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“When you cum before the bass drops”

This could have been Viral

You’ve probably seen that clip.

Coldplay concert. A packed stadium.
The kiss cam finds Andy Bryon—married CEO of a Fortune 100 tech giant—with his hand wrapped around a woman who isn’t his wife. Kristin Cabot. Her laugh echoing in his mouth. Her wedding ring catching the light as she grips his thigh in front of twenty thousand people and God knows how many livestreams.

It exploded online.
Replays. Memes. Headlines.
People called it a scandal. Some called it hot. Most called it unforgivable.

But here’s the thing: I already knew this story.

Not theirs. But one dangerously close.

Earlier this year, a woman named Lauren reached out to me. Quietly. Once. She’d read one of my confessions and told me, “You wrote my truth before I ever lived it.” And then, without drama or hesitation, she laid it all out.

Her story did make it to TikTok—just not viral enough to become front page news or meme material.

I was already working on another confession—a wife story, like many I’ve been trusted with—but Lauren’s hit me differently. Her details. Her honesty. Her wet, chaotic truth. I didn’t have to exaggerate a word. I just had to listen.

I wrote this book because she let me.

So no, this book isn’t fiction.
It’s not fantasy.
It’s one woman’s confession, written the way she lived it—hot, wrong, addictive, and unforgettable.

Names have been changed. Real lives have been protected. But the sex? The choices? The hunger?

That’s all still here. All of it.

This story isn’t about morality.

It’s about reality.

It’s about what happens when your body finds what your marriage forgot.
When the man you shouldn’t want is the only one who makes you come without asking.
When you stop saying “I’m sorry” for the way your desire burns through your skin.

Lauren didn’t want judgment. She didn’t want forgiveness.

She just needed someone to hear her.

And if you’ve ever had a moment where you felt your body light up for the wrong person, in the wrong place, at the worst possible time… then this story might not feel so far from yours.

But if you’ve ever let your imagination linger where it shouldn’t…
If you’ve ever whispered “I can’t” with your legs already open…

Then this story might already belong to you, too.

It belonged to her first.

Now it’s yours.


Cheating at the Concert

Chapter One: This Could’ve Been Us



When I saw the Coldplay clip making the rounds—CEO Andy Byron and that woman, Kristin Cabot, caught tangled up on the kiss cam—I damn near dropped my phone.

It was everywhere.
TikTok. Reddit. Group chats. Slack channels people forgot weren’t private.
Some grainy arena footage of them kissing like nobody was watching—
And then boom.
Everyone was.

The crowd screamed.
The video lit up the internet.
Their careers? Torched overnight.

I stared at the screen, my stomach dropping.

Not because I was surprised.
But because the first thing I thought was:

“This could’ve been me.”

I called Alex.

He picked up on the first ring, voice husky—calm in that cocky, too-casual way he always had when something major was brewing.

“You saw it too?”
“Yeah.”
“Feeling grateful we didn’t get the full spotlight?”
“We didn’t dodge that much, Alex. That girl’s livestream still caught everything.”
“But that God, we didn’t make it to headlines. No kiss cam. No stadium feed. No Coldplay to make it go mainstream.”
“Still went viral.”
“Just not to millions.”

There was a beat of silence.
That familiar tension between panic and arousal. Guilt and heat.

“I haven’t stopped thinking about it,” I said.

He didn’t hesitate.
“Me either.”



Let me go back.

My name’s Lauren. I'm 39. VP of Strategy at a major tech firm in L.A.—which means polished suits, billion-dollar forecasts, and a reputation that can’t survive one whisper of scandal.

Fifteen years married to Caleb, who’s in finance—mid-level at another company, steady but not exactly high-stakes. We still get labeled “power couple” at events, but only one of us ever really leaned into that role.

No one knows how close I came to letting Alex fuck me right there at the rail, in front of 30,000 people.
And the worst part? I wasn’t scared. I was soaking.
We’d already fucked before—offices, hotel rooms—but that night…
That night, the bass was buzzing in my cunt.
It was our first public secret.



It started at the Stray Kids show at the Kia Forum—one of those warm L.A. nights where everything buzzes, from your skin to your thoughts. Alex and I weren’t even supposed to be there alone. I remember it clearly. July 2022 or something. The kind of night that feels like it’s humming under your clothes.

It was a work thing at first—ten of us with VIP access, boxed seats, and a bottle of champagne someone expensed without blinking. But people flaked. Schedules shifted. In the end, it was just him and me—and too much tension to pretend it didn’t mean something.

People flaked. Schedules clashed. In the end, it was just me, Alex, and one overpriced bottle of champagne.

We weren’t strangers. Alex was a VP too—Product side. Smart. Dangerous smile. The kind of guy who always leaned too close during meetings, who texted me memes laced with inside jokes that got more flirtatious the later the hour.

Caleb had known I was going. I told him last minute.

“It’s work people,” I’d said. “Don’t wait up.”

He’d kissed me on the cheek, too tired from back-to-back earnings calls to ask more.

I wore a black silk cami under a cropped leather jacket. No bra. High-waisted jeans that clung to every curve. I hadn’t dressed for business. I dressed for a risk I hadn’t admitted I wanted to take.



In the VIP area, lights flashing overhead, bass vibrating the soles of my boots, Alex leaned in close. We’d only had one glass of bubbly. I wasn’t drunk. Just… unlocked.

“You look incredible tonight,” he said, voice low in my ear.
“So do you,” I whispered, barely audible over the drums.
“Been thinking about how you sounded on that last call.”
“That call?”
“When you said, ‘I want it in writing.’”
“Alex…” I warned.
“You know what you’re doing to me.”

He didn’t touch me yet. Just let the words hang between us, all the heat of them collecting between my thighs.

That’s when the lights went low. The crowd screamed. The band dropped into their biggest song.

And Alex placed one hand on my lower back.

I didn’t stop him.



I don’t know how it escalated so fast.

Maybe it was the music. Maybe it was how tightly we were pressed against the railing, the crowd to our right, no one paying attention. Maybe it was the scent of his cologne, mixed with sweat and city air.

His hand slid down to my ass. He gripped it—firm. Slow. Deliberate.

I should’ve pushed him away. I didn’t.

Instead, I pressed back.

He turned me toward him, lips inches from mine, his thigh pushing between mine. I was soaked. My breath hitched. I felt him hard against my hip, and I wanted it.

“Say stop,” he whispered.

I didn’t.

He kissed me—deep, slow, like it was always meant to happen. And then his fingers slipped beneath my waistband.

Right there. In public. While the crowd swayed and screamed around us.

His fingertips found my clit. Pressed. Circling. I gasped against his mouth. My hand gripped his shoulder to keep from falling.

“God, Alex—”
“You’re soaking,” he growled. “I knew you wanted this.”
“They’ll see…”
“Let them.”



I came in his hand while the band played their final chorus.
Legs shaking. Body throbbing. My teeth clenched against a scream.
And just as the crowd erupted into applause, the wave crested again—sharp, harder, like my whole body snapped tight before it gave out.
Alex just held me there, his fingers soaked, his cock still hard as granite in his jeans.

I could barely breathe.

The lights flashed. The music pulsed. People screamed and swayed and filmed the stage.

And no one—not a single person—knew that I’d just come harder than I had in years, right there, surrounded by 30,000 strangers.

That rush? That danger? That delicious wrongness?
I’d never felt anything like it.

This wasn’t the end.
It was the beginning.

And I didn’t care what it meant.

Alex leaned into my ear, his breath ragged.

“Quick. Let’s leave,” he whispered, one hand still cupped possessively over my ass, the other steadying me at the waist.

“Now?” I breathed.

“Now. Before the crowd floods out looking for their cars and Ubers.”

I nodded—face flushed, thighs slick, heart thudding like it had been yanked into a different rhythm entirely.

We slipped out before the lights fully came up. My legs were still weak. His fingers were still wet. And his cock was still hard.

We didn’t speak as we left the arena.

We didn’t have to.   Because I already knew—I wasn’t done with him yet.


Chapter 2: The Car Ride

We slipped through the crowd like fugitives—buzzing, electric, untouchable. Nobody looked twice. Nobody saw what we’d done. What I’d let him do.

But I could feel it.

I was leaking.

My panties were wet. My jeans were damp. And Alex was trying his best to keep a straight face, his palm grazing the curve of my ass every time we turned a corner like he couldn’t not touch me.

We didn’t say much on the walk to his car.

The air outside was thick with sweat, leftover bass, and the low hiss of tires on warm pavement. That humid, pulsing energy that only lives in cities after midnight.

He clicked the doors open with his key fob, and before I could reach for the handle, he was behind me—pinning me softly against the door.

“You’re fucking insane,” he whispered into my ear, his hand trailing over my hip again. “And I can’t stop thinking about what you sound like when you come.”

I exhaled sharply, trembling.

Then I got in the car.



He slid into the driver’s seat beside me, engine purring, eyes darting toward my thighs as I readjusted my jacket.

His hand landed on me again—firm on my inner thigh this time. Casual. Possessive. Like he’d always belonged there.

I didn’t stop him.

My legs parted without thinking.

The silence wasn’t awkward—it was loaded. Heavy with everything we’d just done and everything we were still going to do.

I didn’t even know where we were going until he pulled into the side lot of a boutique hotel barely two blocks away.

I looked at him. “Alex…”

“You don’t have to go in,” he said. “Just five more minutes.”
“We shouldn’t.”
“You already did.”

He was right.



We didn’t make it inside.

The second the car was in park, I climbed across the console, straddled him like I’d been aching to since the first time he’d teased me in a boardroom.

I kissed him. Hard. Open-mouthed. Tongue deep.

My hands tangled in his hair, his slid under my jacket, yanking my cami up.

No bra.

My nipples were already stiff—aching from friction and tension and God knows what else.

He sucked one into his mouth while I ground down on his lap, feeling that hard length pulse through his jeans, already damp and throbbing from what I’d left there earlier.

My jeans were still unzipped from the concert. I wasn’t even pretending anymore.

“Condom?” I whispered, lips brushing his ear.
“Glove box,” he breathed.

I reached over, pulled it out, tore it open with my teeth like I couldn’t wait.

He lifted his hips just enough. I freed him—hard, hot, already leaking.

I rolled the condom down over him, slow and deliberate. I wanted him to feel how much I wanted it. How wrecked I already was.

Then I guided him in.



I sank down inch by inch.

No rush. No pause.

Just stretch and fullness and heat and a long, broken gasp from both of us.

“God, you feel too good,” I groaned, forehead pressed to his.
“You’re so fucking wet, Lauren.”
“I’ve never done this.”
“Lie.”
“Not with someone I work with.”
“Still a lie.”

He was right again.



I rocked my hips slow at first. Then faster. Then slow again—dragging it out like punishment. For him. For me. For the man I was going home to.

Every movement lit something inside me. A mix of guilt, want, and pure unfiltered need.

I came once. Then again. Short, sharp bursts that made my thighs twitch and my breath stutter. I bit my lip to muffle the sounds, knowing they’d leave marks. I wanted them to.

“Fuck—Lauren… Lauren.”
His fingers locked on my hips and his whole body went rigid. One hard pulse, then another, the condom flooding as he emptied into me. I felt the heat of him even through the latex, the throb of it kicking me into one last shiver.

His forehead dropped against my shoulder. Our bodies locked together in sweat and silence.

“You’ll call me when you get home?”
“Yeah.”
“Even if he’s in bed?”
“Especially then.”



It was 1:17 a.m. when I walked into our apartment.

Quiet. Cool. Familiar.

Caleb was still awake—reading, glasses on, lamp low. He looked up and smiled.

“Hey,” he said. “You’re back late.”

“Yeah,” I replied, slipping off my shoes. “We had to go over some decks for the investor review. Ran longer than I thought.”

He nodded, not pressing.

“You eat?” he asked.

“Grabbed something on the way,” I lied.

He closed his book. Took off his glasses. Watched me for a moment—like he was trying to decide if something felt off, or if he was just tired.

Then he kissed me.

Soft. Sweet. Trusting.

His lips didn’t taste like hunger. They tasted like safety. Like routine.

And for the first time, I wasn’t sure that was enough.



When I stepped out of the shower, steam still clung to my skin like a second layer. I wrapped myself in a towel and padded quietly down the hall. The house was still—quiet in that late-night way, where even the air feels thick with sleep. Every creak of the floorboards beneath my feet felt louder than it should, like the house was holding its breath.

He was already in bed.

Book closed. Glasses off. Head tipped slightly to the side, lips parted in a shallow breath. His chest rose and fell beneath the soft cotton of his t-shirt, just enough to see the gentle rise of a belly that hadn’t always been there.

I studied him for a moment.

There was a time I’d memorized every dip and angle of his body, craved the way his back looked flexed under the weight of mine. But lately, things had softened—not just his midsection but the air between us. He still had that warm, familiar smell—fresh laundry and a trace of his cologne—but the edge, the urgency, was missing.

I was glowing. Not from him, though.

Alex had left that sheen on me.

My skin still hummed from the way he’d taken me earlier—against the door of his car, fingers rough, mouth impatient, like he couldn’t wait to swallow me whole. My thighs were sore. My hips still tingled from the imprint of his grip.

But here I was, crawling under the covers beside my husband.

He stirred, turning his head slowly toward me, surprise flickering across his face. I hadn’t initiated in weeks. Not because I didn’t want sex—I wanted it constantly. But that want had rarely pointed in his direction.

Still, I leaned in, brushed my lips against his.

“Hey,” I whispered.

“Hey,” he murmured, voice thick with sleep.

I kissed him again, deeper this time. Slow. Intentional.

He blinked at me, cautious. His hand moved to my waist with uncertainty, like he wasn’t sure if this was real or a dream. I didn’t let him ask. I shifted my towel aside and guided his hand over my hip. His fingers grazed the fading bruise Alex had left there—he didn’t notice.

I pressed closer, let my thigh slide between his, and let my hand dip under the waistband of his briefs. I felt the little one. Warm. Growing.  Getting hard. But not the fierce, aching hardness I’d felt earlier. This was slower. Sleepier. A spongy kind of swelling that rose more out of routine than urgency.

Still, I wrapped my fingers around him beneath the covers. He twitched slightly—more out of surprise than desire, at first.

I stroked him gently, watching the shape of him swell against my palm. His cock was familiar. Small, thick at the base, not much length. The kind that didn’t fill you so much as nestle in.

I shifted closer, resting my head against his shoulder, my hand never leaving him. I was patient—calibrated. I knew how to coax him like this. Knew the tempo. The grip. The tiny shift in rhythm he needed to feel wanted.

He started breathing harder, hips tilting up just a little. I kept stroking. Slow. Gentle. Deliberate.

He hardened more. Fully now, or at least as much as he ever did.

Still not like Alex.

Alex got hard like it hurt him to wait. Like the second my fingers grazed him, he was already pulsing, leaking, demanding. Thick, long, veined—the kind of hardness that made your mouth water before your brain could catch up.

With Alex, I had to control myself. With Caleb, I had to help him get there.

I kissed Caleb’s neck. Soft. Out of duty more than hunger. My hand moved a little faster, not enough to make him come, just enough to show him I was here. Present. Participating.

His hand finally brushed against my hip—tentative, like he didn’t quite know if he was allowed. I guided it, placed it just under the curve of my ass, and climbed over him before he could speak.

He slipped inside me with little resistance—no fumbling, no rush. Just easy, practiced movement.

It felt... familiar. Not bad. Not incredible. Just... staple.

The kind that fills a gap, not a hunger.

His hands gripped my hips like he remembered how to hold me but forgot how to really touch me. His thrusts were gentle, considerate. Quiet, polite pushes. The kind of sex you have when you’re trying not to wake the kids or disturb the dog at the foot of the bed.

I rocked with him, paced my breaths to match his. Matched his rhythm. Gave him the sounds he needed—the soft gasp, the whispered encouragement, the practiced moan right when he was about to finish.

“God, I missed this,” he whispered into my neck.

I said nothing. Just held him, let his warmth wrap around me until his breath slowed and his body softened beneath mine.

He pulled out and rolled onto his side. “You okay?”

“Just tired,” I said, curling away from him. “We were standing forever.”

He kissed my shoulder. “Sleep well.”

I waited until his breathing deepened into something steady.

Then I turned onto my back, slid my fingers between my thighs, and touched the spot that he’d barely noticed.

Alex had found it without asking. Knew the angle, the pressure, the rhythm that uncoiled me like a string pulled too tight.

As I moved my fingers, the memory returned—his voice in my ear, rough and urgent. His breath hot against my neck. The way my name sounded when he groaned it into my mouth.

I bit my lip, careful not to make a sound.

And came quietly, just from the thought of him. 

Afterward, I reached for my phone. The screen lit my face in the dark.
 

Alex’s iPhone showed he hadn’t been active since he dropped me off.

He’d told me to call when I got home.

I hovered there for a second—thumb over the message field.

Thought about texting. Just a made it or miss you. Something small.

But then I remembered the time.

Remembered what his bed probably looked like right now.

And closed the app.

I set the phone back down, screen dimming to black.

Sleepy, I told myself.

But the truth settled in quietly, beside me.

Sleep came not long after.
Not peaceful.
But deep enough.


Chapter 3:   How We Lost Ourselves to Each Other



If anyone at work suspected, they didn’t say a word.

That’s the luxury of status. When you’re a VP in a glass office with a C-suite pass, people don’t watch you—they look away. Nobody questions why you're out of meetings. Why you walk into the elevator together and she exits alone. Why your Slack goes quiet for 72 minutes midafternoon, then lights up with perfectly timed spreadsheets.

And so, Alex and I kept going.

We worked next door to each other. Our offices separated by a wall, but our tension? That was constant. We could feel each other breathing through it.



The first time we actually did it was a couple of months before the concert.

It had been building for months.

Little things. Lingering glances in Monday stand-ups. Shoulder brushes in shared elevators. That low, amused tone in his voice whenever he disagreed with me in meetings. He'd challenge me with a smile like we were playing a private game no one else could see.

We worked closely—his team, my team. Product and strategy intertwined, always. That was the story. The excuse.

But the truth was simpler: I wanted him. More than I wanted to admit. More than I wanted to want.

Alex had a way of being still in a room that made you notice him more. He didn’t fidget. He didn’t fill silence. He owned it. Sharp suits, always in dark blues or greys, cuffed just right, watch peeking from beneath his sleeve. His cologne lingered after he left a room—something woody and clean, understated but addictive.

He never looked rushed. Even in chaos, his voice was calm, precise. He'd lean over a shared screen during reviews, speak close to my ear, say things like, "You always think two steps ahead, don't you?" or "Let me guess, you already knew I'd say that."

God, I loved that. The way he saw me. The way he let me know he saw me.

The flirting was subtle. Safe. Barely noticeable to anyone else. But I lived in the space between his glances. In the moment his eyes dipped just a little too low when I adjusted my blouse. In the beat too long, he held the door and looked at my mouth instead of my eyes.

It wasn’t office gossip. No one dared.

That’s the thing about senior titles: people don’t talk. They just pretend not to see. And we made it easy. We were careful. We were professionals.

Until we weren't.



The first time it actually happened was a Thursday.

The day itself was normal. Back-to-back meetings, a brief lunch at my desk, one too many coffees. We were both staying late to finalize a deck before a Monday presentation.

Everyone else had left. It was just us in the executive boardroom, side by side, screens glowing in the low light.

I knew I looked good. I’d worn silk that day—champagne-colored, tucked into a high-waist pencil skirt. No camisole. A deliberate choice. I could feel the fabric shift with every breath.

He was standing behind me, reviewing a set of notes I’d flagged in the doc.

"Your posture’s terrible," he said softly, placing his hands on my shoulders.

I felt the warmth of him through the thin blouse. My body tensed under his touch, not with fear—with recognition. Want.

"Long day," I murmured.

His thumbs gently worked into the muscles at the base of my neck. I let him.

He leaned in, his breath warm against my ear. "You're shaking."

I swallowed. "I haven’t stopped thinking about you."

That was all it took.

He turned me in the chair slowly, deliberately. Our eyes met, and I saw it—that same tension that had been simmering for months. He brushed my hair back and tucked it behind my ear, his fingers grazing my cheek.

"Come with me tomorrow," he said. "Marlowe. Fourteen-oh-one."

I knew that room. Everyone did. Discreet. Luxurious. Senior leadership stayed there during quarterly off-sites.

I didn’t say yes. I didn’t have to.



The next day, I left the office early under the guise of a client call. I swapped out my blazer for a long coat, carried nothing but a silk thong and the ache that had been building between my legs for weeks.

The hotel elevator was quiet. I changed out of my flats and into heels in the mirrored corner, adjusted my blouse, touched up my lipstick. My heart was racing.

I knocked once.

He opened the door without a word.

The room was warm. The curtains drawn. The air thick with espresso, aftershave, and something else—something mine.

He looked... messy in the best way. Shirt half-unbuttoned, sleeves rolled. His tie gone. Hair a little out of place like he'd been pacing.

I stepped inside, and he shut the door behind me. We stood there for a second.

Just breathing.

Then he kissed me.

Not tentative. Not testing. Just there. Immediate. Mouth hungry, tongue insistent, hands already moving. He backed me against the wall, kissed me like he’d been holding back for years.

I moaned into his mouth as he slipped his hand beneath my skirt, fingers tracing up my thigh.

"This okay?" he whispered.

"Yes," I gasped. "God, yes."

He slid my thong down, slow, teasing. I stepped out of it, breath caught in my throat.

He lifted me easily, like he’d imagined it a hundred times. My back hit the wall, legs wrapped around his waist, skirt bunched high.

He kissed down my neck, sucked just below my jawline—not enough to leave a mark, just enough to remind me I was alive.

Then he carried me to the bed.



Clothes came off fast but not frantic. He peeled my blouse open, revealing bare skin and hard nipples already pebbled with tension.

"You wore this for me," he said, voice low, reverent.

I nodded. "Knew you'd notice."

He kissed each breast like a promise, then slid lower, trailing his mouth over my stomach until I was squirming beneath him.

When he put his mouth on me, I forgot my name.

Alex didn’t just eat me out. He devoured me. Slow strokes. Soft suction. Perfect rhythm. Like he’d studied my body in theory and now finally had the chance to apply it.

When he added two fingers and curled them just right, I shattered. Gasping, clutching the sheets, moaning his name in a way no one else had ever earned.

"More," I whispered. "Please."

He flipped me onto my stomach and slid on a condom with quick, practiced hands. Then he pulled me up onto my knees, positioned himself behind me.

The moment he pushed inside, I whimpered.

Full. Deep. Right. That stretch. I still remember vividly. 

He started slow. Letting me feel every movement, every deliberate pull and push. His hips rocked against mine, each stroke carving something deeper into me.

Then faster.

Harder.

One hand clamped down on my hip, grounding me. The other snaked around, fingers finding my clit like he’d mapped it in advance.

I couldn’t hold back. My breath caught. My body clenched.

I came again—harder this time. Loud. Shaky. My body clenched around him, legs shaking, throat raw from trying to stay quiet and failing.

He thrust once more, groaned, and pulled out just in time. I felt the heat of him spill across my lower back. I loved it. The mess. The wildness. The fact that neither of us had held back.

He collapsed beside me, chest rising fast.

After a few minutes, he turned his head. "You’re not wearing perfume."

"Didn’t want it to linger."

"It still will."

I looked at him. Smiled. "Then fuck me in the shower too."



He did.

After, I pulled my hair into a low bun. Reapplied lipstick. Straightened my skirt. Wiped his cum from my skin like it wasn’t still inside me in every other way.

I left through the side exit.

When I got home, Caleb had made pasta. A salad I didn’t touch.

He kissed my cheek. "Long day?"

"Yeah," I said. "But productive."

And I smiled. Sat down. Took a bite.

Like nothing had changed.

Even though everything had.

Chapter 4: Tension, Routine, and Everything in Between

Affairs don’t happen all at once. They unfold in rituals.

By the third week, Alex and I had a rhythm. Not just the rhythm of our bodies—though that, too, had settled into something familiar and wicked—but a rhythm of habits. Signals. Cover stories. A dance between indulgence and control.

He had a family. Two kids. A wife who hosted fundraisers and taught yoga at the club. I had Caleb, who made perfect pasta, folded laundry into neat vertical stacks, predictable to the P and asked how my day was even when I didn’t answer.

But in between it all, Alex and I built a second life in the cracks.



It wasn’t always hotels.

Sometimes it was his black Range Rover, parked in a far corner of the garage under our office. He’d sync the car’s playlist to my phone. Let me pick the music while he unzipped my blouse.

"You’re spoiling me," I whispered once, as he pushed the seat back and kissed the inside of my thigh.

"That’s the point," he murmured.

Sometimes we barely undressed. He’d push my panties to the side, bite my shoulder to keep from groaning. I’d ride him with one hand braced on the dash, the other gripping his wrist. The car smelled like leather and sex, the windows fogged, my moans swallowed in the music pulsing through the speakers.

There was something intoxicating about doing it in suits. Expensive fabrics pushed aside. My lipstick perfect. His Rolex catching the light as he fucked me like it was the last time. I’d leave the car flushed, dripping, my blouse inside out, heart hammering like I’d stolen something.

We were reckless. Rich. Beautiful. And for those moments, completely outside the world.



Back at the office, we kept up appearances.

He’d ping me on Slack with perfectly timed follow-ups. I’d forward decks with polite notes. We’d pass each other in the kitchen and say nothing. But sometimes he’d glance at my mouth. And I’d feel it all over again.

He still made me laugh.

At meetings, he’d slide close and whisper, "You gonna let me win this one?" with that amused smirk.

"Not a chance."

He’d fake-pout. "At least you look good when you’re wrong."

Our teams stayed sharp, productive. We never missed a deadline. We were the golden pair of the company—Product and Strategy, always aligned.

But behind the scenes, we were slipping deeper. Into each other. Into something we didn’t dare name.

As I said, we’d play our roles well in the office.

After all, he was Product. And I was Strategy.

He'd pitch wild, overconfident launches. I'd counter with data, feasibility, risk maps so tight they could strangle his timelines. We'd argue in front of the entire leadership team, him pacing in circles while I leaned back in my chair with a pen between my fingers and that slight, knowing smile.

He’d throw terms like velocity and market readiness. I’d say things like, “Only if you want to burn the budget by Q2.”

And I’d win. Most times.

But he didn’t mind losing to me. In fact, he liked it. Needed it, even.

We’d clash in front of everyone, then share a silent glance across the table, like we already knew how the real meeting would end.

Because hours later—at the Marlowe or the back of his car or some half-lit meeting room I booked under a fake project name—we’d reverse everything.

He’d drop to his knees, fingers bruising my hips, tongue deep in places no one ever dared to go. And I’d arch for him, heels still on, moaning into the curve of my arm while he made obscene, hungry sounds between my thighs like my body was the only roadmap he trusted.

He’d press kisses down my spine, grip my ass, and growl, “This is the only product I want in the market.”

Then he’d spread me and slide his tongue between my cheeks—slow, filthy, devoted.

“Oh fuck,” I’d breathe, grabbing the sheets.

And he’d chuckle into me. “God, this ass is perfect.”

He’d eat me out from behind until I came with my face buried in the mattress, trembling like I'd lost every ounce of control. Which I had. He took it. Happily.

And then I’d kneel between his legs, ruin my lipstick on his cock, and murmur against the head, “My strategy? Insert this product into every vertical until the market begs for more.”

He’d groan. Thrust. Whisper my name like a prayer and a dare all at once.

That was the real pitch. The one no one saw.

We’d build tension in meetings and tear it apart in hotel rooms.

He’d say, “You gaslighted me in the roadmap review,” while he pushed my legs apart.

I’d say, “Your budget was bloated and you know it,” while I wrapped my lips around his cock.

We never dropped character. We just blurred the line between boardroom and bedroom.

Even when he went home to his wife.

Even when I walked back into my house, cheeks flushed, thighs aching, hair pulled back into a clean bun.

Because during the day, we made the company run.

And at night, we made each other come.

Harder. Louder. Riskier.

Every time.

.



And when I came home—sometimes definitively late, sometimes just barely within the realm of plausible—Caleb would be on the couch, bathed in the soft flicker of the TV. Some muted nature doc or low-volume film, the kind of thing you half-watch when you’re waiting for something else.

He’d look up, smile like he always did. Pause the screen. “Want some wine?”

It would already be breathing on the counter. He noticed things like that. Still tried.

“You smell good,” he said once, his voice soft, pressing his nose into the curve of my neck as I passed him in the kitchen.

I smiled. “New perfume.”

I didn’t tell him it was Alex’s gift. That the scent he liked—something musky, faintly sweet, amber-tinted—had been chosen by another man’s hands. Slipped into a box with a note that just said, For when you want to be remembered.

Caleb kissed my cheek. Poured the wine. Pulled me gently into him, like the motions of love still worked even if the gears were grinding.

Some nights, we had sex. Quiet. Careful. The kind you have when you want to stay close, not rock the boat. His kisses were warm. Familiar. His hands reverent, almost apologetic.

“You good?” he’d ask softly when I moved beneath him.

“Yeah,” I’d whisper. “Yeah, I came.”

But most nights, it wasn’t him I felt.

It was memory.

The echo of Alex’s breath against my thigh. The sting where his teeth had grazed. The taste of sweat and want and recklessness. The silk I’d tied around my own wrists at his request. The bruises I covered in the morning.

I didn’t feel guilty.

Not really.

My phone buzzed once in my coat pocket. A name I couldn’t save. A message I couldn’t open until Caleb left the room.

But I felt… split. Like my body held two versions of me. One that sat at the dinner table, asked about Caleb’s day, loaded the dishwasher with practiced ease. And one that knelt on a hotel mattress in heels and nothing else, waiting for the sound of Alex’s belt to come undone.

We had rules, silent ones. No real life. No logistics. Just hunger. Just us.

We talked about how I’d ride him in the boardroom one day. How he’d fuck me bent over the conference table, printouts fluttering to the floor. He said he wanted to unzip my blouse with his teeth. I told him my strategy was to position his product inside my marketplace.

He laughed. God, that laugh. Dirty and delighted.

And then he’d tell me what he’d do next. What I’d beg for. What he’d leave behind—his fingerprints, his come, the shape of his mouth across my chest.

We made plans we never wrote down.

And we ignored the ticking clock.

Because we weren’t ready to stop.


Chapter 5 – We came in Time

The first time Alex tied my wrists, I didn’t hesitate.
No flutter of doubt. No last-second retreat.
I looked him in the eye, heart beating fast, and nodded.

He asked for consent in a voice that felt like silk dragged over a blade—low, dark, commanding.

“Say no and I’ll stop,” he told me, slipping the belt from his slacks, slow and deliberate. “I won’t touch you again unless you ask me to.”

The bedside lamp was the only light in the room, casting a warm, amber halo on the sheets. Outside the window, the city smeared gold behind the curtain, blurring into night. I swallowed, arousal thick in my throat.

“Don’t stop,” I breathed.

And he didn’t.

He looped the belt around my wrists like he’d done it before—firm but careful, like he was wrapping a gift he already planned to ruin. My arms rested above my head, bound to the headboard, my chest rising fast. I could feel my pulse in my palms, in my thighs, in my throat. He leaned in, the scent of his cologne and clean skin making my head foggy.

“It’s not just the sex,” I whispered once, weeks later, when we lay tangled in sheets and sweat and shame. “It’s the way you look at me when you’re doing it.”

And it was.
That gaze—sharp, greedy, reverent and ruined all at once—like I was something wild he dared himself to keep touching.

With Alex, everything was dialed to a higher frequency.

The way he’d brush past me in the office, fingers grazing the curve of my lower back. The whispers in elevators:
“No panties today?” he’d murmur, just loud enough to slice down my spine.
I’d feel soaked instantly. Powerless and lit up like a live wire.

He’d send texts during meetings that made my breath catch:
Alex: Slide your hand into your pants. Right now. Tell me how wet you are.
Me: Soaked. And you’re not even here.

I started dressing for him instead of Caleb.
Lower necklines. Blouses loose enough to slip a hand under. Heels that made my ass sway in that way he’d praised.
“Wear those again,” he’d said once, his voice hoarse, breath hot against my neck. “You walk like you know you’re being watched.”
Because I was. By him.

At dinner with my husband, I’d sit there smiling over pasta, wearing panties Alex had torn off earlier that day. Sometimes the lace was still damp. Caleb would hold my hand across the table and I’d fight the urge to flinch, to excuse myself just to check the mirror and remember what was underneath the mask I wore for him.

We built rituals.
Private ones.
Depraved ones.

Alex had a thing for fingers. He loved control—not just taking it, but teasing it, stretching it until I nearly snapped. He’d finger me under the conference table when the floor was quiet, when everyone else had gone for the day.
“I need to discuss Q3 revenue,” he’d say out loud, sliding two fingers inside me, knuckles deep.
I’d grip the armrests, panting through clenched teeth, and bite my lip until it bruised.
“You like working overtime for me?” he’d whisper, curling those fingers.
I’d nod, eyes wide, hips lifting in silent pleading.

I had a thing for stroking him.
Something about the tension in his jaw when I palmed him through his slacks. The way his breath caught when I slid my hand into his waistband—parking garages, stairwells, once even in the coat closet during the company gala.
“You want me to cum on your blazer?” he growled once.
“Only if you help me dry clean it,” I whispered back, grinning.

We lied like professionals.
Caleb thought I was mentoring a junior associate named Krista. I gave her a fake wedding, a fake baby, a fake certification course.
Alex told his wife he was seeing a therapist. “Work stress,” he said. “Managing my anxiety.”
She started leaving him little sticky notes—You’ve got this. Proud of you.
He’d bring them to me, hold them up while he pinned me down, and rip them in half before shoving them into my mouth.

But it wasn’t just lust.
It was something darker.
More necessary.

I’d walk into a room and feel his gaze already on me. Like he’d been starving all day, and I was the only thing he wanted to taste. His texts got filthier.
His voice in them more possessive.
My replies?
Needier. Submissive. Unrecognizable.

We made a shared folder labeled “Tax Projections.”
Inside were videos:
Me on my knees.
Him bent over me on his office desk.
My voice begging.
His voice saying, “You’re mine. Say it again.”

And I did.

I said it over and over, until it didn’t feel like a lie.
Until it felt like the only truth I had left.

And that one day, we were supposed to be finalizing his slides for the investor meeting.
That was the excuse.

He was leaning over the desk, sleeves rolled, tie loosened, tapping something into his laptop while talking through numbers I wasn’t listening to. I couldn’t. Not when the smell of him—warm fabric, spice, something sharp and masculine—was curling around my brain like smoke. Not when I could see the way his slacks pulled tight around his hips every time he shifted in his chair.

“You’re not even pretending to take notes,” Alex muttered without looking at me.

“Nope,” I said, unapologetic.

He turned his head, slowly, that familiar smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. “What are you thinking about?”

“My hand in your lap,” I said, standing behind him. “How easy it would be to make you lose your focus completely.”

He exhaled—sharp, almost like a laugh. But when I rested my palm on his thigh, he stopped typing.

“I have ten minutes.”

“I won’t need that long.”

He didn’t stop me.

I slid my hand up slowly, palm warm through the fabric of his slacks. His cock was already half-hard, eager, straining toward me. He inhaled—sharp, nostrils flaring—but didn’t speak. Just sat there, letting me touch him. Letting me take control.

“Fuck,” he whispered when I started to stroke. Slow, firm pressure, nothing too fast. Just enough to make his leg twitch.

The conference room was empty. Frosted glass. Locked door. Anyone walking by might see shapes, movement, but not what was happening. That’s what made it worse.

And better.

“Keep talking,” I whispered, lips grazing the edge of his ear. “Practice your speech.”

He shuddered.

I felt him get harder, his cock thick and pulsing beneath the layers of fabric. I stroked him through his slacks, the friction maddening—cloth on skin, heat building with each pass of my hand. His hips jerked once. His knuckles whitened around the edge of the desk.

“Revenue projections…” he rasped, trying to hold it together, “Q-four… trendline… fuck, you’re evil—”

I bit his earlobe. “You love it.”

His breathing was shallow now. My hand moved faster, firmer. He pushed his hips into my palm, his mouth falling open. I felt him twitch—close, so fucking close.

“Don’t,” he breathed. “Don’t—fuck—I’ll—”

“Do it,” I whispered, voice thick with arousal. “Right here. Cum in your pants like a filthy little secret. No one will know but me.”

And he did.

He groaned through gritted teeth, body tensing under my touch as he spilled into his slacks, his breath ragged and ruined. The wet heat spread under my palm, and he dropped his forehead to the desk, panting.

“Jesus Christ,” he muttered, voice hoarse. “You’re going to kill me.”

I laughed—sharp and delighted. “You have five minutes to change.”

He stood abruptly, glancing down at the mess darkening his pants. “Fucking hell.”

He darted into the side office, yanked open a drawer. Backup slacks. Always prepared. Of course he was.

I sat on the edge of the table, legs crossed, grinning like the wicked thing I was.

He came out buttoning the fresh pair, hair mussed, eyes still glassy.

“You’re proud of yourself,” he said.

“Very.”

He grabbed his laptop, still flushed. “If I lose this deal, it’s your fault.”

“You’ll close it,” I said, standing to fix his collar for him. “You always do.”

He leaned in—kissed me hard, fast. “You’ll pay for that later.”

“I’m counting on it.”

And then he walked out, cool as ever, like he hadn’t just cum in his pants five minutes before pitching to a room full of millionaires.

God, I loved him.


Chapter 6:  Sharpening the Senses

There were things I’d never done with Caleb.
Not because I didn’t want to.
But because I never felt wanted enough to ask for them.
Because Caleb fucked with the lights off and told me I was “pretty” the way someone compliments wallpaper.

But Alex?

Alex didn’t ask for a list.
He read it in the way I inhaled when he touched my wrist.
The way I hesitated just before saying no.
The way I exhaled like surrender was a second language.

He didn’t just fuck me.
He studied me.
And then he rewrote me.

We were obsessed with sensation.
With denial.
With control.
He called it sharpening the senses.
I called it being known.

We made a religion out of restraint.

One night, he tied his own tie around my eyes—still warm from his neck, still smelling like him.
I felt his fingers in my hair, his breath at my temple, the weight of the blindfold pulling me into darkness.
He said nothing. Just stepped away and let absence do the work.

And still, I pulsed.

I could feel him moving—circling. The quiet drag of his shoes across the carpet. The small creak of leather as he slid off his belt. My nipples tightened from the sound alone.

Then something cool brushed the inside of my thigh. Smooth. Precise. Metallic.

“What is that?” I asked, my voice already breathless.

“Guess.”

It moved again, slower this time. Deliberate.

His watch.

Of course.

He was timing me with the same hands that made me forget where I was.
He traced it up to the edge of where I throbbed and paused.

Then he laughed—quiet and dark.

“Why does your cunt leak like a tap?”

I flinched.

It wasn’t shame.
It was truth.
And I wanted to drown in it.

Then came the ice.

He pulled a whiskey cube from his glass—slick with melt, clinking against the rim—and let it rest on the base of my sternum.
A full-body tremor ran through me.

I couldn’t see, but I could feel everything.
The melt trailing down my ribs.
Another cube dragged across my nipple until I arched off the bed, gasping.

He licked the water from my skin like it was sacred.

“You’re a mess,” he whispered. “All this for nothing but silence.”

“I need—” I tried to say, but the words crumbled.

“You’ll get it when I want to give it,” he said, and I whimpered.

The blindfold stayed on while he touched me with everything but his cock.
Fingers that found nerves I didn’t know I had.
Mouth that made promises I couldn’t bear to hear.
Leather that whispered against my skin.
Breath that cooled every wet place he left behind.

By the time he finally pushed inside me, I was shaking.
Clawing at the sheets.
Whispering his name like a confession.

He didn’t need to go fast.
He didn’t need to talk.

Just one hand around my throat.
One thumb brushing my lip.
And my body, wrecked and ready, parting around him like it had always been waiting.

There was a drawer at the Marlowe now.
Not mine.
Not his.
Ours.

We never labeled what was inside. We just… reached.

A velvet paddle that left warm, aching blooms.
A glass plug that stayed cold no matter how wet I got.
A wand so powerful I once screamed his name like a threat.
Black gloves he wore when he wanted to touch me like I was art.
A collar I swore I’d never wear—until I begged for it.

He fastened it around my throat one night and said nothing.
Just ran his thumb along the edge and stared at me like he’d finally captured something rare.

“You’re mine like this,” he murmured. “Say it.”

“I’m yours.”

“Again.”

“I’m yours, Alex.”

He made me repeat it until my voice cracked.
Until the tears came.
Not from pain.

From being seen.

Sometimes, we played strangers.

He’d sit at the hotel bar, looking like sin in a suit, sipping neat scotch like he hadn’t fucked me breathless the night before.

I’d walk in—no panties, lipstick too red—and act like I didn’t know what it felt like to be held down by him.

He’d buy me a drink, lean in, and whisper:

“Did you bring the plug I told you to wear?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good. Keep it in while I fuck your throat in the stairwell.”

And I would.

Other times, we played married.

But flipped.

I’d crawl onto his lap in a hotel armchair, kiss him with syrupy sweetness, ride him slow like a good housewife.

Then lean down and whisper:

“Do you know how pathetic he sounds when he finishes in under a minute?”

His fingers would dig into my hips, thrust harder, lips curling.

“Do you tell him you’re thinking of me?”

I’d smile, teeth grazing his jaw.

“Every single time.”

He could be cruel.
But never careless.

He pushed.
Teased.
Held me in his mouth until I begged.

But when I came undone—when I shook and sobbed and forgot my name—he pulled me in and whispered:

“Good girl.”
“So fucking proud of you.”
“You were made for this.”
“I’ll never get enough of you.”

No one had ever told me I was worth breaking.

Alex did.

He worshipped with his mouth, his hands, his patience.
He’d spend an hour between my thighs.
Slow licks.
Paused breath.
Dirty praise.

Sometimes he’d edge me to the brink with nothing but voice.

He once made me come without touching me at all. Just sat back and whispered things no one else would dare to say.

When I was writhing, fists in the sheets, he said:

“Use your words.”

And I did.

I begged.
I learned to beg for him.

He loved control.

And I loved giving it to him.

Once, at an executive dinner, he told me not to wear anything under my skirt.

He sat across from me all evening, sipping wine and texting me filth between toasts.

Before dessert, my phone buzzed:

Go to the bathroom.
Take a photo.
Show me you’re still open for me.

I did.
Trembling fingers.
Skirt hiked up.
Proof sent.

Twenty minutes later, I was bent over the backseat of his car.
Hair in his fist.
Face fogging the window.
Dress bunched at my waist.

He fucked me like he owned me.
And when I came, he didn’t stop.
Just said, “That’s right. Come again. Make a mess all over my cock.”

And I did.

We never said love.
Saying it would’ve broken the spell.

But there was that one night.

The night I squirted for the first time.

He teased me for over an hour—tongue slow, fingers cruel, words low and dark.

When I broke, I shattered.
Soaked the bed.
Soaked him.

I panicked. Sat up, breath shallow.

But he just stared.
Then smiled.
Then kissed me like it was the only thing he’d ever wanted.

And I knew.

We weren’t just playing anymore.
We weren’t just fucking.

We were falling.
And we didn’t know how to stop.


Chapter 7: The Concert is Back in Town

When the lineup was announced, I felt it like a pulse between my legs.

Stray Kids. April 2023.
Same venue.
Same ache.
Same man.

The first time they toured, Alex had made me come in front of thousands.

He’d whispered filthy promises in my ear while the bass throbbed through my chest, slipped his fingers under my skirt, and pushed two inside me before I could even gasp.

I came hard and fast, surrounded by strangers.
My thighs slick, my body clenching around him while the lights strobed across our faces and the crowd screamed for an encore.

He’d held his hand there for a full song after, fingers coated in me, palm flat against my pussy like he was claiming me publicly.

When I tried to speak, he only leaned in and said:

“Shh. Don’t ruin it. You just came to the beat drop.”

And I had.

Now the band was back.

So were we.

He texted me the presale link before I could even pretend to play it cool.

Alex:
You still have that lace plug?

Me:
Of course.

Alex:
Wear it under a sundress.
Let’s see if you can make it to the second set without begging.

I smiled. Bit my lip. Felt my pulse in places it had no business being.

But there was one problem:
Caleb wanted to go.

I was standing at the kitchen island, reading ticket info, already planning how I’d stretch my legs to hide the plug, when he walked in with two coffees and said:

“Did you see this? Phoenix Echo’s back.”

I looked up. Swallowed. Forced a shrug. “Oh… yeah. Just saw it.”

“Let’s go. We haven’t done a concert in ages.”

My stomach turned.

He meant it. He was trying.

“It’s mid-week,” I said, soft. “Don’t you have that client dinner?”

“I could move it.”

I smiled—sharp at the edges. “I already RSVP’d to a vendor event. They’re reserving seats.”

A lie with just enough truth to slip past guilt.

He nodded, leaned in, kissed my cheek like he hadn’t just been lied to by the woman he thought he knew.

“Okay. Another time.”

Another time.
But not this one.



The hotel room smelled like expensive cologne, melted ice, and something deeper—something mine.

The sundress clung to my hips like it knew what was underneath.
No bra.
No panties.
Just the lace plug, nestled between my thighs, each step a reminder I was never really alone in this body anymore.

He met me at the hotel bar first.
A ritual.

Alex always liked a slow lead-in.

He watched me walk toward him. Didn’t smile. Just stared like he’d waited all week to undress me with his eyes and didn’t care who saw.

When I sat down, he leaned in close, his lips brushing the shell of my ear.

“You’re already wet.”

I was.

He kissed my neck—once, light—then said, “You’ll come tonight before the second chorus. Bet on it.”



The venue was packed.
Tighter than last time.
Bodies pressed shoulder-to-shoulder, air thick with heat and sound and bass you could feel in your teeth.

My thighs were already slick.
The plug shifted with every step.
Alex’s hand never left my back—guiding me through the crowd like he was taking me somewhere darker.

The lights dimmed.
The crowd roared.
The band came on.

And the memory slammed into me.

Last time, he’d fingered me during this song.
This very one.
Right as the second verse dropped, two fingers knuckle-deep, curling just so, his other hand over my mouth while I came around him with my eyes open and my morals gone.

Now here we were again.

Same band.
Same spot.
Same sin.

He leaned in, mouth to my ear.

“You remember how tight you were last time I made you come here?” he whispered.

I nodded. Couldn’t speak.

He slid his hand down the curve of my back. Over my rol. Slipped between my thighs.

Just one press.
Right against the plug.

I buckled forward.

“Careful,” he murmured. “You’re leaking already.”

I whimpered.

“You leak like a broken tap when you’re owned,” he added, dragging his fingers just under the hem of my dress. “It’s pathetic. And I fucking love it.”

I bit down on a gasp as the music pulsed around us.

Phones lit up.
Arms waved.
And there I was, pulsing around the plug, clenching and dripping, while a thousand strangers danced.

He pressed me back against a steel support pole.

“Don’t move,” he said.

Then his hand dipped lower.

Under my dress.
Between my thighs.
One finger grazing the plug’s base, the other sliding just beside it, catching the mess I’d already made.

“God,” he growled low in my ear. “Do you like lying to your husband this much?”

I didn’t answer.

I couldn’t.

I moaned instead. Barely audible. One breath from breaking.

“You’re going to cum right here,” he said. “Quiet. Or I’ll give you something to scream about later.”

The crowd cheered as the lights flared.

He stroked the plug once—just enough pressure.
It was all I needed.

I bit my lip. My whole body tensed. My eyes shut.

And I came.

Silent. Violent. Raw.

I gripped the pole behind me like it might hold me upright. My knees buckled. My head dropped against his chest. I shuddered through it—every nerve lit up and shame melting into heat.

When I opened my eyes—

She was there.

A girl.
Young.
Phone in her hand.
Eyes locked to mine.

My stomach flipped.

She knew.

She didn’t say anything.
Just smiled.

Turned her phone back to the stage.

Gone.

“You okay?” Alex asked softly, brushing hair from my cheek.

“I think someone saw.”

He didn’t flinch.

“Then smile,” he said. “Act like we’re dancing.”

So I did.

We swayed through the rest of the set.
My legs trembling.
My conscience already numb.


Chapter 8: Can’t Blame the Flame

I didn’t even see the video at first.

Alex did.

It was Tuesday morning, somewhere between stale coffee and the fourth quarter projections. I was half-listening to the finance lead drone on, nodding at the right intervals, while watching Alex across the table. His jaw clenched harder with each buzz from his phone, the screen lighting up once… twice… a third time. He finally checked it—casually at first—then froze.

His entire posture changed. He didn’t say a word. Didn’t look at me.

He just stood up, straightened the edge of his blazer with shaky fingers, and walked out of the room.

I stared at the door behind him, stomach tight, already knowing.

Thirty seconds later, my own phone vibrated against the table.

Alex:
Don’t panic. But it’s out.

That’s all he wrote.

But I knew exactly what it was.

I slipped my phone beneath the table, opened the link he’d sent.

It wasn’t long. Just a short clip—less than fifteen seconds—filmed by some girl in the pit during the encore. A pan across the crowd: faces lit by pulsing blue lights, hands in the air, the band’s logo spinning on the screen behind them.

Then it found us.

I was near the edge of the crowd. Head tilted back. Eyes glassy. Mouth parted. The stage light caught my skin in a way that made me look illuminated—like something sacred and wrecked all at once. Alex stood behind me. His face tucked into my neck. One of his hands was around my waist.

The other was under my dress.

You couldn’t see what he was doing. Not exactly.

But my body said everything.

The way I trembled. The way my hips arched into him. The way my eyes fluttered half-shut with a blissed-out kind of ruin. You didn’t need context.

You could feel it.

And in the briefest flash—so quick it was almost subliminal—you could see the collar I wore. Thin black leather. Gold ring. It caught the light when I turned my head just enough to laugh.

The caption underneath?

“Y’all. This couple went feral.”

She’d tagged the band’s fan page. That meant reach. Shares. Comments.

I felt cold sweat bead at the base of my spine.

By noon, it had over 18,000 views.

By 2 p.m., someone at the office had seen it.

No one said anything. But I could feel it. That prickling under my skin when I walked past desks. The way eyes darted away too fast, like guilt had reflexes.

By 4 p.m., Alex was gone.

Not just from the building. From the company.

His security badge was deactivated. His laptop was gone. There were whispers around the glass-walled boardroom that stopped when I walked by.

I sat in my office, lights off, shades drawn, waiting for my own name to be called.

But it never was.

The silence didn’t feel like mercy. It felt like a countdown.

That night, my phone rang. Unknown number. I almost didn’t answer.

“Hello?” I said.

“It’s me.”

His voice was low. Rough. Hollow like he’d been crying or screaming or both.

“She saw it,” he said.

“…Your wife?”

“Yeah. She came home, saw the notifications, played it. She didn’t even yell. She just… looked at me. Packed a bag. Took the kids. Told me she always knew something was off. She just didn’t think I’d humiliate her publicly.”

My throat closed.

“Did she say my name?”

“Not yet,” he said. “But she will.”

We sat in that dead air for a while. I could hear the faint hum of a television in the background. A dog barking somewhere. Life still moving while everything else broke.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked finally.

His answer was quiet. Raw.

“Come here,” he said. “Please.”



When I arrived, the apartment felt like a graveyard of a life once lived.

Half-packed boxes lined the hallway. The living room had bare walls where framed family photos had been taken down, now resting face-down on the kitchen counter. The air smelled like whiskey and cardboard and something sterile—cleaning spray maybe, or desperation.

Alex stood in the kitchen barefoot, T-shirt clinging to his frame like he hadn’t changed in a day. In one hand was a half-empty tumbler of scotch.

In the other—my lace panties.

“You left these,” he said, holding them up. The ghost of a smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. Not amused—just tired.

“I know,” I replied.

“Did you want me to find them?”

“Maybe.”

Silence settled between us again.

Heavy. Waiting.

Then I moved. Slow. Deliberate.

I stepped into him, reached for his belt. My fingers worked it loose, brushed the waistband of his jeans. He didn’t stop me. Just watched me like I was the last thing anchoring him to this plane of existence.

And then I kissed him.

Hard. Hungry.

Like I was trying to erase everything—the fallout, the exposure, the ruin we’d both chosen.

We didn’t undress slowly. There was no ceremony.

This wasn’t sex born from desire. It was survival.

I dropped to my knees. Pulled him free with both hands. He was already hard—he always was for me. My mouth wrapped around him, slow at first, then deeper. I let him hit the back of my throat. Gagged. Didn’t stop. The tears came—half from the stretch, half from the shame.

He groaned. Fisted my hair.

“God, you’re filthy,” he whispered, voice strained.

I pulled back, lips wet, eyes full of everything I wasn’t saying.

“You love it,” I said, almost daring him.

He looked down at me like I was salvation and sin wrapped in skin.

“I’d lose everything again if I could do this one more time.”

He didn’t wait.

He hauled me up, spun me around, lifted me onto the counter. My legs parted like muscle memory. He lined himself up and drove into me with no warning, no condom, no hesitation.

I didn’t ask. Didn’t care.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and screamed into his mouth.

We fucked like fugitives. Fast. Rough. Unapologetic. The kind of desperation that comes when there’s nothing left to hide.

His hips slammed into mine. My nails carved red lines down his back. He kissed me like he needed my breath to survive. When I came, it was like collapse—shaking, guttural, a release of everything I’d been holding in for days.

When he did, he didn’t pull out.

We stayed like that. Breathing hard. Clinging to each other.

Later, I curled into his chest on the stripped-down mattress, his arm around my shoulder, his fingers idly tracing circles against my skin.

The fan above us hummed a low, steady rhythm. Outside, traffic passed like nothing in the world had changed.

But inside, everything had.

“What happens now?” I whispered.

He didn’t answer.

He just kissed the top of my head and held me tighter.


Chapter 9: Husband in Reset Mode

He was waiting for me when I got home.

Not in the kitchen. Not in the living room.

In the hallway. Just inside the front door.

Caleb stood with his arms crossed, feet bare, jaw locked like he’d been grinding it for hours. He didn’t speak when I stepped in, just stared—eyes rimmed red, but dry.

I set my keys down like I always did. Quiet. Slow. Like maybe if I moved gently enough, none of this would collapse.

“You want to tell me where you were last night?”
His voice didn’t break. It didn’t shake. It sliced.

I turned, leaned against the entryway table. Said nothing.

“Say it,” he whispered.
“With him,” I said.



I watched it land in his chest like a hook.

He didn’t ask which him. He didn’t need to.

The video had done the talking.

“You didn’t deny it,” he muttered.
“I never planned to.”
“Why?”

That word felt louder than it was.

I took a breath. Long. Measured. Tried to keep my voice even.

“Because I wanted it,” I said. “I wanted him. I wanted to be touched like that in public. I wanted the risk. The danger. I wanted to feel something that wasn’t… this.”

“You wanted to feel like a slut?”
“No,” I said, stepping toward him. “I wanted to feel like I was alive.”



He stared at me like I was someone he didn’t know.

And maybe I wasn’t.

Not anymore.

Not after that concert.

Not after last night.

“You humiliated me.”
“I know.”

“I trusted you.”
“You trusted a version of me I was trying to kill.”

That was the crack. The first one.

His chest rose sharply. Then again. And again.

And then he stepped forward.



He kissed me.

Hard.

Like punishment.



It was the last thing I expected—and the only thing I needed.

His hands gripped my jaw, thumb dragging down my lip like he was checking if I was still real. Still his.

I gasped into his mouth and he pushed me back, up against the wall, rough, unrelenting.

“You want to be fucked like a whore?” he hissed. “You want to feel something?”

I nodded, breath caught.

“Say it.”
“Yes,” I whispered. “Please.”



His hand was on my throat in the next second—not choking, just holding. Claiming.

The other slid up under my shirt, palm hot against my skin.

“You’re not gonna cry your way out of this,” he said. “You’re not gonna fuck your way out of this either.”

“I’m not trying to,” I whispered.
“Good. Then take it.”

He dragged my leggings down in one brutal pull, didn’t even bother removing them—just shoved them to my knees and yanked my panties aside.

I was already wet.

From the fight. From the guilt. From the ache.



He didn’t ease in.

He pressed against me, breathing hard, then thrust all the way inside in one forceful drive. I cried out—but didn’t pull away.

He filled me, deep, raw. No rhythm. Just impact.

Each stroke was like a question he didn’t want answered.



“You let him fuck you like this?”
“Yes.”
“Did you come for him?”
“Twice.”
“Did you love it?”
“I fucking loved it.”

His groan was pure rage. Pure arousal.

He spun me around, bent me over the console table. My cheek hit the cold wood as he grabbed my wrists and pinned them behind me, driving into me so deep I saw stars.



No condom. No protection.

Just the rawness of old trust and new betrayal colliding.

My moans turned ragged. His pace turned brutal.

But I never once told him to stop.

Because this wasn’t hate-fucking.

This was claiming. Rewriting. Burning it down so something else could live.



I came shaking, mouth open in a silent scream.

He followed with a guttural grunt, hips pressed hard against my ass as he emptied into me. One hand tangled in my hair. The other still gripping my wrists.



We stood there for a long time.

Sweating. Breathing.

Neither of us spoke.

Until finally, his grip loosened. His forehead dropped to my shoulder.

“You’re mine,” he whispered. “Still mine.”

“I know,” I said.

But I didn’t know what that meant anymore.


Chapter 10:  We Need to Talk

Caleb didn’t say a word when I came down the next morning.

He was at the dining table, drinking his coffee like it was ritual—elbows on the wood, face blank. I could tell he hadn’t slept. The shadows under his eyes said everything.

I poured myself tea. The quiet wasn’t cold. It was expectant.

I sat across from him. No makeup. Still in his t-shirt.

Then I said it.

“You want the truth?”

He looked up. Nodded once.

“I was going to ask you for a divorce anyway. Even before the concert. I was done.”

His lips parted, but nothing came out.

“And let me be clear, Caleb—it wasn’t just about the sex. It was about…everything. You stopped seeing me. You stopped touching me. And when Alex did…” I paused, then added, “I didn’t resist.”



He swallowed hard. “Is this about love? Or just lust?”

“Alex and I are sexually compatible in ways you and I never were,” I said bluntly. “That’s not an insult. That’s just…truth. He’s mature. Assertive. And yes—his cock is bigger than yours.”

Caleb winced. I didn’t soften it.

“That doesn’t mean I hated being with you. You were fine. Just… not hungry for me. Not present.”

I stood up, walked to the window.

“And his wife?” I said with a bitter little smile. “She never deserved him. She was cold. Checked-out. And me? Maybe I never really belonged to you either.”



He let out a long breath. “You really don’t care?”

“Not about the marriage,” I said. “Not anymore. Not the way it is. I don’t want your money. Or your pity. And frankly, not your dick, either.”

He blinked, stunned. But I wasn’t done.

“Alex and I are starting something new. We’ve been dreaming of our own shop for months—something in AI, ethical learning, smart behavior mapping, that kind of thing.”

“Wait—business?”
“Yeah,” I said, turning back. “He’s brilliant. And so am I. The company we’re both walking away from? I haven’t cared about that place in years.”



Caleb stood. “You speak so kindly about him.”

“Because I feel things with him. Want, need, fire. You just… existed next to me.”

He looked pained. Desperate. “You’re really going to leave me?”

I tilted my head. “That’s your call. I cheated. So yeah, you decide.”

“But I’ll never find someone like you.”

I gave a small smile. “No. You won’t.”

He stepped closer, voice lower.

“Just be honest with me. Fully. Please. That’s all I ask.”



I exhaled.

“Fine,” I said. “We had sex in the back row at the concert. His hand was under my dress the whole last song. I came so hard I saw white. People saw. That’s what got us fired.”

His breath hitched.

“Afterward?”
“In his apartment. I sucked him off on the floor. He made me scream into his mattress. Came inside me more than once.”

I watched his jaw twitch. But beneath the shame was something else—his arousal thick in the air.

I smirked. “You hard right now?”



He nodded. Slight. Wordless.

“Thought so.”

I walked over to him, slow, dominant. Put my hand between his legs. He gasped.

“Want me to tell you how he bent me over the counter? How I begged for it? How he didn’t stop until I came again, crying?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

I dropped to my knees.

“He loved watching me gag. Said it made me look like I was made for cock.” I unzipped him, pulled him out, already hard. “But you know what?”

“What?”
“You’re not him. You’ll never be him. But you still turn me on when you get like this.”

And then I took him in my mouth.



Slow at first. Just lips. Then deeper. Faster. I teased the underside of his cock with my tongue, dragged my fingers down his shaft like I owned it. He groaned—raw and desperate.

“God, you’re—fuck—”

I didn’t let him finish.

I deep-throated him hard, smirking as I felt him twitch.

When he finally came, I let it fill my mouth, swallowed slowly. Then licked my lips.

“He thought about me doing this every night,” I said, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand.

Caleb leaned against the table, chest rising, spent.

“So what are we now?” he asked.

I stood. Kissed him once on the cheek.

“Alex fills my sexual needs,” I said softly. “You fill my emotional ones.”

He looked shattered. Aroused. Confused.

I hugged him. Tight.



“I won’t lie anymore,” I said. “But I’m not going to be yours exclusively again. That is what is. That ship sailed the night you stopped noticing me. ”

He nodded into my neck.


Epilogue: Reputation Burned, Desire Reborn



You can’t come back from something like that.
Not fully.
Not when your orgasm is caught in 4K and reshared by strangers with popcorn emojis.

I thought it would destroy me.

Instead—it made me.



Three months later, I walk into our new office—Alex’s and mine—wearing a backless black blouse, tailored pants, no bra, and a knowing smile.

People talk.

They always do.

They whisper in elevators and hold longer stares during conferences. They speculate if it was really me in the clip. If it was real. If I was being fingered like a filthy little groupie in the dark while confetti rained down on the crowd.

They don't know.

But Alex does.



He’s waiting for me in the glass-walled boardroom, scrolling through mockups of our latest AI interface. Smart tech. Real-time ethics parsing. Sleek stuff for big firms that need to feel cutting-edge.

He looks up when I walk in.

There’s that look again.

Like he’s already undressing me with his eyes.

Like he never stopped.

“You wore the pants today,” he murmurs, standing.
“Someone had to,” I say, walking past him. “Though, if you’re lucky... I might take them off.”

He smiles, slow and filthy.

“I always get lucky.”



There’s no hesitation between us anymore. No guilt. No aftermath.

Just need. Mutual. Palpable. Lived-in.

He locks the boardroom door without a word, then leans me against the table, his hands on my waist, his mouth hot against my neck.

“You smell like power,” he whispers.
“I am power,” I murmur.

His hand slides under my blouse. No bra. Just skin, warm and waiting.

He cups my breast, thumb dragging over my nipple until I shiver.

“Still wet for me?”
“Always.”

He lowers me onto the table, lifts one leg up. His mouth is on my inner thigh before I can exhale. Kissing. Tasting. Worshiping.

“Alex—”
“Shhh,” he says. “Let me.”



He pushes two fingers into me, slow, curling them just right. My head falls back, lips parted, gasping as he strokes me from the inside, learning me again like he hasn’t memorized every pulse.

His tongue flicks against my clit, steady, cruel, precise.

My hands claw at the table.

“You gonna come for me like that night?”
“Harder,” I choke out.

I do.

One sharp cry, thighs clenching around his head, whole body lifting off the wood in waves.



When he stands, his cock is already out, hard and beautiful. Thick. Veined. Familiar.

I slide off the table, sink to my knees in front of him.

“God, I love this part,” I whisper, kissing the tip, tasting my own slick.

I take him in deep. Wet. Messy. Controlled.

His hand grips my hair, gentle but firm.

We don’t rush.

This isn’t performance.

It’s possession.



He lifts me mid-suck, bends me over the boardroom table, and enters me in one deep thrust. My moan echoes off the glass walls.

No protection.

No apology.

Just skin on skin. Purposeful. Unforgiving.



We fuck like it’s ritual.

He knows where I shudder. I know when his hips start to tremble.

When he groans into my shoulder and pulses inside me, I moan like I’ve found home.

Because I have.



Later, in the afterglow, as I adjust my blouse and fix my lipstick, I check my phone.

A text from Caleb.

Still thinking about that night. About the sounds you made. About the things you said after.
I don’t know if I’ll ever stop.

I smile softly. Type back:

You fill my emotional needs. He fills the rest. I told you I wouldn’t lie anymore.

His reply is instant.

Do you still want me to watch tonight?

I stare at the screen. Then text:

Leave the door unlocked.
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