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Her Own Deliveryman

The silence of the house was a physical presence, a tangible entity as palpable as the polished surfaces and designer furniture it cloaked. It was a weight, a heavy, insulating blanket that settled over every object, muting the vibrant morning light that tried to stream through the expansive floor-to-ceiling windows. The sun’s rays, which should have been warm and life-giving, instead seemed to slice through the gloom to cast long, sterile rectangles on the cool Italian marble floors.

Myla had once loved this house. When she and Vincent had first signed the papers, its vast, empty rooms had echoed with possibility, a blank canvas awaiting the bright, boisterous colors of their future, a future she had imagined filling with laughter, with the patter of small feet, with the messy, beautiful chaos of a shared life and an unconditional love. She had walked through the echoing spaces, her hand in his, dreaming aloud of where they would put the Christmas tree, which room would be a nursery. Now, five years into their marriage, the house felt less like a home and more like a museum, a meticulously curated mausoleum dedicated to the ghost of a life she was supposed to be living. Every piece of furniture, every sculpture, every art book on the Calacatta marble island was perfectly placed, achingly beautiful, and as cold and untouchable as her husband.

Her marriage, she often thought with a pang of weary resignation, had become much the same. Vincent wasn’t a bad man; to describe him as such would be a gross injustice. The world saw him as a pillar of success, a brilliant legal mind. He was just… an absent one. He had slowly dematerialized from her life, becoming a wraith in a bespoke suit, a fleeting presence whose existence was confirmed primarily through curt text messages displayed on her phone’s glowing screen and the faint, lingering scent of his expensive cologne, a ghost of sandalwood and bergamot, that haunted the cool, undisturbed Egyptian cotton of the pillows he no longer shared with her on most nights.

He was a senior partner at a prestigious law firm, a stratosphere of high-stakes litigation and billion-dollar mergers that had, piece by piece, consumed the charming, attentive man she’d fallen in love with. The man who once brought her wildflowers and wrote silly poems on napkins had been replaced by a man who reviewed case files during dinner. He provided. Oh, how he provided. The architectural marvel of a house, the sleek German car in the garage, the wardrobe filled with runway pieces she rarely wore, the limitless credit card nestled in her wallet, it was all hers. He had not built her a home, but a gilded cage, and she, in her youthful, breathtaking naivety, had gazed at its shimmering bars and mistaken it for a castle.

The loneliness hadn’t arrived like a sudden storm. It had seeped in slowly, a quiet, creeping tide. At first, it was a dull ache, a quiet companion that sat with her during the long, silent days while he was at the office. It would follow her from the silent kitchen to the cavernous living room, the only sound the soft padding of her own slippers on the hardwood. The evenings were worse, the ache sharpening as the sun went down, the lengthening shadows in the house mirroring the growing void in her chest. The nights were the worst of all, when he’d work late, or stumble in hours after she’d gone to bed, falling into the sheets too exhausted for anything more than a perfunctory, dry peck on her cheek that felt more like a duty than an act of affection.

She had tried, in the beginning, with a frantic, desperate energy, to fill the gaping void. She’d unearthed her old easel and paints, attempting to reignite the passion of her college years, but the canvases remained stubbornly, accusingly blank, their stark white surfaces a perfect reflection of the emptiness she felt inside. She joined book clubs and philanthropic committees, surrounding herself with the wives of surgeons and hedge-fund managers, women who wore their own comfortable, Chanel-scented loneliness like a second skin. They would gather in one another’s equally silent, perfectly decorated homes, discussing stock portfolios and summer plans in the Hamptons with a practiced, brittle cheerfulness, their laughter never quite reaching eyes that held a similar, carefully masked vacancy.

It was never enough. The polite chatter and charitable obligations were just distractions, flimsy bandages on a wound that festered deep within her. Myla craved connection. She craved touch. Not the sterile, air-kiss-on-each-cheek kind that was the currency of her social circle, but the messy, real, grounding kind. The kind of touch that leaves a lingering warmth on the skin, a hand that squeezes in reassurance, an arm that wraps around you in a moment of shared laughter. She craved a glance that didn’t slide past her to a ringing phone or a buzzing tablet. She yearned for a voice that asked, “How was your day, my love?” and then fell silent, actually waiting, wanting to hear the answer. She craved the feeling of being seen, truly seen, for who she was beyond the beautiful wife of Vincent Pierce.

The affair hadn’t been a conscious decision, not a betrayal she had plotted or sought out. It had begun, as so many things did in her sterile, transactional life, with an online order. A set of ridiculously overpriced cashmere throws she absolutely didn’t need, another pointless acquisition to fill the empty space. She remembered the day with perfect clarity. The doorbell had chimed its polite, musical refrain on a Tuesday afternoon, a piercing intrusion into the profound quiet. When she’d swung open the heavy oak door, a wall of humid summer air had washed over her, and she hadn’t been prepared for Francesco.

He wasn’t her type, not at all the polished, urbane man she was accustomed to navigating in her world. There was nothing manicured or bespoke about him. He was raw, real, as elemental as the summer heat. The standard-issue brown uniform of the delivery service was stretched taut across broad shoulders and a solid, powerful chest. His sandy-blonde hair was a wind-tousled, glorious mess, and a light sheen of sweat graced his brow, tiny, glistening beads catching the afternoon sun. But it was his eyes, a startling, crystalline blue, the color of a high mountain lake, that had held her captive. They’d met hers with a directness that was utterly devoid of pretense, a gaze that didn’t assess or categorize, but simply saw. And then he’d smiled, a slow, easy grin that spread across his face, crinkling the corners of those incredible eyes and revealing two perfect, boyish dimples that seemed utterly at odds with the rugged masculinity of the rest of him.

“Package for Myla?” he’d asked, his voice a warm, pleasant baritone with a texture like worn velvet. It wasn’t the clipped, precise articulation of Vincent and his colleagues; it was relaxed, musical.

She’d just nodded, her own voice suddenly lost somewhere in her throat, a knot of surprise and something else she couldn’t name tightening there. Her mouth was dry. Their fingers had brushed as she’d taken the cardboard box from him, and a jolt, a tiny, vivid spark of electricity, had shot up her arm, making the fine hairs there stand on end. It was so unexpected, so potent, that her breath hitched. It was nothing, a fluke of static electricity from the dry air-conditioned house meeting the humid outside air, she’d told herself sternly as she closed the door. But it had happened again the following week, with a delivery of artisanal Japanese knives. And the week after that, with a set of hand-blown Venetian glasses. Each time, that brief, incidental contact left her skin buzzing, her heart fluttering.

The online orders became more frequent, more frivolous, more transparent in their purpose. A single tube of imported French lipstick. A hard-to-find biography she had no intention of ever reading. A special-order jar of saffron from a gourmet website. They were all flimsy excuses, transparent invitations to see him, to feel that little jolt of life, of pure, unadulterated awareness, surge through her veins for the two precious minutes he stood on her doorstep.

Those two-minute conversations stretched to five, then ten. The initial polite transaction evolved into a small, cherished ritual. He’d ask about the aggressive slashes of red on the abstract painting in her hallway. She’d ask if the heat made the truck feel like an oven. She learned his family was from a small town near Naples, that he was saving every spare dollar to one day open his own restaurant, and that he had a ridiculous, slobbery golden retriever named Tony. He learned, without her ever having to say the word, that she was profoundly lonely. He saw it in the way her smile never quite reached her eyes, a beautiful, sad mask. He saw it in the way she lingered at the open door, her body language unconsciously pleading, reluctant to let him go, to let the silence of the house swallow her again.

The first real transgression felt both terrifyingly reckless and utterly inevitable, as if they had been walking toward it from the moment their fingers first brushed. It was a rainy Thursday afternoon, the sky a moody, bruised purple. The rhythmic drumming of the rain against the roof was the only sound in the house when his truck rumbled up the drive. He was soaked when she opened the door, water dripping from the ends of his sandy hair onto his forehead, plastering his uniform to his chest. The smell of wet asphalt and ozone filled the air.

“You’re going to catch a cold,” she’d said, the words escaping her before she could stop them. Her voice was tight with a genuine concern that felt dangerously, thrillingly intimate.

“Comes with the territory,” he’d shrugged, water sluicing from his shoulders. But he was smiling that disarming, dimpled smile, his blue eyes bright against the grey gloom of the day.

Without thinking, as if piloted by some force outside of herself, she’d reached out. Her hand moved of its own accord, her fingers cool against his skin as she brushed a stray, wet lock of hair from his brow. The gesture was shockingly bold, a breach of every unspoken boundary. His smile faltered, his breath catching audibly. His blue eyes darkened, the playful light extinguished, and replaced with something new, something deeper and more serious. He leaned into her touch, just for a fraction of a second, his skin warm and solid beneath her palm. The air between them became charged, thick with the scent of rain and unspoken desire. A thousand words hung in that electric space. He had handed her the small package, his fingers again brushing hers, but this time the touch lingered. He left without another word, but they had both known, with a certainty that was both frightening and exhilarating, that a line had been irrevocably crossed.

The next time he came, the air was different. The safe, polite distance that had cushioned their interactions was gone, replaced by a thrumming, palpable tension that was almost a physical force. When she’d reached for the package, a slim volume of poetry, he hadn’t let go. His fingers had closed gently but firmly around hers, holding them against the cool cardboard, a silent, deliberate act. He had simply looked at her, his gaze intense, asking a question she was too afraid and too desperate to answer aloud. So she had answered with her body, her own volition a distant memory as she leaned forward just enough, letting her eyes drift shut in surrender. His kiss was tentative at first, a soft, questioning pressure of his lips against hers. Then, as if her small movement had broken a dam within him, it became hungry, ravenous, a release of weeks of pent-up longing and simmering tension. It tasted of rain and diner coffee and a raw, masculine essence of a life she hadn’t known she was starving for.

That had been two months ago. Two months of stolen moments, of incandescent hours carved out of monotonous weeks. Two months of whispered conversations on her leather sofa and frantic, passionate encounters crammed into the narrow, heart-pounding window between his deliveries and Vincent’s potential, though highly unlikely, early return. It was a dangerous, exhilarating dance on the edge of a cliff, a reckless game of chance that filled her with equal parts terror and glee. And Myla, for the first time in five years, had never felt more alive.

Today was no different. The familiar rumble of his brown truck pulling into the long, gravel driveway was a starting gun for her heart. It was a deep, bass vibration she felt in the soles of her feet before she even truly heard it, a signal that traveled straight to her nerve endings. It began to hammer against her ribs, a frantic, joyful, panicked rhythm that completely drowned out the funereal silence of the house. Myla’s four-inch heels, Vincent hated them, called them impractical, click-clacked sharply over the polished hardwood floors of her living room as she hurried to the front door. The sound was defiant, a staccato announcement of her other life, the secret, vibrant life she lived for an hour at a time, a few days a week.

She paused in front of the ornate, gilt-framed mirror in the grand foyer, ducking her head in order to fluff her thick brown waves with her fingers. Her reflection stared back, a woman she barely recognized. A stranger with flushed cheeks, lips painted a glossy cherry red, and overly bright, wide eyes that held a feverish glint. She had chosen the dress he liked best, a simple slip of crimson silk that clung to her curves, its fabric cool and sensual against her skin. It was a dress Vincent had bought her, but one she’d never worn for him. For a fleeting second, she wondered if the whole ensemble was too much, the lip gloss a screaming beacon of her infidelity.

But it was too late to change it now; the anticipation was a physical thing, a humming in her blood. The doorbell chimed, a single, clear note that cut through her anxious thoughts and sent a fresh surge of pure adrenaline through her. She took one last, deep, steadying breath, the scent of her own expensive perfume filling her lungs, and smoothed down the front of her dress before pulling open the heavy oak door.

The familiar rush of longing washed over her, so potent it was almost a physical blow that made her knees weak. Francesco. He leaned casually against the doorframe, a small package in one hand. He looked so devastatingly, heart-stoppingly sexy there in his drab brown delivery uniform, a stark, masculine contrast to the opulent, sterile setting of her home. The short sleeves of his collared shirt stretched taut over thick, sun-kissed biceps, and his forearms were roped with veins as he offered her the small, lightweight package that was their excuse. His sandy-blonde hair was artfully tousled by the wind, looking soft and inviting. And when his incredible blue eyes met hers, two deep dimples appeared on his cheeks as his mouth curved into that slow, devastating smile she adored.

“Delivery for Myla?” he said, his voice a low, intimate rumble that vibrated through her. He always phrased it like a question, a charming, essential part of their shared charade, even though by now he knew her name, her face, her scent, the very taste of her skin. By her count, he had been here at least fifteen times in the last two months, each visit a meticulously planned act of rebellion against the emptiness of her life.

It was a stroke of incredible, almost divine, luck that Myla’s husband was so profoundly detached from the minutiae of their domestic life. Vincent wouldn’t notice the influx of small, unnecessary packages arriving at his home, just as he didn’t notice the new, vibrant light in his wife’s eyes or the faint, alien scent of another man’s soap that sometimes clung to her skin after a hurried shower. To Vincent, the house ran itself by some invisible magic, and Myla was just another beautiful, well-maintained fixture within it, an asset he possessed. The thought, which once would have sent a sharp pang of sorrow through her, now only brought a flicker of grim, satisfying irony. His neglect was her shield. His indifference was her freedom.

“Oh… just the one today?” Myla said, deliberately letting her voice drop to a husky purr that she knew made him shiver. She ran the tip of her tongue over her glossy bottom lip, then gently grazed it with her teeth, a deliberately provocative gesture she had learned he couldn’t resist. His eyes followed the movement, his own lips parting slightly. “Are you sure there isn’t something else? For me?”

As she spoke, she closed the small distance between them, stepping out onto the stone portico so the heavy door could swing shut behind her with a soft, definitive click, creating their private little world on her front step. The sun was warm on her bare arms. Discarding the prop package on a nearby wicker chair without a second glance, she leaned in and began to tease her fingers over the front of Francesco’s chest, her nails lightly scraping the coarse fabric as she traced the winged logo of the delivery company stitched over his heart. Beneath the rough material, she could feel the solid warmth of him, the steady, accelerating beat of his heart against her palm.

His Adam’s apple bobbed up and down as he swallowed hard, his clear blue eyes darkening with a familiar, hungry flame that stripped away all pretense. “Myla…” he breathed her name, the sound a prayer and a warning rolled into one, a desperate plea for her to stop and an equally desperate plea for her to continue.

“Come inside,” she whispered, her fingers leaving his chest to curl around the back of his warm neck, tangling in the shorter hairs at his nape and pulling him closer. He gave a sudden, sharp inhale, a sound of complete surrender, and allowed Myla to pull him over the threshold and into the cool, dim foyer of her silent house. The moment the door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in their clandestine bubble, the pretense vanished. The air shifted, becoming thick and heavy with forbidden need. She was on him instantly, a whirlwind of crimson silk and desperate desire, her hands fumbling with the hard plastic buttons of his uniform, her mind singularly focused on the urgent need to feel his skin against hers. They always had to hurry, a frantic, breathless race against the invisible, ticking clock of Francesco’s job. He had a route to finish, a scanner that tracked his every stop, his every deviation. Their time was a stolen, precious, and dangerously finite commodity.

“And your… husband?” Francesco asked, his voice catching as her fingers finally succeeded and brushed against the hot, bare skin of his chest. He always said the word ‘husband’ in a quieter, almost distasteful tone, as if it were a foul taste in his mouth, a name he refused to grant power by speaking it aloud. “Isn’t coming home early?”

The question hung in the air between them, a stark and necessary reminder of the incredible risk they were taking. Just one week ago, they had endured a close call that had left both their hearts pounding for entirely different, less pleasurable reasons. Myla had been straddling his lap on the living room sofa, lost in his kiss, when her phone, tossed carelessly onto the glass coffee table, had buzzed with a text from Vincent: ‘Meeting cancelled. Home in 20.’ The ensuing panic had been a chaotic, frantic blur of half-dressed scrambling, hissed whispers, and Francesco vaulting over the back garden wall with the agility of a cat just as Vincent’s sleek black sedan had crunched up the gravel driveway. The adrenaline had been terrifying, a cold wash of fear that had left her trembling. But a secret, shameful part of her, the part that was now addicted to this danger, had been undeniably thrilled by it.

Myla shook her head, banishing the memory. “No, we’re good. He’s in court all day. Closing arguments on the Thompson case.” The name of the case fell from her lips with ease; she always knew his schedule, tracked it with the precision of a military strategist. “He won’t even think about coming home before nine. Probably later.” She gave him a reassuring smile and rose on her toes, grateful for the extra height her scandalous heels gave her. She began to press soft, urgent kisses against the expanse of his newly bared chest, his throat, the strong, tense column of his neck. He smelled of sunshine, fresh air, and a clean, masculine sweat that was more intoxicating to her than any designer cologne Vincent had ever worn.

His hands, large and warm, came up to cup her face, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones with a tenderness that made her heart ache. His mouth finally found hers. The kiss was explosive, a collision of pent-up need and desperate, frantic longing. It wasn’t gentle or sweet; it was raw, demanding, a confirmation of everything they couldn’t have and everything they were brazenly taking anyway. Tongues tangled in a fierce, wet dance, teeth nipped at swollen lips, and Myla moaned deep in her throat, pressing her body flush against his, wanting to absorb him, to erase any space between them.

They kept kissing as they stumbled, drunk on each other, moving blindly through the archway into the grand living room. Their combined weight crashed heavily against the sleek glass coffee table, sending a tall vase of white lilies trembling precariously, water sloshing over the rim onto the polished surface. It was a close call, the expensive fragility of her carefully curated world rattling under the sheer force of their passion. They laughed breathlessly against each other’s lips, a shared moment of giddy recklessness, and corrected their course, tumbling onto the huge, cream-colored sectional sofa in a heap of tangled limbs and desperate, questing hands.

“You look amazing,” Francesco breathed, his voice thick with an awe that felt like a balm on her soul. He had managed to sit up, but she remained standing before him for a moment, framed by the afternoon light filtering through the massive windows. He looked at her not as Vincent did, with the cool, detached appreciation of a collector appraising a prized possession, but with a raw, unvarnished hunger that made her feel like the most beautiful, most desirable woman on the face of the earth. His hands found their way to her ass, squeezing her firmly through the thin silk of her dress, his palms hot against her. He pulled her closer until she was standing between his spread knees. “So fucking beautiful.”

Myla giggled, a giddy, girlish sound she barely recognized as her own. It felt foreign and wonderful in the oppressive silence of the house. She placed her hands on his broad shoulders for balance and began to shimmy, the crimson silk sliding up her thighs with a soft, tantalizing whisper. She let the dress pool around her ankles in a splash of vibrant color on the pale floor, revealing the lacy black lingerie she’d chosen just for him, a stark and deliberate contrast.

“Leave the heels on,” he commanded, his voice a low, husky growl. The words, so simple, so possessive, sent a shiver of pure, unadulterated desire through her, sharp and electric as a lightning strike. Myla shivered, a full-body tremor of sheer anticipation. She knew this was wrong, so deeply, fundamentally wrong. It was a betrayal of her vows, a desecration of the life she had chosen, however hollow it had become. But Francesco made her feel things, awakened parts of her that had lain dormant for so long she’d forgotten they existed, parts of her Vincent had never even known were there. With him, she wasn’t just Vincent’s wife or the lady of the house; she was Myla, a passionate, sensual, deeply wanted woman. He saw her, the real her, and in those moments, she felt she would risk absolutely anything to keep feeling that way.

He tugged her forward, and she willingly fell to her knees before him on the thick, expensive rug, her body pliant and eager for his touch. He buried his hands in her hair, the sensation both grounding and thrilling, tilting her head back as his dark, hungry eyes devoured the sight of her in her black lace bra and matching panties, the scandalous red heels the only other thing she wore. But he didn’t kiss her lips. Instead, he guided her forward until her chest was pressed against his parted thighs, bracing on the edge of the sofa. He leaned down, his hot breath ghosting over her skin for a heart-stopping second before his mouth closed over her breast, sucking her nipple hard through the delicate, expensive lace.

Myla moaned, a helpless, guttural sound of pure pleasure, her head falling back as a bolt of heat shot straight to her core. Her pussy, already damp with anticipation, began to pulsate with an insistent, demanding need. He laved and suckled one breast with a connoisseur’s focus before moving to the other, his free hand roaming her back, her waist, her hips, mapping her curves with his calloused fingertips. When he finally reached behind her and unhooked her bra, tossing it aside without a care, his mouth returned to her bare flesh. His tongue flicked over her hardened nipple, a small, wet, electric touch that sent shockwaves of delight straight to the space between her legs. Myla squealed, a high, thin sound of pure ecstasy she couldn’t contain, as her fingers dug into his powerful shoulders.

Just when she thought she might come from the exquisite pleasure of his mouth on her breasts alone, Francesco shifted. With a strength that always surprised her, he gripped her by the waist and pulled her effortlessly up onto the couch, turning and forcing her onto her back. She collapsed against the plush cushions with wide, dazed eyes, the cool, smooth leather a stark contrast to the fire consuming her body from the inside out. He was on her in an instant, his heavy, muscular body a delicious weight pinning her down, his knee nudging her legs apart.

Myla moaned again, a long, keening sound, as Francesco’s clever fingers pushed between her bare legs, finding the wet, slick heat of her through her drenched panties. She arched her back instinctively, her body a bow string pulled taut, seeking him out, offering herself to him completely.

“Oh, you’re so ready for me, aren’t you, baby?” he murmured, his voice a rough velvet against her ear, sending another cascade of shivers down her spine. He stroked the sodden fabric of her panties, his middle finger pressing down firmly, landing on her clit with unerring, practiced accuracy. Her whole body jolted as if she’d been tasered.

“Someone likes that,” Francesco moaned, his own excitement palpable in the hard ridge straining against the denim of his jeans, pressing against her thigh. He watched her face in delight, his eyes heavy-lidded and dark with lust, as Myla whimpered for him, her hips starting to buck weakly against his hand. “Tell me you like it.”

“I like it,” she gasped out, the words dissolving into a broken sob of pleasure. “Francesco, please…”

Then, with a low, predatory growl that seemed to vibrate from the depths of his chest, he hooked his fingers into the delicate waistband of her lace panties and tore them down her legs with a single, swift motion, tossing the ruined fabric aside without a second glance. The small act of destruction was incredibly arousing. He pushed her legs back, spreading them wide, and gripped her thighs, his calloused thumbs stroking the soft, sensitive skin of her inner thighs, making her tremble uncontrollably. Francesco slid down her body, moving onto his belly on the couch between her open legs. It was a position she knew well, one she craved with an intensity that often shocked her. He buried his face against her pussy, inhaling her scent deeply, like it was the finest perfume, a sound of pure appreciation rumbling in his chest.

“God, you taste so good,” he muttered against her swollen, glistening folds, before his tongue swept out to claim her.

How was he so impossibly good at that?

The question was a fleeting, incoherent thought in the raging storm of sensation he was creating. It was as if he’d been born for this single, divine purpose: to bring her to mindless, screaming pleasure. Myla’s eyes rolled back in her head, the ornate, coffered ceiling of her living room blurring into an abstract pattern of light and shadow. Vincent had been a functional, if uninspired, lover in the early days of their marriage, but his touch had never held this reverence, this single-minded, selfless devotion to her pleasure. He had never looked at her, touched her, tasted her, like this. Like she was sustenance.

Francesco’s tongue worked its magic, a master artist at his craft. It massaged her clit with a rotating, hypnotic pressure, then dipped inside her, then swept up to lave her swollen outer lips, a breathtaking, overwhelming symphony of sensation. His hands kept her legs pried open, holding her completely, gloriously at his mercy. Myla shuddered with relentless waves of building pleasure, her body coiling tighter and tighter like a spring. She reached down, her hands desperate to grab his hair, to pull him impossibly closer, to have some semblance of control over the delicious onslaught. But Francesco, always one step ahead, anticipated the move. He released her thighs and captured her wrists, moving her hands above her head and pinning them firmly against the cool leather cushions.

She squirmed, a small gasp of surprise and a fresh spike of excitement escaping her lips. She loved it when he took control. She loved being positioned and moved, and held exactly how he wanted. In her meticulously organized life with Vincent, she was always in control, of the house, the social calendar, her own carefully managed emotions. With Francesco, she was allowed, encouraged, to surrender completely. Maybe that was the fundamental thing Vincent was missing, the one thing he could never give her: the liberating, soul-deep thrill of losing control.

“Fuck!” Myla cried out suddenly, the word torn from her throat in a ragged, animalistic scream. Her eyes snapped open, her neck arched up off the cushions, her back bowing so extremely it was almost painful. Her orgasm seized her, a violent, beautiful cataclysm that made her lose all sense of time and space. It rolled through her body like a tidal wave, wiping out thought, leaving only pure, unadulterated sensation in its wake. Francesco didn’t stop. He kept his tongue on her clit, maintaining the merciless rhythm as she came, his eyes rising to watch her face, to witness every contortion, every flicker of intense pleasure that moved through her expressions. He drank in her climax, his gaze a possessive, triumphant fire that burned her to the core.

No sooner had she started to come down from the dizzying, blinding heights of her climax, her body still trembling with powerful aftershocks, than Francesco was standing beside her. He had shed his jeans and boxers while she was lost in her own world, and his hard, thick cock was bobbing by her face, impossibly erect, glistening with a bead of clear precum at the tip. The sight of him, so virile and ready and magnificently male, sent a fresh wave of raw hunger surging through her. Myla, ravenous for him now, scrambled onto all fours on the wide sofa without a word, her ass high in the air, her head bowed in offering. The position was debasing, primal, and utterly, exquisitely thrilling.

She took him into her mouth without hesitation, her lips parting to accept his full length. Her cheeks hollowed as she began to suck his cock, her tongue wrapping around his impossibly thick shaft as her head bobbed up and down his length. She wanted to please him as thoroughly, as selflessly, as he had just pleased her.

“Mmm, fuck, baby, that feels so good,” Francesco breathed, his fingers tangling in a fistful of her hair, not cruelly, but with a firm possessiveness that sent another thrill shooting through her. He guided her rhythm, his hips pushing forward to meet her mouth with each downward stroke. She got more sloppy with it, letting her saliva lubricate his skin, taking him deeper and deeper until his pubic bone pressed against her nose and she gagged softly around him. She could have kept going, could have taken him in her mouth until he came, but Francesco cut her off.

“I want to fuck you,” he said, his voice strained and guttural with need. He pulled back slightly, using his firm grip on her hair to lift her chin so that she was looking up at him, her lips still slick and parted from him. “No, correction,” he amended, his blue eyes boring into hers, intense and serious. “I need to fuck you. Now.”

Myla’s heart fluttered erratically in her chest, a wild thing. Her pussy, still sensitive and throbbing from her recent orgasm, was soaked for him, weeping with a fresh wave of desperate need. More. The word was a silent scream in her mind. That’s what this was all coming down to. More of Francesco. More of this feeling. More than just stolen hours. The terrifying thought bloomed in her mind: she wanted all of him, all the time. She wanted his mornings. She wanted his nights. She wanted to meet Tony, the ridiculous dog.

He didn’t wait for a verbal answer. Her eager, wanting eyes were all the consent he needed. He flipped her effortlessly onto her stomach, arranging her limbs with a practiced ease that bespoke their familiarity. Her face was pressed into a plush velvet cushion that smelled faintly of lavender potpourri, a scent from her other, respectable life that seemed laughably out of place. He slid on top of her, the weight of his body a comforting, delicious pressure that grounded her. He settled between her thighs, his hands gripping her hips with possessive strength, and with one smooth, powerful motion, he guided the broad head of his cock to her entrance. She was so wet, so ready, that he slid inside her with a single, deep, unbroken thrust.

“Aahhh,” they both groaned in unison as he filled her completely. He lowered his body against hers until his chest was pressed to her back, his chin resting on her shoulder so he could whisper in her ear. They both loved this position. It was profoundly intimate, his entire length pressed against her, his cock grinding into her slick, tight wetness with every slight movement. She felt insanely, wonderfully tight around him, tighter than usual, her inner muscles still buzzing and clenched from her orgasm. And Myla got to enjoy the best part: the raw, unfiltered sounds of Francesco’s pleasure groaning directly into her ear.

“Oh, yes,” he hissed, his breath hot and moist against her skin. He began to fuck her with a slow, deep, deliberate rhythm, each thrust a perfect measure of exquisite friction and soul-deep depth. He reached one arm around her, his hand coming to gently hold her face, his thumb stroking her cheek tenderly as he moved inside her. “You feel as amazing as ever, Myla. So fucking tight and wet for me.”

Her response was nothing more than a soft, helpless whimper. She was floating on a cloud of pure, sensory bliss now, all thought suspended, all guilt momentarily erased. Her body relaxed into his perfect rhythm, her mind adrift as Francesco pumped steadily into her. The friction, the fullness, the sound of his ragged breaths in her ear, the impossibly tender feeling of his thumb on her cheek, it was all too much. Her body, already primed and exquisitely sensitive, began to coil again. The pleasure built with an astonishing, almost frightening speed, a second wave cresting higher and more powerfully than the first. With a strangled cry, she came a second time, her inner muscles clenching and spasming violently around his length, milking him.

“Holy… shit…” Francesco gritted out, his steady rhythm breaking as her pussy milked and gripped his cock relentlessly. “Myla… fuck, you almost made me bust inside you.”

He stilled his movements, his entire body rigid with the effort of control. Myla froze, her own breath caught in her throat. He had never come inside her before. It was their unspoken rule, the one sacred line they’d never crossed. Pulling out was their only concession to the dangerous reality of her marriage, the flimsy, symbolic barrier that kept this from becoming something more than just sex. It was the one act of intimacy she couldn’t allow from anyone except her husband. But right now… in the hazy, blissed-out aftermath of her shattering second orgasm, with his body still heavy on hers and his cock still buried deep, deep inside her… it was all she could think about.

The thought was a lightning strike, a reckless, catastrophic impulse born of pure, hedonistic desire. To be filled by him. To take all of him, to have the ultimate proof of their transgression deep inside her, a warm, secret communion. It was insane. It was dangerous and stupid and world-altering. It was everything she wanted.

“Do it,” she whispered, her voice hoarse, unrecognizable to her own ears. She turned her head slightly, her cheek rubbing against his, trying to meet his eyes. “Come inside me, Francesco.”

His body went utterly still, the muscles in his back and shoulders tensing under her hands. She could feel the shock radiate through him like an electric current. “Are you sure?” he replied breathlessly, his thrusts having slowed to a near stop. He was giving her an out, a chance to take it back, to retreat to the relative safety of their established rules. “Myla, are you sure?”

The rational part of her brain, the part that was Vincent’s wife, was screaming no. Screaming about consequences, about pregnancy, about the irrevocable, life-destroying nature of what she was asking. But the rest of her, the lonely, wanting, desperate part of her that Francesco had so masterfully awakened and brought back to life, screamed back yes.

“Yes,” she said again, her voice stronger this time, laced with a wild, defiant certainty that defied all logic and reason. “I’m sure. Please, Francesco. I want you to.”

Francesco didn’t ask for confirmation a second time. The hesitation vanished from his body, replaced by a raw, feral energy. He began to pump harder now, his cock plunging deep and fast into her wetness, each thrust a powerful, driving piston. He was fucking her with a new kind of intensity, a fierce, claiming rhythm that was no longer just about pleasure. Myla wrapped her arms back to clutch his biceps, holding on for dear life as he drove her toward a precipice she’d never dared to approach before. And only moments later, just as she felt a third orgasm beginning to ripple through her, she felt the change in him, the tell-tale tensing of his entire body. He cried out her name, a raw, guttural sound of pure, unadulterated release, and she felt his own load of cum begin to flood her womb, hot and copious, adding to the slick wetness already there.

He groaned against Myla’s ear, a long, shuddering sound of spent pleasure, and though he couldn’t see it, she had a wide, supremely satisfied smile on her face. Myla moaned at the profound, overwhelming feeling of her pussy being completely filled with his seed. It was so naughty, so unforgivably wrong, and yet it was the most thrilling, most intimate sensation she had ever experienced in her life. It felt like a branding, a secret mark of his ownership that she would carry with her, hidden deep inside, long after he was gone.

With a final, deep groan, Francesco slowly pulled out of her, the sound wet and obscene in the pristine, quiet room. He collapsed beside her on the couch for a moment, both of them breathing heavily, their bodies slick with sweat and glowing in the afternoon light. Then, as always, reality began to seep back in, cold and unwelcome. He stood up, his magnificent, flushed body on full display, and helped Myla sit up. She winced as a warm trickle of his cum ran down her inner thigh and pooled on the expensive cream-colored leather cushion, a mortal sin in Vincent’s universe.

“I can clean it, it’s fine,” Myla assured him quickly, seeing the flicker of concern in his eyes. The words were automatic, the cool, competent voice of the housewife taking over, already beginning the process of covering her tracks. He pulled her to her feet and brought her close for a hug, his strong arms wrapping around her bare back. She buried her face in the warm curve of his neck, inhaling his scent, trying to memorize the solid feel of him against her, the steady beat of his heart against her breast.

But their time together was as ephemeral as ever. The spell was broken. They both got dressed in a practiced, somber silence, the air thick with the impending, inevitable separation. Myla tried to ignore the familiar, sad, hollow feeling that opened up in her stomach like a pit. It was worse today. Crossing that final line had changed something fundamental between them, made the goodbye feel more poignant, more unbearably painful.

“Maybe next time…” she started to say, then trailed off, not even knowing what she was asking for. Maybe next time he wouldn’t have to leave. Maybe next time they could lie tangled together for hours until the sun went down. She knew, with a sudden, gut-wrenching clarity, that she couldn’t live a life in frantic, one-hour increments forever. She was starting to realize, with a terrifying certainty, that she wanted Francesco for more than just an hour, two times a week.

“See you next week?” Francesco asked, his voice gentle. He was fully dressed now, back in his uniform, the handsome deliveryman once more. He stood by her front door, his hand on the cool brass knob.

“Yes,” Myla said, stepping forward to kiss him one last time. It was a soft, lingering kiss, full of a bittersweet ache that felt like a physical pain in her chest. “I’ve got another delivery coming. Thursday.” It was a first-edition poetry book. Another flimsy excuse.

“Yeah, you do,” Francesco said, and a slow, knowing smile spread across his face, a smile that acknowledged the absurdity of their pretense. He gave her a conspiratorial wink that made her heart ache with a fierce, hopeless love. He opened the door and stepped out onto her front porch, into the bright, unforgiving sunlight of the world where he didn’t belong to her. He pressed his fingers to his lips, still warm and swollen from her kisses, and then held them up in her direction in a final, silent gesture that was both a promise and a goodbye.

She watched with a deep, cavernous ache in her chest as he walked away, his confident stride carrying him back down her perfectly manicured stone path, back to his truck, back to his life. Myla stood in the doorway, a ghost in her own home, already eagerly, desperately anticipating the next time she’d hear the rumble of that brown delivery truck pulling up in front of her house. But for the first time, she knew, with a sinking certainty that felt like a stone in her gut, that ‘next time’ wouldn’t be enough. Not anymore.
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About the Author

This book contains explicit sexual content and is intended for mature readers only. All characters engaging in sexual acts are 18 years of age or older. The scenes depicted are consensual and intended for entertainment purposes only. Reader discretion is advised.

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

By proceeding to read this book, you acknowledge that you are of legal age to read explicit content and that you understand the nature of the content contained within. The author and publisher do not endorse or condone any real-life actions that may mirror those depicted in this work of fiction.

Enjoy the story responsibly.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Frost & Flame Holidays

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

Frost and Flames Holidays is a collection of erotic romance short reads that turns the winter season into a fevered backdrop of yearning and surrender. In frost-kissed towns and candlelit rooms, a single glance, a whispered invitation, or a mistletoe moment can ignite a burn that lasts long after the snow melts. Each standalone tale pairs sultry chemistry with emotional warmth, placing diverse lovers in festive settings, from snowbound cabins and glittering city nights to cozy fireside evenings, where desire and trust collide in lush, intimate moments. Expect steamy encounters balanced by heart, with stories that celebrate the magic of holiday connection and the thrilling heat that summer-cold air can’t dampen. Perfect for readers craving quick, decadent escapes that feel lush, provocative, and deeply human.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.

[image: Circle of Temptation]

Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.

[image: Unpublished Desires]

Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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