angle until I could feel the head of him press exactly where I needed him.
His hand moved from my hip to between my legs, fingers circling the way they had the night before, and I felt the heat begin to build in me, that tightening rhythm that always began low, always coiled upward.
“Keep going,” I whispered.
He pushed deeper, faster, his fingers matching the rhythm of his hips. I started to crest again, silently, breath caught, body arching into his. It wasn’t sharp like the night before, it was slow, rich, and drawn out. I clenched around him, held him deep inside me, and felt the exact moment he began to give in.
His breath changed. His thrusts grew tighter, shallower. I reached behind and gripped his arm, anchoring him there, and when he came, I felt the warmth of it spread inside me again, thicker this time, slower, spilling into the same space he’d filled the night before.
He stayed pressed against me, one hand between my legs, the other smoothing up my side, over my ribs, along my arm. I felt his lips brush my shoulder.
“I told him,” I said quietly.
Gordon’s fingers stilled. “What?”
I turned slightly so he could hear me better, my cheek against the pillow.
“Gerald. I told him everything. Last night. I sent him pictures.”
He was silent. Then I felt a subtle change in his body. Not dominance, but understanding. And then, as quietly as Gerald: “Good.” He knew I was only for the occasion, not something to love and cherish, that that went to Gerald. I was a young female for him to take, though, that Gerald offered up to him.
We lay like that for a while, his body joined with mine, softening gradually but not yet slipping free. My skin was warm and flushed, warm where he’d held me, and I could feel the slow seep of him beginning to slip from inside me, thick and unmistakable. I didn’t move to stop it. I wanted the sheets marked. I wanted to carry the evidence of it between my legs all morning.
Eventually, he pulled back and sat up, swinging his legs over the edge of the bed. I watched him stretch, the muscles in his back rippling under his skin, the faint trail of gray at his temples catching the morning light. There was something so unhurried about the way he moved, like he’d never once questioned whether he was allowed to take what he wanted.
He stood and crossed the room, naked, unabashed. I lay on my side, watching him, my thighs pressed together, the ache humming in my hips.
He poured two glasses of water, handed one to me, then stepped out onto the terrace. I sipped slowly, the taste of it suddenly sharp and clean after everything we’d done.
When I joined him, the air outside was warming, the breeze soft and slow. The resort grounds below were quiet still, a few early guests heading toward breakfast or the beach. No one looked up.
Gordon leaned on the railing, bare and glistening, his glass in hand. I stood beside him in nothing but the thin silk robe I’d pulled from my bag, untied, loose, barely covering me.
“Will he want to know again?” he asked, not turning his head.
I nodded. “He always does.”
Gordon didn’t respond right away. Then: “You’re good at this.”
“At what?”
He turned his head to look at me, eyes steady. “Being always his, while being here for me.”
I felt a flush creep across my chest, not from shame, but from recognition. I was living it, this split, this shared space between two men, each one knowing what the other had. And wanting it anyway.
“He makes it easy,” I said. “He wanted me to go all the way with you. And he wants to know exactly how far I went.”
“Does he want you to fall for someone?”
I wasn’t sure how answer. I pushed my hand in the hair on the back of his head, pulled it gently, scrunched my fist. Because the truth was, I wasn’t falling. But I was beginning to understand what it meant to let yourself be two different women, to let two different men take every part of you yet not try to take all of you for themselves.
I set my glass down and stepped closer to Gordon, placing my hand on his chest. His skin was warm and I could feel his heart, steady now, under my palm.
“I don’t belong to anyone,” I said softly. “But I give myself on purpose.”
I watched him nod as if that answer had been enough.
The rest of the morning passed in quiet rituals. I showered alone, letting the hot water run over my skin, rinsing away the sweat and the trace of his release, but not all of it. I didn’t scrub. I didn’t erase. When I stepped out, I toweled off slowly and carefully reapplied my makeup, keeping the palette soft, nothing too bold, the shimmer and shape that Gerald liked to see in photos.
I dressed with care, pulling on a white sleeveless blouse, thin enough to show the faint outline of the lace bra underneath, and a pale grey pencil skirt that hugged my hips. No stockings. The island was too warm for that, and I liked the bare brush of fabric against my thighs. I kept my heels low and my jewelry simple.
When I stepped into the main room, Gordon had dressed too. He wore a light linen shirt, sleeves rolled, and tan slacks, his expression unreadable as he reviewed the day’s agenda on the terrace.
I didn’t interrupt. I gathered the folder and tablet I’d brought and slipped them into my bag. The professional rhythm between us settled in like muscle memory, our roles slipping back on like tailored clothes.
But something had changed. When he looked at me now, it lingered. Not possessive, not claiming, but just aware, or reminded, like the line between personal and professional had been erased, not by force, but by repetition.
“I’ve arranged a car to take us to the site after the meeting,” he said.
“Noted.” I tapped it into the calendar.
“And the dinner with investors, ”
“Got that. Moved to seven. Confirmed.”
He nodded once, approvingly. His hand brushed lightly against the small of my back as I moved past him, and it wasn’t the touch that made me pause, it was the fact that I didn’t flinch or shy from it. I welcomed it, let it stay there for a beat longer.
We left together, walking side by side through the villa and out into the bright coastal air apart now. A driver held the door open. Gordon let me get in first, as always.
Inside the car, I felt the buzz of my phone in my bag. I waited until we were on the road before I checked it, tilting the screen slightly away from him.
Gerald: Did you sleep well?
I smiled faintly.
Very well. Twice. He stayed in me the second time.
There was a pause, and then:
I’m proud of you.
And like that, I felt my breath catch again, my thighs press together.
We spent most of the day in meetings, cool, glass-walled boardrooms with views of the ocean, crisp voices discussing margins and expansions, projected growth and logistics. I took notes on my tablet, answered questions smoothly when addressed, filled glasses with water and clarified schedule changes. I wore a different face during those hours, poised, focused, polished. The kind of assistant who gave nothing away.
Gordon didn’t touch me once, neither a glance too long, nor a hand on my shoulder. And still, every time I leaned to speak into his ear, every time I placed a page in front of him or passed behind his chair, I felt the hum between us. I felt it in the way he held his pen, in the way his knee brushed mine under the table. He didn’t need to act on it. The memory of the night was warm between my legs.
At lunch, we sat side by side on the terrace of a private restaurant overlooking the beach. Our conversation stayed technical, personnel issues, expansion timelines, a new digital initiative that would require a second trip later in the season.
“We may need you back down here in July,” Gordon said, his fork pausing mid-air.
I nodded, then sipped my water. “Gerald would understand.”
His mouth twitched slightly. “Would he?”
I looked at him and smirked.
The rest of the afternoon passed without incident, but the anticipation began to build once we were back at the villa. I could feel it in the quiet way Gordon loosened his collar but didn’t shower, didn’t change. In the way his gaze lingered on me when I set my bag down and peeled off my heels, stretching my toes against the cool tile.
Dinner was in two hours. We had time.
I crossed the room slowly and stood in front of him. My blouse was buttoned, my skirt smoothed into place, but he looked at me like I was undressed.
“Would you like me again?” I asked. “Before dinner? Because I would like that,” I said.
His gaze flicked up, dark and calm. “I know you would.”
I stepped closer and placed my hands on his shoulders, then lowered myself onto his lap, straddling him in big the armchair, skirt rising high up my thighs, heat blooming between us. His hands found my hips instantly, holding me there.
“I want you to make me messy,” I whispered. “So I have to clean myself up before dinner. So I feel you leak out of my while I talk to them.”
He didn’t answer. He reached down, tugged my panties aside, and pressed his fingers into me with the kind of slow, quiet control that made my breath catch in my throat and my thighs grip tighter around his hips.
I pressed down against his hand, my arms braced on his shoulders, skirt bunched around my hips. His fingers moved with practiced ease now, two of them inside me, curling upward, finding that spot that always made my eyes close. I tilted my head back, breath trembling, the collar of my blouse catching lightly at my throat as I arched into the rhythm he built beneath me.
His fingers worked me open, his other hand gripping my thigh to hold me steady. I could feel myself getting wetter with every movement, the dewy heat gathering between us, soaking into his palm. It was obscene, how easily I took him, how quickly my body responded to his touch. But that was what Gerald wanted. That was what I wanted. To be Gordon’s mistress.
I pulled his hand away with a sharp breath and reached between us, unzipping his pants with one hand while the other pulled my panties to the side. I lifted enough to free him, then sank down slowly, one inch at a time, taking all of him into me.
We both exhaled at once. It was different like this, upright, close, faces only inches apart. I could feel everything, from the stretch of him inside me to the subtle jut of his jaw as he clenched it, holding back. I rocked my hips slowly, using the chair’s arms for leverage, my movements shallow at first, letting the fullness build into something unbearable.
He reached up and undid the top two buttons of my blouse, then the third, fingers slipping inside to cup one breast, thumb brushing over my nipple through the white lace bra. I gasped and leaned into his touch, riding him slower now, but deeper.
“I want to leave a mark,” he said, voice gravel-thick.
“Then do it.”
His mouth came to my throat, kissing, then biting, not hard enough to bruise, but enough to make me whimper and clench around him. I moved faster now, lifting and sinking in rhythm, the wet sounds between us growing louder, filling the space. My thighs burned. My breath was coming in broken pulls. His hands gripped my hips harder, urging me down, deeper.
The mid-day ocean breeze rustled the linen curtains, the wash of the waves ripped up the beach, the palms rustled, and I clenched and released him, my pussy like a fist.
“I’m going to come in you again,” he said against my ear, his voice shaky.
I nodded, couldn’t speak, couldn’t stop. My CEO was going to fill me.
And then it hit. I came with a low cry, shaking, my body locking around him as the orgasm rolled through me like a wave crashing hard and insistently. He followed a second later, thrusting up into me with a low grunt, pulsing deep inside me until I felt full again, flooded and claimed.
I imagine it wasn’t just that I was an underling’s pretty wife. It probably also had to do with him being 50 something, me 26.
When I finally stood, my thighs trembled. His cum slipped down the inside of my leg, warm and slow. I caught it with my fingers and wiped it across the edge of my panties before pulling them back into place.
Dinner was in forty-five minutes. I smoothed my skirt down over my hips and turned toward the bathroom, my legs shaking with every step. The air in the villa felt heavier, humid with sex and sweat and something else, ownership, maybe, though no one had claimed anything out loud.
Gordon hadn’t stood. He stayed in the chair, pants open, shirt rumpled, watching me walk away with that same quiet certainty he always wore after he’d emptied himself in me. I was learning from him.
In the bathroom, I peeled my panties down and stepped out of them. A streak of him marked the gusset, soaked through, and more ran slowly down the back of my thigh. I pressed a warm cloth between my legs, not to erase the evidence, but to tidy it. I left some of it there on purpose. I liked the way it felt when I walked, the wetness clinging faintly between my thighs, the memory of being filled twice in one day.
I freshened my makeup, touched up the corners of my eyes, reapplied a neutral lip color. I left the top three buttons of my blouse undone now, the lace edge of my bra visible when I moved. Not enough to be vulgar but enough to be noticed. Gordon had a bit in him of what Gerald had, too, a pleasure taken in his girl being lusted after by other men.
My skirt sat high and snug on my waist and I pressed the fabric smooth across my hips before slipping into a fresh pair of heels.
When I came out, Gordon had dressed by then as well. His collar was stiff again, cuffs buttoned, belt straight. There was no trace of what we’d done, except in the way he looked at me. Slower. Hungrier. I keep my men hungry, don’t I.
“I’m ready,” I said, picking up my clutch.
He glanced down at my legs, then back up to my face. “You’re glowing.”
“I know.”
We walked out together, the low evening sun casting long shadows across the path. At the restaurant, we were seated at a private table near the back. A curved booth, plush and tucked into the corner. Two investors joined us, both middle-aged, both polite, and a little too deferential to Gordon.
He did the talking and I chimed in when called on, correcting a figure, referencing a report, sliding a packet across the table with clean fingernails and steady hands.
But underneath it all, I could feel the change. I crossed my legs a little slower when I recrossed them. I leaned in closer than necessary when I whispered a clarification in Gordon’s ear. And when the waiter brought wine, I let my hand brush his forearm as I reached for my glass.
He didn’t react. But I saw the way his posture changed. He knew I was wet from him all over, which is exactly what a man like him needs to know when he’s doing important business.
The dinner stretched into two long courses and a dessert, small talk drifting between business projections and vacation homes. I answered questions when addressed, smiled enough, kept my posture relaxed. But under the table, Gordon’s hand rested casually on the seat beside me, close enough that if I slid my thigh an inch to the right, I’d be touching him again. I didn’t do it.
Instead, I let the tension build in the silence between gestures, the way my ankle brushed his when I uncrossed my legs, the way I leaned forward enough to give him a fuller view of the lace edge beneath my blouse, the way I glanced sideways when he spoke, as if I could see through the tailored restraint of his words.
By the time the check arrived, the air between us was thick with the memory of what we’d done, and what we both knew we’d do again.
We said our goodnights at the car, shook hands, made promises of follow-up. Gordon’s hand on the small of my back lingered a second too long, and though no one noticed I certainly did. My skin warmed under it. A CEO should not touch his executive assistant in public. I would have to punish him for that.
When the door closed behind us and the car eased away from the restaurant, I let my body relax into the seat. The wine glowed faintly in my chest, made a pleasant hum. Gordon sat beside me, jacket off, tie loosened, the top two buttons of his shirt undone. He stared straight ahead, one hand resting on his thigh, the other propped near the window.
“Have you ever not been perfectly composed after a meeting?” I asked, letting the corner of my mouth curl as I turned toward him.
He didn’t look at me. “Is that a complaint?”
“No. Just an observation.”
I dragged a fingernail lightly along the inside of his wrist, above where his hand rested. His fingers twitched, but he didn’t pull away.
“You didn’t even glance at me through dessert,” I said.
“You were doing plenty of glancing for both of us.”
I laughed under my breath. “You’re very good at pretending you don’t think about what’s under my skirt.”
His jaw tensed slightly. looking out the window. But his hand had moved, just slightly away from his thigh, resting now in the space between us, open.
“You keep everything so tight,” I said. “Even when you’re inside me. It’s like you’re holding some part of yourself back.”
That got his eyes on me. “You think so?” he said.
I nodded, eyes narrowing, voice softening. “I think you let go enough to finish. But you never really let go with me.”
He turned his body toward mine now, one arm resting along the back of the seat. “You have a husband. You’re not mine to let go with.”
I leaned in closer, my fingers tracing lightly up his thigh, brushing the seam of his pants.
“You’re inside me more than he is these days.”
His breath caught and his eyes dropped to my mouth. I sat up straighter, reaching behind to pull the hair tie free, letting my hair fall loose around my shoulders.
“I think,” I said, “that you’re dying to lose control.”
Before he could answer, I slid off the seat and knelt on the floor between his legs.
The car was dark, cool, humming gently as it moved along the coastal road. There was no divider, no privacy, just the quiet click of tires on pavement and the low hush of passing trees.
I reached for his belt and began to undo it slowly, fingers steady, eyes on his. His legs parted slightly. My hand brushed over him, already hardening.
I smiled. “I haven’t even started.”
I eased the zipper down with two fingers, slow and smooth, the teeth opening one by one like they were giving up something secret. My other hand slid up the inside of his thigh, over the fabric, until I felt the full length of him beneath it. He was hard. He wasn’t as composed in public as he liked to pretend.
His breath had changed, went quiet, measured, but I could hear the change. I looked up as I reached into his pants, easing him free. His cock sprang up against my hand, hot, thick, not waiting for anything anymore. I held it gently, letting my fingers close around the base.
Gordon’s eyes were locked on mine now. His hand had moved to the edge of the seat, gripping the leather. His knuckles were tight.
“You’re still holding back,” I whispered.
Then I lowered my head and touched the tip of him with my tongue, a slow lick across the ridge, followed by a kiss. He twitched in my hand.
I let my lips part and took him in slowly, inch by inch, never looking away. I wanted him to feel every second of it. My mouth was soft, warm, wet, and I let him slide deeper in until I could taste the weight of him against the back of my tongue. I stayed there, holding him in my mouth, not moving.
Then I pulled back slowly, letting my lips drag over every inch of him before starting again.
I found a rhythm, gentle and deliberate, with pauses at the bottom to swallow, to breathe, to taste. I wasn’t performing, I was savoring.
He stayed quiet, but his hips began to move. It was barely perceptible at first, just enough to let me know he wanted more. My hands moved to his thighs, holding him still.
“No,” I murmured around him. “You don’t get to move yet.”
His breath snagged and I took him deep once more, wet and slow, letting my saliva coat him as I dragged my mouth up and down in long, patient strokes. I loved how heavy he felt, how hot. I loved knowing that every part of him was focused on the feeling of my mouth.
I could feel myself getting wetter from doing it.
After a minute, I let him slip from my lips and sat back on my heels, stroking him slowly with one hand. His cock glistened in the low light, thick and flushed. I looked up at him and smiled.
“Still want to play the gentleman?”
His jaw was tight now. “Get on my lap.”
I paused, pretending to consider it. Then I stood, hiked my skirt up to my hips, and straddled him slowly, one knee on each side of the seat.
I settled onto his thighs, my knees pressed into the leather on either side of his legs, the back hem of my skirt bunched behind me. My panties were on, damp, delicate, sheer, but I knew the exact heat pressed against him now, even through the fabric. I ground into his lap once, lightly, letting my hips rotate enough to drag the oiled center of me along the length of his cock.
His hands went to my waist, firm now, possessive.
But I leaned in and whispered, “You’re still holding back.”
I kissed the corner of his mouth, soft, lingering, then moved higher, rubbing myself along him through the thin layers that separated us. I reached between us, tugged my panties to the side, and let the fabric snap against my thigh. Then I guided him back to where he’d been, thick and waiting in my hand.
I looked down at him. “You want to feel it before you’re inside me?”
He didn’t answer.
So I pressed his cock between my folds and began to rock against it, slow, controlled strokes that let my glazed arousal coat him. I slid my lips over his length, rubbing the tip against my clit with each pass, letting him feel the heat and wet of me without the final give.
His hands gripped my hips harder. His jaw flexed. His eyes never left mine.
I moved like that for a long time, teasing, grinding, letting him feel every inch of what he couldn’t quite have yet.
“You don’t get to be quiet now,” I whispered, breath faltering. “You’re not in a boardroom.”
His hands slid up my sides, then back down. He adjusted his hips and thrust up slightly, trying to push in. I held firm, grinding down harder against the head of his cock, not letting it enter, pressing, dragging, wet.
“God, Claire,” he said under his breath. It was almost a growl.
I smiled. “I want you to lose it,” I said. “I want to make you forget who you are.”
I leaned in, pressing my body full against his, my breasts crushed to his chest, my mouth at his ear. I reached down between us and guided him to my opening.
And then I stopped. “Beg me.”
He exhaled, forehead against my collarbone. His cock throbbed against me.
His voice was quiet. “Please.”
I sank down in one slow, deliberate motion, taking all of him at once.
He gasped loud, a sound I’d never heard from him before.
I held myself still, my hips flush against his thighs, completely full with him. His cock pulsed deep inside me. His hands trembled at my waist.
And finally, I felt it. He wasn’t holding back anymore.
I stayed fully seated on him, hips grounded, my breath catching at the stretch and heat of being filled so suddenly, so completely. He throbbed deep inside me, and for a moment, neither of us moved. His hands were tight on my waist, his chest rising against mine in sharp, shallow pulls.
“Don’t move yet,” I said, my mouth brushing his ear. “Just feel it.”
He groaned softly and let his head fall back against the seat. I kept my hands braced on his chest, my thighs tightening around him, holding him inside me like a secret. The car rolled on smoothly, silent except for the faint hum of the engine and the barely audible sounds of our breath, our bodies.
Then I began to move. Tiny motions, not thrusting, but circling enough to make him twitch and swear under his breath. I rolled my hips in slow figure-eights, feeling every inch of him grind along the walls inside me, the pressure building with each pass.
“You’ve never felt me like this,” I whispered, dragging my lips along the line of his jaw. “Not when I’m on top.”
His hands slid up my back, one gripping the base of my neck, the other clutching my ass through the bunched fabric of my skirt. He thrust up, hard, desperate.
I pulled back immediately and pressed both palms flat against his chest.
“No.”
His eyes flashed open, wild now. “Claire.”
“You don’t get to come,” I said softly. “Not here.”
He cursed under his breath, hips bucking again, but I held him down with my weight and tightened my legs.
“You can fuck me slow. You can feel how close I am. But you don’t get to finish.”
I began to move again, riding him slow and wet and deep, lifting up enough to feel the full slide of him, then pressing down until I was filled again.
I kissed his neck, bit his shoulder, let my moans break against his skin while his hands clawed at my back like he couldn’t stand it anymore.
I clenched around him. He cursed again.
“I’m going to . . . ” he hissed.
I stopped right there. I lifted off him in one smooth motion, pulled my panties back into place, and sat beside him, fixing my blouse, smoothing my skirt back down, lips swollen, cheeks flushed.
He was panting hard, red-faced, fully erect, his cock wet with everything I’d left on him.
“You’re going to what?” I asked calmly, glancing sideways with a smirk.
His hand slammed against the seat. “Claire!”
“You’ll wait,” I said. “You’ll come when I let you and not before.”
He was catching his breath when the villa driveway came into view. The car eased to a stop beneath the villa’s portico, the headlights casting long shadows across the tiled entryway.
Gordon sat beside me, breathing hard. His cock glistened where I’d left it, wet, pulsing, aching, and his hands remained clenched into fists against the seat.
I tugged my skirt down slowly, adjusting it over my thighs, then turned toward him with a smile that I didn’t even try to soften.
“You’ll get your release,” I said. “But not out here. Not in a car.”
His jaw flexed. “You’re torturing me.”
I leaned in and kissed him, soft and lingering. “I’m preparing you.”
Then I tucked him away, slowly, deliberately, sliding him back into his pants with a last stroke that made his hips jerk. I zipped him up, fastened his belt, and smoothed the front of his shirt. Like dressing a doll. Like resetting the scene before we walked through the villa door.
But his eyes stayed locked on mine, sharp, unreadable.
The driver opened my door and I stepped out into the night, the humid air curling around my skin as if even the atmosphere knew what we’d left unresolved.
He followed, slower, adjusting his jacket, flushed. The driver nodded a polite goodnight.
I didn’t look back until we were inside the villa, the door closing behind us, the quiet swallowing everything.
When we got inside, I kicked off my heels and walked straight into the bedroom, not bothering to turn on the light.
I peeled off the blouse and dropped it on the chair. Then the skirt. I stood there in the lace bra and nothing else, waiting for him.
He came in behind me a moment later. The door clicked shut. He didn’t say a word.
I turned slowly and let him look.
He stepped closer, hands going to my hips, then slid one between my legs. I was soaked, again, still, and his fingers found it easily.
“Did you think about it at dinner?” he asked.
I nodded, breath catching.
“Did you think about how I’d filled you up before you even sat down?”
“Yes.”
He dropped to his knees in front of me, his hands trailing down my thighs. He pulled me forward by the backs of my legs, pressing his mouth to the tender skin inside one, then the other. Then he leaned in further, spreading me with both hands, tongue parting me.
I gasped and gripped his shoulders, the wet heat of him immediate, insistent.
This wasn’t slow now. This was need. He devoured me like he hadn’t had me twice already. Like he was starving.
I rocked forward onto the balls of my feet, holding onto his shoulders for balance as his tongue worked in slow, devastating circles. His grip was firm, hands on my hips, holding me open, keeping me where he wanted me. The rug beneath my feet was soft, but my knees threatened to give out with every pass of his mouth over the most sensitive part of me.
I was pulsing already, everything shiny and responsive, the taste of dinner and wine and long restraint breaking apart under the heat of his mouth.
He sucked gently, then harder, then gentler again, alternating until I couldn’t think. My breath came in short, shaky bursts. I pressed one hand into his hair, not to guide him, he didn’t need that, but to feel connected, to know he was real, that this was happening again.
I could feel how aroused I was. How tender. My thighs trembled with every flick of his tongue, every slow push of it lower, then back up. He didn’t hurry. He knew exactly what he was doing, the same way he knew how to speak in a room full of executives, measured, calm, and purposeful.
I came standing there, quietly, a sharp jolt through my belly, then a long slow unraveling that made my shoulders sag and my hand tighten in his hair.
It only then dawned on me how often and how hard I had been orgasming with this man. Was that something to tell Gerald, I wondered.
Gordon didn’t stop. Even after I whispered his name, even after I tried to pull back, he kept going, licking, teasing, until I had to pull him up, my legs weak, my body spent.
He stood, his mouth wet, eyes dark. I kissed him immediately, tasting myself on his lips, moaning into the heat of it. My arms wrapped around his neck, and I pulled him toward the bed with me.
We collapsed together onto the sheets, and I rolled onto my back, legs parted, chest rising and falling. He undressed quickly this time, stripping his shirt over his head and pushing his pants down without ceremony. I reached for him, pulling him down between my thighs, and he entered me with one long, hard stroke that made me cry out.
He was rougher this time. in control, and not gentle. I welcomed it.
His hands gripped my thighs as he pushed into me over and over, the slap of our bodies sharp against the mattress, the sleek sound of it obscene. My breasts bounced with every thrust. I dug my heels into the bed and met his rhythm, faster now, my body wet with heat, my skin tingling from every place he touched.
I wrapped my legs around his waist and let him use me.
When he came, groaning low against my neck, I felt him spill deep into me one last time. This one stayed inside me longer than the others.
We lay tangled in the sheets, our bodies cooling slowly in the heavy island air. Neither of us moved. The room was dark now, the faint orange glow of a distant terrace light slipping through the slats of the shutters. Gordon’s hand rested on my hip.
I could feel him softening inside me, the weight of his release thick and unmistakable, warm as it settled deep. My thighs were sticky, my inner muscles sore in that sweet, quiet way I’d come to crave. Three times in a day. I wasn’t sure I could stand yet. I wasn’t even sure I wanted to.
I rolled onto my side to face him. His eyes were closed, but he wasn’t asleep. I could tell by the way his thumb moved absently across my skin. I reached behind me for my phone and unlocked it without turning away from him. A new message waited from Gerald.
Still awake. thinking about you. Want to know what happened after dinner.
I didn’t reply right away. I stared at the screen, heart beating slow and deep, and then rolled onto my back, pulling the sheet to below my breasts. I took a photo, the soft lighting, my flushed skin, the faint marks along my thighs, one of Gordon’s hands loosely resting across my belly, his fingers splayed like he owned the space between my hips. Gordon’s cum was obvious down the sides of my thighs.
I sent it.
A minute passed. Then another. Then: You let him take everything.
I ran my fingers lightly between my legs and brought them to my lips, tasting the mix of us.
I wanted him to, I wrote. And I knew you’d want to hear about it.
The typing bubble flickered on: Next time, ask him to come in you while you tell him your husband wants it. Look him in the eyes when you say it.
I felt a ripple of heat move through me, sharper than before.
Gordon slid beside me, his hand sliding lower, his breath changing.
“I take it he liked the update?” he said.
I turned my face to his, smiling slightly in the dark. “He always does.”
I pressed my mouth to his shoulder, then whispered against his skin. “And I think he’s planning for the next trip.”
Gordon’s hand moved between my legs again, slow and easy, sliding through everything he’d left inside me. I gasped and arched toward him.
He didn’t say anything. He kept touching me, slow circles at first, then a deeper slide through the satiny mess between my thighs. My breath caught as he dipped into me again, finding the entrance he knew so well, easing two fingers inside, spreading them to feel how open I was.
My body welcomed the pressure. I was sore, but not enough to stop him. If anything, the tenderness made it more intense, every motion laced with that warm ache of being used and wanted.
He moved, rolling over me, his chest brushing mine, and kissed the edge of my jaw. The fingers inside me moved steadily, curling, dragging. I moaned softly against his mouth, my legs falling open as if the last few hours hadn’t happened at all. As if I was starting from zero, not filled and stretched and emptied.
“I want more,” he murmured.
I opened my eyes and looked up at him. “Then take more.”
He kissed me deeper now, and pulled his fingers free. I thought he would roll me onto my back. But instead, his hand moved lower, sliding between my cheeks, wet with everything we’d made together. I felt him pause there, lightly, the tip of his finger pressing gently at the tight ring he hadn’t touched yet.
I stiffened, slightly. Not in resistance but in surprise.
He waited. I didn’t move away. He leaned in close to my ear. “Let me.”
I swallowed, pulse racing. “We haven’t done that before,” I whispered.
“No.”
“I mean me and my husband.” And then, softer: “But I want to.” I added, nodding once, “Go slow.”
His hand stayed between my legs, spreading the wetness up and back with careful, patient strokes. His fingers coated me there, easing over the tight entrance, until I softened under the pressure. Then one finger began to push inward, slow and careful. I clenched, then released. He kissed my neck, murmured quiet things I couldn’t make out. But my body opened for him.
It wasn’t fast. It wasn’t rough. He took his time. First one finger, then two, working me open while my face buried into the pillow and my hips lifted slowly into his hand. My breath grew short, broken, but I didn’t stop him. I didn’t want to.
Then I felt the blunt head of his cock pressing between my cheeks, greased and hard and steady.
“Tell me if it’s too much,” he said.
“It won’t be,” I breathed.
He pushed forward. The pressure was sudden and real, no longer gentle. My breath caught in my throat as his cock pushed past the resistance, inch by inch. My body clenched down in instinct, but I didn’t stop him.
He paused, letting me breathe, letting me adjust, and I gritted my teeth through the tight, stretching pain that burned low and deep through my hips.
I gasped, forehead against the pillow, every muscle pulled tight as a wire. “Don’t move yet,” I whispered.
He didn’t. His hands rested flat on my lower back, warm and steady, anchoring me. I felt the fullness of him buried partway inside, thick and overwhelming, the pain sharp. It was too much and not enough. My body didn’t know how to hold him, but it was trying, trembling, writhing, slowly giving up its shape to let him in.
Then I exhaled. “Okay,” I said, voice shaking.
He began to move again, slightly, the smallest move forward. I let out a sharp cry and arched back against him. He stopped again, but my hand reached behind me and found his hip, held it there.
“Keep going,” I managed. “Don’t stop now.”
He pressed deeper. The pain sparked again, burning, intimate, unbearable, and then broke open into something else. My thighs were shaking now, my spine arching involuntarily as he seated himself fully inside. The stretch, the pressure, the shock of it was too much for language. All I could do was move, helpless and hungry, grinding into him with every inch of space my body allowed.
I could hear myself moaning, long, open sounds I’d never made before.
He groaned above me, low and rough, and began to thrust slowly, pulling back an inch and easing forward again. Every movement lit my nerves on fire. I buried my face into the sheets, writhing beneath him, hips rolling as if possessed, trying to escape the pain and chase the pleasure at the same time.
It was unbearable.
He reached under me and found my clit with his fingers, wet from earlier, and began to circle it as he fucked me in the ass deeper. The sensation cracked something open inside me, pain and pleasure crashing together in a way that made me tremble violently beneath him, my legs splayed wide, body completely open, completely taken.
I felt him push all the way in again, slower this time, and the moan that broke from my mouth was low and guttural.
My body didn’t accept it. It craved it. The intimacy of it was overwhelming.
He leaned down over my back moving inside me and kissed the side of my neck.
“You feel unreal,” he said against my skin.
I couldn’t answer. I was shaking too hard, lost in it, lost in the wave that was building again.
And when I came this time, my first time like this, it was silent and total, a full-body seizure of sensation that left me limp under him, gasping, open, and ruined.
I didn’t move for a long time. Gordon had slipped free of me slowly, kissing my back once before rolling away and settling onto his side. He didn’t ask how I was. He knew.
My body was twitching in the aftermath, my thighs damp and trembling, the heat of him now deep in a place I’d never allowed anyone before. My muscles ached from the effort of taking him, and I could feel the tender fullness that hadn’t yet faded.
The sheets beneath me were damp. My knees burned from how hard I’d gripped the mattress. My breath came shallow and slow.
I reached for my phone. The room was dark, the faint sound of Gordon’s breathing steady behind me, slipping toward sleep. I turned my body carefully, sore and open and wet, and sat up slowly against the headboard. I didn’t bother with the sheet. I sat bare, legs parted, every inch of me flushed from what he’d done this time. My hand trembled slightly as I unlocked the screen and tapped Gerald’s name.
He answered immediately.
“Claire?”
My voice was hoarse, quiet. “It happened.”
I could hear his breath catch. “He took me. From behind. All the way.”
There was silence on the line, stunned, thick silence. “He wanted more. After everything tonight, he wanted more.”
I let my hand slide over my belly, down between my thighs. I wasn’t touching to tease but to feel it, the ruin of it.
“He asked me,” I said. “And I told him yes.”
“Jesus, Claire.”
“I was so tight, Gerald. I didn’t think I could take it. He made me take it anyway. Slowly. All of him. It hurt at first. I had to breathe through it.”
I paused. My fingers dipped between the cheeks of my ass, finding the soreness there, the wetness left behind.
“And then it didn’t hurt anymore,” I whispered. “Then it was just consuming.”
I could hear him on the other end, his breath quick, then sharp, then uneven again.
“You let him . . . ” he stopped.
“I let him do everything. My body was moving without me. I was writhing under him, begging him not to stop. It was so deep, Gerald. I’ve never felt anything like it. I came while he was inside. Not vaginal. Not from my clit. I came from him fucking me there.”
He groaned, raw, broken. “Claire…”
“I let him fill me,” I whispered. “And it’s still there. I’m sitting in bed with his cum dripping down my thighs from a place I’ve never let anyone touch before. I’m gaping for him.”
“Oh my god.”
“I did it for you,” I said. “So I could tell you what it feels like. So you’d know exactly what he took from your wife.”
There was no reply for a long moment. Then his voice, spent and reverent: “You’re perfect.”
I smiled to myself in the dark, the soreness pulsing between my legs. “I know.”
I stayed awake longer. After the call, I lay back slowly, easing my body beneath the sheet, every inch of me tender and used.
Gordon didn’t stir. He slept deeply, one arm thrown across the other pillow, his chest rising in steady rhythm, unconcerned. He didn’t ask about Gerald this time.
I turned onto my side, wincing slightly from the ache low in my hips. The room was warm. My skin smelled like sex and sweat and faint traces of chlorine from the pool earlier. The night outside was still, the breeze rustling the palms beyond the shutters, and somewhere in the distance, waves dragged themselves over sand.
I thought of the next flight. Of another trip, another set of meetings. Gordon had said something in passing about a long weekend in Miami, another expansion meeting, a different hotel. No decisions made, an open calendar and an assumption.
Gerald would say yes. I’d packed the lingerie he hadn’t seen yet.
I closed my eyes and breathed through the soreness, smiling faintly as the slow pulse of arousal began again, distant, tired, but alive. I wasn’t done. Not with Gordon. Not with Gerald. Not with this version of myself I was only beginning to understand.
Gerald was asleep beside me, one arm loose across the pillow, his face turned toward the wall. I lay on my back, the sheets pulled low around my hips, the room dim with the last of the streetlight filtering in through the blinds, not moonlight, traffic noise outside now, not waves. My skin carried the scent of his mouth, his cum, and the faint, familiar scent of our laundry detergent.
We’d barely spoken when I got home, a long kiss at the door, his hands sliding down my back, and then silence. He had seen the photos. Heard my voice crack over the line. He didn’t need more.
He watched me undress, every piece removed slowly while he sat on the edge of the bed, eyes following every inch I uncovered. I let him look. I wanted him to. I wanted him to see the marks on my thighs, the bruise on my hip, the way I walked a little carefully. I wanted him to see what he’d allowed. What he’d orchestrated.
I lay awake now, hours later, the ache in my body no longer sharp, a slow echo. Not everything was healed yet. I wasn’t sure I wanted it to be.
The trip had changed something. Not in me, but between us. It wasn’t playacting or fantasy. Gerald hadn’t given his me approval, he had fed me, shaped me, built me into something new. And I had stepped into the space he made for me so fully that I didn’t know where the line was anymore.
Maybe there wasn’t one.
The room was warm. My legs were bare beneath the sheet, and I moved them gently, remembering the way Gordon had stretched me open the first time. Then the second. Then finally, that last act, so deliberate, so slow, so complete, that it felt less like sex and more like a reckoning.
I had told my husband about it in detail. And he had listened to every word. Beside me, Gerald now stirred slightly in his sleep, his hand brushing my arm. He wouldn’t ask me to stop. I knew that now. He might not always say it out loud, but the look in his eyes when I tell him everything is unmistakable. He’s addicted to it. To me fucking another man. To what I’ve become under his quiet direction.
I lay there and stared at the ceiling, feeling all of it inside me, what I’d taken, what I’d given, what I was still holding back.
I knew it wouldn’t be the last time with Gordon. I wasn’t playing the role anymore. I was becoming anymore.
I was now fully and completely a traditional wife hotwife. 
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The invitation came quietly, slipped into my calendar by Gordon’s assistant with no subject line and no explanation. Just a meeting block, three days in Napa, the name of a boutique resort I didn’t recognize, and a pick-up time. Gerald saw it before I mentioned it. He only looked at me once, across the breakfast table, his expression unreadable as he took a sip of his coffee.
“Wine country,” he said, not a question.
I nodded. “New investors. Gordon wants a smaller setting. More . . . “ I paused. “Intimate.” I grinned looking down in my coffee.
He didn’t speak again, but I felt the weight of what he wasn’t saying as clearly as if he had. I closed my laptop.
“There’ll be a guest cottage,” I said. “Detached from the main building. Just one bed,” I added almost under my breath.
I’ll admit I was trying to tease him.
He reached across the table and slid his hand up my wrist, thumb brushing the edge of the small scar there, the one I always forgot I had. “Take the white dress,” he said. “The one that buttons all the way down the front.”
I packed light for two days. Simple dresses, soft heels, my favorite lipstick. Gerald tucked our new lingerie into the side pocket of my bag himself without saying anything, but I saw the look in his eyes when he did. This husband of mine wanted me to be worn out by the time I got back home. Not used up entirely, he still wanted some of me for himself too, but used enough that he’d know his wife had been handled like something valuable.
Gordon met me at the airport on the other end in a black SUV, casual for once, his sleeves rolled, sunglasses resting low on his nose. He didn’t speak when I climbed in, just nodded once and returned his gaze to the road.
The drive was long and winding. Green hills rolled out in every direction, soft and full under the late afternoon sun. My thighs pressed together as the miles passed, every bend in the road pulling my skirt tighter across my lap.
The resort was quietly hidden among the vineyards, the kind of place you didn’t find unless someone brought you there. Gordon parked in front of a cottage with cream stone walls and deep green shutters. The main house was visible through the trees, but distant.
Inside, the air was cool and still, scented faintly with lavender and old wood. The bed was wide and low, with a white linen canopy and crisp sheets folded back at the corners. Gordon set down his bag without a word.
“You’ve been here before,” I said.
He nodded. “Twice. It’s very private.”
I walked to the window and looked out over the vineyard, rows of vines stretching into the distance, early summer leaves thick and vibrant. A small wooden table sat on the terrace, two chairs angled toward the sunset.
I turned back toward him. “And the investors?”
He smiled, slow and slight. “Tomorrow.”
My skin flushed. I didn’t ask what he expected tonight because I already knew.
I unpacked each item and placed it with care into the small chest of drawers beside the bed. The dresses on hangers, the lingerie folded and slid into the lowest drawer, hidden but not really.
He poured two glasses of wine and passed me one without comment. It was white, chilled, citrus on the front and something floral underneath. I took a sip, then another, and walked barefoot onto the terrace, the stone warm under my feet. The vineyards glowed in the low sun, all gold edges and shadows.
Gordon followed a minute later, leaned on the railing, his shirt now open at the collar.
“I told Gerald I wouldn’t text him tonight,” I said.
His gaze shifted toward me. “Why?”
“I think he likes to imagine what I’ll do when I’m not being watched.”
Gordon took a slow sip of his wine then turned back to the view. “You think he’s imagining now?”
I sat in one of the chairs angled toward the hills. The breeze lifted the hem of my skirt against my thighs. The fabric was light, thin enough to feel the shape of my body underneath. I crossed my legs then uncrossed them again, feeling the warmth between them begin to wake.
Gordon stayed by the railing. “You like being sent on these missions by him, don’t you.”
I met his eyes. “It depends what I’m sent for, of course.” I turned my eyes to him and chuckled with breath.
His mouth curled, not a full smile, but something darker, something knowing.
I finished my glass and set it down. “You never ask what he says to me after.”
“Should I?”
He stepped closer, lifted his hand to my face, ran the backs of his fingers along my cheek. “I do think about it.”
I turned my head and kissed the inside of his wrist.
“I didn’t come here to pretend to be your assistant,” I said softly. “And you didn’t fly me here for the meetings.”
He lowered his hand. “No.”
I wasn’t here for affection and nor was  here for romance. I was here because Gerald had made something of me that Gordon knew how to take.
Inside the room, I undressed. It was the white dress with the buttons, and I undid each one without rushing, watching Gordon watch me from the edge of the bed. Beneath it, I wore the ivory set Gerald had chosen for me: sheer lace with soft gold threading at the seams, cut high on the hips, the bra structured but delicate, with satin edging and a tiny clasp between the cups I could open with one hand. It wasn’t overtly sexual, but t was refined and precious. The kind of thing a wife wears for someone who values restraint almost more than release, whether it be her husband or otherwise.
Gordon leaned back on his hands, one foot flat on the floor, eyes tracking the way I moved.
I let the dress fall to the floor, stepped out of it slowly, then walked toward the mirror beside the dresser. Not for myself but for him. I turned just enough so he could see my back, the thin line of the bra strap, the barely-there triangle of lace across the base of my spine. The panties cut in, framing the soft round curve he’d taken so thoroughly last time.
“You’re different now,” he said.
I didn’t turn. “Because I know what I am.” I pulled the coiled strands of hair down beside my face. 
He stood and crossed the room and his hand found my lower back, the weight of it both familiar and heavy to me. He looked at us both in the mirror. “Say it.”
I held his gaze through the reflection. “I’m Gerald’s wife.” I let the words sit there. “And I’m your hotwife.” I couldn’t help jutting my jaw and grinning widely, it excited me so much.
His hand slid lower to trace the edge of the lace, fingertips brushing under it. “Do you know how few women can be both?”
“No I didn’t, until recently.”
His fingers found the clasp between my breasts and unhooked it. The bra loosened, falling open against my ribs. He pushed it off, baring me in the mirror. My nipples tightened immediately in the cool air under his gaze.
He didn’t rush to touch them. Instead, he lowered his head and kissed the back of my shoulder, just once, then moved behind me, his body close but not yet pressing. The restraint in him, it mirrored mine, and that was part of what made this work so well. We both circled the center before stepping into it, me with another man, that man with someone else’s wife.
I placed my hands on the dresser and arched my back, pushing back enough for the lace of my panties to stretch tighter between us. I felt his hand slip down between my thighs now, slow, steady, cupping me over the fabric. I was already wet, naturally.
His voice was low. “You’re ready, aren’t you?”
“How did you know?” I cooed. My throat felt dry.
He eased my panties down with both hands, letting them slide over my hips, then lower, baring everything I the mirror slowly. He didn’t ask me to turn around, he didn’t tell me to spread. He just waited while I bent at the waist, keeping my hands on the dresser, spreading my feet.
Outside, the last light was fading. And inside, I was opening.
His hands rested on the backs of my thighs, thumbs brushing lightly over the crease where my ass began. I stayed bent forward, hands braced on the edge of the dresser, the wood cool beneath my palms. The light from the window behind us was low now, dusk slipping into shadow, and I watched our reflection dim as he knelt behind me.
The first touch of his mouth was soft, not even a kiss, just the warmth of breath brushing across the leaking wetness between my legs. My body pulsed, instinctively, reflexively, as if Gerald were watching. And in a way, he was.
Gordon’s fingers parted me gently, and his tongue found me, slow and unhurried, moving with the same kind of poise he brought to meetings. Every motion felt measured and intentional. The firm strokes of his tongue began to map me, spreading me wider with each pass. My hips twitched. It’s what I wanted, and what my husband wanted too, for Gerald to take me apart like this, methodically, inch by inch. I moaned low and quietly, head tipped to the side, the curtain brushing against my shoulder.
This was the part Gerald loved hearing about the most, not the act, not the outcome, but the position, the control, the fact that I let another man kneel for me, eat me, savor me, while my wedding ring gleamed on my finger inches from the mirror.
I thought sometimes that Gerald didn’t just want me taken, that he wanted to witness the exact degree to which I gave myself. He wanted to know that I did it with grace, without shame, and with full awareness of who I was and who I belonged to.
And maybe that was what I loved, too. That it wasn’t surrender but rather service. A good wife is always in service to her husband, regardless of what they come to learn he would like her to do. If fulfilled me in my sense of good wifely duties to spread my legs for my husband’s boss.
Gordon’s hands gripped my thighs now, firmer. He flattened his tongue and licked me slowly from bottom to top, pressing against my clit just long enough to make my knees buckle slightly. Then again. I let out a sound more breath than voice. He flicked his tongue on me then circled, then dipped lower again, teasing my entrance with the tip of his tongue before pushing it inside.
The wet sounds were unmistakable now, indecent in the quiet of the room. I felt every one of them. I closed my eyes, forehead tipping forward to touch the cool edge of the mirror, my breath fogging a small circle in the glass. His tongue never stopped moving, steady, practiced, now focused on the center of me, sucking on me softly, then letting go, over and over.
I felt the heat begin to build behind my navel, low and rolling. I wasn’t already about to come, but I could feel the inevitability of it, the way it had been building ever since the car, since the calendar invite, since Gerald had said take the white dress.
I whispered Gordon’s name once and his hands spread me wider and his tongue pressed flat and deep against me.
I lifted my hips, I so wanted him inside.
He rose behind me, mouth wet from me, the heat of his breath still lingering on the backs of my thighs. His chest pressed against my back as he stood, one hand finding the center of my belly, the other sliding up between my breasts, palm flat. I felt the outline of his erection against the top of my ass, hot and insistent through his pants.
His hand at my chest slid higher, grazing the underside of my breast before settling around my throat, thumb brushing the edge of my jaw.
I closed my eyes and let my weight fall back into him. There was something about this moment, the in-between of being eaten and being entered, that always lit something deep inside me. Not just arousal, but a fullness, a sense of knowing exactly what I was made for in that moment.
His hand left my neck and moved to my hip. I heard the sound of his zipper coming down, the tug of fabric, the faint rustle of him pushing his pants lower, baring himself.
And then I felt it, the head of his cock, nudging between my legs from behind, already wet from me. He slid the tip up and down through my folds, gathering my wetness, coating himself in me. I was so open, so hot, so pulsing. So fulfilled as a woman, and as a wife.
I bit my lip and looked at us in the mirror, me, bent forward, skin flushed, thighs parted wide, him, standing tall behind me, naked now, chest heaving with lust, eyes locked on my ass as he pressed his cock slowly forward, letting me feel it drag across me. The tease was so slow I wanted to cry.
I thought about Gerald in that moment, thought about how much he loved the detail, how he’d want to hear how long Gordon stayed at the edge of me, how many passes he made before finally easing himself inside me. How I wasn’t rushed, wasn’t taken, how good a lover the other man was.
Gordon pressed in slightly now, just the head and I gasped, my hands gripping the dresser edge tighter. My breath caught, the stretch was so warm yet sharp with that first-entry tension. He pulled back, rubbed against me again.
“You’re torturing me,” I whispered.
He pushed forward again, slightly deeper this time.
I exhaled through it, my lips parting, my legs trembling, but I stayed bent for him. My reflection stared back at me: a woman letting herself be used again, not because she didn’t care, but because she cared too much. Cared to do it right for him, for me, and for Gerald.
He slid deeper into me. My body clenched around him involuntarily. My forehead touched the glass. “Don’t stop.”
He pushed in slow and thick, every second drawn out.
His hands gripped my hips as he kept moving forward, inch by inch. Each pulse of pressure sank him further into me and I could feel my resistance give way in waves, my body learning him again, remembering. I breathed through his stretch, let him fill me. The sound of him sliding in, wet and low, made my toes curl against the floor.
When he was finally all the way in me, we didn’t move. He stayed buried to his base, his hips pressed firm against the swell of my ass, his breath warming the back of my neck.
I think Gerald wanted that most of all, not the mechanics, not even the moment of climax, but this, the part where I let another man hold himself fully inside me and didn’t flinch, didn’t push back, didn’t pretend. I let him belong there. And by some marriage alchemy, that let Gerald believe I belonged more deeply to him. He gave me away.
Gordon slid his hand up my spine, fingers trailing his fingers along each vertebra like he was counting them. My back arched under his touch. Then he began to move a first long withdrawal, dragging against the walls of my body, then the slow return. I moaned, low and uncontrolled, as he slid back into me, the friction soft and devastating. My thighs trembled.
He did it again, pulled back, pushed in slightly faster now. He was working something up in me. His grip tightened on my waist. The sound of us was started to echo, the wet, quiet pulses that matched the quiet hitch of my breath.
I opened my mouth, but no words came out. In the mirror, I saw my breasts swaying gently with each of his strokes, my face flushed, my lips parted, my hair beginning to cling to the side of my neck. Gordon’s face was sharper, focused, jaw set, looking down at where we were joined.
He was fucking me good now, slowly and thoroughly. I could feel the weight of his cock in every corner inside me, each stroke setting off a deeper ache that spread through my pelvis like heat.
I tilted my hips back enough to make the angle hit sharper. His breath caught behind me. “You feel that baby?” I whispered.
He didn’t answer with words. His hands slid up, cupped my breasts from behind, thumbs grazing the peaks. I moaned again and pushed back into him, feeling the shift as his rhythm deepen, each stroke fuller, harder, more certain.
This wasn’t about being taken It was about being given, completely, while still holding all the strings.
He reached around my body, one hand sliding between my thighs, fingers slipping into the wet mess he’d made of me. His cock stayed deep inside me while he touched me there, circling slowly, spreading me wider around him with each stroke. His rhythm stayed patient, steady, each of his thrusts matched to the motion of his hand. My breath started to shake.
The pressure built in layers, soft at first, then sharper, like something tightening just out of reach. My thighs burned. My arms trembled from holding myself upright. I leaned into the mirror again, palms flat, forehead pressed to the cool glass.
“I wish he could see me,” I whispered. “Right now. Like this.”
“I think he does,” Gordon said behind my ear.
He pressed into me harder, the base of him snug against me, his full weight and full depth pinning me. My body stretched to keep him deep inside.
I thought of Gerald’s voice, how calm he sounded when I told him things no other husband would bear to hear, how his silence deepened after the words “he came in me,” how it didn’t break him, it pleased  him.
What was it, exactly, that turned him on the most about it? The mess left behind? The soreness in my walk? Or was it the moment when I told him something new, something further than before, and he realized how wrecked I had been?
Gordon’s fingers moved faster now, not rough, but relentless. My legs parted further. I was so open for him, so wet, so used.
The orgasm hit me suddenly, wide and deep, like my body folded around the sensation. I gasped and rocked back into him, arched deeply as a ballerina, grinding against him through the waves, chasing the last of it, still full, still pulsing.
Gordon held me by the hips and started to thrust into me again, deeper this time. I moaned something that didn’t sound like a word.
He grunted low, reached for my shoulders, and pulled me upright against his chest. I stayed impaled on him, thighs shaking, breath broken, my back arched into his chest, my breasts rising with each gasp.
I whispered, “Don’t pull out.”
His teeth grazed my neck. His grip on me tightened.
He pushed in one last time and held himself there, fully buried, and I felt it, his cock swelling, the twitch of him surrendering, the sudden deep warmth of him spilling inside me and I closed my eyes and smiled.
Because that was the part I loved most: when the man finished in me, and I held it, and knew it was mine to carry back to my husband.
The next morning passed in a blur of crisp schedules and stoic restraint. I dressed carefully, white blouse, silk-lined and faintly sheer in the light, a pale beige skirt that clung to my hips when I walked.
Gordon said nothing when I stepped out of his bathroom fully dressed, him 52, me 26, a cute thought. His eyes drifted down then returned to his coffee. But when I leaned across him to hand over the day’s agenda, his gaze caught on the slight sway of my breasts under the fabric, and I saw the muscle in his jaw twitch. Hi there baby, I thought.
By noon, I’d been paraded through two meetings, a vineyard walk, and one brief wine tasting hosted by a silver-haired man whose attention clung to me like humidity. He addressed Gordon, but his eyes kept sliding back to my mouth. Gordon never corrected it. Why would he? I wasn’t there to draw lines, I was there to blur them. I think Gordon liked every other man around him to be thrown off balance.
And I was soaking through my skirt. The heat between my legs had been constant all morning, low and pulsing, impossible to ignore. The soft brush of the silk lining when I sat, the way the wind swept my skirt forward just enough when I walked. I was aware of every inch of my sex: the wetness, the openness, the ache that hadn’t faded since last night.
It wasn’t him doing this to me, it was me. My own body had turned traitor to me. It wanted to be used again, tossed down, smothered and split.
By the time we returned to the cottage for a short break before the investor lunch, I was already shifting in my seat, legs pressed tight, breath shallow, heartbeat pounding in my throat.
Gordon loosened his collar, checked his watch. “We’ve got forty minutes.”
I nodded, my hand already brushing his thigh.
He looked at me, brow lifted. I climbed onto his lap. He exhaled a deep sound from his chest and his hands found my waist.
“I don’t think I can make it through lunch like this,” I said, grinding into him through his slacks. He could feel how wet I was, the front of his pants darkened instantly.
He kissed my neck. “Like what?” he played.
“Like I’ve been bred and sent out to be admired.”
He groaned.
“I know what they see,” I whispered. I reached down, unzipped him, pulled his cock free. He was already hard, of course.
“I need to ride you,” I groaned. “Right now. In this chair. Just for a minute. Just enough to make it through lunch without leaking down my thighs in front of all the men.”
I lifted my skirt and lowered myself onto him without another word. He slid in fast and I cried out high, almost strangled, because I was that ready, that open, that desperate. The stretch hit sharp and full and my knees trembled as I settled down onto his lap, the warm slide of him inside me erasing everything else. I braced one hand on the back of the chair, the other on his shoulder, breath shuddering as my body adjusted around the size of him.
“God, the way you fill me,” I murmured.
I stayed still, eyes shut, thighs quivering, every inch of me pulsing around him. I could feel my wetness coat him entirely, already dripping, already soaking the soft fabric of his shirt where my chest pressed against him. My skirt was bunched at my waist, my bare ass exposed, hips snug to his, no inch left untouched between us.
Gerald wanted this version of me, wet, urgent, possessed by need, by memory, by the knowledge that I had to be taken again to remain whole. My husband loved knowing another man made me pulse like this. He loved that I was sent out not to flirt or tease but to act, to yield, to be used properly and fully so I could bring the scent of it, of the power of it,  back into our bed.
I started to move on him in tiny, slow lifts enough to feel the friction, the way his cock dragged against the inside of me, rubbing the place I couldn’t reach alone. I clenched around him, slow pulses, coaxing him deeper. His hands tightened around me.
“You’re going to make me come like this,” he said, voice low, gravel under breath.
“No.” I kissed his jaw. “You’re going to hold it. You’re going to sit in this chair while I grind on you until my thighs are dripping and then I walk out there full of your cock but not your cum.”
He groaned, head falling back.
“I need to feel you,” I whispered. “But I need to walk into that lunch with the ache still in me. The mess, the scent, the edge, everything but your release.”
I rolled my hips in slow circles. Every time I ground forward, I pressed my clit against the base of him, gasping softly into his neck. I could hear how wet I was. It was obscene. “Okay baby?”
I could feel him throbbing inside me, trying not to come. I smiled into his skin.
“My husband would want them to smell you on me,” I whispered. “He wants me ruined and polite at the same time.”
I kept riding. I kept the movement low, slow,  and controlled. Not to tease him, though I knew I was, but because my own body demanded it. It was a rhythm drawn from inside me. The pressure built with every grind, every brush of him against the deepest point inside me. I stayed close to his chest, breathing hard, sweating now.
His hands stayed clenched on the arms of the chair like he knew if he touched me, he’d lose it. And I wanted to stay on the edge longer. I wanted to feel that throb low in my belly, that wet tightness that made my thighs shake, my head spin. I wanted to ride that pulse until my eyes blurred.
At home, I was a good wife. I folded towels, made dinner, came when called. Here I I was all hips and mouth and thighs. There was no script. No plan. Just a growing fire that told me I was alive and wanted, capable of bending a man to the point of breaking.
“Keep it there,” I said, barely able to speak, words broken over breath. “Don’t you dare come.”
He nodded without opening his eyes. I moved faster, enough to make him groan deep in his throat. My clit ground hard against him, catching on the press of his skin each time I circled forward. I bit my lip hard and saw white.
I slowed again, barely moving now, just the faintest grind. I reached between us and pressed two fingers against myself, rubbing hard and fast while he remained still.
“I’m going to come,” I whispered with a faint cry. “And you’re going to stay hard.”
He nodded, eyes wide now, jaw locked.
A hot flush, a clench, a gasp, and then nothing but out-of-mind trembling. I collapsed against him, heart racing, still full, still wet.
We got back at the villa by late afternoon. The meeting had run long, and Gordon had been sharp and cold through the last of it, but exhausted. He was professional, but distant. I’d felt the shift, his way of regaining control, or trying to. He didn’t touch me on the ride back, didn’t glance even, and barely spoke.
I showered in the bath feeling every inch of my body under the water, tracing out each part that had been his last night, and that he’d tried to pretend was nothing today. I dried myself without hurrying, then walked to my closet.
The dress I picked wasn’t office wear. Thin, low in the back, barely decent for dinner. But I wasn’t aiming for decent anymore. My nipples showed faintly through the fabric.
He was at the kitchen island when I came out, laptop open, glass of wine half-finished. He looked up, blinked once, and looked back down.
“You don’t like the dress?” I asked, light and playful.
“It’s fine.”
I smiled. “Just fine?”
He didn’t answer. I moved past him slow enough for the hem to sway around my thighs and bent slightly to open the fridge. I felt his eyes that time. Noticed the pause in his breath.
When I stood, I turned and leaned back against the counter, holding a water bottle but not opening it. I stayed like that, watching him, letting him see how my body rested, how the dress clung, how the afternoon sun caught the curve of my hip.
“You’re quiet,” I said.
“I’m working.”
I tilted my head. “You think Gerald would mind if I went out tonight? Found my own entertainment?”
That got him. He looked up sharply, eyes narrowed, jaw tense.
“I’m joking,” I said. “But only sort of.”
“Don’t.”
I crossed the room and took the stool beside him. Our knees touched and I leaned in, brushing his arm with mine.
“You took me last night,” I murmured. “You took everything. And now you’re what, brooding? Sulking?”
“I’m not sulking,” he said tightly.
I reached under the table, hand sliding over his thigh, firm and slow. “Feels like you’re sulking.”
His breath hitched and I smiled because I had him again.
He stood up quickly, backing the stool into the island with a scrape, and I rose too, not flinching. The charge in him was sharp now, undeniable, something too big for the cabin. He took my wrist and led me out of the kitchen and back to the bedroom. I didn’t resist. I didn’t smile either. I just followed, heart hammering with the thrill of this, of knowing I’d pushed him there, that he couldn’t keep himself distant any longer, that I’d undone his detachment with a dress and a few quiet words.
Inside the bedroom, he didn’t undress me, he didn’t even reach for the zipper. He pressed me back against the wall beside the mirror like there was no question this was happening now. His hands found my hips through the thin fabric. My head tilted back, eyes closed, and I let my body say yes before my mouth. His breath landed warm against my collarbone as he pressed in closer, one hand slipping behind me, gripping the bare skin at the small of my back.
“You like making me jealous,” he said, low and hoarse.
I opened my eyes. “I do!”
His fingers trailed higher up my spine, into my hair. He tugged just enough to make me feel how badly he wanted me, how much it cost him to wait all day. I felt the first tug of guilt then, not about Gerald, but about Gordon, about what I was doing to him. Or maybe what we were doing to each other.
“I think he likes it too,” I said, my voice smaller than I intended. “Gerald. The way you want me. The way you take me.”
His mouth hovered by my ear. “He’s out of his mind.”
“Or he’s even smarter than you.”
That made him pause. He pulled back enough to look at me. Something flickered in his eyes, anger, lust, awe? I couldn’t tell which, and maybe all of them. I didn’t give him time to choose. I reached down, took him through his pants, felt the tension pulsing through him. His hand tightened in my hair and I gasped at the sensation, the sting, the wetness spreading down my thighs.
“I’m not yours completely,” I whispered. “But I am right now.”
He kissed me messy, deep, and too much tongue, like something primal had broken loose in him. My back hit the wall, legs lifting on instinct, wrapping around him, urging him closer. I didn’t care about the dress anymore, or the bed. All I wanted was to feel the weight of him on me again, the way he’d filled me, the press and stretch of him, and the ache after.
When I was with Gordon like this, I felt more awake, more seen, more alive than I ever had in any quiet dinner or date night with Gerald. And somehow that made me love Gerald more, not less. Like this part of me belonged to something bigger, but something I could bring back to him.
He slid me down onto the bed without speaking, his hands still tangled in my hair, his breathing uneven, all restraint gone now. I landed on my back and pushed myself up on my elbows, legs still hanging off the edge, dress hitched high, my thighs parted just enough to keep his attention. The heat between us hadn’t broken, it had condensed, sharpened. He watched me a second longer, then dropped to his knees.
There was nothing hesitant in the way he touched me now. My panties were soaked and he saw it, pressed his palm against the wet cotton like it proved something to him. I watched him watching, my chest rising, my fingers tightening in the sheets. When he pulled them down, he did it slow, not to tease me, but to savor it himself, like this was his prize, something he’d earned by enduring my games, my taunts, my little demonstrations of power.
He spread my knees apart and looked up at me. let my head fall back and opened my legs further, shameless now, my breath catching as his mouth brushed lightly over the inside of my thigh. I felt the heat of him before anything else. Then the first slow stroke of his tongue, and I arched, gasping like I hadn’t expected it to feel this good.
But I had. I’d been needing this all day.
My body was tight with it, humming, aching. I ran one hand down over my breast, under the dress, catching the edge of the bra, holding myself there while his mouth worked lower, firmer, until I was writhing, hips moving of their own accord. He was good, he was methodical but not mechanical, controlled but not reserved. He knew how to pace me, how to stay just behind the place where I might come apart, and keep me there, hovering.
And all the while I kept thinking of Gerald. Not with guilt, but with this sharp, raw fondness for him. I thought of how I would tell him. How I’d describe this moment, this exact position, the sounds I was making now, my fingers in Gordon’s hair, the flush rising across my chest, and how hard he’d get, how quiet he’d fall while I told him everything. That made it worse. Better. I didn’t know. I was throbbing now, hips rolling up against Gordon’s mouth, and I couldn’t stop.
I felt wild. This his body of mine had turned into something elemental, a thing passed between men, polished and adored and ruined all at once. And maybe that was why I kept doing it. Because it let me be this, both cherished and defiled, and somehow made Gerald love me harder for it. Because I wasn’t his in secret. I was his in full view. His to give and his to take back.
Gordon rolled me onto my stomach and pulled my hips up with both hands. I went willingly, arching for him, my breath hot against the sheets. I couldn’t get enough of the weight of his hands, the blunt promise of him behind me. I reached back and opened myself for him, shameless, soaked, shaking. I wasn’t acting for him, I was acting for Gerald. This was both of ours to give, and I gave all of it. My body, my sounds, my pleasure. I gave it like a gift I wanted him to unwrap slowly later, second by second, breath by breath, when I told him how it went with “the other man.”
Gordon entered me with a rough groan and I shoved back into him just as hard, needing all of it, the size, the pressure, the full-body quake that ripped through me. I cried out loud, not for effect but because it exploded out of me, raw, from the center of everything. My knees slid on the sheets as he thrust harder, faster, but I kept up thrust for thrust, hair wild across my face, biting the pillow, panting like I was somewhere past speech.
He yanked me up again, higher, so my knees were barely on the bed, and I reached back blindly for him, gripping his thigh, his side, anything I could get my hands on while he fucked me into the mattress. I gave him my whole body. Every angle. Every sound. Every slick, pulsing inch. When he pulled out and flipped me over, I climbed him before he could even catch his breath, straddling and sinking down hard, my thighs wide, my back arched, riding him like I was starved for it, and I was.
I was doing all of it for Gerald because I knew what he’d picture. Me in that bra, still on, tits bouncing, my mouth open, my hips driving, taking what I wanted like I was in heat for his boss. Because I was.
I rode him until his eyes rolled back and I slowed it down, holding him there. Then I leaned over, let my hair fall down around his face, whispered what I’d tell Gerald later, every detail, every second. It made him groan and dig his fingers into my ass, thrusting up from underneath while I laughed, breathless, drunk on power and sex and the freedom of giving it all away.
He flipped me again, dragged me to the edge, took me rough, then slow, then rough again. I begged for more. I screamed his name and my husband’s name in the same breath, because it wasn’t about who I was with, it was about who I belonged to. And every wave that hit me, every time I shattered and soaked his cock, I thought of Gerald, of what he’d say, of what he’d feel, of how deep I’d let another man go in me for him.
My body went taut, locked around Gordon’s cock, every nerve lit and firing. I could feel the slap of our skin, wet and fast, the way my thighs trembled each time he slammed up into me. The sound of it filled the room, deep and heavy, flesh meeting flesh, and under that was my voice, breaking into high gasps and guttural moans. His hands gripped the back of my thighs holding me open, using me now, fucking into me with a rhythm that told me he was close, and I fed it. I gave him everything more.
My eyes were barely open, lashes wet, mascara smudged. I saw his face underneath me, jaw tight, eyes locked on mine like he couldn’t believe what I was giving him. I tilted my hips and cried out when he hit that spot, hard and perfect, and I did it again and again, needing to ride the edge, needing to fall. My breasts bounced with every movement, nipples dark and tight against the lace still clinging to them. I pressed my palm against his chest to steady myself, felt the pound of his heart through his ribs, and arched my back.
I could hear the wet slide of him inside me, soaked and fast and obscene. I could feel the shudder rolling through me from deep inside, the heat blooming in my belly, rising, twisting, curling around my spine. My whole body clenched and I felt myself start to come, the first ripples low and tight, then expanding, taking over, flattening everything else. My mouth opened but no sound came out, just air being pulled from me. And then I screamed.
I screamed like I’d been possessed, like the orgasm was wringing me out from the inside out. My nails dug into his chest and I rolled my hips down hard, chasing every last wave of it, grinding against him, soaking him. I felt myself pulsing around his cock, so tight I could barely take him anymore, and still he thrust up into me, one hand gripping my ass, the other slamming down on the bed beside him for balance.
The wet slap of it got louder, faster, more brutal, and he was groaning now, trying to hold back. I felt it in the way his body twitched under me, in the way his hands started to lose their grip, frantic now, less control. I reached for his face and held it, my thumb stroking his cheek as I whispered my husband’s name into his ear, soft and filthy. That broke him. He cursed, loud and rough, and surged up into me one last time, deeper than before, harder. And then he came.
I felt it. I felt the heat of it inside me. I felt him throbbing, jerking, spilling, and I cried out again, because I loved it. Because I wanted it. Because I belonged to Gerald, and this was what I was for, to fuck Gerald’s boss.
We hardly spoke the next morning. The way Gordon’s eyes followed me across the suite while I got dressed told me enough. I had unsettled something in him. I could feel it, sharp and humming in the quiet between us. He sat on the edge of the bed with his elbows on his knees watching as I smoothed my skirt over my hips and clipped on the thin chain Gerald had packed for me. I didn’t look at him directly, but I let him see the curve of my smile in the mirror.
Later, at the event, I stayed close but never clung. I walked a half-step behind him into rooms full of executives and heavy laughter and clinking glasses. They looked at me differently now. Whether it was something in my posture, or in the way Gordon’s hand lingered at the small of my back when introducing me, something had changed. I wasn’t on loan. I was his, and I was flaunting it.
But I didn’t want to be admired. I wanted Gordon to be envied.
When I caught him watching me from across the room, I didn’t wait for his signal. I leaned in closer than necessary to a VP from Dallas, tilted my head when I laughed, touched his wrist lightly as I complimented his cufflinks. I watched Gordon from the corner of my eye the whole time. His jaw tight. His drink untouched. I could feel the heat rising between us from ten feet apart.
Back in the elevator, I didn’t wait for him to kiss me. I pushed him against the mirrored wall and ground my hips against him, silent, my eyes on his. The doors opened too soon. We barely made it into the suite before I dropped to my knees, my heels slipping on the carpet. I wanted to consume him. I wanted to leave him no question. This wasn’t about being used. This was about what I could do to him.
I worked him with my mouth like I was starved, and when he reached for me, I slapped his hands away and said no. My voice was calm, my eyes didn’t waver. I wanted him trembling, broken, at my mercy. And I wanted to tell Gerald every second of it.
When he finally lost it, fingers knotted in my hair, hips thrusting helplessly at my face, I held him in my throat and locked my eyes on his. I let him come as deep as he could, let him see the mess I’d made of him, and then I stood and wiped my mouth with my wrist, smiling.
“This is what he gives you,” I said, voice low. “Me, like this.” I let his cum dribble out my lips and down my chin. “That other man wanted that so badly, me sucking his dick, and that’s the only reason why you just loved it so much now.”
He collapsed back onto the bed without a word, chest heaving, eyes glazed. I walked into the bathroom, pulled out my phone, and started to phone my husband.
I told Gerald everything, not as a confession, but as a gift. I sat on the cool marble ledge beneath the bathroom mirror still wearing only my bra and heels, legs crossed, a fresh smear of Gordon drying on my chin, and described every second. I told him how I flirted with another man, I told him how I attacked him in the elevator, took him in my mouth, kept eye contact with him throughout, and how I swallowed every inch of him. I told him how I made Gordon beg without ever saying a word.
Gerald was silent on the other end, but I could hear it, the change in his breath, the faint sound of fabric moving. He was touching himself and of course he was.
I didn’t stop talking until I heard the sharp inhale that told me he’d finished. I smiled and hung up without a goodbye.
By the time I walked back into the suite, Gordon had recovered enough to speak. “You’re not what I expected.”
I leaned against the doorframe.
“You play sweet,” he said. “But there’s a monster in you.”
I liked that word. Not slut, not whore. A monster. Something uncontrollable, something let loose. I walked slowly toward him and slid one knee up on the bed, then the other, crawling until I straddled his lap and brushed my mouth against his ear.
“I’m a wife,” I whispered. “A hotwife.”
We spent the rest of the day working, meetings, phone calls, handshakes, plans, money. I was quiet, poised, dressed again in one of Gerald’s approved outfits, a pencil skirt, white silk blouse, hair pinned.
But I could feel it under the surface. Gordon was thinking about it. The way I tasted, the way I looked up at him with my mouth full. Every time I leaned in to whisper something during a meeting, I watched his jaw tighten. Every time I crossed my legs, his breath caught.
By the time we made it back to the suite, I didn’t give him a chance to speak. I locked the door, turned, and started unbuttoning my blouse slowly. My skin flushed hot with every movement. He didn’t move from the couch, but his eyes tracked every inch of skin I revealed.
“I want you to watch,” I said. “I’m not yours tonight. I’m his. But I’ll let you watch.”
His brows twitched. “He’s not here.”
I smiled. “No. But he’ll know. I always tell him, Gordon.”
I slid my hand down between my thighs, over the lace Gerald picked out, already damp and clinging. Gordon’s eyes darkened. His hands twitched. But he stayed where he was.
I touched myself slowly, circling, breathing in tiny gasps, my gaze never leaving his. I wanted him helpless. I wanted him furious with wanting. And I wanted to know Gerald was hearing every word later.
“You don’t fuck me,” I whispered. “He does. Through you.”
I watched it land in him, the way a hit sinks into the body before the pain blooms. Gordon’s jaw twitched. His nostrils flared. He didn’t speak, didn’t move, but I saw his fingers curl against his thighs, the effort it took not to lunge.
I stood still in front of him, blouse open, nipples hard through the satin bra Gerald had picked for me, the matching panties damp and tugging slightly with each breath. The silk of them had darkened where I’d touched myself, where I was still touching myself, two fingers slow and circling, as I locked eyes with Gordon and kept breathing those small, broken exhales that filled the room like a secret.
He was leaning forward now, elbows on knees, the veins in his forearms raised.
I took a step closer. I stood over him, my thighs apart just enough, the scent of me undeniable.
“You want to grab me, don’t you?” I asked, my voice light, almost amused. “You want to throw me down and take what you think I gave you.”
His eyes moved, mouth, breasts, center, and then back to my face, like he was trying to memorize the whole scene before it vanished.
I didn’t let up. I pressed the heel of my palm into myself, rolling it in slow, firm strokes, my hips starting to move in tiny, helpless figure-eights. My thighs trembled. My mouth parted. I tipped my head back in honest surrender to the tension that had been growing all day, the ache I’d carried through meetings and elevators and quiet lunches while Gordon pretended not to think about what my mouth had done to him the night before.
“This is how I serve him,” I murmured. A moan caught in my throat as I pushed the silk aside, fingers slipping through heat and slickness, my breath breaking with it. I couldn’t pretend anymore. I wasn’t teasing him now, I was chasing it. That thick, rising pressure, the sensation of power turned in on itself. My thighs widened and my knees wobbled.
Gordon’s hands were gripping the edge of the couch. His teeth clenched. He looked like a man dying not to move.
I stepped forward, straddled his lap but didn’t sit. I just hovered there, touching myself above the thick shape of him under his slacks, feeling the heat of his body up through me, using his presence the way I used my memory of Gerald, something to open me, to push me closer.
My fingers moved faster. My thighs started to spasm. My breath caught. My eyes locked on Gordon’s, holding him there, dragging him with me into the rush of heat and tightening muscle and that long, gasping intake before,
I shattered, silent at first, then a soft cry, then another. My body clenched and jolted, riding the crest until my knees buckled and I collapsed forward onto him, chest to chest, breath to ear.
The boutiques off the avenue had a quiet kind of decadence to them, mirrored walls, soft music, thick hangers with barely a dozen items between them. I moved slowly through one, my heels soundless on the plush carpet, a glass of something chilled and pink in my hand, the salesgirl discreet enough to vanish unless summoned. I didn’t need help. I wasn’t browsing. I was searching.
A white blouse with fabric like breath. A skirt that would lift just enough when I leaned forward to pour wine. A bodysuit with the faintest mesh panels, subtle unless you were close enough to touch. I let my fingers drag across each piece, feeling everything twice, once for myself, and once for what Gordon might think when he saw it. Or what Gerald would imagine, picturing it worn in a room he wasn’t in.
My body felt used in the best way, flushed and soft, still tingling in places no one could see. Every step reminded me of who I was now, his, and through him, another’s.
There was something about it that hadn’t worn off, no matter how many nights we’d done this. It wasn’t the thrill of transgression anymore. It wasn’t guilt. It was something cleaner, deeper. A strange kind of fullness. Like I was finally, completely inhabited. Not just a woman with a husband and a lover, but a wife who had become something more through their connection, through the way Gerald gave me and received me back.
I tried on a pair of heels, taller than I normally wore, black patent with a severe curve to the arch, and walked slowly to the mirror. My calves tightened. My hips rolled with the height. I imagined the sound they would make on a hotel floor. The pause when I entered a room.
What was it about being given away that made me feel more possessed?
I turned sideways, watching the line of my body in profile, the way my blouse clung around my waist and breasts. I didn’t think of myself as someone showy. But I wanted to be seen. Not by strangers, but by them. By Gerald, seeing what he was offering. And by Gordon, knowing she was someone else’s.
The line between the two of them had blurred in my mind. I wasn’t trying to keep them separate anymore. That wasn’t the point. The point was what happened to me in the exchange, the way it sharpened everything, made me feel not less of a wife but more. My sex was never more Gerald’s than when it was being taken by another man.
I bought the heels, and the blouse, and a dress I hadn’t even tried on, navy silk, barely backless, something that draped like it might fall with a whisper. The woman at the counter folded everything gently, tissue rustling between layers.
“Anything else?” she asked, voice polite.
I smiled, the weight of the bags already making me feel like the night ahead had started. “No,” I said. “I have everything I need.” She handed back Gerald’s credit card.
Back at the hotel, I laid the new pieces out across the bed carefully, as if they were sacred objects. The silk dress, the blouse, the heels. Each one a promise, each one a weapon. I unzipped the boutique bag with the slow anticipation of undressing, fingers brushing folded fabric like skin I hadn’t touched yet. The navy silk caught the light, soft and liquid, and I held it up to my body in the mirror, lifting my hair to see the line of my bare back.
It was simple. But I knew what it would do to Gordon. I knew what Gerald would imagine, me stepping out in it, stepping into someone else’s hands. It wasn’t about looking good, it was about the invitation it made.
I showered again, though I didn’t need to. My skin was already clean, but I wanted to start fresh. I wanted to feel the difference between who I’d been and who I was becoming. Under the hot stream, I let my hands move slowly over myself, not in arousal but in ownership. I touched each part of me like I was checking inventory, yes, all of it here, all of it mine to offer.
When I stepped out, I left my skin damp, let the air kiss it cool as I walked naked to the bed. I took my time choosing the lingerie. Black lace, almost sheer, the kind that made concealed nothing. When I put it on, the transformation wasn’t in the fabric, it was in the way I stood, the way my lips parted slightly.
The dress went over like water. No zipper. No structure. Just that elegant threat of slipping off. I didn’t wear perfume, I would instead carry the trace of what we’d done earlier, and I liked knowing it might rise again, faint and familiar.
When Gordon knocked on the adjoining door, I let him wait a moment. Not long but enough for it to be endured. I opened it without a word.
He looked at me like he hadn’t seen me before. His mouth didn’t move, but something shifted behind his eyes. His gaze dropped, then came back up.
“You went shopping,” he said.
“I did.”
“Anything for me?”
I stepped aside. “Only if you ask nicely.”
He walked in, hands in his pockets. His control was always sharpest when he was unsure. And I could feel it now, that edge. He wasn’t used to me taking this much of the lead.
I turned, letting the dress sway around my thighs, then faced him again and touched one shoulder strap lightly.
“This one falls off pretty easily,” I said. “But I don’t think it’s meant to fall.”
He stared at me. “No?”
“No. I think it’s meant to be pulled.”
He stepped closer, but didn’t touch me. That was my move to make and I felt it like a live current, his restraint, his readiness, the tension in the space between us. My pulse thudded low in my belly, slow and expectant, and I stepped into him, one hand curling lightly around his tie. I didn’t pull. I just held it, fingers tightening until the fabric creased.
“This is mine tonight,” I said. “Not you. This.” I gave the tie a single tug, just enough to shift his weight toward me.
He looked down at me breathing through his nose. I let go of the tie and ran my fingers over his collar then down the line of buttons on his shirt, one by one. I didn’t undo them, I just counted them with my fingertips.
When I reached his belt, I didn’t pause. I undid it slowly, sliding the tongue through the buckle, keeping my eyes on his. The metal made a soft sound, familiar, male, weighted, and it sent something sharp through me.
I turned my back to him, pulling my hair to the side. “Unzip me,” I said.
He hesitated. I could feel his breath on my shoulder before his fingers found the small zipper and dragged it down, slow and trembling. I let the dress fall forward and stepped out of it, leaving it pooled on the carpet like a statement. I stood there in black lace, bare feet, and nothing else.
“I bought this for Gerald,” I said, turning to face him. “So he’d know what you were seeing.”
I saw it in his jaw, the flick of heat in his eyes. He stepped forward, hands low, but I caught one and brought it to my hip, holding it there.
“You don’t get to throw me around tonight,” I said. “Not unless I let you.”
His grip firmed under mine. “Then let me.”
I shook my head. “Not yet.”
I stepped backward onto the bed, crawling up until I was half-reclined against the pillows, knees slightly apart, the lace catching at my thighs. I reached down and slowly removed the panties, not flinging them, not teasing. Just a quiet offering. I set them beside me like a token, and looked at him.
“Come show me how well you listen,” I said.
He climbed onto the bed without a word, the mattress shifting under his weight, and settled between my knees. I watched his face as he lowered, watched the control start to slip. And when his mouth finally touched me, I gasped and tilted my hips, but I didn’t close my eyes.
I wanted to see everything. Feel everything. I wanted to remember this, what it looked like when I gave myself over. What it sounded like when I made the rules, and he obeyed.
He worked with reverence. Every movement of his mouth felt learned, practiced. I slid my hand into his hair, pressing him deeper when I wanted more, holding him steady when I wanted less. I didn’t speak. I was too far inside the sensations, letting them crash and ebb like slow, relentless waves.
The lace of the bra stayed on. I liked the contrast, the structure, the suggestion of restraint above, with nothing at all below. His fingers trailed along my thighs, tentative now, like he was afraid to overstep what I hadn’t asked for. It made me wetter. I guided one of his hands between my legs, over the part of me he had already tasted, slick and open, and held it there, hips lifting to show him how to move.
It was different now, letting him in. It wasn’t submission. It was generosity. I was the one gifting him access, not the other way around. I could feel that in every gasp that left his throat, in the way his jaw tensed when I ground down against his palm and whispered, “More.”
My body was loose, open, not frantic yet, but poised at the edge of it. I wrapped one leg over his shoulder and pulled him in again. The rhythm he found this time made my breath catch, slow and shallow, with pressure that built in careful, endless strokes. My fingers clenched in the duvet. I said his name once. Then again.
I climbed onto on hands and knees, looking back at him over my shoulder, hair loose around my face. “Gerald likes it when I take it like this. Says it’s when I look most ladylike.”
He came behind me fast, lined himself up, and pushed in all at once. My mouth opened in a voiceless cry, back arching, one hand fisting the pillow. He gripped my hips hard, pulling me back onto him, and I let him. I let it go deep, full, overwhelming. He filled every part of me I offered.
But it was me doing the offering. Me, reaching back and rolling my hips, moaning when I heard how wet I was. Me, pressing into the mattress and whispering my husband’s name like it was a spell.
He held my hips tighter, like he was trying to anchor himself, but I was already beyond that. I arched deeper, dropped to my elbows, and pushed back against him harder. The sounds were real now, flesh meeting flesh, air catching in his throat, the thick wet rhythm of it filling the room. I loved that it wasn’t graceful. It was messy and raw and full of effort. The kind of sex that left your thighs trembling, your lungs searching for air.
I wasn’t quiet. I let it out in waves, not for him, but for Gerald. My voice rose with every slap of skin, not saying anything, just letting sound roll. I wanted Gerald to hear it in his head. I wanted it to echo when he closed his eyes at night.
I reached between my legs again and touched myself around him, fingers moving fast and wet. I worked myself the way I liked it, rougher than he ever dared, and when I started to tremble, I didn’t slow down. I pushed through it. He gasped when I clenched tight around him, and I moaned right through it, riding it out with my hips circling slow, milking every last second of it.
“Fuck,” he said, voice breaking. “Claire, Jesus, ”
“Don’t stop,” I told him, dragging the words through a breath. “Don’t you dare stop.”
He drove into me harder, hips snapping, thighs slapping mine in fast, bruising rhythm. I felt his hand slide up my back, fingers splayed, pressing down like he wanted to hold me there. I let him, my cheek to the sheets, mouth open, hair damp against my skin. He was close. I could feel it in the way his rhythm faltered, the way his body stuttered against mine.
“Let me feel it,” I whispered. “Let me hear it.”
He gave in with a groan, hips bucking deep, and I took it all. My back arched again, holding him in, riding out every last twitch. I stayed there, letting his weight settle against me as he collapsed forward, chest against my back, mouth at my shoulder.
Neither of us moved for a while. His breathing was broken and loud against my skin. Mine was softer, steadier. The room smelled like sex and linen and something darker, satisfaction and possession and power, all mingled together in the air between our bodies.
When he finally pulled out, I stayed where I was, legs parted, breathing through the throb of it. I liked how it felt, being used up like that. I liked knowing I’d pushed him past where he thought he could go. That he was the one who had to recover now.
I rolled onto my side, legs still trembling, and ran my fingers along my inner thigh. Wet, marked, and open. I wanted so bad for Gerald to see me like this.
The car turned onto our street just as the sun started slipping behind the buildings, gold shadows stretching long across the sidewalk. I was in the back with him, legs crossed high, his hand resting too high on my thigh for it to be casual. My dress had no business being that short, and I had no business wearing it home. But I wasn’t in the business of pretending anymore.
He leaned in, the rich scent of his cologne still thick in my breath from earlier, and ran his hand up under the hem until he met skin he knew too well by now. I didn’t stop him. I parted my knees and tilted slightly, giving him better access. We were maybe twenty seconds from the building. If Gerald was home, he might be on the balcony, looking down the way he always did when I texted I was close. He’d see the car. He might see me.
“I want you to leave something with me,” he said, fingers finding the soaked strip of fabric beneath. “For later.”
I smiled and lifted my hips. No hesitation. I slid my panties down one inch at a time, letting the soft elastic drag over my thighs, my knees, my calves. I kept my eyes on him the entire time as I pulled them off and pressed them into his hand.
“Something borrowed,” I said.
He tucked them into his jacket pocket like they were silk handkerchiefs and not the proof of everything I’d given him. The car stopped. We were right in front of my building now, the entry lit up, the glass doors gleaming. I reached for my bag, then stopped.
“One more thing,” I said, voice lower. I spread my legs, rolled over, and straddled him in the back seat of the car.
His eyes went wide and then dark, his hands going straight to my hips like he couldn’t believe I was doing this here. But I was. I pulled down his fly, eased put his cock, stroked it up tall and trembling. Then I hiked my dress up to my waist and eased down on him, skin to skin, slow and silent. The driver didn’t flinch. The glass was tinted. The world outside wouldn’t see, unless someone knew what to look for. Unless someone upstairs leaned just slightly over the balcony rail.
I rolled my hips once, twice to feel him inside me again, to let my body take in one last imprint. He grunted, low and tense, fighting the urge to take over. I pressed a finger to his lips.
“This one is mine,” I whispered. “You had your time. Now I take what I bring home.”
His hands gripped tighter, but he didn’t move. I sat all the way down on him, his length buried inside me, my thighs spread wide across his lap, my heels planted against the leather floor mat. My dress stayed bunched at my waist, hem resting in the small of my back, his suit perfectly unwrinkled beneath me. It was obscene, how still we were. How quiet.
The engine idled. I could hear the hum of it beneath us, feel it in my spine. My breath was shallow, my heart not. He swallowed hard. I could feel the twitch of him inside me. The restraint. The need. His hands trembled where they held my hips, not from fear but from reverence. He knew who I was in that moment. Not his. Not even mine. But Gerald’s, and this was how I showed it, by doing it here, in his car, under our building, under glass.
I leaned in close, put my mouth near his ear. “I’m dripping on your trousers,” I whispered. “You’ll think of that later, won’t you?”
He groaned into my neck but didn’t dare thrust. I clenched down once, hard, then eased again, slow, the way I liked it. The way Gerald liked it when I told him about it after.
The clock on the dash blinked 6:08. Dinner time. Balcony time. Gerald would be standing there, glass in hand, shirt sleeves rolled, looking out. Looking down. I turned my head just enough to see the reflection in the window. The balcony light was on.
I didn’t wave and I didn’t adjust my dress. I let the man beneath me stay inside me while I reached into my purse and pulled out my phone.
“Smile,” I said, turning the camera toward us both. My face in soft profile, his flushed and shadowy behind. Nothing visible, othing explicit. But Gerald would know.
I took the photo and texted it, no caption, no emojis, just image.
Then I kissed his cheek and whispered, “Don’t move until I’m gone.”
I lifted myself off him, slow, wet, parted, and hollowed. My body gave a soft sound as I slipped free, a sound I knew Gerald would hear in his head the moment he saw me walk in.
I smoothed my dress, stepped out of the car, and didn’t look back.
The elevator doors closed and sealed me in, the soft hum rising beneath my feet as I leaned back against the mirrored wall and let the tension finally roll through me. My thighs were slick, still parted under the dress, the hem brushing my knees as I shifted, every movement a whisper of memory. I could feel the imprint of him inside me, that slow stretch, the weight of what I had just done, of what I was carrying up to my husband.
I kept one hand on the brass rail, the other inside my purse, fingers brushing the phone, the photo, the proof.
My lips were parted, but I wasn’t breathing. The elevator climbed smooth and fast, but time wasn’t keeping up. My mind kept looping images. The way I sat down on him without a word. The silence, the stretch of my dress, the pressure against my clit when I held still, the low, strangled sound he made when I whispered into his ear.
And now Gerald upstairs in our home. My husband, my director, and my audience. I felt crazy with it.
I stared at the doors ike they could prepare me for how to walk in and say the things I wanted to say. How to unzip the moment with one look. How to show him the photo and explain that it wasn’t about cheating. It was about him. About being his wife, his gift, his offering to the greater gods.
And how good it made me feel, how full, how feminine, how true, to be his hotwife.
I wanted him to smell it on me. I wanted to watch his throat move when I told him the car hadn’t even stopped when I climbed on top. I wanted to strip slowly and let it drip onto our bedroom floor while he listened to me describe the feeling of sitting full of another man in the backseat of a chauffeured car parked right beneath our building.
I wanted to see the flicker of disbelief, then the hunger. My knees wobbled slightly at the thought. I wanted him to see me undone. I wanted to tell him I came close to climax right outside our doors.
The elevator chimed. I swallowed. Home.
My reflection in the mirrored wall caught me, flushed cheeks, glassy eyes, lips parted like I’d just been kissed too hard. I didn’t fix it. I didn’t smooth my hair or wipe the inside of my thighs. He deserved to see me like this.
The doors slid open and I stepped out, walking the short hall to our door on legs that didn’t quite obey me. I fumbled the key, then got it in. I turned the handle and walked in.
He was by the sink, shirt untucked, sleeves pushed up, a glass of something in his hand. His head turned when he heard the door, and then I was moving, too fast, barefoot now, the dress riding high as I crossed the room like I’d been starved for him all week.
He opened his mouth, probably to ask how it went, but I dropped my purse on the floor and kissed him before he could get a word out. Not a soft kiss, either, not a greeting. I bit his lip, sucked his tongue, clawed his back.
He caught my arms, surprised, laughing into my mouth. “You’re . . . ”
I dropped to my knees. I didn’t care if the tile was cold. I didn’t care that my bag had spilled or that the front door hadn’t quite closed behind me. My hands were already on his belt, breath shaking, eyes glassy. I looked up at him and didn’t blink.
His mouth opened again, but I got him in my mouth before he could even speak.
There was no finesse. No patience. I moaned deep and low, taking him as far as I could, one hand braced on his thigh, the other between my own legs, where I was slick and swollen and burning.
He hissed, gripping the counter. “Jesus, Claire. ”
I wasn’t listening. I was chasing the taste of him, the sound of his breath, the flex in his stomach when I sank lower, when I twisted my wrist at the base and took more. I could feel his disbelief under my tongue, feel him twitch, feel his knees lock. I kept going.
And I came like that. One hand pressed to the tile, the other shoved between my thighs, mouth full of my husband, full of the man who had sent me away so I could come back like this, feral, grateful, starving.
My body shook. My thighs clamped down. I cried out around him and didn’t stop moving.
He groaned hard, hands in my hair, trying not to lose it.
I pulled off and looked up at him and licked my lips.
“You want to know what he did to me?” I whispered.
His hand tightened in my hair and I smiled.
“Let me show you.”
I took him back in, slower this time, tongue working, the taste of him settling  me down.
His orgasm hit me hard, hips jerking, hands twisted in my hair, guttural sounds tearing from his chest. I swallowed all of it, moaning, greedy for the taste, for the moment, for the power of knowing this was what he’d wanted all along.
When he sagged against the counter, breathing ragged, I stayed on my knees, head resting against his thigh, smiling to myself. I hadn’t even taken the dress off.
He reached down and cupped my face, thumb brushing my lip and I rose up beside him.
“Welcome home, baby.” he said. “Have a good trip?”
“I have pictures this time,” I said.



cover.jpeg
PMI






